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INTRODUCTION

In 1906, Dr. Henry Eyster Jacobs, then in his sixty-second
year, wrote these notes on his experiences in the leadership of
the Lutheran Church. As he states in his opening sentence,
these notes are set down for the use of others. He had in mind
particularly his own son, Dr. Charles Michael Jacobs, then pastor
0of Christ Church, Allentown - later to succeed him as President
of the Lutheran Theological Seminary at Philadelphia.

The notes were handwritten in his miniscule script, and
filled twenty-five of his familiar end-open note books. He
reviewed the notes at least twice later and made corrections,
additions and deletions. These changes are quite apparent in
the manuscript by the shaky hand-writing and the occasionally
added date of entry ( 1922, 1927, etc.).

It was not his wish that the notes be published in their
original form since much of the material deals with personali-
ties. While he felt that the remarks were perfectly fair, he had
been brought up in a time when the fragility of human relation-
ships was only too evident. Thus he did not propose to reveal
his inner thinking to an unknowing world.

At the time of Dr. Henry Jacobs' death, the manuscript was
inherited by Dr. Charles Jacobs who, because of the press of
presidential duties, was unable to edit them. When the editor
requested a subject in American Church History for his B.D.
thesis at the Philadelphia Seminary, Dr. Charles Jacobs gave him
the manuscript with instructions that it be transcribed, fully
amotated and returned to him for his careful scrutiny. Though
Dr. Charles Jacobs had not carefully studied these notes himself,
he requested that the annotations be made as if for publication,
and that the notes be full. Every churchman named was to be
located, and every movement checked. While no decision was
made as to publication, it was expected that the notes - if
published - should be a sort of source and reference for
the history of the Lutheran Church on the American scene in
the nineteenth century.

Unfortunately, Dr. Charles Jacobs died before he had had
the first opportunity to review the transcribed manuscript,
and the notes passed, as part of his estate, to his widow.
In 1944, while my brother, Dr. Edward T. Horn, III, was on the
faculty at the Philadelphia Seminary, Mrs. Charles Jacobs
gave him the original notebooks with permission to publish or
not, as might seem advisable. As time passed and the knowledge
of the existence of this manuscript has spread, there have been
constant requests from scholars who wished to consult all or
portions of it. And, as time passed and the events described
have receded into history, it has become possible to evaluate

them irenically.

For a time the possibility of a condensation of the notes
was under consideration, and Dr. Henry Jacobs' youngest grandson,
the Rev. James G. Horn, prepared such a condensation while re-
cuperating from a severe attack of polio. But it seemed best
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that the complete manuscript, in Dr. Jacobs' own words, should be
published.

For these notes throw much light on the movements within
the Lutheran Church in the United States of America, and anyone
who studies church history cannot escape the conclusion that
movements are determined by personalities. Yet in general :.
histories of the Lutheran Church descriptions of leaders are
hard to come by. The uninhibited observations of a colleague
can bring personalities to life, and throw light on otherwise
inexplicable historical problems.

If there was a gift which Dr. Jacobs possessed beyond
the gifts of most men, it was a rare ability to judge men.
With keen eye he could size up the stature of a man and become
aware of his excellencies and shortcomings without harboring
any feeling of personal animosity. This gives these notes
added weight. In the instances in which Dr. Jacobs' prejudices
color his evaluations, the reader will be able to pick them
up immediately and judge accordingly.

These notes are mentioned first as a historical commen-
tary because that would be in keeping with Dr. Jacobs' own
humility. Yet he himself has as great a place in the history
of the Lutheran Church in his own right as any of the men he
mentions. Whenever the story of these years is told, it in-
cludes much of his work and influence, and these notes are
unequaled for tracing his influence on the church.

It is in keeping with Dr. Jacobs' nature that the writer
himself is least before the gaze of the reader. Yet throughout,
the reader feels that he is in the presence of a keen person-
ality, and is seeing the church as he saw it. This is a better
way to understand the man himself, than to read a biography
in the words of a third person.

Except for the first few chapters, the notes are a verbatim
transcription. Among the papers found after Dr. Jacobs' death
were several descriptions of his childhood, together with a
"revised version" of the first few chapters. These revisions
have been interwoven with the notes here. Other source
material, such as letters, diaries.. which have a direct bearing
on the events related have been collected, but are ommitted
to conserve space.

The annotations will afford the reader further explanations
of the text, and at least direct him towards the study of any
interesting by-road. 1In most cases, space permits only the
indication of some source from which to begin explorations.

A schedule of abbreviations is appended to the Notes which follow
the text. A further study has been made of articles written by
Dr. Jacobs in The Lutheran, as a step towards a bibliography of
his writings, and appears in the Appendix.
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Those of us who knew him best wish we could describe him
for you. Record, for instance, the innumerable hours spent
searching for his detachable cuffs which were always missing
when important visitors arrived to see him... Describe the black
cloth bag with which he set out on shopping expeditions, and
in which he often returned with a rare book from the Pennsyl-
vania Historical Society Library, a chicken purchased at the
Reading Terminal Market, and a pound of well-melted butter.

Or his monumental absent mindedness and the hundreds of odd
situations it gothim into ( and from which we had to extricate
him) . Or his host of academic friends outside the Lutheran
Church, such as George Lincoln Burr, Preserved Smith and Nich-
olas Murray Butler.... Or his remarkable knowledge of the
flora and fauna of the Pocono Mountains, transmitted to his
grandchildren on wonderful summer days long gone.... Or the
old Oliver typewriter on which he punched out many of his
articles.... Or the way he crossed his legs and waggled his
foot into the aisle on Sundays when the preacher started to
get off theological base... Or the marvellous direction of
his household and his schedule by Laura Downing Jacobs, his
devoted and determined wife... There are a thousand such
stories... all of them true. This was the man.

Here are his words.
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Henry Eyster Jacobs - An Appreciation

When a devout Christian throws himself without stint into
the life of the church, it is uncanny to see how developments
within the church's life coincide with his own personal history.
Church and personal history become one; neither can be explained
without the other.

The life of Henry Eyster Jacobs is a brilliant example of
this phenomenon. When three general bodies of Lutherans met
together to form the United Lutheran Church in America, having
finally adopted a Constitution and Merger Agreement, Dr. Jacobs
was moved to address the convention:

"I have been in the thick of the fight, almost through
the entire period of separation. My student days at
the seminary were during the time when the break occur-
red. Against my will I was forced from being an ardent
and enthusiastic partisan of the General Synod, to
break with men whom I highly honored, and to take a
decided position against them. It was my privilege also
at the Church's call, to have filled the embarrassing
position of being for thirteen years a representative
of the Ministerium of Pennsylvania at the very focus

of the theological activity of the General Synod. Not-
withstanding our differences, my personal relations
with my colleagues were always cordial, and a large
proportion of the leaders of the General Synod have
been my pupils."*

Speaking was the man who was revered as the elder states-
man of the General Council. He had spent thirteen years of
ceaseless editorial activity in crystallizing and making arti-
culate its confessional position. Yet he was also a man who,
in conference and committee, and in home and foreign mission
work, had been mixing cooperatively with the other side.

In this merger, he saw the meaning of his own life. Not
from outside pressures of new immigrants, or from the confessional
insistence of new leaders, but from the tradition of American
Lutheranism had come this day; and he was a blood witness to
this fact. His joy and enthusiasm is evident in all of his
printed addresses during the seventh decade of his life.

In a particularly rapturous expression before the Susque-
hanna Synod, entitled, "The Attitude of the Lutheran Church of
America in the Present World Crisis", the despfration of the mod-
ern world becomes the opportunity for his church, as he lists
four autobiographical objectives for his hearers:

1. The thorough Lutheranizing of the Lutheran Church of

America.
2. The thorough Americanization of the Lutheran Church of

America.

* Remarks on Adoption of Constitution and Merger - United Luther-
an Church in America - May 29, 1918.



3. The Lutheranizing of America.
4. The Lutheranizing of the World. *

Not only do such objectives belong to a 19th century peroration-
they actually speak from seventy three years' experience of Dr.
Jacobs. He had his part in the first three objectives during
that life-time, and could just begin to see possibilities of

the fourth through his catholic eyes.

His life is wrapt around one theme, and all of his activi-
ties are simple variations:

Can Lutherans in America, speaking the English lanquage,
find precedent, and hope for a faith which centers in the

historic confessions of the Lutheran Church?

After coming to a resounding "Yes" to that question, he was, in
1917, ready to move into virgin mission territory:

"Must we not regard a Church dead, which declines to
give its testimony in the terms of the age and land
where it is supposed to live?" **

As we see this life in review, it seems to fall into three
rather distinct parts:

1) The Student - finding his way.
2) The Scholar - responsible to the Church.
3) The Teacher - setting others on the road.

The Student - Finding His Way

Certainly Henry Jacobs was "American" enough. He could
truly say:

"The Lutheran Church of America is no exotic, transplanted
from a foreign shore, but it is native to this continent...
Its position is not that of a naturalized citizen, but
one that rests upon a birthright... It is a growth of

three centuries, in which... it has adjusted to its en-
vironment.'" ¥%¥¥*

His own ancestry gave proof. Letters from his uncles to
each other reveal that Lincolnesque characteristic of self-
taught men in a country of opportunity - they take their hands
from the plough only to tire their eyes reading heavy books
by candlelight... then further tax their patience by writing
illiterate letters to each other about their literary societies.
Henry grew up in a town where political news came in on the stage
past his door; where fire engine demonstrations provided the
excitement for young and old. A decisive battle was fought
over his home town; he had a front row place to hear Lincoln's
famous address. His experience in the Christian Commission

* May 10, 1917.

** The Changeless Faith and Changing Conditions, an address
delivered at the Hamma Divinity School, November 1915, publ.
in The Lutheran Quarterly, January 1916.

*** Tntrod. to A.R.Wentz, Lutheran Church in American History,1923,
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with the wounded stained his hands with the blood of men com-
mitted to a national cause. There he was forced to recognize

the varied character of American Christianity, and to come to
understand others with whom he disagreed. Here started an Amer-
ican wistfulness about other Christians, which led him to worship
with others, attend their conferences and review their books.

The practical pursuits of the American pragmatic mind
were not foreign to him - for he grew up in a scientist's
house. Natural science became the first subject he would teach.
He served as town surveyor, president of the gas company while
he taught Latin and Greek, chased bugs and played the flute.
He knew the laity, and felt a deep uneasiness when clerical
arguments in their presence only opened up the obvious faults
of the clergy. A democratic society, to him, demanded a
different spirit - one where men could disagree deeply, yet
never malign the other for opinions held.

Even the conflicting currents of American character he
knew well: that puritanical conscience which dampens all gaity
and brings forth endless soul searching, the "anxious bench”
and revurring repentance - as well as the spirited enthusiasm of
college students about their pranks, or of the professor who lets
down his hair - just once. And there were even those times
in declining years when his grandsons would catch him at the
radio, listening to the fights. Strangely contrasting colors -
all of them - which make up an American.

An American he was; but could ge, as an American, be a good
Lutheran? The struggle for a foothold on this continent had
brought Lutherans through a period when they were almost wholly
dependent upon the continent. Language difficulties and the
lack of a native, trained clergy brought doubt upon the future.
Many Lutherans on breaking away from their native tongue, took
for granted that they had left the church of their fathers; they
were easy prey for those who would absorb them in English speaking
communions. Pastors, trained in non-Lutheran seminaries, were
eager to extend the Lutheran Church into the American scene
by changes which would leave no real reason for continuing the
name Lutheran.

The most noble effort to Americanize the Lutheran Church -
the '"Definite Synodical Platform" authored by Dr. Samuel S.
Schmucker - colored the confusion of Henry Jacobs' early years.
Dr . Schmucker's answer was one of the first real efforts toward
church unity in this country. It set a pattern which has fre-
quently been repeated - of scrapping denominational differences
in favor of those things which represent present agreement.
To Henry Jacobs, Dr. Schmucker's answer did not ring true, for
it could not convince or evoke support from his own colleagues.
Surrounded as he was by his father's library, constant disc::-
cussions pro and con at the family table, and by a growing
group of men being challenged to champion a confessional cause,
he knew that all tended toward another answer, more convincing.
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But the battle had to be his; and his in isolation. Where
else could you find a man who followed a like pathway to cer-
tainty? In the midst of his confusion, he combed through the
Lutheran authorities of the Age of Orthodoxy, found the best
statements about specific doctrines, committed them to memory,
and then grew into their meaning till they actually spoke
through his words. In the center of all seeme to be the
Lutheran dogmatician, Martin Chemnitz. Once Henry Jacobs came
to this position, he maintained it staunchly throughout his
life. The meteoric explosions of German idealistic thought
which successively bathed New England were noticed by Dr.
Jacobs, but were irrelevant to faith for him. The discoveries
of higher criticism made little difference to his position.
The insights of a Sﬂren‘ﬁierkegaard are mentioned, indeed

appreciated, but Dr. Jacobs' churchly stand provided an impene-
trable shelter.

A Lutheran he had decided to be when he presented himself,
after long delay, for confirmation. Only the obstinacy of his
"Pennsylvania Dutch" background can explain the determination
with which he uncovered his heritage, only to dwell within it.
The first publications spell our this search:

1869 - Translation of Hutter's Compend

1870 - Articles on Martin Chemnitz

1871 - Translations from Chemnitz' Examen

1874 - Doctrine of the Ministry as Taught by the Dogmaticians
of the Lutheran Church

1876 - Translation of Schmid's Dogmatik

1877 - Translations from Plitt's Einleitung in die Augqustana

1882 - Translation of the Book of Concord

Something exciting was necessary to give the enthusiasm for
such effort. It was provided in his first real theological
study, required for admission to the Pittsburgh Synod, "The
Lutheran Doctrine of the Lord's Day." As a pious young man in
mid-century Gettysburg, he entered into the study to buttress
the concept of a closed Sunday. After intense study, the
young conservative changed to a young upstart by attacking the
puritanical fog which engulfed his native town, and arguing
for a new appreciation of the freedom of thwe Lord's Day - thus
separating the Lutheran from the prevailing American point of
view. Modern man can but shout'"three cheers" for such a daring
effort, even though it cut the young theologian off from his
friends.

The second stand would not so delight us. His short pas-
torate came to an abrupt end when he refused to issue a general
invitation to the communion, and even made this just cause for

resigning as pastor in a document entitled, "The Springdale
Protest."” Again he goes against the grain, and cuts through
an accepted practice to find his answer - this time, seemingly,
in the opposite direction. Actually, however, he is climbing
toward some objective stance from whence he can shake off the
provincialisms of his time and place and can judge all from a
higher perspective. The student was finding his position in
the confessional stands of the past.
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Because of his complete concentration upon this task, he
soon caught up to like studies that leaders of the church
were now carrying on, and thus, from an early time was called
into the life-stream of decisions within the new General Council
in its infancy. Every step was challenged by the opposing
General Synod in the hottest editorial battle of Lutheran annals
in this country; echoes thundered back from new Lutheran immi-
grants in this country, especially from the mid-West. Stimu-
lated by these, Henry Jacobs addressed himself to the answer
of questions which floated on the surface of this swift current.

The Scholar - Responsible to His Church

From the time when Dr. Jacobs moved to the Philadelphia
Seminary, a new period commences. Now he must enter the vacant
chair of Dr. Charles Porterfield Krauth. His two chief voices
became the weekly Lutheran and the quarterly Lutheran Church
Review; he was editor of both from 1882-1895. The articles
which he poured weekly into The Lutheran form an impressive
pile today. Dr. Jacobs brought all the breadth of his scholar-
ship to bear upon the daily policies of the church. Here was
no closeted scholar working out his answers in a vaccuum; here
was a student who sayw in the everyday struggles of his church the
working out of great principles of the past. To every situation
he applied the results of his study, bringing common men out
of the heat of conflict to look upon the deeper issues involved.
He saw no objection in bringing forth before the sight of all -
the studies which he was making in all parts of the church's life.
For example in 1886 there are nine articles defending the Funda-
mental Principles of the General Council; in 1890 seventeen
articles on Whence, Where,Whither for the Lutheran Church in
this country; in 1891 thirty articles on the Common Service;
in 1894 sixteen articles on theological education among Lutherans
in America, etc...

An examination of his papers after his death shows that in
almost every case, his studies were placed in printed form.
Unlike his gifted son, Charles, practically every study lies
before us - most of them starting out as articles in the
Lutheran, Lutheran Church Review, or the Workman. They were
then developed into his books. The ¢hurch had granted him
freedom from parish responsibilities and his conscience would
not allow him rest until the fruits of his study were in printed
form - a type of conscience not too common among scholars, alas.

One can almost detect in this activity a conscious aim to
pour confessional content into the General Council until it
might react as an organism for Lutheranizing the church. He
looked upon the confessions of the l6th century, not as "a
collection of fossilized material, a cemetery of dead dogmas, "
but rather as " a granary of living seed, ready, wherever placed,
to produce abundant harvests, and to assume a variety of forms.
So far is it from being a barrier to progress, that is shows
the manner in which true progress is attainable."
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Against the efforts of New England theology to conform the
Christian message to the philosophies of the day, he was con-
stantly wary. Christianity, for him, was "not a chameleon",
changing its color to agree with its temporary background. He
was fond of the words of the early 19th century preacher, Klaus
Harms:

"When our Lord Jesus Christ said, 'Repent', He meant
not that His doctrine should be conformed to men,
but that men should conform to His doctrine." *

The theology that became his, then, was a borrowed one,
historically attained. It is as historian that Dr. Jacobs now
stands before us, and ag historian that he will be known. His
0&n discoveries in histpeical research only confirmed his con-
fidence. Perhaps his Lutheran Movement in England is his best
work in this field - a work which has stood the passage of time
admirably, and is still an authority, limited only by discoveries
of new documents which were not available to him. This work
lays bare factual material concerning the Lutheran background
of the English Reformation and especially of the First Prayer
Book, together with Catechisms and other materials. Despite
sharp attacks by indignant Anglican dignitaries, his replies
were irrefutable, and his contentions still hold. He had found
a hidden corner which Anglicans refused to see, and which
German historians took for granted ( but in German, of course ).

One of his critics called him an "enthusiast", and though
his scholarship would stand most of the tests of the modern
scientific school, the title is probably properly conferred.

Dr. Jacobs found in his English studies a precedent for Lutherans
to use the English language inasmuch as the first reformed material
in English was Lutheran. The "enthusiast" had uncovered a
foundation for a new structure for the Lutheran Church in this
language; to him, America was to be the scene of a new mission
in the English tongue. One cannot ascribe this discovery to

Dr . Jacobs alone; he was encouraged in his studies by Dr. Beale
M. Schmucker, Dr. Joseph Seiss and others who had uncovered much
in scratchings for a Common Service. Yet one cannot emphasize
too much the right that these men felt they had in appropriating
for the Lutheran Church in this country, a mass of material,
usually regarded the sole possession of the Anglican Church.

It would be hard to understand the Common Service Book, or the
Service Book and Hymnal of the Lutheran churches in this country
without such a fundamental discovery.

Lest the title of "enthusiast" do injury to Dr. Jacobs' repu-
tation as an historian, we present the tribute of an acknowledged
scientific historian of the Reformation period, Preserved
Smith, on the occasion of Dr. Jacobs' eightieth birthday:

"Long before you ever heard my name, I was one of

your disciples. To you I owe my first introduction
to the field of Reformation history, and much of my2
first inspiration to glean that field after you." **

* See The Lutheran Quarterly, January, 1916.
** See The Philadelphia Seminary Bulletin, December, 1924.
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Dr . Jacobs was eager to create this same historical sense
among all Lutherans, and he used every opportunity in address-
ing groups, speaking at anniversaries, etc. He was extremely
disappointed, therefore, when the temper of the church changed
as the 20th century drew near.

The Teacher - Setting Others on the Road

In the Lutheran for Jan. 2, 1896, a letter of resignation
from the editor, Henry E. Jacobs, appears with the following
words:

"We have been protesting for years against the diversion
of time and strength of our Professors to outside
engagements, and we can conceive of nothing more dis-
tracting to study and more inconsistent with the spirit
and work of the Seminary, than the manifold annoyances
and close attention to varied details of a conscientious
editor of a weekly paper that aims not at scientific -
but at popular ends. We have also serious difficulties
about accepting any situation in which we are expected
to speak as the organ of any Synod or any General

Body. Our personal convictions we are ever ready to de-
clare, but we cannot do more."

In the January, 1895 issue of the Lutheran Church Review, a simple
announcement of his resignation as editor appears in a pink
insert. We must consider this to be more than a surface dis-
turbance. From 1882-1895, articles had flowed from his pen,

and books were reviewed; suddenly in both publications the art-
icles cease. Portentous signs of the 20th century church in its
organizational structure, its full time officials, and official
"organs" were appearing. Men were moulding the work of the
church beyond a point where Dr. Jacobs believed planning should
go; they were even planning the positionsto which they would
later manufacture personal calls; and the printed word itself
was to become propagandized, in his judgment.

Fear of disagreement or argument was never his. "It is the
Church's perpetual lot on earth to be militant"” he often said.
He had complete confidence that the Church of Jesus Christ is
one, and that the Holy Spirit would care for unity if men would
be completely conscientious in their faith.

True, the unity which he had hoped for - the dream of one
Lutheran Church in this country - was receding into emptiness.
Inmmigrations from Northern Europe brought waves of Lutherans
to these shores, filling the mid-West and pushing to the Pacific.
The overtaxed mission endeavors of both General Council and
General Synod were not even able to keep up with the need for
English-speaking missions in the East; linguistic and national
characteristics separated the immigrants from native Americans
and from each other. Each group could only talk about "our
@aollege" or "our seminary", and Lutherans finally created a
veritable patchwork of European colors in this country.
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In the last pages of the Memoirs, we can feel Dr. Jacobs'
quiet temper rising. Building one Lutheran Church in this
country must have appeared as useless as constructing sand
castles before advancing tides. Every battle had to be refought;
every obvious lesson from experience had to be argued again with
those whose premises were foreign to this air. Hear his own
words in 1917:

"What has been accomplished by the portion of the
Lutheran Church that has been thoroughly American-
ized - that portion organically connected with the
labors of Muhlenberg and the earliest attempts for
the establishment of an organized Church - has often
been overlooked, because it has seemed submerged,
beneath the floods of fresh immigration, which have
poured in wave after wave from Lutheran lands upoOn
our shores, bringing us constantly most valuable
accessions and stimulating Church consciousness, but
delaying the period when the Church thus formed could
move as a unit." *

Thus the growth of church organizétion in his own church
family, and the waning hope of any foreseeable unity among
Lutherans, turned Dr. Jacobs toward concentration on his Semi-
nary duties. For years he had been the only professor in
residence on campus, giving all his attention to his teaching.
Now the classroom, daily conferences with students, and an
amazing correspondence intertwined his life with his students’'.
He became Dean in 1894, and President in 1920.

In 1915, looking back over fifty years of Seminary history,
he could say:

"It is no longer a mere school, but a laboratory of

the Church where each professor, beside his instruction
to his classes, is expected to cnltivate his depart-
ment for the Church both near and far, and to reach
thousands through the press, where with his voice

he is heard here by only a few score; and where dili-
gent outside scholars are to be found in the library,
absorbed in investigation, and busy pastors of high
standing in the ministry are attracted to graduate
courses. It is a power house sending forth its
currents to awaken activity along numberless channels,
to the remotest parts of the earth and to distant
ages.'" **

Even the shrubs, trees, and lawn of the Seminary received Dr.
Jacobs' loving care.

There on the campus of the Seminary one could catch a glance
of that familiar figure - massive head engrossed in thought -
bending his fragile legs with its weight - hands clasped behind
his back; it was enough to bring reverence from the youngest
child, and respect from those who knew him simply as a fellow

* See
** The Philadelphia Seminary - an address at the 50th anniversary
commencement .
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citizen of the Mount Airy community.

A life of eighty eight years gathers up enthusiastic
devotion with each advancing year. On his eightieth birthday,
and thereafter till the year after his death, there were elo-
quent tributes by those who knew him as scholar, teacher, theo-
logian, historian and churchman. Clear and reserved is this
description of Dr. Jacobs as a theologian from a colleague
who was not a stranger in modern thought, Dr. Offermann:

"To those who were associated with Dr. Jacobs, it must

have become more and more evident empecially during
the last decades of his life, that he has found his
home in a world of transcendent realities to which
by the grace of God his faith in Jesus Christ had
given him access. So vivid was his sense of the
presence of this world in his life and thinking

that it never occurred to him to construct his own
system of Christian theology with the aid of human
speculation and contemporaneous philosophic thought
as many theologians of the Lutheran faith in the
second half of the 19th century attempted to do. Nor
on the other hand, could he ever be attracted by the
popular glamor of a theology that sought to exclude
from its system all metaphysical truth and interpreted
all objective statements of the Christian faith as
mere value-judgments. Neither Hegel nor Kant,
neither ‘Schleiermacher nor Ritschl, had any influence
upon his theological thinking... he became one 0of the
few theologians who were able to give a satisfying
answer to the question that was uppermost in the
hearts and minds of students, pastors and people:
What is Lutheranism undefiled and uncontaminated by
foreign influence? What is genuine Lutheran faith
and doctrine? What is Lutheran theology in its
purity and fulness as it was once understood, inter-
preted and expounded by the confessors of the l1l7th
and 18th century?" *

As we of the 20th century read the Memoirs, it is Dr.
Jacobs as churchman who speaks to us. Our self-conscious
examination of the nature of the church in our time finds
illumination in his complete devotion to the church. Indeed,
among Lutheram leaders of his time, his consciousness of the
reality of the church is somewhat unique.

As a child of Article VIII of the Augsburg Confession,
Dr. Jacobs believed that "the precise line separating the true
children of God from all others cannot be traced by man's sight".
There are true children of God in every communion; this he knew
to be so from his many friendships. Yet he found the source
of this true church to be around the preaching of the Word of
God and the right administration of the sacraments in a be-
lieving community - a confessional view 0f the church which
has pervaded all Protestantism. Thus the Augsburg Confession,

* See The Lutheran Church Review
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for him, became the road to catholicity. With such certainty

of the existence of the one church, Dr. Jacobs could banish his

worries about the future. Anxious efforts to hurry intb visible
organizations of unity only brought forth his reply: "You can't

force into visibility the mystical body of Christ.”

To cut the cord with the past would have been suicidal to
his conception of the church, "the communion of saints". To
ignore history was to ignore the testimony of the Holy Spirit
in men of flesh and blood which brought forth confessions from
the delths of human life. The ever present tendency of American
Christianity to seize the present and dwell in it was to fashion
something which could not belong to the people of God. Confronted
with his stubborn tenacity against unionistic tendencies, he
replied:

“Those who denounce us for what they are pleased
to call our contracted vision, in not at once
acquiescing in proposals to surrender what is
our own, we should, with all courtesy, ask to
respect our preference, as we do theirs, and as
we pray for God's blessing on every effort to
advance his kingdom, not to forget us in like
petitions." *

Despite such an idealistic conception of the people of
God, Dr. Jacobs never underestimated the reality of the church
of flesh and blood. The visible church that he knew, which had
called him to a specific labor, in which he worshipped - was
the only channel of the Word and sacraments to him. The Holy
Spirit's influence was to be found in the very decisions and
problems which wracked his brain and tore his heart. Unsought
appointments to boards or committees were His work, and he
could not refuse them. Even the presence of venomous debate
or scandal within the church was to him not at all surprising
with flesh and blood people.

Most eloquent 4s his address to the Synod of Virginia in
1917:

"I infer ( the Synod of Virginia has stood) for two
great principles: first that the Lutheran faith

is a trust which cannot be surrendered, but must

be confessed and maintained against all hazards;
and, secondly, that for such a purpose, the lan-
guage of the land must become the language of the
€hurch, educational institutions must be established
on solid foundations, and a new literature arise

as a witness of our faith.

"For to the end of time, the Church, if it is to
fulfill its mission on earth, must be a nursery,
in which to rear the feeble and train them for
vigorous manhood. It must be a hospital, which
is not meant to exclude those unable to meet the
test of a rigid medical examination, but which is

* See The Changeless Faith... The Lutheran Quarterly, January,1916.
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established for the purpose of gathering within
itself the sick and injured and restoring them

to health. It is a reformatory, whose inmates
have all of them wveaknesses, that must be borne
and dealt with, as each case with its peculiar
experience, requires. The Church is no aristo-
cracy of historical antecedents or culture, or

of intellectual or spiritual attainments, but the
people of God of every rank and condition in life,
and every degree of convalescence from the dire
disaase with which all are born, ready to share
every advantage possessed and every benefit en-
joyed with every man, woman and child for whom
Christ died. It reaches its divine ideal only
when, like Christ, it gives to others all that

it has; and yet, in giving is itself enriched." *

These words, so full of meaning in the experience of a
churchman, speak sharply to our hearts today. We may have
changed our theological ways, our systems of thought; our pro-
positions of factual material, logical arguments no longer
bring faith and trust. The reality of the Christian message
must come to us through the discoveries of men who are immersed
in things human. Only human experiences which touch us can
bring meaning. Not the learned theologian, but the involved
churchman brings the message.

And as churchman, Dr. Jacobs leaves his hopes for that
particular place in the church which he recognized as his home:

"The United Lutheran Church should be historical
in its temper, cherishing every truth confessed
in the past as a precious possession, and at the
same time progressive; observant of precedents
and yet not mechanically bound by them; full of
the freedom of the Reformation period, because its
foundations are sure and its truth many sidedqd,
and its capabilities of development are exhaust-
less. 1Its sympathies will be wide, and its
aspirations high as the heavens are raised above
the earth." *¥*

The full story of his efforts toward this end is yet to be told -
perhaps much of it in the life of his son, Charles Michael Jacobs.

As these Memoirs see the light, the Lutheran Church in
North America is still divided. There are still tendencies
to fight battles which have been won, or to insist upon facing
problems which do not pertain to the American scene. Not yet
are some allowed to turn toward man's desperate plight in the
20th century; or to greet the "coming great Church". It is
our hope that the publication of these Memoirs can turn our
eyes from excessive self-examination to the task which lies
before us in this year of Grace.

Henry E. Horn
Cambridge, Mass. 1953

*See Laying the Foundations and Building Thereon - 200th Anniver-
of Hebroan Church, Madison, Va.
** See - the same.




Chapter One - Whence?

My purpose in these notes is not autobiographical, but to
record for the use and benefit of others, matters that have fallen
under my observation.

Gettysburg was my birthplace, and for thirty-six years, with
a short interruption of three years ( 1867-1870), my home. As I
first remember it, it was a compactly built town of something over
2000 inhabitants. While already regarded as old-fashioned, and
having a number of conspicuous buildings that were falling to
pleces with age, the town could by no means claim antiquity. Per-
sons were still living who in their youth had seen the earliest
settlers, and remembered them as aged men. Traditions, not very
remote, were current concerning the days when the Indians roamed
the forests and fields:; and stone arrowheads, hatchets and adzes
unearthed by the ploughman, or found by boys on their holiday
rambles along the neighboring creek confirmed the story.

The town rose from what was a frontier outpost a century and
@ half ago. The crossing of two turnpikes, one running north and
south from Carlisle to Baltimore, the other, east and west, from
Lancaster to Chambersburg, made it the site of an old style country
tavern in the days of stage coaches, and the Conestoga wagon.
From the crossroads the way rises for ten miles or more to the
West through a succession of wooded hills with deep valleys and
streams between them, until at }-ast the mountain-ridge is reached.
Its dark blue wall bounds fully one third of the horizon, forming
a background for the lower and greener eminences that intervene,
exhaustless in its variety of brilliant effects beneath the glories
of the setting sun. Time was when the beauty of the landscape was
forgotten by the traveller as he journeyed this road from the East,
not only because of the treacherous Indians, but also of outlawed
whitemen, who always hung on the outskirts of civilization. As
civilization advanced and the country developed, roads passed
through this center from numerous directions, until they radiated
on all sides like the ribs of a fan or the spokes of a wheel.
Several of these roads were the arteries of the life of the young
nation, before the construction of railroads and canals. Through
them the traffic passed from the seaboard cities of Baltimore and
Philadelphia, into the interior, and the North and South inter-
changed products and manufactures. It was no wonder that Gettys-
burg was for a considerable period before the introduction of
railrogﬂg a center of travel by stages and private conveyances,
and th Qhe great war came and its waves rolled northward, it was
a place of highly strategic importance.

A crossroads could not long remain merely the site of one
tavern. Houses were built around the taverns. Shops and stores
were needed with the growth of trade. Churches which at first had
been located miles away in the forests were gradually transferred
to the new town and found here their permanent homes. In former
days it was not uncommon for churches to be situated on the edge,
rather than in the center of towns. The chief motive for this
singular custom must have been the necessity of providing every
church with its own graveyard for which ample room was required.
Even where the church is now more centrally located investigation
will probably show that the town has grown around the graveyard,
which years before had been located on the border.
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About 1800, a separate county was founded, and the fortune of
the growing hamlet was assured when it was made the capital. A
borough was incorporated, a survey made, and right in the center
of the projected town, within "the square" , or "diamond" as it
was called in Gettysburg, a court-house was erected. As I remember
it, the temple of justice was an old fashioned, shalrhy brick
building, that had been outgrown by the demands of the county.
The four massive white door-ways boldly faced the four cardinal
points of the compass, fit symbols of the impartiality of justice,
and the lack of favoritism between the streets down which they
gazed. Right in its center rose the towering white frame tower,
surmounted by a vane, and adorned on each side with the dial of
the town clock. One of the chief uses of this tower was to serve
as the target of "Blue Dick", the principal fire engine of the
borough. On Saturday afternoons, the volunteer firemen sought by
vigorous effort~ to send a stream of water above the vane. "Blue
Dick"'s associatés, "general Taylor" and "Captain May" were not
admitted to competition. Under favorable circumstances, 'Blue
Dick" actually threw its stream of water to the very pinnacle of
the court house steeple to the rejoicing cries of the onlookers.
This building was doomed to be demolished a year or two before the
Civil War. Alongside of the Court House was a small sqalid-looking
and poorly kept brick market-house, whose disappearance noO one
particularly regretted when it was torn down one night by some
boys.

The founders could not well control the growth of the town.
The "diamond" did not long remain its center. Enterprise expanded
along a long thin 1line, twice or thrice the distance southward ,
along the road to Baltimore above its growth to the north. After
undulating up and down hill for about a mile, Baltimore Street
ended abruptly on an eminence with an extended prospect that
charms the eye, a spot which was to become one of the most famous
points in military history. From the summit of Cemetery Hill,
overlooking the road through the valley, and up the steeper ascent
beyond, the eye had a clear sweep. It was an ideal spot whence to
see a military parade. We remember an impressive scene of a mili-
tary funeral one Sunday afternoon, when the whole way seemed brist-
ling with bayonets. It was also on this stretch of road that I
saw President Lincoln riding on a horse entirely too small for his
gigantic proportions, on his way to the Cemetery, where he made his
immortal oration of Nov. 19th, 1863.

/The houses of the better classes were commodious brick buil-
dings; those of the humbler people were of frame or logs. The
greatest economy in the use of ground seems to have been in the
minds of the original settlers. For while there were long, deep
gardens in the rear, terminated as a rule by stables, pigpens,
chicken-coops and an alley, at the center of each intersecting
block, each dwelling faced directly on the street. Front porches
and side yards before the middle of the Nineteenth Century were
rarities. House joined house, as though it were a great calamity
to admit of any space between them. Some have suggested that
each proprietor built upon the assumption that in the course of
time, the village would soon become the nucleus of a crowded city,
and every inch of street frontage would command a high price.
Others have thought that the settlers had as their models the
towns of the 0l1d World, from which they were not too distinctly
removed, that were built compactly in the Middle Ages sO as to
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be surrounded by a wall, furnished with sturdy and well-defended
gates against all invaders. The great problem accordingly was,

not as today - to afford each home the utmost of pure air and
invigorating sunlight and grateful shade and the refining influence
of a lawn, and shrubs and flowers - but to condense the inhabitants
without sacrificing the privacy of the family life. Where the long
line of brick walls was broken, a high frame fence generally filled
the gap in order to completely secure the sacred precincts of yard
and garden from the eyes of those without. If a stealthy glance
were taken through some crevice, or when the gate was criminally
left open by some child or servant, the part secluded would as a
rule, be found in every way worthy of the sight and admiration of
others than the owners and their closest friends. The open lawns
and gardens that are found today in the newer portions of the town
are not as carefully tended as those more retired spots were for-
merly, where a profusion of roses, honeysuckles, lilacs, snow-balls,
cannas and hydrangeas with their humbler companions, the violets,
the pansies, the daisies, the lilies of the valley, showed the con-
stant care and taste of the diligent wife and mother; while beyond
the pear and apple, plum and cherry trees fringed the beds where

as an evidence of the industry of the head of the family in wielding
spade and rake and hoe, a goodly supply of garden vegetables was
growing. The amber Catawba and the dark Concord grapes hung from
vines trained over white-washed arbors. Tan filled the spaces be-
tween the strawberry plants, which, in later times, gave way to a
croquet ground for the younger generation.

The center of the family life during the summer months, was
in the open air within this erclosure. Here in the sight of this
wealth of floral display, amtdst the songs of the birds, upon the
back porch, sheltered from the sun by lattidce and vines, the mothers
and daughters sewed and the children romped all day; and when his
working hours were over, the father brought hither his book or
news-paper, or joined in the games and conversation of the family.
Not infrequently, the meals were taken in this favored resort.
Unless visitors were entire strangers, during the heated term, the
back porch was also the favorite place of amusement.

The region was anything but fertile. There was a proverb -
sometimes used to test the temper of the people that "the kildees™
have Lu carry knapsacks on their backs when they cross Adams County"”,
oxr the provocation was varied by designating it.as '"the buckwheat
county?, since buckwheat had the reputation of a peculiar affinity
for poor soil. Thucydides, in the opening chapter of his "History"
designates as one of the causes that contributed to the glory of
Athens, its "thin soil". If this were a prerequisite for prosperity,
the country around my native town could claim it. The red shale
lay close to the surface, absorbing the rays of the sun on the long
summer days, or in the fall or spring holding the moisture so that
heat and mud were excessive.

The suarroundings were picturesque. From north to south-west,
the summits of the Blue Ridge describe the arc of a circle, at a
distance of from ten to fifteen miles. So familiar became the
blue line in summer, and the white line in winter, that I never
felt altogether at home out of sight of the mauntains. Along these
ridges in summer, storms were nursed, which we often watched as they
gathered, and then approached with all the fury of a charging army,
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often, however, to be diverted by an ascending current of hot air
from the hill three miles to the west, dividing the rain into two
sections, one watering the country to the north, and the other to
the south, while we were left in the burning drought.

From our western windows, the mountains were always in sight.
Not infrequently, in Spring, they were veiled in heavy smoke by
day, and illuminated at night by larger or smaller areas of flame.
Behind the mountains, the sun set in all its glory. For variety
and richness of color, we have never seen those sunsets surpassed.
Where the mountain line was broken, the wooded heights of Culp's
Hill and Wolf Hill and the Round Tops, offered another type of
scenery scarcely less attractive.

To the west ran the unfinished railroad, "the Tapeworm"”. It
had been abandoned after the State of Pennsylvania had expended large
appropriations on it at the instance of Thaddeus Stevens, who ownegd
a furnace in the very heart of the mountains. Through the deep
cut on Seminary Ridge, the mountains and summit of the hill beyond
could be seen. The wreck of battle was clearly visible with a glass
after those momentous days that had not yet arrived when I was
a child. Inseparable from our remembrance of this view, is the
bold and graceful flight of the buzzards, scarcely ever absent
from the horizon in summer time.

The family home, in which all of my father's children, and
three of my own were born, was at the north-western corner of
Middle and Washington Streets, 810 steps south of the college.
Unlike most Gettysburg homes, ours was isolated. Where the house
did not occupy the street line, fences eight feet high protected
our privacy. There was a flower garden on which my mother devoted
much care, rich particularly in its varieties of roses. There were
fruit trees in abundance, peaches, plums, apples, pears, apricots,
cherries, besides raspberries, currants and gooseberries. The
vegetable garden, as long as my father cultivated it, largely
supplied the table. The asparagus bed was particularly prolific.
There was ample room for the children to play. They were kept off
the street, and even from association with the children of neighbors.
The house was a massive two-storey building, bought by my father
ten years before my birth, and, in my memory, twice enlarged - once
in 1848, and again, in 1859. It had fourteen rooms, most of them
large, and a capacious garret - a store house (into whose mysteries
I delighted to penetrate, for there were many curious things there,
saddle-bags, powder horns, calabashes, Dutch ovens, and many boxes
of minerals, with some Indian relics),and an observatory, from
which the view of the mountains was less obstructed than elsewhere,
and whence we could look directly up the Chambersburg pike, as it
rose before us. It was a fine point from which to practice with
the glass in my father's care for astronomical work.

It was not until 1859 that Gettysburg was brought into con-
nection with the outside world by railway. This event made many
changes. Those living later can scarcely appreciate how much
these changes affected an isolated community such as ours was.
Before then, the town and surrounding community depended upon home
products chiefly. The local cabinet maker made most of the furni-
ture, and that too entirely by hand. The carpets came largely
from the looms of the local weaver. The pumps were cumbersome and



costly machines, laboriously made from a huge tree by boring an
opening with an augur many feet long. The lumber was brought from
neighboring forests and mountains. Wood was the universal fuel,
delivered at the door or in the cellar by the cord, and sawed and
split often by the householder himself. The stoves came from
foundries in the county. Meats were to a great extent of home-
raising. Butchering seasons were more carefully observed than
those of the Church Year. It was almost the custom for a well-to-
do family to purchase several slaughtered hogs, and to convert them
into a winter's supply of meat. It was regarded no hardship to
carve the animal, to prepare the pickle for its preservation, to
render the lard, and to manufacture sausages. Butchering and apple-
butter boiling belonged to the fine arts of those days. Every
thrifty house-wife molded her own candles. Fruits and vegetables,
not raised in the gardens, were bought from the wagons of neighboring
farmers. If a wagon that had carried produce to Baltimore returned
with oysters among its other freight, the purchasers, without dis-
tinction of class, had to shuck them. The news for the community
was furnished by the county papers published weekly. Commerce with
the outside world was chiefly through the biennial visits of local
merchants to the cities, or the freight brought in Conestoga wagons
from Baltimore, fifty-two miles distant.

The railroad compelled some of the citizens to transform their
avocatiors. Manufacturers of home products had to become retailers
of goods henceforth imported from the cities. Hand-made goods could
no longer compete with those furnished by distant factories. Coal
supplanted wood, and with the change, new stoves were needed which
Adams County enterprise could not supply. Coal oil and gas took
the place of tallow candles, lard lamps, and camphine, a dangerous
compound of alcohol and turpentine, which sometimes cause fatal
accidents. The country farmer had to vie with the green grocer,
who brought vegetables from the city markets. O0Old industries were
destroyed; new means of livelihood were created. The pulsations
of the life of the land were more distinctly felt, the horizon
widened, the common interests were greater. The life lost its
intensity, but it was less contracted and provincial.

Before this, the chief communication with the outside world
had been by stage coach. The old fashioned stage, with its "boot"
appendage for the storage of trunks and freight, and the driver's
seat in front on a level with the top of the coach, was very capac-
ious. Within its stuffy leather lined interior, and on seats facing
both ways, at least a dozen persons could be packed. There was room
for others alongside of the driver. As the horses gained speed
over the rough road beneath the leather whip of the not seldom half-
intoxicated driver, the vehicle would rock like a vessel in a storm,
and the symptoms and necessary inconveniences 0f sea-sickness would
be experienced by those suffering from the close atmosphere within.
With night travelling, irregular meals, and the sight of suffering
humanity around them, the sympathy of those ordinarily immune
from such attacks was apt to be demonstrably evident. Accidaents
were common, as the coaches missed the road by night, and were
thrown over precipices. My father took my mother with him to a
meeting of the West Pennsylvania synod at Pittsburgh in 1840 2 They
reached the synod on Sunday morning wearing bandages, and one
lady in their care had a broken arm. My uncle David, going from
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Gettysburg to South Carolina in 1830, met with a similar accident,
on two successive nights. The second time, the stage ran over an
abutment of a bridge and was broken to pieces. His knee was pain-
fully injured, and the sick student he was taking to his home in
the South, suffered a fracture of the wrist.” Stage traveling was
also expensive. From Gettysburg to Baltimore, the fare was 4 1/2
dollars ( 52 miles); to Harrisburg, 2 1/2 (36 miles).

Once Gettysburg had been lively with stage travel. The Eagle
Hotel and McClellan House were the chief centers, where the passen-
gers stopped for meals, while the mail was changing and the relays
of horses were cared for. At the Eagle, Daniel Webster had once
tarried for the night on his way to Washington. Up to the time of
the Civil War, carriage making had been the chief industry. Every
part of the vehicle was manufactured on the spot. Many of these
operations I used to watch. The tires were heated until they were
red hot over a fire in the gutter of the street and then were
forced on to the wheels with iron pincers and heavy hammers, amid
the hissing of the steam as cold water was poured over them by
buckets full to contract the iron. The pots of varnish in various
stages of manufacture filled the atmosphere for a long distance
with their nauseous odors. The painters worked industriously
in the open air on platforms on a level with the second storey,
the shuttles of the weavers were busy making lace for the inside
trimmings. Then when all was completed, there were long lines of
carriages bound together, and wrapped in coarse muslin, sent
southward for sale with a solitary salesman in front as the driver.
The war came, and this industry ceased. The southern patronage
was thenceforth gone. The workmen enlisted. When the war was
over, the old factories were demolished or devoted to some other
purpose.

Alongside of the old railroad, stood an iron foundry, which
never seems to have been a success. Several flourishing tanneries
were also affected by the changed condditions incident first to the
coming of the railroad, and then to the war. Gettysburg in the
very nature of the case, could never be an agricultural or manu-
facturing center. The educational institutions there and the
battle-field, both of which were determined by the old roads,
have made it all that it has become. As is usual in country
towns, a large proportion of the population consists of retired
farmers, who have moved to the place, because of the greater com-
forts than the country itself afforded, and the accessibility to
churches, schools and physicians.

My father contributed much to the welfare of the town. Under
his supervision as surveyor, the streets were greatly improved,
and many of the side-walks paved. By his enterprise, gas was in-
troduced shortly before the War. Previously, the streets were un-
lighted, and, on moonless nights, one had to grope his way with
difficulty through the dense darkness. But even when the gas
came, economy was consulted, and it was only used on nights when
the almanac showed there would be no moonlight. But as the al-
manac took no account of weather conditions, the moonlight was
often what was known as "“corporation moonlight". Between ten
and eleven, even on the darkest nights, the lights were extin-
guished, ahd the borough consigned to the shades of Erebus. If
its slumber was broken by an alarm of fire, every able bodied
citizen waqéxpected to rush to the rescue with the three hand-
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engines, "Blue Dick", "General Taylor" and "Captain May". But
sometimes the plugs were out of order and water had to be drawn
in buckets and poured into the engine. Sometimes the lines were
formed and the buckets passed hand to hand. When conflagrations
came, rumour had it that for fear of exhausting the reservoir,
"Blue Dick" alone had access to the street mains while the lesser
were filled from the surrounding pumps by bucket brigades of in-
dustrious citizens.

Adams County had been settled by the Scotch Irish, and had
separated from the German York County in 1800 because of the con-
stant conflicts with the Germans. Their history was rooted in the
emigration of Scotchmen to Ireland during the Seventeenth century,
partly to escape persecution, and partly to settle large tracts
of confiscated lands of Romish antagonists of English rule in the
province of Ulster, at the extreme end of the Emerald Isle. Their
experiences there for one or two generations had not justified
their expectations. Not only were they in constant conflict with
their Roman Catholic neighbors, but the ecclesiastical authorities
of England made exactions against which they protested as oppressive.
Their hostility to every form of prelacy was intensified. They
were as bitter towards the English, as the first German immigrants
to New York were, when they believed themselves to have been de-
ceived by the colonial government. This antipathy made the Scotch-
Irish in America, in after years, among the most uncompromising
advocates of American independence. They sought refuge, therefore,
not in New England, with its religious prescriptions, but in
Pennsylvania and other colonies that guaranteed religious liberty.
In the seventeenth century, their séttlements were along the west-
ern frontier, from Pennsylvania southward, alongside of, but not
mingling with, the Germans. Down through the Cumberland and
Shenandoah valleys, to the very borders of South Carolina, Scotch-
Irish and German settlements almost alternated. Mingled with them
were relatives coming directly from Scotland. They were Lowlanders ,
in whom Teutonic prevailed over Celtic blood - a mixed race before
they left Scotland for Ireland.

Among the families of Scotch-Irish and Scotch descent in
Adams county, were the Agnews, Bighams, Baileys, Cassats, Cobeans,
Crawfords, Bunwoodies, Duncans, Hamiltons, Harpers, Horners, Lotts,
McAllisters, McCleans, McClearies, McClellans, McConaughys,
McCrearies, McCulloughs, McCurdys, McIlhennies, McLaughlins,
McPhersons, Maginleys, Paxtons, Russels, Scotts, Stevensons,
Stewarts, Thompsons, and Wilsons. They were a sturdyand vigorous
class, intelligent, shrewd, inflexible of purpose, fond of argu-
ment, in fair circumstances, clannish and aristocratic. They had
a fondness for political activity, and were more given to agitation
than to the industrious working out of details. Restless and am-
bitious, they were migratory. Their course was from the farm to
the town, whence the next generation contributed a considerable
contingent to the city or to the growing west where they had hoped
to find undisputed supremacy. In Adams County, the Germans
gradually and silently supplanted them, buying up the farms that
the Scotch-Irish had impoverished by their indifferent farming,
and by deeper ploughing and the judicious use of fertilizers
rendering them productive. The better education of the Scotch
Irish, fostered by their pastors who were men of culture, made
them leaders in the community. The two streams could not flow side
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by side with entire independence. Intermarriages resulted in a
mixed race, uniting the better qualities of both races.

A Dutch colony had been among the first settlers, a few miles
east of the town. Its descendants represented by such names as
Brinkerhoof, were almost lost in the Scotch-Irish with whom they
intermarried and coalesced religiously. In the northeastern part
of the county, there was a Quaker settlement, about Bendersville
and York Springs, that furnished stations for the "Underground
Railway'", to promote the escape of slaves from their masters, as
they crossed the Mason and Dixon's line, and were hastened forward
towards Canada, their land of refuge.

The intellectual standard of Gettysburg was high even before
the founding of the college. The Rev, Dr. David McConaughy, the
Prebbyterian pastor, himself a native of the neighborhood, had
conducted an academy with considerable success. An o0ld stone
house at the intersection of the Taneytown road and Baltimore pike,
stood for many years after the battle. Here, candidates for the
ministry of the Seceders, one of the minor Presbyterian sects, had
received their preliminary training, under the Rev. Jymes Dobbin,
antedating Princeton seminary many years. The bar of Adams county
of the first half of the Nineteenth century had a distinguished
reputation. Thaddeus Stevens practised in Gettysburg for about
thirty years before his removal to Lancaster. Among his students
were James Cooper, afterwards U.S.senator from Pennsylvania, and
Daniel M. Smyser, afterward President judge of Montgomery, my
mother's second cousin. Three county papers, the Adams Sentinel,
edited by Robert G. Harper, the Star and Banner, edited by David
A. Buehler and the Republican Compiler, edited by Henry J. Stahle,
kept the political agitation active, and gave most of the people
all their news concerning the rest of the world.

The community had not been indifferent to the education of its
daughters as well as its sons. On Seminary Ridge overlooking the
town, there was a commodious building in which the late Gen.
Herman Haupt had conducted a young ladies school of a high grade"'
and although the experiment did not succeed, in a modest building
near High Street, uncomfortably close to the jail, a succession of
cultivated ladies did good work, until the school fell finally into
the hands of my relative, Mrs. R.M.Eyster, who, after some years
removed it to the old academy building. Mrs. Eyster (Miss Rebecca
Reynolds) was a woman of wide and profound reading, and a stimu-
lating teacher, who inspired her pupils with high ideals. She
left her impress on two generations of pupils, and educated the
wives of many Lutheran ministers.®

Gettysburg was, during her childhood, my mother's home. She
had been born Sept. 29th.1811, near Hunterstown, five miles from
Gettysburg in the home of her paternal grandfather, and removed to
Gettysburg, when only a few weeks old. A brick house on the north-
east corner of the Diamond, opposite what is now termed the "Hotel
Gettysburg"”, was the home of my grandfather Eyster from 18l1 to
1822 or 3. Of his relation to the county of Adams, I will speak
more fully as this narrative proceeds. David Middlecoff, my grand-
uncle, brother of my grandmother, succeeded my grandfather as
senator from York and Adams, not immediately but after several
terms, and was Clerk of the Pennsylvania Senate, at the time of
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the Buckshot War, when he and the Speaker, Charles B. Penrose, found
safety by escaping from a window. My grandmother often entertained
me with reminiscences of her childhood and the traditions of her
family concerning the tlme when the Indians were close neighbors.

Our family were, therefore, not strangers to the community in

which I was reared.

On the eastern edge of the town, overlooking a steep declivity -
a spot now marked by a deserted graveyard, and opposite the Re-
formed church - stood the Union church with its high spire after
the general style of the then existing court-house, and the churches
of that period. It was demolished when I was four years old, but
my recollection of its general appearance is still very distinct.
In this building, Lutherans and Reformed worshipped alternately.
As most of the services at the time were in the German language,
and only one half of them Lutheran, it was inevitable that, with
the founding of the college and seminary, other arrangements would
be necessary. What was called "Christ Church" but was commonly known
as the "College Church', accordingly originated in the weekly
services held in the college chapel. Christ church, on Chambers-
burg street, was built in 1835. Its membership was composed
mainly of the Professors and students of the two institutions. The
preaching was gratuit.ous. - the contribution of the Professors until
after I removed to Philadelphia in 1883. One of the Professors
received a small salary as pastor, although he ordinarily did no
more preaching than his colleagues, but performed pastoral acts.
The Presbyterian was not the strongest church numerically, but it was
influential. As Dr. Krauth, Dr. Reynolds and Dr. Stoever married
members of this congregation, and Dr. Baugher found his wife in the
Presbyterian church of Carlisle, it was natural that the relations
between the two congregations should be very close. There were
frequent conflicts in this congregation that agitated the town and
required the earnest attention of the pr ytery. Lutherans are
not the only people among whom there are ’church dissensions. What-
ever may have been the faults of these people, both as a congre-
gation, and as individuals, I must always cherish for them the
highest esteem. 1In later years, during my first efforts as a
preacher, and when a professor in the college, I often preached for
them, and had abundant proofs of their confidence and regard.

There was a small congregation of "Seceders" worshipping in
the oldest church in town. It was absorbed into the United
Presbyterian church, but, after a long struggle, it finally suc-
cumbed to the inevitable. It lost its members slowly but surely
to the Presbyterians. The Methodist church was a small unsightly
building on Middle Street. I remember being taken by my father,
when a child, to a revival meeting, and to have realized that
there was much in the service that could not be approved. At
the extreme southern end of town, on Washington street, a Catholic
church stood, in demolishing which two men were killed. I saw
one of the bodies brought past our home.

Rev. Benjamin Keller was pastor of the congregation worshipping
in the Union church, afterwards known as St. James'. The Kellers
were evidently admirers of the bishop of Jerusalem. Mr. Keller
himself afterwards founded St. James' , Philadelphia, and his son,
the Rev. F.A.M.Keller founded St. James' , Reading. Mr. Keller
had come to Gettysburg from St. Michael's, Germantown, and re-
mained seventeen years. Although he seemed to me then an o0ld man,
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he was destined to do some important work after leaving Gettysburg.
He died in 1864.

Mr. Keller administered St. James with truly patriarchal dig-
nity. His people were devoted to him as to a father. His strength
lay in his pastoral work. A Lutheran of the old school, having
studied under Henry Ernst Muhlenberg, he had no sympathy with the
innovations then gaining strength in the General Synod, or with
the influence entering the Gettysburg institutions from the Scotch-
Irish Presbyterian elements in the community. Amiable and peace-
loving, he kept the even tenor of his way, with inflexible purpose,
energetically devoting himself to the service of his people and
bearing his share of the burdens demanded by the general interests
of the Church. He was a successful collector of funds, first for
the Parent Education Soc1ety, then, for the German Professorship
in Pennsylvania College, and afterwards for the Lutheran Publica-
tion Societyﬁ’ He had much to do with the founding of our seminary.
Charles F. Norton, who endowed the first Professorship, was his
son-in-law, and it is generally understood that his advice was a
very important factor in determining Mr. Norton's course. As I
write, I see him clad in the calico gown ordinarily worn by students
at that time, pacing up and down the side of his house on Washing-
ton street, or preaching with great earnestness, although I recall
little of the sermon. He had the habit of calling me "Michael" -
an offense which, I am afraid, was not readily forgiven.?

The College church was my spiritual nursery. The building was
one of Puritanic simplicity and plainess. It was as bare and
cold as any Quaker meeting-house, distinguished only by a Moorish
belfry which sheltered a deep toned bell that had once done duty
for Roman Catholics in Spain, and seems to have been part of the
spoil from the convents, when Napoleon conquered the country and
broke up the Inquisition. A suitable Latin inscription tells of
its origin. Within, the white walls, the Venetian blinds at the
windows, often out of repair, the parapet of a pulpit suggesting
a possible defense the preacher might have to make against an
attack of musketry, and the massive chandelier of brass lard lamps
in the center, at once proclaimed that those who built the building
sympathized with the divorce between religion and art, that ex-
tremists who were not Lutheran advocated at the time of the Reforma-
tion. As soon as I could walk, I was taken to church regularly.
I learned to read the numerals by opening the hymn-book, as the
hymns were announced and by carefully watching how my father found
them in his book, and supplementlng what I saw by some few in-
quiries at home. The hymn-book/was an interesting object of study,
particularly when I found other collections of hymns among my
father's books, and made a comparison. The tunes sung were not
always to my taste. I classified them as 'bright" or "pale" much
to the amusement of the family circle.

Apart from the subjects of the sermons, it is interesting to
look back and note how the personality of the preachers affected
me, and the impressions of them formed. One of them particularly
seemed the personification of everything unfeeling and terrible.
He was cold, logical, abstract, often closing his eyes as he
developed his theme. Sometimes as I wakened at night, I imagined
him under the bed. I picked up far more sermons than I supposed.
My mind soon ran on theological problems , such as Omnipresence
and the Trinity, and I still remember some of my chiildish solutions.
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From the time I was six years old, I was taken just as regular-
ly to evening service " at early candle-light". I had the alter-
native of going to church, or to bed, and preferred the former.
One Sunday evening a month was given to what was then known as
“the monthly concert of missions'". At this service, the officiating
minister either gave an account of the progress in some particular
mission, or a sketch of the life of some eminent missionary. This
service was always attended with pleasure, and nothing that was
said or read was lost. I am inclined to think that my father
made a mistake in enforcing my attendance as a child at the Pre-
paratory Service and at the Wednesday evening prayer-meeting. His
principle was that whenever the church was open, the entire family
should attend. But the Preparatory Service, I realized, was not
intended for those not yet confirmed, and I felt out of place.

It is a service for mature Christians, and not for the children

0f the Church. The Wednesday evening service was held in the
basement, a damp, sometimes overheated, ill-ventilated room, with
most uncomfortable seats, where the closeness of the atmosphere

and the often tedious remarks of the imperfectly prepared speaker
had a very depressing effect upon a sleepy child, particularly when
after a while, he had lessons to prepare for the next morning.

What seemed always remarkably strange was that attendance upon

this service was insisted upon as a test of the sincerity of one's
religious profession - possibly a sort of ascetic exercise.

My Sunday-school experience was limited. Miss Carrie Fahnes-
tock's instructions in the Infant School are still gratefully re-
membered. "There is a Happy Land" and "Oh, Where, Tell Me Where,
Are the Little Children Gone", and "I1f At First You Don't Succeed"”
and "I Want To Be an Angel" etc.rim3g in my ears as reminiscences
of her tuition. But when promoted to the advanced school, my father
did not want me associated with boys, who, he thought, might do me
more injury than the Sunday-school could do me good. I was in the
school long enough to commit many passages of Scripture, and hymns,
for which we received paste-board tickets, exchangable for religious
books, and to appreciate the value of the "Union Sunday-school
Question Books", then in use. During a part of this time, my
present colleague in the Seminary faculty, Rev. Dr. J. Fry, was
the youthful and stimulating superintendent. When, at the age of
nine years, I entered the Preparatory Department of the college,
my father withdrew me from Sunday-school, and sent me to the Bible
Class conducted on Sunday afternoons by the Principal of the De-
partment, Prof. M.L.Stoever.

My family life, however, did more for me than either church
or school. This is not to be interpreted as meaning that anything
of solid benefit could come from the family unless it were for
the influences communicated and maintained by the Church. In the
winter, without heating facilties now in use, we were confined
to two or three rooms warmed by air-tight sheet iron stoves with
wood split in our cellar. The recitations in College began at
eight o'clock. Breakfast, therefore, was over by 7.1l5, morning
family worship generally preceding it. Shortly after nine at
night, the family again gathered for evening worship, after which
all occupations ceased, and even general conversation was restricted.
The preparation for sleep was to remind us of our preparation for
death, and all trivialities and laughter were to be suppressed as
we went to our beds. My mother was very methodical in her distri-
bution of time. After her routine work was over every morning, she
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devoted about twenty minutes to reading her Bible, going through
it regularly every year. In my early childhood, I was often On
her lap or at her side, while she was thus engaged. I learned,

in this way, to read, by picking out the words on which she placed
her finger while reading aloud. The first chapter of John was my
first reading lesson that I can remember. When reading was once
mastered, I began to print with a pencil, and thus wrote in my own

way .

As more children came, and my mother was occupied with them,
I clung to my father, accompanying him to college, as a visitor
to his classes. The physical and chemical experiments enlisted
my interest. 1In the class-room, I picked up much information that
became an abiding possession, and was also able occasionally to
be of some assistance in his preparation of his experiments. While
he studied, I read. When he had field work with classes in Botany,
Mineralogy, Geology or Surveying, I was always with him. When he
was grading streets, I would hold the target or help with the tape
line. If he went from home on an errand or took a walk, he had
an incessant questioner by his side. Ever recurring among these
questions was: "Who will bury the last man?" I did some desultory
study of spelling, Geography and Arithmetic; but my earlier years
were largely occupied by attention to that in which my father
was engaged. I had not gone to any school until Nov. 14, 1853,
at the age of nine, I entered the Preparatory Bepartment of Pennsyl-
vania College. Occasionally I heard my lot lamented as one who
had never been and would never be a boy, and the prediction that
I would scarcely survive childhood made, because I did not join in
the ordinary games of children.

My father was one of the quickestogbserversf/ His mental
processes were extraordinarily rapid. His judgment was deliberate
and well balanced. It used to be said that he could tell by the
sound >f the chalk on the blackboard if the student had made a
mistake. However this may have been, it only required a glance
upon the board on his part, to detect where an error lay. His
eye was trained by habits of close observation of objects of nature.
He seemed to know the botanical name of every flower and shrub that
he met. An exclamation of pleasure would be occasioned perhaps
by the appearance of some almost microscopic flower that others
passed unnoticed. The stones and formations of rocks occupied
his attention while travelling. The clouds and winds gave him
data for his monthly meteorological reports to the Smithsonian
Institute at Washington and the Franklin Institute at Philadelphia.
At night his attention was equally occupied by the stars. Their

names were just as readily recalled as those of the flowers by day.
For many years he made the a%ronomical calculations for the Lutheran

Almanac. I learned to assist him in the verification of columns

of figures as he diligently worked on the Nautical Almanac and
Bowditch's Navigator. Every phase of an eclipse of the sun or moon
were diligently observed, and occasionally an unuaually brilliant
Aurora Borealis would keep him from his bed a large portion of the
night. The heavier the storm, and the louder the thunder, the

more constantly was he at the window or on the porch. From near
and far, people came to him for all sorts of information, which

he gave without the thought of the compensation due him as an
expert. No weather bureau to-day predicts the changes as accurately
as he did nearly a half century ago. He had studied his tables of
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observations so carefully, that he deduced from them '"laws",

which he applied to the conditions before him. No physician ever
diagnosed the condition of a patient more accurately than he did
the atmosphere. Men would bring stones to him, hoping to find
some trace of valuable ore, only to return home crest- “fallen and
disappointed. So far was he from any commercial motive, that when,
early in the forties, he discovered the process of canning toma-
toes, carrying with it the immense canning industry of the present
time, instead of applying for a patent, he made it at once public
property. When early in the morning of July 1lst. 1883, he accom-
panied a staff officer of the Army to the cupola of the college,

it was only a natural thing for him to direct attention to Ceme-
tery Hill as the key of the situation if a battle were to be fought
at Gettysburg. He had the gifts of a military genius, and as

the Civil War progressed traced the progress of the campaigns

as reported in the daily papers on a large map of the Southern
States that covered almost the entire of our dining room above the
chair board.

It could not be said that he was without ambition. In all his
investigations, he was persistent, until he found a solution of
the problem that he was working, and was impelled by the constant
desire of progress in all his undertakings. But he was modest and
retiring to a fault, and without a proper estimate of his own
attainments. The many subjects which he taught prevented him from
that concentration that is necessary for putting the results of his
scholarship in proper form. He labored on an insufficient salary
to enable him to accumulate the proper apparatus and to live in
touch with the leaders of the departments in which he was compe-
tent to be one of the highest authorities in the country. Hence
he published little. His main interest, strange to say, was not
in the sciences, but it was religious and theological, and hence
he treated his department more in the spirit of an amateur than of
one who made it his life-work. He was a scientist because he
believed that he had a calling as a Christian to teach science in
a Church college.

For a third of a century, he preached and lectured regularly
in the College church. The service was frequent and without compen-
sation. It was however, a great tax upon one overworked otherwise,
and naturally diffident. The strain was very noticeable to the
audience. He was a clear and accurate writer; but his gifts were
not those of a public speaker, either from the pulpit or in the
deliberative assembly. I never knew him to participate in a public
debate. Even when his opinions would be called for, he preferred
to maintain absolute silence. The sight of an expectant audience
unneyved him.

But in the class room, all diffidence was gone. He commanded
attention by his personality. His piercing black eyes made
students feel that any inattention or transgression would be known
at once, while his dignified bearing and gentle treatment attracted
them, and the freshness and vivacity of his instruction inspired
enthusiasm for the tcpic treated. A pleasantry was not suppressed
when it served to illumine a subject or relieve monotony.

Lest I may be thought extravagant in my estimate, the opinion
of others who knew him may well be cited. Dr. Charles Porterfield
Krauth, one of his favorite pupils, writes of him in Johnson's
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Cyclopedia: "His qualities as a man and an instructor were of a
high order. His character was of transparent Christian purity, his
mind clear and his modesty great, almost to a fault”"/2 In an intro-
duction to my father's little book on the Battle of Gettysburg,

Dr. Krauth says that he "is distinguished as an acute observer, as
a man of clear judgment and of great conscientiousness, who is

not only scrupulous as to the substance of his statements, but
cautious in their tone and coloring." /2

Dr. C.W.Schaeffer, in announcing his death in "The Lutheran",
says: "Connected with the college, as he was, from its very begin-
ning and continuing on through nearly forty years of faithful and
successful labor, his name will ever be embodied in its history,
as that of one of its most able and illustrious teachers. It
will be the pleasant, though mournful, part of the Trustees, to
express, in fitting terms, their high appreciation of his rich and
varied endowments, the purity and dignity of his character, his
fidelity and promptitude in filling up, and when occasion required,
even exceeding the full measure of the duties of his Chair. The
Alumni, now scattered throughout the land, as they recall what
they so often observed, the wealth of his gifts, the gentle attrac-
tiveness of his manner, and his aptness to teach, will hear with
a sigh, the news of his departure, and ever associate grateful and
pleasant memories with the mention of his name...

"... The life of a student and a scholar is not apt to be, in
the ordinary sense, a very eventful one; but the character of Prof-
essor Jacobs, in the variety of its many excellencies, was so
marked and decided, that those who had the privilege of knowing
him will long associate with him many events of importance in the
Church, of which he was a minister, and with many scenes of loveli-
ness in Nature, where also he bore the honors of the priesthood."

"It is recorded of one who had an extraordinary measure of
wisdom and understanding, that he spake of trees, and of beasts
and of fowls and of creeping things; and so it is, by wisdom of
the naturalist, that man is honored and God may be glorified. The
natural capacities of Prof. Jacobs, his early training, and the
special duties devolving upon him as a Professor in Pennsylvania
College, all combined to secure for him an extent and accuracy of
wisdom and understanding, that gave him a high rank among the
naturalists of his age. The sight of a passing cloud, the presence
of a humble flower or spear of grass, or lichen, the occmrrence
of some specimen of the mineral kingdom, whether ordinary or extra-
ordinary, seldom failed to brighten his countenance with the smile
almost of friendly recognition, and to draw from his lips such
utterances as indicated at once, the thoroughness of the philosopher,
and the fervor of the enthusiast. It was our privilege, in former
years, to be associated with him in frequent rambles, and in
more extended excursions through the field, the forest, and the
mine; and we remembered his cheerful and intelligent presence in
every scene, we sigh under a sense of loneliness which his final
departure has occasioned. We revert with deep appreciation to
the touching lament of Moschus over "Bion dead":
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"Be sad, ye plants; ye wide old forests, groan;
Breathe out your scents, O flowers from drooping clusters;
Blush sorrowfully, ye roses; bow thy head
In beauteous woe, thou starred anemone;
Sweet hyacinth, make now thy letters speak,
And let those characters, so fraught with grief,
More thickly fall on every shining petal.”

"...Adopting with his whole heart, the doctrines of the Divine
Word as confessed by the Church, he lived, until the end, in :the
conscious possession of a pure and holy faith... The fine gquali-
ties of mind and heart, that had shed such a steady lustre over
his active life, shone until the end, like a morning without
clouds; and, like the bow of Joseph, abode in strength, being
made strong by the hands of Almighty God...

“"He will be long and pleasantly remembered for his public
spirit as a citizen, for the gentleness and energy of his dis-
position, for his sincerity and faithfulness as a friend, for his
cultivated manners and refined humor as a companion. His devotion
to his direct official duties was so hearty, as to prevent him
from doing, what he was otherwise so well qualified to do, in the
completion of some great scientific work that might remain as a
lasting memorial of his attainments..." 7%

My father's library had many books of interest, chiefly
scientific, together with the classical books of my deceased uncle,
David Jacobs, bearing the marks of his modes of study. But more
popular books were accessible to me in the "Ladies' Library of
Christ Church', of which my mother was librarian, and which filled
a book case in our house - the works of Hannah More and Charlotte
Elizabeth, the biographies of Chalmers and Judson, the various
histories of Missions, particularly the narrative of John Williams
concerning missionary enterprise in the South Sea Islands were
read eagerly, the latter several times. Well do I remember the
first number of Harper's Magazine and those following, of which
my father was long a subscriber, and the interesting biography of
Napoleon by John S.C.Abbot, which appeared consecutively on its
pages. When Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote her momentous "Uncle
Tom's Cabin", it was read aloud in the family. I have never
read it, but readily recall some of the incidents then heard.
Beside two county papers, the New York Observer, furnished us
with news of the world in its secular department so printed that
it could be separated from its ‘'religious' department, some of
our good Gettysburg friends reading the former on week-days,
and reserving the latter for Sunday, although they could scarcely
have regarded it a sin to read the religious pages on other days.
The daily paper only came with the railroad.

During my childhood, our household contained some who were
not members of our immediate family. Relatives both of my father
and my mother, sent to college or to the school for young ladies,
were taken into our home. Four brothers of my mother had attended
college and lived with my parents, all except my uncle Alfred before
my birth. Four nephews and two nieces of my father were at various
times under the roof, beside several remote relatives from
Chambersburg. Twu of my father's nephews, (Henry and Luther David
Jacobs), after graduating at college, studied medicine in Gettys-
burg and continued for several years to live with us. The latter



16

roomed with me for a number of years.

My sister Julia, two years my junior, was for a long time my
only playmate. We were closely guarded from other children. Once
we found an opportunity, and surprised my mother on a Saturday
afternoon by bringing down upon her a large portion of the Sun-
day-school, whom we had undertaken, on our own authority, to invite
to a party, and, then childlike had forgotten that we had given
the invitation. Another time, we were sent to church on a Sunday,
when my father was at synod and my mother was sick. A young minister
preached on Eph. 2:1: "Dead in trespasses and sins." '"Many generally
regarded alive", he said, " are dead. They walk the streets, but
are dead; are active in business, but are dead; even come to church
and sit in .the pews, but are dead." With every repetition of the
phrase my indignation grew. At least, I reached for my hat, and
left the church ( our pew was near the front), followed by my
sister and the nurse. Reaching home, my mother exclaimed: '"Why,
children, what is the matter?" "Why, Ma," I answered, '"there is
a man preaching at our church, who doesn't know anything. He
says that we are all dead.”" Children think on theological subjects
as well as adults.

Commencement seasons, when the Boards of both College and
Seminary met, were great occasions. Our home was regularly full
of guests. One night, I remember that seventeen persons slept
under our roof. The first place among the guests belonged to Dr.
Augustus H. Lochman of York. As my mother's pastor at Harrisburg ,
he had confirmed her, had married my parents, and had baptized me.
It was on a visit to Dr. Lochman's house at Harrisburg that my
father met my mother. He was an amiable, genial, fatherly man,
cheerful and full of incidents of pastoral life and reminiscences
of departed pastors. During his stay, my father's study was blue
with smoke. A graduate of the University of Pennsylvania, a theo-
logical pupil of his own father, he was conservative ecclesiasti-
cally, and a decided opponent of “®New Measuref". He was pastor of
the historic congregation at York, where he succeeded his uncle
by marriage, Dr. J.G.Schmucker (great-grandfather of my son-in-
law, Luther R. Shearer). He preached with equal facility in both
German and English languages. At a meeting of the West Pennsyl-
vania Synod at Newville, Dr. Benjamin Kurtz preached the communion
sermon, and was soO bitter in his denunciation of Confessions of
Faith and Liturgies, that Dr. Lochman who was seated in back of
him, and was to conduct the rest of the service, rose and left
the church. His family was immediate with ours. His wife was an
accomplished, handsome motherly woman. His large family of sons
and daughters, all of them my seniors, were of striking personal
appearance. Although an avowed 0ld Lutheran, when the break in
the Church came, his connections with the General Synod were too
strong to be separated, and he became a partisan of those against
whom he had long protested. His friendship for me, he assured
me, never wavered. He would put his hands on my shoulder, and say:
"Henry, I think as much of you as ever; only I am sorry that you
are not with us.” A visit I paid him in 1875 for two days at
York, will never be forgotten. His memory I cherish as that of my
father's most intimate friend in the ministry. 76
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Among others who gathered in my father's study at Commence-
ment time were Dr. Jonathan Oswald of York, noted for his dry wit
and short sermons. Rev. John Ulrich, for many years at York Springs,
a dignified and courteous country pastor reputed to have been a
man of means, Rev. D.P.Rosenmiller of Hanover, a cousin on his
father's side, of the Schaeffers, and on his mother's, of Admiral
Porter, and a nephew of the old Commodore of the War. of 18l12., and
with them, sometimes younger men, C.W.Schaeffer, C.A.Hay, W.M.
Baum, C.P.Krauth,Jr., W.A.Passavant, A.C.Wedekind. .-Dr. Seiss 1
first saw in Gettysburg in '52; Dr. Passavant in '53 and Dr. Krotel
in' '53 or '54, when they came thither to make addresses or preach
special sermons. Dr. J.G.Morris was always a -prominent figure
there, and is associated with my earliest recollections.



Chapter Two - Something About My Eather's Family

Every Spring my father hired a conveyance for a week and took
his entire family to visit his relatives in the neighborhood of
Waynesboro'. Our route was westward by the Hagerstown road, through
the Marsh Creek ravine, and then, ascending a succession of hills
until the mountains were reached, which were gradually ascended
either by the Fountaindale defile, or by a more abrupt slope over
what was known as the Furnace road. The latter route was more wild
and picturesque, but the road was rough, and not altogether without
danger, except with horses that were completely under control. 1In
places where a precipice yawned at one side and a steep cliff rose
like a wall on the other, the road was so narrow that two vehicles
could not pass each other. It was at a time, when the trees were
just beginning to put on their foliage; the dog-wood and sassafras
were in bloom; wild flowers of great variety clothed the meadows
and road sides, and the birds were making the forests merry with
their notes. The many changes of scenery, varying from sequestered
nooks 0f idyllic simplicity in the lowlands, to the sublime peaks
of the mountains, around which our way wound, with constant diversi-
ties in the dﬂoring of rocks and leaves and flowers, made every
mile of the way exhilarating. Near the summit, where the road was
cut out of the rock, beautiful specimens of porphyry rewarded us
as we relieved the burden of the horse by walking up the ascent.

On the summit were Monterey and Buena Vista hotels, in the Pen

Mar region. A widely extended view of rich country was stretched
out before us. We looked acrcegs the few miles of Pennsylvan:a,
through the narrow belt of Maryland, and beyond the Potomac, to
the mountain summits of Virginia. In the plain below, some six or
eight miles distant, my father was born and raised.

The famous Mason and Dixon's line, which was surveyed in 1765,
and finally, after many disputes, determined the boundary of Penn-
sylvania and Maryland, ran directly over the spot where my great-
grandfather, Martin Jacob, had made his home. He was there in fact
before the determination of the line, and had made his first purchases
of land from the Maryland authprities. The subsequent straightening
of the line by the English surveyors, carried it southward at this
point, and left most of his farm in Pennsylvania. One of the mile-
stones stodd in the midst of the farm, where it was shown me by my
father. My great grandfather and grandfather were industrious and
enterprising farmers, and made successive purchases expanding the
farm. There were about six hundred acres within its limits at
the time of my grandfather's death. According to the custom
of the times, the lowest part of the premises was selected as the
site for the farm-house. They had no wind-mills to pump the water
to the top of the hills, and sought the spot where it was most
accessible. The house built by Martin Jacob stood in a marshy
meadow, within two or three hundred feet of the Maryland line.

Here my father was born. But while he was a child, the large stone
family house was erected by my grandfather on higher ground, and
considerably farther north. It was a well-built double house.

The dining room occupied the entire side of the front building and
was constructed with a view to providing for the large force of
hands employed in the busiest seasons of the year. At other seasons,
it was the living room of the family. From its front windows, the
small brick church, just across the Maryland line, with its grave-
yard was in full view. The church was known by the name of the
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family as Jacob's church. The o0ld log building that had stood when
my father was a child had been long displaced by a very plain brick
building, with a capacity of about 200. The enormous contract for
constructing this edifice had been awarded to a local builder, names
Leiter, who was destined to be the granfather of Lady Curzon, wife
of the Governor General of India. A densely wooded n111 formed

the background, Here were the graves of the family

The congregation was composed of plain farmers. But they weee
people who thought deeply on religious subjects, and were judges
of good preaching. For more than the average life-time, Parson
Ruthrauf had served this congregation from Greenca tle with seven
or eight other congregations in his parish. He wa B51d-fashioned,
hard working pastor, during most of his career a member of the
Ministerium of Pennsylvania. Although his ministry there had begun
as early as 1795, I often heard the contents of his catechetical
instruction referred to, and his sayings quoted by those who still
cherished his memory .> Dr. F.W.Conrad had served this congregation
from Hagerstown, about the time of my birth. Rev. John Heck, a
graduate of the college at Gettysburg of 1839, had been with the
people for a number of years, a very highly esteemed and warmly
loved man, noted for his rapidity of delivery.® Rev. J.F.Campbell,
once a lawyer, and afterwards a prominent conservative leader in
the southern church, was pastor shortly before the War.” The res-
ponsibility for the church lay largely on the shoulders of my
uncle Henry, my father's eldest brother, and, by general acquies-
cence of the family, it's head. He was a man of few words, but
meant every word he spoke. He was thoughtful, deliberate, per-
sistent, serious almost to sternness, nevertheless, not without an
appreciation of humour. His religion was not on his tongue, but
it controlled his life. The whole community looked up to him as
a man of sterling worth, whose promise could be implicitly trusted,
and whose judgment was rarely if ever deceived. Born in 1795, he
fell heir to the o0ld homestead, and lived there until his death in
the Spring of 1863. He raised a large family, three of whom fell
victims to consumption. After it had taken two married daughters,
each shortly after the birth of a child, and a son, Dr. Henry Jacobs,
my uncle himself succumbed to it in his declining years. His
widow, Elizabeth Kreider, a peculiarly handsome woman in her time,
long survived him, dying from the effects of a fall in 1886.
The relations of my father to hnis oldest brother were most intimate.
They were in frequent correspondence, consulted each other in
regard to all important matters, and exchanged visits yearly. My
uncle was for a tithe a member of the Seminary Board at Gettysburg.
His sons lived in obur family while at college, but apart from these
circumstances a 'deep sympathy and community of interest, brought
the eldest and youngest brother more frequently together than the
rest of the family. - He was an interested observer of all that was
occurring in Church and State, staunch in his Lutheranism, and in
politics a Republican, but incapable of bitterness towards those
with whom he knew himself to differ.

Back from the old homestead, a mile farther into Pennsylvania,
through a forest in my childhood extending almost over the entire
route, was the home of my father's oldest sister, Barbara, the wife
of Michael Eyler. They lived in a commodious brick house, without
display, but in very comfortable circumstances. My aunt was the
oldest member of my father's family, and her husband was considerably
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older than his wife, and was decrepit from my earliest recollection.
He had been a stone mason and builder, and had erected my grand-
father's house in 1816. He had been prosperous and had accumulated
property and was a faithful member of Jacob's church. When my grand-
mother died, my aunt was but fifteen years old. My father was an
infant. The care of the entire domestic affairs of the household
rested upon my aunt. She had raised my father. 1In later years,

she showed the effects of the strain to which she had been put. She
had a piercing eye, sharp clearly cut features and a prominent

nose, indicating decided character, not without severity. At the
foot of the small ascent on which the house was built was an o0ld
brick spring-house through which a run flowed, while on the second
storey was a room in which my father had his first schooling.’

Still nearer Waynesboro, right on the edge of the town, was
the home of another of my father's brothers, George. He was the
least reserved of the brothers, and had moved more among men. While
he lived on his farm, he had a tenant, and was in easy circumstances.
He had gone into various business enterprises, and was a bank
director. For one term he was a member of the lower house of the
State Legislature. There was an extra session o0f the Legislature,
during one of the college vacations, while we were visiting at my
grandfather's, in Harrisburg. I saw him almost every day then. He
was a man of irreproachable character and decided convictions, but
was less self restrained in his utterances than the rest of the
family. He could be blunt and abrupt. His wife was a sister of
my uncle Bell, a brother and sister of the Jacobs family having
married a sister and brother of the Bell family. They had a large
family of daughters. He was occasionally a lay delegate to synod,
and also served as director of the Gettysburg seminary.

Still another brother, John, died when I was ten years old.
He khad divided the farm with my uncle Henry, living on a hill in
a new brick nouse, always kept in the best of repair and freshly
painted, about a half mile from the old home. He was a man of
extraordinary size, who, like so many others of the family, fell
a victim to consumption at the age of 56. He had lost a son from
vellow fever in the Mexican War. His descendants are the only
representatives of the Jacobs name in the community.

About three miles across the Maryland line, was the village
of Leitersburg - a straggling town of a couple hundred people,
living mostly in frame houses. Some distance beyond, was the farm
of Jacob E. Bell, the husband of my father's youngest sister. The
family lived in a large and comfortable brick house, while at the
foot of the hill, was the home of the tenant who tilled the place.
For many years, it was an ideal country home, with every comfort
a productive and intelligently conducted farm could supply, and
with books and papers and other indications of refined and cultivated
tastes. They were intelligent people, not extravagant, but not
restricted in the proper use of what they had. Mr. Bell, one of
the kindest hearted of men, in an evil hour, became security for
a friend who failed. In their old age, father and the mother, and
two maiden daughters were reduced to poverty, while to add to the
affliction, my aunt had a fall making her a helpless cripple for
the rest of her life. They left the old home, moving to the house
at the foot of the hill, while the tenant took the homestead.
Hard as it was, they bore the affliction with Christian resignation.
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My aunt died a few weeks aftexr my-mother, early in 1892. She was
a very amiable woman, deeply attached to her family and to the
memory of her brothers. She survived the entire family.

In all these families, there was a higher degree of intelli-
gence and more natural refinement, than is common with the farming
class. They had in fact been raised by the industry and enter-
prise of my grandfather and his father to the position, on a small
scale, of landed proprietors. In none of these homes, was there
anything boisterous, rough or coarse. I never heard among them
violent laughter, an angry word or an indelicate expression. 1In
their judgments of other people, they were always moderate and
qualified. There was a delicate sensibility running throughout
the entire family, that respected the rights and tenderest feelings
of other people. Their diffidence among strangers was very marked.
They were calm, self-restrained, not without deep emotion, but
keeping it under complete control. A vein of melancholy was tem-
pered with quiet humor. All were devoutly religious, not only
regular attendahnts at church, but men and women of a godliness
that was all the more sincere because it snrank from publicity.

Their speech was pure English. There was no accent of the
German traceable, although all could speak the Pennsylvania dialect,
and my aunts preferred to read their Bibles in German. How this
purity of English speech came about is to me a mystery. Their
neighbors were not Scotch-Irish or English Quakers, but German Re-
formed and Dunkards.

They were isolated. There was little intimacy outside the
family connection. Others met at church, in social groups about
the church-yard before and after service, or at the table where
they entertained members of the congregation living at a long
distance, but, except in sickness, there was little visiting.
The families of the connection moved among each other in their

carriages, as opportunity offered.

In the graveyard of the church stand the tombstones of my
grandparents. My graﬁkather, I infer, was a man very similar to
his eldest son and namesake, my uncle Henry Mr. Herbert C. Bell,
in his "History of the Leitersburg District"? nas brought together
all accessible information concerning the family. Henry Jacobs Sr.,
was born where he lived and died (unless we count a small fraction
of a mile as another locality), December 1l6th. 1764, and succeeded
to his father's estate on the latter's death in 1802. Tradition
tells us that he was a quiet man, who said little, but was very
decided. He never spoke English in his family, and expected
his children always to address him in German. He used well the
hymn-book published by the Ministerium of Pennsylvania,! and greatly
admired Paul Gerhard's evening hymn, "Nun ruhen alle Waelder".

My father used to call it "My father's favorite hymn". A study of
that hymn shows reasons why it especially appealed to him. Left

a widower in the prime of life ( at 45) with a large family of
children, and so faithful to the memory of his wife, that he

never remarried, we can form some idea of his sense of desolate-
ness, during the twelve years that he survived her. During the
week, there were absorbing duties every day, from before sunrise,
until he went to his bed worn out with fatigue, that occupied his
attention. But on some quiet Sunday night, amidst the oppressive
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silence of the thinly innabited country, we can see him watch the
sun 9o down, from the summit of the hill at the back of his house,
where the landscape spread out for miles before him, until it lost
itself in the darkness of the solemn mountains; and, as he would
turn, in the opposite direction we can see him gazing at the church-
vyard where his wife and parents were sleeping. At length, when

the last trace of day had vanished, and he was alone in the dark-
ness, with the bright stars snining above him through the clear

and unobstructed sky, and the dim outline of the forests fringing
the horizon, was it strange, that in his solitariness, those verses
were recalled which possibly he may have learned in his childhood
from his mother? Or, at such hours, he may have taken with him
his two motherless boys, David and Michael, both of them destined
for important service in the Church, and as he held them in his
arms, and silently prayed for them, he sang these lines so0 appro-
priate to time and circumstance:

“Now rest the woods again,
Man, cattle, town and plain,
The world all sleeping lies.
But sleep not yet my soul,
For He who made this Whole,
Loves that thy prayers to Him arise.

The long bright day is past
The golden stars at last
Bestud the dark-blue heaven:;
And like a star shall I
Forever shine on high
When my release from earth is given.

My heavy eyes must close,
Sealed up in deep repose,
Where is thy safety then?
Do Thou Thy mercy send,
My helpless hours defend,
Thou £Sleepless Eye, that watches over men.

Jesus, my joy, now spread
Thy wings above my head
To shield Thy little one.
Would Satan work me wrong
Oh. be the angel's song,
'To him no evil shall be done.’

My loved ones all, good night.
No grief or danger light
On your defenceless heads:
God send you happy sleep,
And let the angels keep
Watch, golden armed, around your beds."”

Probably it was not because there were not other hymns in that well-
worn hymn-book, that I own, which he prized equally, but because
this hymn, handed down in the family, was not only the most appro-
priate to time and circumstances, but he also taught it to his
children so diligently, that it was ever associated with nis memory.
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The farm under him, attained its greatest extent and highest
prosperity. Twenty-four horses were usually kept. At the sale
at his death, 19 were sold. The barn as well as the house, which
he built, was on a large scale. Between his farm and Baltimore,
he kept a line of the large wagons of those days running.

"Thé establishment," says Mr. Bell in his "History", '"was
almost patriarchal in its proportions. 1In addition to his own
family of eight, Henry Jacobs reared the children of his deceased
brothers, and there was always a full complement of servants, both
men and women. German was the language of the house, the church
and the community generally. The 0ld stone mansion was also the
scene of a generous hospitality. People came to church from long
distances, and were eagerly prevailed upon to stay for dinner
before returning home. This was the invariable custom of the
preacher as long as the farm remained in the family." "He was a
methodical business man and his private papers possess a real
degree of curious interest."” He died Oct. 21st. 1821, nearly
57 years old, leaving his children, of whom my father was the
youngest, entire orphans.

My grandfather was the second of three sons of Martin, or
more fully given, John Martin Jacob, the founder of the family in
America. Following a clue I found in an old letter in the old
homestead, my son, the Rev. Charles M. Jacobs, made a pilgrimage
to Germany in 1903 to the home of the family in Alsace, now in
Germany, but, for many years in France. He reached it from Woerth
where the great battle between the Germans and the French in the
Franco-Prussian War was fought in 1870. The walk, first along a
military road, and then across the country to Preussdorf, was one
of about three miles. He found a quaint, old-fashioned village,
and a jargon, that but for some knowledge of Pennsylvania German,
he would scarcely have understood. The surroundings were pic-
turesque, with the Vosges mountains in the distance. He at once
inquired for the parsonage, and spent the day examining the Church
records. His efforts were very successful. The line was traced
as far as there were records. It was as follows:

Hans Jacob, der Altere, born 1623; died Feb. 20th. 1708.

Hans Jacob, der Jungere, born 1651; died Sept. 22nd. 1719.
(married Katherine Motz, GAOI)

Hans Martin Jacob, born 1696; married Barbara Vogler, 1726.
Hans Martin Jacob, born October 2nd. 1731.

The last of the above list, my great-grandfather, left his
native village, on reaching man's estate, in the summer of 1753,
and arrived in Philadelphia in the ship "Richard and Mary", Sept.
17th. His first home was on Carroll's Tract between Fairfield and
Emmitsburg where he found a wife, Barbara Musselman. In 1761, he
removed to what became his permanent home for the rest of his
life. His successive purchases of ground have been traced by
Mr. Bell in his "History of the Leitersburg District". He gave the
site for Jacob's church in 1799, although the church had been
erected some years before. He died in 1803, leaving as a widow
a second wife, who survived until 1814, and whom my aunt Bell well
remembered. The tradition of my great-grandfather, as it came down
through the older members of my father's family was that he was



24

" a little quiet old man, who sat behind a stove.”

When Martin Jacobs provided for the erection of a church on
his farm, he could not have forseen the blessing it would bring
to his descendants. His house, and afterwards that of his son,
became the stopping-place of the pastor on his appointments. The
result was that after the death of their father, Henry, two of
the orphan children of the family, David and Michael, were sent
to college, and the beginning was made of a ministerial succession.
This has grown as follows:

Sons: Rev. David Jacobs (1805-1830) Founder of Pennsyl-
vania College, Gettysburg.
Rev. Michael Jacobs (1808-1871) Professor in Gettys-
burg Gymnasium and Pennsylvania College
1829-1871.

Grandsons: Rev. David J. Eyler (d4.1850)
Rev. Lewis J. Bell (d. 1907)
Rev. Henry E. Jacobs

Great-grandsons: Rev. Clarence Eyler
Rev. Charles K. Bell
Rev. Charles M. Jacobs

Ministers' wives:
Grand-daughters: Mrs. John H. Harpster
Great-grand-daughters:
Mrs. Charles W. Heisler
Mrs. William M. Horn §



Chapter Three _ Something About My Mother's Family

During my childhood, two visits a year were made to my mother's
parents in Harrisburg. As they were in declining years, the plan was
to spend as much of the vacation as possible with them, while they in
turn spent a considerable portion of the summer with us.

Harrisburg had then a population of from 6 to 8000, three times
that of Gettysburg. At four in the morning, the stage left Getfys-
burg. For days in advance, the house was in confusion with the pre-
paration necessary for the long journey. Not only were the trunks
to be packed necessary for a month's stay, but luncheon had to be pre-
pared to take with us, and arrangements to be made to insure breakfast
by 3:30 A.M. The trip of 36 miles required all day. It was a great
relief when the sick and tired travellers at last reached the Susque-
hanna, and the hoofs of the horses resounded on the long bridge, over
which they were forbidden to pursue their course more rapidly than a
leisurely walk. The wide sweep 0f the river and the mountain gorge
above, through which it forced its way, never failed to interest
me. The walk along the river-front, the water-works, the grave of
the pioneer John Harris,’/ the Pennsylvania Railroad with its large
traffic, the canal with its locks and numerous boats, the State capi-
tol with its spacious grounds, afforded much for a child to study.
When the Legislature was in session, I was a very attentive visitor.

I learned much of parliamentary procedure from what I saw and heard,

my grandfather's house being within a few minutes walk of the build-
ings. The State librarian, the Rev. William R. DeWitt, D.D.,  father of
Prof. John DeWitt of Princeton Seminary, knew my father, and had

him preach for him occasionally in the Presbyterian church. ' The
privileges of the library, were, therefore, easily gained. Other-

wise the vacation would have become intolerable. But I exchanged the
books so often, that the o0ld Doctor asked suspiciously whether I did
not do a great deal of my reading on Sundays.

Zion's church, as I first remember it, had the Rev. Dr. C.W.
Schaeffer as its pastor.* I remember trying to catch a glimpse of him
in the pulpit, when the tops of the pews were in the way, and my feet
did not touch the floor. Dr. C.A.Hay succeeded him - one of the
most sociable of men, fond of long strolls and fishing excursions with
my father, in which, of course, I was included.?3

There were flag raisings and parades and public meetings with
speakers of national reputation, when the Fall election approached.
At that time the Fall election occurred in October, and the result
in Pennsylvania had the greatest influence upon the States voting in
November, so that it was most hotly contested, especially in the years
when a President of the United States was chosen. There was rivalry
between the volunteer fire companies, and the drills of the military
company of which my uncle, Jacob, was the captain, that enlisted
interest. There was a trip to the market twice a week, at a most
unseasonable hour of the morning, when I could be roused regularly
at four o'clock, to carry the basket for my uncle, as he made the
purchases. The red glow of sunrise generally began to appear, as we
would be on our way home.

My grandfather, Jacob Eyster, had moved to Harrisburg in 1822.
He had been born in what is now the eastern edge of Adams county in
1781 (June 8th). His childhood was spent within about five miles .
from Gettysburg, where he obtained a fairly good education in
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Presbyterian schools, at or near Hunterstown. As a boy, he had sat
on the railing of a neighboring porch, intently watching every
movement of George Washington, as he paced up and down the porch,
while waiting the preparation of his dinner. The ambition of my
grandfather 's childhood had been to become a minister. The family

of which he was the eldest was large, and it was his lot, instead of
completing his studies, to labor in the tannery and on the farm,
supplementing this, however, by the more agreeable work of a sur-
veyor. Service in the militia was, in those days, compulsory. He
rose from the ranks rapidly, being successively First Sergeant, Cap-
tain, Major and Lieutenant-Colonel of the 93rd. Pennsylvania regiment,
winning distinction for rare ability as a drill master, until, in 1814,
he became a Brigadier General. The War. of 1812 with Great Britain
was in progress. The patriotic feeling of the citizens of Adams
County was intensified by the natural repugnance of the two elements
of the community, the Scotch-Irish and the Germans, to the English.
He had scarcely become a brigadier, when he was called into active
service. In August of that year, the British under Admirals Cochrane
and Cockburn and Gen. Ross, captured the city of Washington and
burned the capitol. Proceeding to the attack on Baltimore in the
conflict, whose chief distinction is that it called forth the national
song: "The Star Spangled Banner', they were defeated in the Battle of
North Point, in which their commander fell. The Pennsylvania

militia had been hurried up to the defense of Baltimore. Gen.

Eyster was ordered to make Westminster, Md., exactly half way
between Gettysburg and Baltimore, his headquarters, and to take
charge of the arming of the Pennsylvania troops, as they were sent

to the front. An Interesting letter from Governor Snyder to my
grandfather is printed in the Pennsyl vania Archives, 2nd Series,
Vol. XII: p. 717. Among those who went to the front was a company
from Gettysburg, where the news of the peril of Baltimore had arrived
on a Sunday, and a public meeting, similar to those that were to mark
the history of that place fifty years later during the Civil War,

was held, at which measures were taken for the relief of the
threatened city. In that company, was my granduncle, David Middle-
coff, than living with my grandparents. In after years, he often
spoke to me of his experience, particularly of the fire which the
troops opened upon the British ships, and of the groans of the
wounded that they distinctly heard. As soon as the troops were
armed, and he could get the necessary accoutrements, he rode to
Baltimore, to assume whatever command would be allotted to him, but
too late to be of service. The occasion that had called for the pre-
sence of the militia had happily passed.

In 1811, he had moved from the farm in Strabane township, to
Gettysburg, where he had a store on the Diamond. While residing in
the town, he was a member of the town council, and a bank director.
When only twenty-seven years old, in 1809, he had been a candidate
for sheriff. The two parties at that time were Federal and Republican,
the Republicans of those days having the Democrats of a later period
as their lineal successors. My grandfather was originally a Re-
publican, soon to become, with the rest, a pemocrat. In 1840,
however, a controversy concerning the U.S.Bank led him to change to
the Whig party. When towards the close of his life, the Whig party
vanished, he transferred his allegiance to the American party, al-
though not a member of the "Knownothing order". His sympathies at
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the very last were with the rising new Republicans, although in the
campaign of 1856 he voted for Fillmore, instead of Fremont. In was
as a "Republican", of the old type, that he ran for Sheriff, and
although running at the head of the ticket, failed to overcome the
large Federal majority in the county. The campaign, however, took him
to Franklin township, in the Western part of the county, to enlist,
if possible, the interest of Mr. Jacob Middlecoff, an influential
man of that region. Here he met the eldest daughter of the family,
who the next year became his wife, and afterwards, my grandmother.
During the next ten years, his name was almost constantly on the
ticket of the minority party, now Democratic, for Auditor, County
Commissioner and House of Representatives. The majority was so strong,
that he was habitually nominated, with no expectations of success,
but to keep up the struggle. At last, in 1818, the nomination for
State Senator of York and Adams counties, was almost forced upon
him, with the result that, after an exciting campaign, he was trium-
phantly elected, and on the expiration of his term was re-elected.
In the Senate, he soon came to the front, having been made Chairman
of the standing committee on Accounts,and keeping a close watch on the
expenditures of the Commonwealth. The youngest of nis colleagues

in the sen&te was James Buchanan, afterwards President of the United
States. On the floor of the senate, he made two vigorous battles, in
which he was in the minority. One was in behalf of a bill for the
establishment of a "Loan Office', a State Bank, for the relief of
the citizens of Pennsylvania. It was defeated by a tie vote, after
a vigorous speech, which he has transcribed into his "Memoirs". 1In
another struggle, he championed the cause of the Roman Catholics,

in regard to an amendment to the charter of St. Mary's church,
Philadelphia. A priest, it seems, who had become a subject of
discipline, because of heretical opinions, had a number of adherents
among the pew-holders. They sought for an amendment to the charter,
giving them the rights which, they maintained belonged to them as
those contributing to the support of the congregation. Although
Gen. Eyster's advocacy of the claims of the majority finds its
explanation largely in the influence exerted upon him by his Roman
Catholic constituents in the easter™®part of Adams county in the
settlement around Conewago chapel,¥and by his family physician, a
Romanist, nevertheless there were very solid reasons for his course.
The courts today would decide that the question of property rights
in a church is dependent upon the fidelity of those claimhng it to
the confessional principles of the church. Notwithstanding this,
when the final vote came, he found himself in the minority. The
Governor, however, took the same position as Gen. Eyster. The bill
amending the charter was vetoed, and there was not a sufficient major-
ity to pass it over the veto. As the gubernatorial election of

1823 approached, he was mentioned as a possible candidate of the
Democratic party. But he threw all his influence in favor of his
friend and colleague in the senate, John Andrew Schultz, a former
Lutheran minister, and grandson of the patriarch Muhlenberg.
Politics was too expensive a luxury for him to engage in longer.

It brought him no revenue, (it would have been to his discredit

if it had), and, while he was occupied with the affairs of the
State, his personal and family interests were suffering. His
business at Gettysburg, as administered in his absence by others,
declined. He therefore, very gratefully accepted the position of
Deputy Surveyor General, offered him by Governor Schultz, and re-
signed his seat in the senate before the expiration of his office.
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In this office, he continued for fifteen years, subsiding into a
life of quiet routine, disturbed by constant apprehensions that,
with a change of the political tide, it would be swept from him.
His children grew up about him, and he gave them opportunities of
the best educational advantages that his means would allow. The
records of the Surveyor General's office gave him opportunity for
investigations of an historical nature. He traced the history of
his family, made maps of their purcﬁ%es of lands and of the suc-
cessive purchases of lands by the cdlony from the Indians, and

found interesting data concerning the titles of property. A strik-
. ing incident showed his strict integrity was, that, while in his
searches he found evidence of the existence of lands, which, by some
oversight in the surveys, were not purchased from the State, and
could, therefore, on the production of proof, be taken up by a
claimant, at a large profit, that fact that he had gained this
information while an official of the State deterred him from either
purehasing it himself or from giving it to any one who would use

the needed information. In my possession, there is now a manu-
script of 475 pages, containing an account of the history of his
family, and the chief events of his life, and illustrated by a
number of valuable maps. Hon, Edward McPherson, formerly clerk

of the National House 0of Representatives, Hon. John Scott, formerly
U.S.Senator from Pennsylvania, Mr. William L. Stone, former Librarian
of the Pennsylvania Historical Society, examined it at different
times, and found in it matters that interested them. The hand-writing
is difficult, and the style of diffuse, sometimes even rambling.

Ever faithful to the church, he was a member of the building
committee of Bender's church, north of Gettysburg, about a hundred
years ago, and a member of the Lutheran churches of Gettysburg and
Harrisburg, during his residence there. His attendance was not
only regular, but he insisted that his family should be in the pew
long before the service began. He was generally among the very first
persons in church, waiting in silence, for sometimes fully a
quarter of an hour before the pastor entered. His Ms. book ends
with a long fervent prayer, especially commending his family to God's
mercy. We quote a few sentences:

"Forbid it, God of Mercy, Creator and Sustainer of the
Universe, and of all created beings, forbid it.

Blessed Saviour and Redeemer of the World, who didst

lay down Thine own life, to save it, and them;

Holy Spirit of all Grace, forbid, oh forbid it, that any
or all these should ever be lost, or be found to have
missed the right and only way, or neglected in time to
enter it, until . too late!

But God of Mercy, for Thine own mercies' sake, and for
Thy Son's - their and our Redeemer's sake - grant that all
and each, with all their's also, may be found

to have been safely brought into the Redeemer's fold.
And thus, after all the cares and turmoils here, may

the subject of these sketches, and all for whom the
ardent aspirations of his heart must continue to ascend
to that God, who gave them, have a safe and happy
entrance into the Heaven of Everlasting peace and rest."

His wife (Mary Middlecoff), ten years his junior, was very
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manifestly superior in practical ability and force of purpose. Her
fidelity as a wife and mother of a large family did not prevent her
from taking the deepest interest in everything that pertained to

the life of the congregation of which she was a member. For a large
portion of her period of activity, she was a teacher in the Sunday-
school and, for a part of that time, the Superintendent of the
Female Department. She read diligently the Church papers, parti-
cularly "The Missionary" and "The Lutheran", and was well posted
concerning their contents. Beside her Bible, she used constantly
her German Hymn-book - her copy of the Pennsylvania Synod's book
with the favorite hymns still marked by numerous slips of paper,
stands on the same shelf among my books with the German hymn-book of
my grandfather Jacobs. It was not unusual for her and my father on
a Sunday evening to sing together some of these hymns to the old
German chorals. Her disposition was predominantly cheerful and
hopeful. She probably saved my life at one time. When about a

year old, I was almost at the point of death. The physician had
regarded the case as extremely doubtful. Distressed with his treat-
ment, which allowed me no food, she disobeyed strict orders, and
gave me what I cried for, with the result that I at once began to
mend. She was born and raised in the German Reformed church, but
delighted to declare that she was a Lutheran from conviction, and
not like the rest of us, because we were born of Lutheran parents.

Although born in the Eighteenth Century, my grandfather was the
fifth in a regular descending line in this country. John Jacob
Eyster (Aister) had emigrated with his son, Christian, from Wuert-
temburg, in the early years of the Century, probably between 1717
and 1727. They settled first near Oley, Berks county. Christian
Eyster married Margaret Smyser, whose family history is a matter
of published record, and after the birth of the eldest son, Elias,
moved beyond the Susquehanna, to within about three miles of York.
George. the eldest son of Elias, born June 6th.1757, was my great-
grandfather. At the age of nineteen, he enlisted in the "Flying
Camp" of the Revolutionary Army, in Captian Michael Smyser's ( his
father's cousin's) company of Col. Michael Swope's regiment. The
entire command was captured by the British at Fort Washington, N.Y.,
Nov. 1l6éth. 1776, and, for nearly two years were prisoners of war.
From the horrors of the prison ship, New Jersey, in New York Harbor,
very few of the York soldiers survived. George Eyster was one of
the survivors. Near the close of his life, his name was entered
on the pension list of soldiers of the Revolution...

... Jacob Middlecoff, my great-randfather, was the son of Leo-
nard, whose father Peter '"Middlecalf", as it was written in the
Colonial Records, arrived in America from the Palatinate in 1728.

The wife of Leonard was Catherine Castle of Pipe Creek, Md., who
distinguished herself by running a flour mill during the Revolutionary
War, when all her brothers were in the army, and "was powerful enough
to shoulder a bag of grain and carry it from the horse to the
hopper"...

... The various branches of my mother's family, Eysters, Middle-
coffs, Schlegels, Thomases, Steiners, Smysers, Cassels, although
more intimately associated with the growing life of the country and
having more public spirit, were more typical representatives of the
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best classes of the Pennsylvania Germans than were my father's

family. Among the Eysters, there was no such center of influence,
as was found at Jacob's church and the family homestead. The
experience of the Eysters was more varied. They were more restless.
That of the Jacobs family was more intense, and its influence

as a family has been more abiding in results. The former family
disintegrated, as with new marriages - generally from another
locality - new families were formed. The latter kept up the family
feeling more permanently, and transmitted it to their descendants.

Of my mother I have published a sketch, written the day after
her death in"The Lutheran", in January 1892, which was afterwards
reprinted in pamphlet form. She was eleven years old when her
father moved from Gettysburg to Harrisburg. She had attended an
excellent private school at Gettysburg, and on her removal to
Harrisburg, enjoyed the best advantages the place afforded. Her
most intimate friend was the daughter of Governor Schultz, and sne
was often in his family. She had private lessons in drawing and
painting. Her scholarship, so far as it went, was exact. Her
habits were methodical. She was a model of neatness and propriety
in dress. Her conversation was in the purest English; tempered
with the Latinisms in the literature then most read. Among her
school exercises had been the practice of writing out every Mon-
day an outline of the sermons heard on Sunday. I remember seeing a
number 0f the sermons of Dr. Lochman which she had thus reproduced.
She sang in the choir at both English and the German services.
Married in 1833, no child disturbed the repose of my parents, until
I came. These earlier years of her married life were marked by an
amount of travelling that she had to afterwards forego. One long
trip to Niagara and Erie and Pittsburgh formed a frequent subject
of conversation with her children. She made a yearly trip to
Philadelphia, for a long time, the friends whom she visited in the
city in the spring or fall, returning the visit in the summer. The
entire distance at first was covered in stage, until the vicinity
of Philadelphia was reached. She was "Female Superintendent" of
the Sunday-school, and for forty years secretary of the "Gettysburg
Female Bible Society". Her chief recreation was the cultivation
of flowers.

Of her brothers who survived childhood, the eldest was Jacob,
who began his career as a tinsmith, then studied at Gettysburyg for
a year, and became a teacher at Harrisburg. While teaching, he
organized among his pupils the Harrisburg Cadets, a company in
which the town took pride, and which received marked attention oh
a visit to Philadelphia; Gen. Horace Porter, Grant's Chief of Staff,
and late Ambassador to France, was one of the cadets. Most of his
life was spent in the Sheriff's office, part of the time as Sheriff,
and part as Deputy. During the Civil War, he was Captain in the
Eighteenth U.S.Infantry (regulars), and commanded his regiment
in the battle of Lookout Mountain where he was wounded. He had
inherited his father's gifts, as a drill master.

The second brother was David, a graduate of the college at
Gettysburg. He was gifted, but lacked ambition, and is best
remembered as the husband of Mrs. Nellie Blessing Eyster, the
novelist. Rev. Dr. Paxton of Princeton Seminary told me that he
felt indignant whenever he recalled my uncle, with whom he was
intimate at college, because he had accomplished so little. He
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studied law but never practiced. For many years, he was a clerk
in the 5School Department at Harrisburg, and afterwards had a
book-store at San Jose, Calif.

The third brother, William Franklin, studied theoloqgy, and
was pastor at Jefferson, Md., Trinity church, Germantown, Chambers-
burg, Smithsburg, Md., and Greencastle. He still lives as I w%te,
at the age of 86 at Crete, Neb. He has been a wide reader and a
constant student. His cultivated manners and gentle disposition
have made him a general favorite. As a preacher for cultivated
people, he has attained a high rank. His defective hearing has
interfered much with his success. There has been also, a lack
of concentration and aggressive force. Beside his pastoral work,
he was twice Principal of the young ladies' seminary at Hagers-
town, Md., and Professor in Augustana College, Rock Island, I11.6

The fourth brother Alfred, also studied at Gettysburg, was
a successful teacher in the High School of Harrisburg, agent for
a publisher of school-books (E.H.Butler, Phila.), druggist,and
optician. He studied medicine, but never took a degree. He was
a man of decided ability, and made many friends by his cheerful-
ness. He married rather late in life, having devoted himself
with great fidelity to the care of his mother. At the close of
his life, he was President of the School Board of Harrisburg, and
an elder in Zion's Lutheran Church.

The only sister was Louisa, seven years my senior, the child
of my grandparents' old age, and during my childhood, more of
a playmate than an aunt. She married in 1869 Charles F. Kuhnle,
a Wuertemberger who had studied at Gettysburg, been a Lieutenant
in the Civil War, clerk in the War and Treasury Department at
Washington, D.C., and Philadelphia, and for 15 years Superinten-
dent of the Germantown Orphan's Home. She was left a widow in 1892,
and died in 1904...

The family of William, the minister, has fared the best in
the struggle for existence. Fannie, the eldest married a Mr.
Snively, and moved to Nebraska, where both her children, Dr.
William Snively and Mrs. Reasoner are doing well. Dr. George
Langhead Eyster, the second child, is the leading physician of
Rock Island, Ill., Two other children, William, in active
business and Alice, are with their father, or near him in his
declining years.

We are inclined to lay down the rule, or at any rate to
propose it as a thesis to be tested: The nearer to the Church,
and the more faithful to its duties, the greater the persistence
of family life, and the more productive of abiding results. 7



Chapter Four - Other Glimpses of the Outside World

A never to be forgotten event of my childhood was a trip to
washington, D.€., when I was nearly eight years old. My cousin,
Dr. Henry Jacobs, of Waynesboro', had married a Miss Bittenger of
Georgetown, D.C., and at the invitation of the Bittenger family,
my father and mother took me and my sister with them on a trip of
two or three days from Harrisburg. All the incidents, from the
early hour of starting at Harrisburg, before it was yet day, are
vividly remembered. One of the wings of the capitol was then in
process of construction. The marble was piled in large masses on
the ground, and a large force of masons was at work. In the Senate
Chamber, we lingered for a time, and stood at the desks formerly
occupied by Henry Clay and Daniel Webster. Clay died several months
before; Webster was to follow that very month. The White House,
and its various rooms were visited. President Fillmore we did
not see. President Pierce I heard make an address at Harrisburg
the next fall, after an introduction by Mr. James Gowen of Mt.
Airy, to the Pennsylvania Agricultural Society. I remember, from
this visit, the Smithsonian Institute, and its extensive collections
of objects of Natural History, and the large astronomical glass at
the National Observatory. We also took a look into the Catholic
college at Georgetown, where the priests in charge were very court-
eous. One was particularly kind and entertaining to me, and planned
a surprise by some experiments with a large plate electrical
machine, but was himself surprised when he noted the "nil admirari”
expression on my face, until my father told nim that I often
assisted him in similar experiments, at home. At the War ©Office,
my father unexpectantly met in the corridor the Rev. Dr. S.D.
Finkel, pastor of the German Lutheran church of Washington, D.C.,
who was supplementing his meager salary by a clerkship.’ As he was
an old friend of both my father and my mother, before her marriage,
he insisted in taking us to his house, to which we drove in a heavy
rain. Mr. Michael Bittenger, then a student of theology or young
minister of the Presbyterian church, took me on a long walk. We
crossed the long bridge, and I congratulated myself that I had had
an introduction to "old Virginia". Nine years later, when the
Civil War came, my memory of the trip enabled me to locate many of
the historical events that were occurring about the National Capi-
tol. Passing through Baltimore, we stopped for several hours at the
United States Hotel on Pratt Street, directly opposite the book-
store of T. Newton Kurtz, then the headquarters for English Lutheran
publications. We ascended Washington's Monument, admired the
Battle Monument, walked around the extensive grounds of the Winans'
estate, and noted the elaborate and expensive works of art, as well
as shrubbery and flowers with which it was adorned, the long, high
walls leaving a distinct impression. How little did I think that
within a few squares, there would appear a few weeks later a young
lady of the greatest importance to my subsequent history:

About the %ag% time, my mother's uncle, General David Middlecoff
(d.1876), moved Gettysburg, to a farm ... very close to where the
Normal School now stands within-a mile of Shippensburg. The line
between Cumberland and Franklin counties ran through the hall-way
of his house. It was a double house. The parlor was in Franklin,
and the dining-room and kitchen in Cumberland county. My uncle's
only child, Mary, (Daughter of his first wife, married successively
to Mr. John Radebaugh of Chambersburg and Dr. Robert Horner of
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Gettysburg,) had long left home. While a child at Gettysburg a
great deal of my time was spent in their home. At Shippensburg

I was always a welcome guest, and was kept there up to the very limit
of my father's willingness to have me away from home. Gen. Middle-
coff had his title from having been Major-General of Pennsylvania
militia. He had also been state senator, and clerk of the senate.
He always had several horses for driving and riding, and, much to
his wife's terror, preferred those that had considerable spirit.

He had serious accidents with them even when an aged man; but this
did not deter him. It pleased him that I was not afraid of his
driving, and, as we would drive daily, he would go into long details
concerning the political history of the State, in which he con-
tinued deeply interested, even although long since renouncing<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>