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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



14

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
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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
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" 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 all
political amibitions. My curiosity was easily aroused, and I plied
him with all sorts of questions, which he delighted to answer. My
grandaunt tried to study my tastes and to bring to the table dishes
she had learned I particularly liked. As I went with her husband

on drives, so she took me on rambles on the farm, and in the neigh-
borhood, where she spent nearly all her life. Mrs. Middlecoff was

a devout Scotch-Irish Presbyterian. My uncle had been a German
Reformed; but it was not difficult for him to be converted by his
wife. They were very regular attendants at the Middle-spring
church, some three miles distant, in Franklin county. Rouse's
marvelous translation of the Psalms was retained here for many
years. It was an art to know how to sing those Psalms. One line
you would have to lengthen by stretching the translation to the
dimensions of the tune; and, then, perhaps the very next had to be
shortened by compressing two or three syllables into one. _ The
curiosities of rhyme were as surprising as those of meter . %

The farm was prolific in all kinds of choice fruits. My uncle
was running it chiefly as a recreation, and was fond of experiments.
There was an old mill near by, in a romantic situation. He put it
in charge of a younger and less prosperous brother, with whom,
although he was my grandmother's brother, my acquaintance was very
limited. Near the house ran a swift, narrow stream, and, in the

meadow, with willows secluding it, was a bath house, within which one .-

could plunge into the flowing water, or, if he wanted a shower bath,
go beneath a minature Niagara, which thundered at the gate. The
library had many volumes of interest, particularly on the history
of the State, some of them public documents from the time of my
uncle's career as senator. Plunging into them, I found many sub-
jects for new questions, with which to delight him on our drives.
The mails kept the house well supplied with papers, daily and
weekly, and the current magazines. My last visit to my granduncle
was in the summer of 1873. He had been a widower for years. A
housekeeper was looking after the home. He was lonely and desolate.
Ambitious, at that time, to increase my philological attainments,

I took a Sanskrit Grammar with me, much to his amusement, but never
got much farther than the alphabet. We took the same old drives.
On Sunday evening, we knelt together, and he led in a very earnest
prayer. It was a new phase of his life that was thus revealed. A
man of irreproachable character, and always particular about his
attention to Church duties, his religion was not on his tongue.

Our deepest interests are often those concerning which there is
more or less reserve in expression. Three years later, on a bleak
day, in the Fall of 1876, I was again there; but it was to attend
his funeral.
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At one of my visits to Shippensburg, I attended my first
meeting of synod. The West Pennsylvania Synod met in the Lutheran
church of the town in 1855. Both my father and my uncle (W.F.
Eyster) were guests of my grand-uncle. "The Definite Synodical
Platform” had just appeared, and the controversy concerning it
had begun.> There was an outbreak at the first session. The
President had just read his report. According to the order, the
next item would have been the election of officers. But before
the President was able to announce this, a venerable German pastor
from Hanover (Rev. P. Scheurer) representing the strictly conser-
vative Pennsylvania German element, took the floor, and, without
regard to any Rules of Order, or the admonition of the President,
proceeded to express what was actually the prevalent feeling of
the Synod, concerning the wrong done to the Church by its publi-
cation. The man was too much in earnest to hear or heed the
repeated calls to order, until Dr. Lochman, the son of his old
theological preceptor, rose, and in a gruff voice, said, "Philip,
take your seat", at which he very meekly subsided. A few evenings
later, a number of pastors had been invited to my grand-uncle's
to tea. The time appointed had long passed. Housekeepers gener-
ally become nervous when guests delay their appearance. I stood
as a sentinel to announce to Mrs. Middlecoff when they should
appear, at a turn of the road, and, finally after long watching,
determined to make a reconnaisance, as far towards town as would
be necessary. Night was falling, when I met my father and uncle,
and with them Drs. S.S.Schmucker, H.L.Baugher, C.A.Hay, and I
think, Dr. C.P.Krauth, Sr. I had just reached them when Dr.
Baugher turned to Dr. Schmucker, and said: "You are the author
of the Platform." The answer came promptly: "I will not deny
it. I believe that the best interests of the Church demand its
publication." The storm had broken. All were too much of gentle-
men to renew the discussion in the house of a Presbyterian host.

At that time my uncle was pastor at Chambersburg. On my
visits to Shippensburg, I would make a brief visit there also. I
had other relatives at Chambersburg. In fact, as a boy, I was
astonished to find the number of Eysters in the place, cousins and
second cousins of my grandfather and their descendants. With only
one family, however, were we intimate, viz. that of George S.
Eyster, who has already been mentioned. Beside the dry-goods store
that he was running, he was interested in paper mills in the
neighboring mountains. We recall a visit to one of these mills,
and the various processes employed in the manufacture. As we
drove home, as the shades were falling, we encountered an enormous
black snake, with wkich there was a vigorous battle until it was
dispatched.

To this period belong also the drives with my father, to a
Young Ladies' Seminary, kept by the Friends, and under the super-
intendence of a Miss Wierman. For several summers, my father deli-
vered a course of lectures there on Chemistry and Physics. The
geminary was near York Springs, about fourteen miles from Gettys-
burg. It could be reached only by private conveyance. They were
a cultivated family, a later generation identifying itself or
some Oof its more prominent members with the Presbyterian Church.

Another recreation was to attend my father in his occupation
as Borough Surveyor. Strange to say, against my protests, I was
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forced into the same position for a time, when my father's health
was failing, but abandoned it soon as there was someone in the place
who was able to discharge its, duties. Because of my association
with my father, I obtained a reputation in some directions for which
I could lay no just claim. All those incidents contributed to my

education.

However devoted to my birth-place, identified historically with
its people, and deeply interested in all that concerned them, my
absences of from ten to twelve weeks every year, made me realize
that the sun did not rise and set at Gettysburg only, but that there
was a wider world beyond. Even as a child, my attitude was criti-
cal. The standards set there, I was unable to accept as absolute,
or to consider the policy there determined , as necessarily the very

best.



Chapféf Five. - édilege Life

When the Theological Seminary was .opened in Gettysburg in 1826,
it was attended by a number of young men without the scholastic
preparation needed for a theological course. There had formerly
been a classical academy of very reputable standing conducted in
Gettysburg under Presbyterian auspices, but it had been closed.
With commendable foresight, Dr. S.S.Schmucker gained control of
the property, and engaged my uncle, David Jacobs, one of the stu-
dents distinguished above the others as a classical scholar, to
become the teacher. On June 25th,1827, the Gettysburg Gymnasium
opened with two pupils. The number soon grew, so0 as to justify
the employment of a second teacher, who was found in 1829 in the
person of my father.

David, the fourth son of my grandfather, was born in 1805.
All accounts represent him as distinguished for depth and sincer-
ity of character, modestly of bearing, and untiring diligence as
a student. Distinguished in the Hagerstown Academy, where he pre-
pared for college, he took such high rank at Jefferson College,
Canonsburg, where he entered the Junior class, as to have been
called upon to substitute for the Professor of Ancient Languages.
His books, some of which I have, show by their marginal annota-
tions the habits of a careful investigator, and of a scholar stri-
ving for a wide outlook. He was a popular teacher, and, when he
had undertaken the work, he threw all his energy into it. His
body was not equal to the strain, and he soon began to show the
signs of a physical collapse. In the autumn of 1830, he under-
took a trip to the South, partly for the sake of his health, and
partly to accompany home a theological student who was failing
from pulmonary trouble. He never reached home. There were unex-
pected delays and interruptions and hardships encountered, so
that his short stay at Lexington, S.C. gave him little rest.
Purchasing a horse there, he undertook to ride to Gettysburg,
at the rate of about forty miles a day, over all sorts of roads,
and in the midst of much rain . He kept a very full journal, which
I have carried twice with me to the South when I went to places
he had visited. Worn out, he took to his bed, when within less
than a day's ride from his o0ld home, and died at Shepherdstown,
Va., Nov. 1830.7

His place in the Gymnasium was filled by Rev. H.L.Baugher,
a graduate of Dickinson. In 1832, the Gymnasium became Pennsyl-
vania College, and shortly afterwards Rev. Charles Philip Krauth,
D.D., who had shortly before come to Gettysburg as Professor in
the Seminary, became its first President.

The College, as I first remember it, had but two buildings,
the College proper, and the Linnean Hall. The former was a white
brick building, of the Doric style of architecture, containing
recitation rooms, chapel, library room, President's room, and
capacity for nearly 100 students. Part of the space, however, was
consumed by the presence at the western end of the second storey
of the family of President Krauth; while the attempt was also
made to furnish boarding for students in the basement, with
rooms for the family of the steward and the servants.



37

Dr. Krauth seemed to me a venerable man even before he left
the Presidency, although seventeen years of a Seminary Professor-
ship awaited him. He was a cultivated gentleman, whose very
presence created an atmosphere of dignity and refinement. His
manner was the gentlest, unless aroused to great indignation by
one who would endeavor to take advantage of his mildness. He
had a piercing black eye that seemed to look right into the heart
of the person to whom he spoke. He was an cmnivorous and many-
sided reader rather than a profound scholar, or an accurate and
laborious investigator; a man who avoided strife, and who, unlike
his son, was not born to be a leader or a pioneer. His Presidency
was just ending, as I began to know the campus and the College.
His study had more the appearance of a literary workshop than
that of an efficient executive.%

Dr . Baugher was in many respects the very opposite of his
predecessor. Bold, brusque, aggressive, impetuous, eloquent,
students yielded to his will through fear, where they followed
Dr. Krauth from 1love. He was an inflexible preacher of right-
eousness, with many of the characteristics of the Puritanism,
against which he theoretically protested. He was a strict dis-
ciplinarian, and a good teacher, altho' his discipline was weakened
by its lack of uniformity. Beneath his severity, there was a
tender heart, which occasionally manifested itself in tears, and
in inability, from overpowering emotion, to command himself.

I learned to know him well during my three years tutorship, of
which I will speak later. 3

Of my father, I have spoken...

Dr. W.M.Reynolds, the Professor of Latin, left Gettysburg in
1850; but I remember when he was still at the College. He was a man
0f wide culture and industrious scholarship, and long served the
Lutheran Church with unselfish devotion. He contributed much
towards the conservative reaction within the General Synod. But
he lost influence, pcrtly because he descended from the dignity
of a scholarly exponent of principles, and became involved in
Church politics. An instance of this was the founding of the
East Pennsylvania Synod through his efforts, creating a break
which rendered him particularly obnoxious within the Ministerium
of Pennsylvania. This stood in his way when, some years later,
he needed the cooperation and moral support of its members, in
bringing the General Synod up to a higher doctrinal standard.
When he came forward as the opponent of Drs. Schmucker and Kurtz,
he was not trusted within the Mother Synod. Another trouble that
embarrasses him was that debts accumulated, and his friends who
came to his relief suffered wherever he went. His salary was
always small, his family large, and his demand for books to
complete certain lines of his study incessant. At Columbus, O.,
at Easton, at Allentown, at Springfield, Ill., he made successive
attempts to regain his position. Finally after he had canvassed
for stock for "“The Lutheran and Missionary" of Philadelphia, and
failed to be elected Editor, because it was feared that the enter-
prise would be financially wrecked under his management, he
became discouraged. Every door in bur Church seemed closed. His
0ld pupil, Bishop Clarkson of Nebraska, came to his relief, and
offered to secure him a livelihood if he entered the Episcopal
Church. He accepted the offer. Near the close of his life he
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visited Gettysburg, and I was with him a number of times. He said
the subject was too painful to discuss, but that he had never 1left
the Lutheran Church from choice.¥

Prof. M.L.Stoever, then Professor of History and Principal
of the Preparatory Department, wvas a bachelor. I remember well
the scrupulous neatness of his apartments in the college. More
than any other Professor, he cultivated the society of the stu-
dents, visited them during vacations at their homes, and kept in
touch with them after their graduation. After his marriage, and
his succession to the Latin chair upon Dr. Reynold's resignation,
his home in the very center of town, became an abode of most
generous hospitality, and his wide acquaintance among prominent
men in Church and literary circles, added to the reputation of
the college.5

When Dr . Baugher succeeded Dr. Krauth in the Presidency, Dr.
F .A .Muhlenberg succeeded to the Greek Chair. Of his characteris-
tics as a Professor, I have written at length in the Muhlenberg
College Book. It was a high honor that he himself selected me
as the one among his pupils to whom the task could be entrusted.
Not long before his death, he sent me three volumes of the Tauch-
nitz edition of Plutarch, recently and handsomely bound, with the
inscription:

"Hos libellos do meo amico caro, Henrico E. Jacobs.
Feb. An. 1896. F.A.M." ¢

Altogether it was a strong faculty, able to afford all the
mental stimulation needed, and to keep the students busy; and
its ability was attested by the number of distinguished men in-
cluded in the Alumni.

When I severed my connection as Professor in 1883, I was able
to recall the place in the College Church, from which I had list-
ened to every Commencement from 1848.

My connection with the College began on November l4th, 1853,
when a trembling little boy, who had just completed his ninth
vyear was admitted into the Preparatory Department. At that time,
the Department numbered 80 students, all older than the little
boy. A large portion of the Preparatories were mature men, who
had decided to prepare for the ministry, and were using every
effort to abridge their years of study by doing extra work.

While the course had been arranged for three years, it was not
unusual for it to be shortened into one. There were also a con-
siderable number of school teachers, who were availing themselves
of a provision introduced into the rules of the College through
Thaddeus Stevens, in return for State appropriations. There were
also some trifling boys of well-to-do families, who were in the
school largely because their parents had been at a loss as to how
to dispose of them. I was sent at nine with the understanding
that I was to work leisurely, and should not leave the Prepara-
tory Department for some years. My father always held up Charles
Krauth as my model. If he entéered the Preparatory at eight, and
tarried there for years, deepening his scholarship, why should
not I? So after I entered College, because Charles Krauth re-
peated the Freshman year, I had to do the same, although I had
been admitéed without conditions with the Sophomore Class.
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I am not satisfied that the curriculum prescribed for Dr.
Krauth and myself was the best. It would have been better if
we had been put with a larger number of those nearer our age, and
been required to do all our work under exacting conditions.

Taken as a whole, the teaching was not thorough. The teachers
were overburdened and underpaid; and the rush of the men near and
over twenty to get into college in a short time set the pace, and
encouraged cramming. I was not idle, but found it difficult to
adjust myself to my conditions. My father went over many of my
lessons with me at night. But while I always passed, I suffered
throughout my whole college course from an insufficient grounding,
and finally, returned, after my graduation, to take charge of the
Preparatory Department, in order, by teaching, to lay the founda-
tions more deeply for my theological studies. The Bible Class
taught by Prof. Stoever on Sunday afternoon, and the general
talks of the Tutor ( Rev. Dr. afterwards) T.T.Titus, in which,
however, he wandered far from the lesson,” were most beneficial.

I was a diligent reader of history, biography and Natural Science,
and used the College and Phrenakosmian Libraries very freely,
notwithstanding the admonitions of one of my tutors against such
scattering of energy, and the scoldings received for choosing
historical themes for my essays.

At last in the fall of 1857 ,before I was thirteen, I entered
the Freshman Class, younger by four years than any of its 24
members. I felt myself isolated - a sort of curiosity - and
understood that my connection with the class could not be permanent,
as I was to be kept back, like Charles Krauth, lest I graduate
too soon. I was excused from German, and, being too young to be
matriculated, could not join either of the Literary Societies.
Among my classmates were Drs. Horine, Remensnyder, and Holloway;
Revs. Leonard Groh, J.P.Hentz and I.C.Burke. I was most closely
associated with J. Harvey White, who afterwards went to Yale, and
for years has been a successful Pittsburgh attorney, and Rufus B.
Weaver, a near neighbor, who has spent most of his life as a Demon-
strator of Anatomy and Professor in the Hahnemann Medical College,
Philadelphia.¥ My hours were very regular, and opportunities
for study vastly better than in the Preparatory Department. 1In
most 0f the branches I was interested, and, if I slighted work
in one department, it was to devote time to another. During my
Freshman year, Drs. Muhlenberg and Stoever were my only instructors,
except in the Bible Class, held by Dr. Baugher on Sunday after-
noon. My hours of recreation were spent largely with my father.
He refitted his flute which he had used in his college days, and
got me another, and, with a piano in the house, on which my sister
was learning to play, we tried to be musical. A very cultivated
German theological student from Stuttgart, Otto Schnurrer,” was a
weekly visitor, and entertained us with his music. For exercise,
the walks about Gettysburg were not particularly inviting for a
great part of the year, so we obtained it by sawing and splitting
wood in the cellar.

When the year closed, my standing satisfied the Faculty, and
I was advanced into the Sophomore Class. My father gave me my
choice, and although one of the Professors earnestly advised me to
go on, my father's decided preference determined my course. In the
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next class,I found a boy, born the same year, although ten months'
older. We soon were closely united by a mutual sympathy; and, as
he was unusually gifted and fond of study, we soon taught our
classmates to respect their younger associates. Charles Von
Sweringen Levy of Middletown, Md., was, on his father's side, of
Hebrew origin. His father was a merchant, and his parents were
members of the Lutheran Church of his native place. He was of
light weight, rather under size, and of not very vigorous health{
hut, with little effort, mastered every subject to which he applied
his mind. There was never any competition when he decided to lead
the class. He was correct in his morals, and held religious
matters in high esteem, although not confirmed until he was a
tutor. He was regarded gonexally as arbitrary and obstinate, was
intensely fond of argument, delighted in espousing an unpopular
cause, in politics an uncompromising Breckenridge Democrat and

a defender of the South, and in the theological controversy which
was then claiming attention, an intelligent old Lutheran, an es-
pecial admirer of Dr. Muhlenberg, and of Dr. C.F.Schaeffer, in
whose family he was no stranger. His ambition led nim to study
law. He became the leader of the bar of Frederick, Md., and was,
for a long time, Superintendent of the Sumnday School of the
Lutheran Church. He married the daughter of the Rev. Dr. W.D.
Strobel. It became in later years my sad duty to bury both him
and his wife. Our relations, in our college days, and, during the
year he was tutor, were close. Among the students he was liked,
although his self-assertion would sometimes be resented, and result
in a storm of opposition. *®

Among other classmates were Hon. Frank E. Beltzhoover, after-
wards member of Congress from Pennsylvania, and Hon. Mason Weidman,
Judge of the Schuykill Co. Courts, Henry H. Keedy, Esqg., District
Attorney of Washington Co., Md., Revs. M.L.Culler, S.A.K.Francis,
Frederick Klinefelter, D.M.Kemerer, J.B.Keller and Jonathan Sarver,
Dr. C.G.Treichler of Chester Co., and Dr. R.B.Weaver, who had
remained over with me from the preceding class. ’/

When I entered the Phrenakosmian Society at the beginning of
my Sophomore year, I found abundant opportunity for my superfluous
energy. At sixteen, I was President while yet a Junior. With the
cooperation of Levy, the library of the society was revolutionized,
catalogued, classified, and enlarged, l.oth of us devoting much of
our time to the work as committeemen, under the general advice of
Legh R. Baugher, the President's son, who had had considerable
experience as a librarian. The Constitution and Rules of Order
of the Society were thoroughly revised, both of us being on the
committee, and the attention of the society, at its meetings for
weeks, was devoted to discussions on the subject ./«

In my studies, Greek fascinated me, and kept me down to
longer efforts than usual. The use of translations was forbidden,
and I could not practice what not only could not be openly
acknowledged, but what would have grieved my father. I had no
hesitation in writing metrical versions and paraphrases. It often
took me three hours to prepare a recitation. I was always handi-
capped by the miserable instruction in Greek in the Preparatory
Department. As the course advanced, Dr. Muhlenberg increased the
length of the recitations until I almost despaired. Intimate as
I was with Levy, I always wished to reach my results independent
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of his assistance. bLuring my Senior Year, the servant who rose
on Morday mornings to begin the family washing, would waken me
at four o'clock, and it required all my time until breakfast, to
do the work.

Latin I cared less for, particularly because it was not so
difficult. It was not until I began to study theology that I
devoted to it much attention. Cicero's egotism and Horace's
shallow trifling, were repulsive. The best ot the Latin classics,
Virgil, had, I felt, been read in the Preparatory Department at
a time when I was not qualified to appreciate them.

Higher Mathematics the best efforts of my career could not
make attractive. Whatever English Literature we had was absorbed
with great zeal, but it was very meager.

But History and Natural Science were branches in which my
chief distinction lay. Philosophy and Logic were also favrites.
In History, it was almost the usual order for the Professor to
ask me to give a synopsis of the recitations, and the other mem-
bers of the class to watch for any omissions or errors. In Physics
and Chemistry, the field was familiar. I had listened to class
after class drilled on these very subjects, and the apparatus was
accessible to me, as to no other member of the class, for any
experiments desired. The same might be said of Astronomy and
Geology. My father's library afforded needed books of reference,
to do further than the text-book asked.

In Botany, I relied too much on my father. He could solve
at a glance every difficulty and name at once every tree and shrub
and flower, and determine the scientific name for every form and
shape, that I found it easier to ask him for what I wanted, than
to laboriously acquire it myself. But a kindred field opened in
which he was almost a total stranger. He had done nothing in
Entomology. My uncle Alfred had collected some butterflies and
beetles, and Jardine's '"Naturalist's Library'", an extensive and
beaufifully illustrated work of almost forty volumes had many
colored engravings, which would help in identifying specimens. 1
had my mother make me a net, and had it mounted on a pole, and
began my work as a collector.

The report of the Smithsonian Institute for 1858 contained
an excellent article with many valuable suggestions by a Dr. Clemexs
(I think) of Easton. My father procured Jaeger's "Life of North
American Insects"”, the College Library furnished the standard
theoretical work of Kirby and Spence, and Harris' "Insects Injur-
ious to Vegetation". The volume of New York State Agricultural
Reports, on Insects, altho' ultimately found to be inaccurate,
served a good purpose, and Dr. Muhlenberg loaned me Say's "American
Entomology." Shortly afterwards Dr. Morris' monograph on the Lepi-
doptera was published by the Smithsonian Institute, which with the
corresponding volumes on Coleoptera, Neuroptera, Diptera, etc.
were gladly obtained.

In the winter the ferns and bushes were searched for cocoons,
and, as spring advanced the stones upturned for Coleoptera. "The
Third Swamp", Culp's Hill, the Spangler Spring region, Round Top,
the Seminary Ridge, ground soon to be immortalized by the Battle -
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were explored for butterflies and moths. Street Gas Lights were
watched. Boxes were covered with juice as the feeding places for
larvae, and cocoons and chrysalids raised. From such authorities
as could be found, a book was compiled in manuscript with descrip-
tions and accounts of our Lepidoptera. My father caught the fever,
and would not have me overtop him. He organized a class of
students for voluntary work in the long summer evenings. The race
after butterflies became a not unusual sight in the neighborhood,
for a large number of students were interested. Dr. Morris was
delighted to find his specialty cultivated, and undertook to label
my collection. My greatest triumph came when I discovered the larva
of the Arctia rubicundia, which all the authorities I had, declared
to be unknown.

To those who questioned the practical value of such studies,
I answered in a quotation from one of our books: "Whatever it is
worth God's while to create, it is worth man's while to study".
Our experience in this direction cultivated habits of close obser-
vation, drilled us in the processes of classification and arrange-
ment, took us out of the study and house into the open air, gave
us steady exercise with minds not intent on exercise for its own
sake, and afforded us interesting subjects for thought in after
vyears. I may be far from home, and be lost in the crowds on the
street, but when a Tunus or Asterias or Colias or Vanessa flies
past me I meet an old friend, to whom I give a cordial greeting.
A physician of high standing in another state, who was one of my
first pupils, told me some years ago: "Doctor, I never see a
butterfly without thinking of you and our expeditions at Gettys-
burg." Mr. Herman Streiker of Reading, Pa., had a collection of
Lepidoptera of more than national reputation. Dr. B.M.Schmucker
took Drs. Schaeffer, Spaeth and me to see it one evening while
our Synod was at session at Reading. An exclamation of surprise
at a specimen and a remark to one of my friends betrayed the fact
that I had once been interested in the study. The result was that
whenever afterwards the Synod met at Reading, Mr. Streiker called
to invite me to see the progress he had made since my former visit.
The Rev. F.V.Melsheimer of Hanover, a member of the Lutheran
Ministerium of Pennsylvania, contests with Thomas Say the honor
of being the "father of American Entomology'". My grandfather
(Gen. Eyster) when a boy, attended one of the country churches
in which Melsheimer preached. He was following on foot the
parson who was mounted. Suddenly Mr. M. stopped his horse,
leaped over a fence, rushed through a meadow, until he caught an
insect, which when secured he carried away in his hat to the
service.’3

The butterfly ( the "psyche" of the Greeks) is not without its
lessons that may be homiletically applied. On the title-page of
one of the volumes of Jardine's Naturalist's Library are the
lines which I have not seen for many years, composed probably by
Rogers:

"Child of the sun, pursue thy flight,

Mingling with her, thou lovest in clouds of light.
Yet thou was once a worm, a thing that crept

On this cold earth, then, wove a grave, then slept:
And such is man, soon from nhis bed of clay,

To burst a seraph in the realms of day."
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At the Junior Exhibition in 1861, my theme was '"The Music
of Nature', opening with a somewhat poetical description of the
gathering and approach and break of a thunder storm, such as we
often saw coming down from the mountains to the west of Gettys-

burg.

A year later, when the appointments for Commencement were
made, it was with surprise that I found that I had been rated
by the Faculty among the honor men. I had never studied with
this end in view. I had tried to get all the benefit I could
out of the College course, and was ambitious only of such notations
as might satisfy the requirements on graduation. Levy overtopped
all the rest of the class. His nearest approach, Sahm,/Ywas ten
units beneath him, while the three honor man, Keedy, Jacobs, and
Beltzhoover, in their order, pressed much nearer Sahm, and very
closely to each other. For once, I had taken a prize without
competing. My oration was on "American Literature."



Chapter Six - Politics and War

During our Junior year, the great Civil War which convulsed
the country, and gave Gettysburg a world-wide reputation, began.
Those idyllic scenes were succeeded by others that forever changed
the character of the place. An hour comes for communities as
well as individuals, after which they never are as they were before.

The Civil War was preceded by political agitations, whose
influence extended even into our midst. I was born just as the
contest closed which forever destroyed the political hopes of
Henry Clay for the Presidency. My grandmother sang as she rocked
me, Oor walked up and down the room with me in her arms:

"And, ch, poor Harry Clay, and oh poor Harry Clay.
He wanted to be President, but Polk was in his way."

Whenever she would stop, the story goes, the sick child, whose life
had been hanging in the balance, would cry out: "Sing, Harry Clay"“,
until the devoted nurse was almost completely exhausted.

My first political remembrance is that of the campaign in
which Gen. Winfield Scott was defeated by Franklin Pierce, and the
great disappointment of my father and others. The Whigs at Gettys-
burg determined to make the best of their misfortunes, and had a
large parade in which they "went up Salt River",’ forestalling the
Democratic procession of the succeeding night.

In 1853, Daniel M. Smyser, until shortly before then a resi-
dent of Gettysburg, a member of the College Church, and a second
couain O0f my mother, was the Whig candidate for Supreme Judge, but
was defeated. He was for a number of years Judge of Montgomery
Co., but, on his retirement, removed to Gettysburg, where his
daughter, Mrs. Judge Wills, resided.

The overwhelming victory of James Pollack for Governor in 1854
was a matter of great rejoicing as the returns came in. There was
no telegraph line to Gettysburg in those days, and sometimes a
week elapsed before the politicians were secure of the wlection
of their candidate. At Harrisburg, where I was sometimes directly
after an election, the news came more rapidly, and, yet, I remember
one election, over which the Democrats were exultant for a week,
and their opponents were resigned to their fate, when we heard
cheering late one evening. My grandfather Eyster hurried down
town, and returning, threw up his hat and hurrahed before announc-
ing what he had heard. A congressional district in Northern
Pennsylvania, heretofore Democratic, had gone Republican by a large
majority, Bradford alone rolling up over 4000, and the reswult in
the State was reversed. I note this incident in the life of the
old General, then considerably over seventy, not only to show his
interest, but to indicate the temperature of the political atmos-
phere in which 1 was raised.

In the Presidential campaign of 1856, my grandfather and uncles
were for Fillmore and Donelson, the American (Know Nothing) candi-
dates. My father was for Fremont and Dayton (Republicans); and
there was some feeling between them, until a union ticket was
arranged. My grandfather had been a State Senator with James
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Buchanan, then "the infant" of the Senate. They represented ad-
joining districts - my grandfatner, York and Adams; and Buchanan,
Lancaster - and belonged to the same party. (My grandfather
changed his party because of Gen. Jackson's attitude to the U.S.
Bank.) He thoroughly distrusted his former colleague. "Henry",
he said, " as sure as Buchanan is elected there will be trouble.
He cannot be relied upon. He is a weak and vaccillating man."”
Right at the foot of the Capitol grounds, and almost opposite

my grandfather's house, a large pole was erected, bearing the
motto: "Buck, Breck and the Union."

My grandfather and father took me to a State Political Con-
vention in the Hall of the House of Representatives. It had be-
come manifest that the Republicans alone could not carry the
National election in Pennsylvania. The leaders of the Republican
and American parties held a convention to nominate a joint electoral
ticket. The two parties voted for the same electors, with one
exception, each party voting for a different man at the head of
the ticket. The agreement was, that, if the State would be
carried, the electoral vote would be distributed according to the
ratio. of the vote at the head of the ticket. I was present during
the entire proceedings. I was taken to hear some distinguished
campaign speakers, such as General N.L.Banks, Hon. Anson Burling-
ame, Hon. Charles B. Penrose, etc.. Once I was present at the
polls with my grandfather at Harrisburg while the election
officials counted the vote, and watched the tally over their
shoulders. A few years later when Edward McPherson ran for Con-
gress, and Col. Alexander McClure for Senator in Adama County,
the campaign was very exciting. Each political party had its
own brass band, and owned its own elaborately decorated band-
wagon. Every night a different town in the county was visited
by the band and speakers of each party. The daily papers were
not so widely circulated as today, and it was largely through
such means that influence was exerted.

The crisis rapidly approached. In the Phrenakosmian Society,
the favorite subjects for debate were such as: "Has a state the
right to secede?" "Do the signs of the times indicate the dis-
solution of the American Union?" On the latter subject I spoke
with great feeling, and concluded with this terrible specimen of
bombast, which was commended for its eloquence, and which Levy
copied into his Common Place Book:

"And not until the fiat of Omnipotence has gone forth that
time was, but time shall be no more, will it totter (the
American Union), only to fall, amidst the crash of systems
and the wreck of the Universe.”

Patriot as I am, I do not believe anything like this today.

When the conflict came, it found me in favor of States'
Rights as a principle, but entirely clear as to the impossibility
of maintaining two or more separate national governments on this
continent. There were contingencies which the framers of the
Constitution of the U.S. had never thought of, that had as yet
to be settled. My father, while deprecating the existence of
slavery in the United States, and wanting to see every effort for
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its extension into the territories and new states more stubbornly
resisted, had no sympathy with the violent agitation and radical
methods of the Abolitionists, Gettysburg had been for many
years the home of Thaddeus Stevens, and there had been a circle
who sympathized with his extreme measures. Even the influence
of Stevens had not prevented President Blanchard of Wheaton
College from being almost mobbed when he addressed a meeting in
the Court House, with his usual intemperate language. This
occurred several years before my birth. But Stevens' influence
as a moral reformer in Gettysburg was broken by the general
impression there, that he himself was in need of as radical a
reformation as he insisted should be introduced at the South.

Drs. Schmucker and Reynolds, pitted against each other, in
other respects, were united in their thorough-going Abolitionism.
My father - hoped that the South might be gradually prepared
for the change, as the North had been before, and was a great
advocate of the Colonization Society,*whose journal he tock, and
of which he was the official representative at Gettysburg.

When Mrs. Stowe's '"Uncle Tom's Cabin" appeared, he read it with
interest out loud to my mother, but promptly exchanged it for
another book that he deemed more worthy of standing on the shelves
of his library. But he was no less indignant at the encroach-
ments of the extremists in the South, and was in entire sympathy
with the policy of President Lincoln.

Just before Christmas, 1860, the news came that South Caro-
lina had seceded, and that my father's friend, Rev. Dr. John
Bachman, like my father a scientist and a Lutheran minister,
had opened the convention of secession with prayer.? The very
morning in April, 1861, that Fort Sumter was fired upon, I had
a strange dream. I never have had any superstitions in that res-
pect, but narrate it for wnat it is worth. I dreamed that the
war had begun, and that a battle was being fought around Gettys-
burg. The artillery, under the direction of Dr. Muhlenberg, had
made a stand at Willoughby's Run, where the o0ld railroad crosses
it, but after a stubborn réﬁatance had been repulsed, and,
retreating through the Coli%ge campus, the field was strewn
with dead and wounded, one of my classmates being among the
former. When the tidings came the next day that the war had
begun with Beauregard's bombardment of Sumter, I was startled,
and thought the coinc¢idence at an end. But strange to say,
over two years later, the Battle of Gettysburg began at the point
where that see in the dream began, with the ultimate repulse and
retreat of the Federal troops through the College Campus. While
Dr . Muhlenberg did not enter the army, his brother Maj. Edward
Muhlenberg commanded the battery on the South-eastern slope of
Cemetery Hill. The man whom I dreamed had been killed, is
living today, forty-five years later.

The dream indicates at any rate what was uppermost in our
minds. Living only about ten miles from the Mason and Dixon Line,
and the position of Maryland being a matter of uncertainty,
there was naturally much alarm. Then came the President's
call for troops, and the immediate response of the Independent
Blues of Gettysburg, a company of a number of years standing,
under Capt. (afterwards Col.) C.H.Buehler. The day before they
started was Sunday. All the churches (except the Roman-Catholic)
participated in a Union meeting in the afternoon, in which the
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deepest feeling prevailed. The Baltimore Riot on April 19th had
intervened. The company had only left a day or two for Harris-
burg, when a great panic occurred. A meeting was in progress in
the Court House. In the midst of the patriotic addresses, a

man rushed up the aisle in his shirt-sleeves, and announced

that he had just ridden from New Oxford on a hand-car, and that
Southern troops were advancing towards the Pennsylvania line
rapidly, and there was the utmost need of men, arms and ammuni-
tion. The audience reasoned that as the Maryland line was not
far from Gettysburg, and Harpers Ferry only forty miles away had
surrendered to the enemy, our town was also in danger. A force
was at once called from citizens and students, and distributed
to guard the several approaches to the town. The church bells
rang out a wild alarm, My father met a widow on the street with
a horse pistol. "What are you going to do, Madam," he asked. "Oh,
Mr . Jacobs, my husband is in heaven and I only wish all my chil-
dren were there too."

The western approach to the town, from Hagerstown, was put
in charge of two students, one, afterwards, a leader in the
Missouri Synod, the other a General Council Doctor of Divinity.
Their powder supply was limited; but they had sufficient lead
which they had chopped up wd&th a hatchet into slugs, to do
execution if properly propelled. Nothing disturbed them until
towards morning when a countryman was frightened by their
challenge. He was bringing supplies from Fairfield. He thought
he had a keg of powder. But when opened carefully, it proved to
be soap.

This is only a picture of the prevalent confusion. There
were often months when the town was as undisturbed as in peace,
but there was every now and then an alarm that disquieted people
of weak nerves.. As the Confederates made a raid into Maryland
or threatened it, flocks of horses would be sent northward,
followed by refugees in wagons with household goods, reminding one
of gipsy nomads.

Back of the pulpit in the College Church, at a regular
Sunday service, hung a large American flag, while the choir, in-
stead of anthems, sang "The Star-Spangled Banner'". Some half-
balanced man or woman would prepare some wild project to demon-
strate patriotism, and one would be apt to awake suspicion as a
traitor, or even a spy, if he opposed it. Ministers throughout
the country suffered, if they hesitated to yield to the popular
demand in regard to their prayer for the President. To include
him in the prayer without specifically mentioning "the President
of the United States" opened one to suspicion. Sermons were
largely on patriotic themes.

The week after the Baltimore Riot, I went to Harrisburg
where the Pennsylvania troops were gathering and organizing at
Camp Curtin, and whence they were being sent as fast as armed,
uniformed and officered, to the front. Day after day, Market
Street was as crcwded as Broadway, New York. The roll of the
drum, the shrill tunes of the fife, the heavy tread of the men
in citizens clothes marching into camp, was almost constant.
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It would be varied by the dull, heavy tap of the drum, as company
pressed onward. My grandmother lived on the street through which
these processions moved; and she interpreted the sounds as death
taps. Her oldest son, my uncle, had already led the first
Harrisburg company towards the front. He commanded the color
company ( Co. E.) of the First Pennseylvania.

At another time, a brass band would be heard and a regiment
would pass by in fresh uniforms, and accoutrements and arms
reflected the glare of the sun; or a brigade would form on State
Street for review.

Baltimore was still in the hands of those who obstructed
the passage of our troops. Our forces were sent from Harrisburg
to Havre de Grace and Perryville and around Baltimore to Washing-
ton. The popular demand was that a way should be made through
Baltimore, and the pressure was at last too strong to be resisted.

The death of Ellsworth at the capture of Alexandria came
in those first few days, and cast a gloom over the nation. (A
few years later I stood on the very stairway in the hotel. where
Ellsworth was killed.) ¥

The first troops called out were for only three months'
service; but it soon became evident that the struggle would
last longer. The Gettysburg Company returned without a loss,
but with bronzed faces. The Battle of Bull Run caused no little
consternation in our midst. When Washington was in imminent
danger, we could not forget that we were only sixty miles away.

Through all this excitement, the college work continued
satisfactorily. The war was a general stimulus. It wakened
the people up, and taught them to do all that they did with all
their heart. A small-pox stampede took a number of students
home, but otherwise there was no change.

In the late fall of '6l, a cavalry regiment ( the 9th.
N.Y.Cavalry, or Porter Guards) recruited in Western New York, was
sent to Gettysburg, and spent the winter there in drill. Their
coming was unexpected, and until barracks were erected to the east
of the town beyond Rock Creek, they were quartered in town, oOne
company in a former carriage factory right alongside of our
house on Washington Street, and another in a similar building
a few squares below on Middle Street. They were not yet mounted.
Their drills and parades made the town lively. They were, as
a rule, a very respectable group of men, and their officers
gentlemen. They remained until spring opened.

On April 7th. or 8th., a heavy snow fell, succeeded by
a bright warm day. While I was shoveling snow in the glare of
the sun, all the bells of the town were ringing over Grant's
victory at Pittsburgh Landing, on the Tennessee. A few days
afterwards, Dr. Baugher was summoned to the bedside of his
second son, Nesbitt, a Lieutenant, who had located in Gen. Grant's
town as a lawyer, and had gone from Galena, Ill. into the army.
The Doctor hastened to the hospital at Quincy, Ill., spent some
days, perhaps a week or two with him, and left him comfortable
with the promise of recovery. But shortly afterwards a relapse
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came. His death and funeral brought the war much nearer to us.®
A few weeks later, the eldest son of Dr. Huber, our physician
and an elder in our church, was killed at Fair Oaks. Frederick
Huber was still a boy. He had been with me both in Preparatory
Department, and in my first Freshman Year, but had not proved

a successful student. He was Sergeant-Major of the 28th. Penn-
sylvania, a Philadelphia regiment .®

During the fall vacation, early in September, three of us
(Levy, Samuel Schmucker - now Judge of the Maryland Court of
Appeals”’- and I ) made an all day's excursion to Round Top. On
our return home we found that the town had been excited by the
sudden onset of a flood of refugees from Maryland, including a
number of convalescent patients from the hospitals, and some
were quartered for the night in the empty college. The Confed-
erates had crossed into Maryland. Their invasion was soOn
followed by the battles of South Mountain and Antietam. The
wave of battle had swept to within thirty miles. The sound
of the artillery could occasionally be heard with distinctness.
The companies from Gettysburg had their losses in killed and
wounded. There were military funerals, and, on the streets
would be seen uniformed men incapacitated by wounds.

One Saturday we learned to our surprise that Adama County
had been invaded. A brigade of cavalry had crossed the Potomac
at an unguarded point, had gotten into the rear of the Army of
the Potomac, had pressed northward, and, crossing the mountains
on the Chambersburg Road, had skirted their eastern slope by
the side road from Cashtown to Fairfield (Millerstown), and then
had retired towards Hagerstown, carrying off whatever horses and
supplies they could find, and slipping across the Potomac again
before the U.S.authorities could recover from their astonish-
ment. Their scouts came within five miles of Gettysburg, where
a squad of countrymen, organized as Home Guard cavalry, inter-
cepted them, and in a slight skirmish captured a prisoner. I
had gone as far as Seminary Ridge on my route to the scene of
the conflict, when he was brought in on horseback - a great cur-
iosity.

The next afternoon ( Sunday) a brigade of U.S. Infantry
reached Gettysburg by train from Washington, and encamped about
town for a day; but Gen. Stuart was in Virginia again by that
time. At nightfall on the preceding evening, Rush's Lancers
of Philadelphia had come into town suddenly by the Emmitsburg
Road, without having known how close they had been to the enemy.




Chapter Seven - The Battle of Gettysburg

If “the impression among our townsmen was general, as it
seemed to be, that, however near the Confederates might approach
Gettysburg, they would never reach it, there was a complete
dispelling of the illusion in the Summer of 1863.

The resistance of the Army of the Potomac had been broken by
a series of disasters. Gen. Lee, with consummate skill, had
interposed the Blue Ridge between himself and his enemy, and had
moved his army up the Shenandoah Valley before Gen. Hooker could
divine his intentions or actually know of the direction of his
march. When the facts were learned, Gen. Hooker could only move
to the north also, in order to cover Baltimore and Washington °
from attack. While Lee moved on the western, Hooker moved on the
eastern side of the Blue Ridge. After almost passing through
Maryland, the range of mountains, whose general trend is north
and south, bends sharply towards the east. This gave to Lee's
line of march the direction of an arc of a circle, which if pro-
longed, would have brought him through Carlisle and Harrisburg
to Reading and Easton. Hooker's line was due north, and the
bend, to continue the parallel, would have occurred at or near
Gettysburg.

When the advance guard of Lee's infantry, under Gen. Gordon,
reached Chambersburg, it did not follow the mountains, but turned
eastward, crossing the mountains where Gen. Stuart had crossed
about eight months before, through Fountain Dale and Cashtown, to
Gettysburg, where, finding no signs of Hooker's approach, he
pressed eastward through York to Carlisle. His course towards
Philadelphia was checked by the Susquehanna, and the burning of
the bridge over a mile wide, at Columbia. The rest of Early's
Division, following Gordon from Chambersburg, continued up the
valley through Shippensburg, Newville and Carlisle, and very
seriously threatened Harrisburg, where the hastily constructed
earth-works, and the presence of militia under Gen. Couch presented
obstacles that military prudence taught should not be disregarded,
as long as Hooker was still in his rear.

Bnth commanders were seriously embarrassed by the separation
of their cavalry, which, while occupied with each other, became
cut off from the armies to which they belonged. The two armies
were moving steadily towards a center without knowing it. It was
the peculiar arrangement of the roads that brought them together,
to the surprise of each other, at Gettysburg.

When Lee's designs on Pennsylvania became apparent, Gov.
Curtin called out a militia force to repel the invasion. The
first company to respond was largely composed of students of
Pennsylvania College. Frederick Klinefelter, my classmate, who
had enlisted in the three months' service, was chosen Captain;
William F. Hinkel, who had been a cadet at West Point, First
Lieutenant; and a Mr. Slater, who had also seen service, Second
lieutenant. In that company among others were George W. Freder-
ick (afterwards a Colonel), and Drs. M.H.Richards, E.J.Wolf,
T.C.Billheimer and J.C.Koller. My cousin, and roommate, Luther
Jacobs, was also in the number. Dr. McKnight became Adjutant
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of the Regiment, as soon as it was organized. Governor Penny-
packer was a private in another company of the same regiment,
and has written its history.

Harrisburg being my second home, I went there on the same
train with the college boys. I was then a graduate. At my
grandmother's, my old classmate, Capt. Klinefelter, roomed
with me. I became an expert in casting bullets for his revol-
ver - soO primitive were the weapons. I walked over the heights
on the Cumberland County side where the earth-works were in
process of erection. My object in this trip to Harrisburg, was
not merely to accompany the students, but chiefly to take my
grandmother home. She had been spending some weeks with us,
but, as the crisis approached, insisted on returning to Harris-
burg, as she thought it the point of attack, and she must 1look
after her children and property. My mother suggested that she
did not seem to care as to what became of us. With a look of
scorn, she answered: "Why, Julia Ann, what would the rebels
ever want to come to Gettysburg for." We secretly agreed with
her.

But I was not long at Harrisburg, before the reports by
letters from my father, even more than by the published dis-
patches, showed that Gettysburg was on the edge of the Confeder-
ate advance. The City Troop of Philadelphia, under Capt.

Samuel J. Randall ( afterwards Speaker of U.S.House of Repre-
sentatives) and the Home Guards, a Cavalry company, under Capt.
Bell, referred to previously as having held the enemy at bay
on their approach towards Gettysburg in November, were making
the town their center, and from it were scouring the mountain
roads, felling trees and preparing for their approach.

I returned with the now organized regiment. It proceded
by a special train, which was derailed about five miles from
Gettysburg. The passenger train which followed could not be
moved, and I walked home.

The next night, a hundred sharpshooters under Maj. Haller,
with Lieut. Hinkel of the College, and Gov. Pennypacker, among
*hem, were sent up towards the mountains.

The next day, Friday, is never to be forgotten. BEBarly in
the morning, the road having been repaired, the 26th. Pennsyl-
vania reached town with their baggage, and an hour or so after-
wards, marched out the Chambersburg Road, in excellent spirit,
altho' it was raining lightly. We anticipated nothing else than
that their presence would divert the Confederate advance from
the west, which it was not thought would be attempted in any
force. The story of that day and those which immediately fol-
lowed has been published by Gov. Pennypacker, and by Dr. E.W.
Meisenhelder, one Gf the students, in the Pennsylvania College
Book. They had scarcely reached the place selected for their
camp on the banks of Marsh Creek, before General Gordon's entire
division came down the very road on which they had been marching,
and captured their pickets, among them some of the College
boys. Col. Jennings, an officer oi experience, retired north-
ward through the fields and across the roads, under the guidance
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of men familiar with the country, while the enemy, uncertain as
to the number of the force on which they had stumbled, not
knowing the country, and checked by a show of resistance, did
not follow for many miles. There were many stragglers but the
Colonel saved his regiment; and it entered the fortifications
on the Susquehanna, considerably reduced in numbers-and worn
out with fatigue and anxiety.

Down the road the Confederate advance came, with Capt.
Bell's cavalry dashing in front of them, and announcing their
approach. From a western window in our garret, I had a complete
view 0f the Chambersburg Road as far as Seminary Ridge, and then
the hill beyond overlooking Willoughby's Run. The College
telescope, a very good Vienna glass with a lens of about four
inches, was at hand. I swept the road with it. Across the
field of vision rushed one of Capt. Bell's cavalrymen with
another trooper in swift pursuit. As one was reported as having
been killed, I have thought that I witnessed the beginning
of the tragedy. Then a pause, for a few moments. There they
are, looming up over the hill, pickets thrown out in advance;
back of them, moving cautiously, a squadron, with the red and
blue; there rides their chivalrous General ( Gordon, to be seen
again in a triumphal procession as Governor of Georgia, in
Philadelphia - and in his seat as United States Senator).

They have reached the edge of the town, where the buildings con-
ceal their line of march. There are some shots, into the air

of course, for there are none to oppose them. A wild Southern
shout goes up. They are dashing into Chambersburg Street.

Our house had heen securely closed. The shutters were
as tight as night. But the chief danger over, curiosity cannot
be repressed. The town is in the enemy's hands, but after all,
it is the same town. Guards are moving in the street; but they
do not deem us worthy of attention. Chambersburg Street we find
full of soldiers resting and awaiting orders. We ask an officer
about the fate of the 26th. Pennsylvania. Had they met it?
"Yes," he answered, "You will find some of the prisoners over
there on the Church steps." "May I see them?" "There will
be no objection." Going to the steps of the College Church
as far as the lines would allow, I called to some whom I
recognized. An officer came up and asked: "Wouldn't you like
to pass the guard and converse wilth your friends?" "If it be
permitted, certainly.” The guard was ordered to pass me in.
The courtepus treatment was certainly very different from
anything I expected to receive.

That night the sky was red with the reflection of the fires.
The railroad bridge over Rock Creek, the train of cars which
had brought the 26th. Regiment to town, the Engine House, etc.
were burned. I heard of no violent act or wanton destruction
of property.

Next morning, they left for York, as suddenly as they had
come. The town was as quiet as it could well be. All business
was paralyzed. Everything was in a state of expectancy. It
was the calm that preceded the storm. A courier with dispatches
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was captured in the Diamond. The next day (Sunday) about noon -
a brigade of Union cavalry visited the town, and after resting
for awhile, disappeared.

The Blue Ridge to the west was well timbered; but, here and
there, were large clearings, distinctly visible, from which
smoke could be seen by day, and fire by night. These were the
camp-fires of Southern troops gathering for another descent
on our town.

Tuesday morning ( June 30th.), about eleven A.M., I was
at my observatory in the garret ( a word which originally meant
"watch-tower"), where I spent considerable time, with the College
glass again turned up the Chambersburg Road. A glance showed
that something interesting was happening. On the further hill,
horsemen were seen moving, but the field of vision was too short
to enable me to determine anything more. But a brief pause,
and they have descended the ravine, and mounted the hill nearest
me. There they are on the crest of Seminary Ridge. I distinguish
two officers examining the country, and then lingering, with
their field glasses turned towards the south-east. Back of them,
I can indistinctly see a considerable force with a piece of
artillery in front. Sudeenly they all turn, and have retraced
their way into the ravine. A minute or two more, and I hear a
great cheering in the street. Running downstairs, I am too late
to see the head of the procession. Buford's division of
Federal troops has come in the Emmitsburg Road, and halts with
the first ranks resting at Chambersburg Street.

Years afterwards I learned that the Confederate force I
had seen was Pettigrew's brigade, which had been sent to get
shoes and other supplies in Gettysburg, but had noticed the
approach of Buford. General Buford, then thirty-seven years
old, and a graduate of West Point, had a pleasant face and an
affable bearing. He was in fatigue uniform, with a handker-
chief around his neck, and was overheated from rapid riding. 1In
a few minutes he had learned from the citizens all they knew
concerning the movements of the enemy, secured two of the best
horsemen among our townsmen as guides, and determined upon the
disposition of his forces. Coffee was made by the people and
given to the cavalry, with bread, pies, cakes, and whatever
else was at hand. Newport's bakery was soon exhausted of all
its supplies, a circumstance which gave no little embarrass-
ment to families whe were regular customers. One brigade was
sent northward to about a mile beyond the College. Another
went westward about three miles, encamping between the Chambers-
burg and Hagerstown Roads, with the McPherson farm near Marsh
Creek, as its center. There they rested all afternoon.

With the college glass under my arm, I ascended the cupola
of the Theological Seminary that afternoon. The next day, it
was to be the watch-tower whence Generals Reynolds and Buford
were to make their plans after the battle had opened. Beyond,
on the meadows, were the camps of Buford's men, and their horses
at pasture. But it was not to observe them that I had made the
trip, but to search the mountains. As I turned the glass on the
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"clearings", I could watch -the Confederates at their camp-
fires, and count them as they moved about. Every clearing
examined seemed occupied. Undoubtedly the force that was
gathering there could not be small. And yet our optimistic
temper persuaded us that Gen. Buford could readily repulse,

if not capture them all, in case they would advance on our
side of the mountain. The sun was bright all day, and the
heat moderate. The brilliant sun-set of that evening, was the
last for thousands who were near us.

Lee had now decided that his forces had advanced as far
north as was prudent until he had uncovered his opponent.
His forces he aimed to concentrate for the conflict that was
soon to come, he knew not where. The advance troops that had
passed through Gettysburg the preceding Friday, and those
threatening Harrisburg, were ordered to move towards the rest
of his army that was turning towards Gettysburg across the
Chambersburg and Hagerstown Roads. Meanwhile, Meade; who had
succeeded Hooker, unintentionally moved the bend of his army
right across Lee's line of march, and between his columns.

Firing, we are told, began along Marsh Creek at four
o'clock that morning. Col. Bean of Norristown claims to have
opened it. But it made no impression on the people of the town
until the middle of the morning. We had become accustomed to
the muffled sound of distant cannonading, and the wind may
have been in a different direction. My father.went to college
as usual, and heard the recitations of the remnant of the class
left after the enlistment of the more heroic element. Then
he accompanied a staff officer to the College cupola, and
pointed out the strategic importance of Cemetery Hill.

Whether his opinion ever reached Gen. Howard or Gen. Reynolds,
we cannot tell. The strength of the position is such that it
must have attracted any trained military eye. But when a
battle begins where a general has not the opportunity to
choose a field, in a country as yet entirely unknown, he is
not in a position to exercise his judgment to the hest advan-
tage. We do not claim therefore, that my father's conversa-
tion with the staff officer had anything to do with the result.
But there is such a possibility. His botanical and geological
excursions had familiarized him with every acre of what became
the battle-field, and his experience as an engineer gave him
some 0f the advantages belonging to the military training.

As the morning advanced, an order was said to have been
promulgated by Gen. Reynolds, that, as our end of the town
was liable to be shelled, the women and children should be
removed. But, on reflection, this was not deemed necessary.
We saw Gen. Reynolds ride up to the Eagle Hotel, and, after
pausing a moment, ride out Chambersburg Street. It was only
about an hour later that he was killed.

The sounds of artillery mingled with those of musketry
were now clear. Buford was not only contesting every inch
with his cavalry dismounted, but he was making headway against
the superior numbers of infantry precipitated upon him €rom
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the west. The white spheres of exploding shells could be seen
high in the air on the other side of the Seminary.

Word comes that the First Corps is at the edge of town to
the south. They leave the Emmitsburg Road, and as their pioneers
clear the way before them by demolishing fences; we see them
from our garret, forming near Macmillan's Orchard, under cover
of Seminary Hill, and then marching diagonally to the crest.

A stray shell, every now and then, passes the crest, and bursts
near them. The firing becomes terrific. The air is full of
smoke and stifling odors. Looking out Middle Street, the slope
of hill in front of the house erected by Gen. Haupt ( then the
Schultz residence) is seen to be crowded with reserve cavalry.
Soon word comes that Gen. Reynolds has fallen. The wounded begin
to pass our open door. Some are not seriously hurt. One has
his thumb lacerated; another has a ball in his ankle, a Cap-
tain of the 1l4th. N.Y. Regiment, wounded in the foot, asks to
sit in our hallway. Others are supported by their comzxades.
Here is a poor fellow whose chin is almost entirely gone. The
worst we do not see; for they have been carried to the hospitals
in ambulances. Every Church has become a hospital. The College
and Seminary will soon be full. Even private houses are taking
the sufferers in.

Our men are gaining. Right past us comes -urder: stran3y
guard an entire Confederate brigade (Archer's) with its com-
mander - swarthy, bearded and down-cast, riding in front.

Now the Union gain is checked. The Confederates have
reinforcements. While the battle has been won on the left, we
are losing on the right. If Howard, who succeeded Reynolds,
had to provide only against the forces coming from the west, his
victory would have been overwhelming. But Early and Ewell are
coming from Carlisle and the neighborhood of Harrisburg. Gordon,
and his men are returning.

Oh for the Eleventh Corps. What delays it? When will it
come? Gen. Howard and his staff ride by. As Reynolds has
fallen, he is in command. Doubleday has the First Corps, and
Carl Schurz the Eleventh. Howard views the field from the ob-
servatory of the Fahnestock House.

The Eleventh Corps at last appears. One of its divisions
(Steinwehr's) is left on the right hand side of Cemetery Hill.
It sometimes requires as much courage to hold in reserve, as to
face a battery. The placing of that reserve on the key to the
battle-field saved the day. The other divisions press on by
way of Washington Street on a quick step, almost double quick.
They are long in passing; nearly all Germans. As they run past
us, a shout begins far in the rear and is carried towards the
front. A German officer, a blonde, with flaxen beard rides by,
and wherever he goes he is greeted with enthusiastic cheering.
For years we tried to learn who he could have been, and only
lately have learned that he was a Colonel, who had been under
arrest, and had just been liberated to join the fray.
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But alas! the Eleventh Corps is soon outflanked. The forces
that have come in from the north and the east have decided the
day against us. The retreat becomes a rout. The sound of mus-
ketry comes nearer and nearer. The artillery fire is closer.
The cellar becomes the only place of safety. There is heavy
pounding at the back entry door. My father brings down to us
two Union soldiers ( Pa. Buck-tails) who have brought with them
a wounded comerade. The street is choked with fleeing men.
Some pieces of artillery cover the rout, halting every now and
then to discharge a volley of shot into the pursuing enemy.
Here they are. The van of one army touches the rear of the
other. "Shoot him," Shoot him", we hear and within a few feet
of us there falls a Union soldier, who had not been resisting,
or been ordered to surrender. A large portion of the loss of
the Union forces that day was from prisoners who had been en-
tangled in the streets of Gettysburg.

All is over long before dark. The Confederate advance
finds Cemetery Hill looming before it, with Steinwehr's Division
ready to pour a deadly fire upon any enemy who would approach.
Around our house a Georgia Brigade (Dole's ) was stationed. The
men get their water at our pump. The officers are very eager
to converse with us at the front door. They were very courteous
and affable, and, while exultant at the result, had too much
consideration for us to be defiant.

As night fell, the cries of the wounded were borne us from
the battle-field. To this day, we remember a frantic call,
with its unmistakable Southern mark: "watah, of, wWwatah: wWatah."

That night was a busy one for both armies. There was little
sleep in our home. Who knew what was yet to come, or whether
we would sleep again in that house?

Our family had been increased by another household that
had abandoned their home, and had come to my father as their
protector. My mother's uncle, the Rev. David Eyster, pastor
first at Dansville, N.Y., and then for twenty years at Johns-
town, in the same state, had removed to Gettysburg some years
before his death. His wife, a sister of the Rev. Dr. W.M.
Reynolds, a woman of remarkable gifts and wide reading, had
been a governess and a successful teacher prior to her marriage.
She had resumed her occupation on their removal to Gettysburg,
and numbered among her pupils the wives and daughters of our
most prominent Lutheran ministers. Her husband had died just
on the eve of the outbreak of the war, and my father was the
executor of his estate. Her sister, Miss Catherine Reynolds,
lived with her. Her younger son, George, was living at home.
With them was residing an old friend, Miss Nancy Miller, a woman
of strong character, a protminent member of the Presbyterian
Church, and aunt of the late Rev. Dr. Paxton, Professor in
the Princeton Theological Seminary.

Just before we retreated to the cellar on Wednesday after-
noon, they had come to us for refuge. One of them had left
all she had in the world behind her, except what she carried
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up and down the cellar in a carpet-bag, determined not to let

it go out of her grasp. Judge of her astonishment, when, after
the battle, she found that the carpet bag she so zealously
guarded contained nothing but rags, while the mate to it with
all her valuables had been left in the room she had abandoned.
The house had been entered and searched, but her possessions had
been overlooked.

It became a problem as to how we were to be fed. For bread
we had depended on the baker; but his establishment had been
cleaned out. There was some flour on hand, but no yeast or
baking powder. The ladies managed to make some biscuit, and to
make a batter of flour and water as a substitute for bread, which,
with raspberries which I picked when there was no firing, formed
a good part of our subsistance.

On Thursday morning, our Georgia neighbors were astir
bright and early. Our interest in them grew when we saw how
many were reading their New Testaments. The lines now were
formed for the main battle - as that of the first day was a
preliminary engagement on what in reality was a different field.
They have often been compa rd to horse-shoes, the Union line
having the inner horse-shoe, covering the roads to Baltimore
and Washington, and the Confederate line being generally parallel,
at a distance of a mile or something over, and since it was the
outer, it was of necessity much larger and thinner. The Union
left would be reinforced from the right across the diameter,
while to reinforce the Confederate left from the right re-
quired a march along its entire circumference. Both lines were
on elevated ridges, but that of the Union troops was much
higher than that of their enemy, and was throughout its whole
extent, while parts of the Confederate line were depressed.

The Confederate center ran through Middle Street, and was
in the valley within which most of the town lay. As our house

was -on the corner of Middle and Washington Streets, we were
directly on this line. A stone wall, erected by the neighbor,
opposite us, was demolished, and used by the Confederates to
close up Washington Street. There was fighting along this
Confederate center, but the bullets flew over from the south,
one piercing a shutter in our house and falling on the floor,
and another killing a Southern soldier on our cellar door.

The pickets were constantly exchanging shots during the
day:; but otherwise, there was relative quiet until 4:20 P.M.,
according to my father's watch. Then the storm broke out, and
the air grew heavy. The musketry fire first on our left and then
on our right was terrific. We kept closely to the cellar, and
knew nothing of the details of the engagements of that evening,
until afterwards.

Friday morning we had comparative peace. The terrible
struggle, by which the Confederates were driven out of the
fortifications about Spangler's Spring, which they had occupied
the preceding evening, was not forced upon our attention. We
of course heard frequent firing, but it was insignificant, con-
trasted with what startled us the preceding evening. There was
for several hours almost total silence. Something evidently
was brewing. At last, a signal gun was heard. My father drew
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out his watch. It was just 1:07 P.M. Then, came another.

Then a terrific crash. It was time again to seek the cellar.
Such a symphony had never been heard before. From all our Con-
federate lines, W., S.W., N.W., N.,N.E., their guns were turned
on the western slope of Cemetery Hill. The Union guns replied,
although without the advantage of such concentration. They had
to be trained on such Confederate batteries as were doing the
most damage. One hundred and fifty guns were thundering at
once. The earth rocked. The air vibrated with the scream of
the shells, and the discords of their explosions. Above the
tumult, one gun on Cemetery Hill was heard like an instrument
carrying the air, while the rest accompanied it. The earth
shook very violently when it sounded. Mrs. Eyster kept count:
"Our guns'; "theirs"; '"ours' "theirs". The shells were flying
not only directly over us, but a badly aimed shot would occasion-
ally fall in the town. A house near us was struck. My father
remarked: "This illustrates the passage in the Book of Revela-
tion: 'Seven thunders uttered their voices'." The Union guns
began to slacken. We feared they were being silenced. But no.
They had a respite only to be cooled. They are at it once more.
The monster gun again leads the chorus. All the rest join in.
Slowly, more slowly, more slowly still: The intervals between
the discharges of the great gun are becoming longer; the chorus
i1s fading out like the pianissimo finale of some strain with

its overwhelming Wagnerian din.

This silence again is portentous. There is too much art
in it to have been forced. My father cannot be induced to
remain with us. He felt by intuition what was coming. He has
the glass with him in the garret. There he saw the line of
Picket forming on Seminary Ridge in magnificent array. He watched
it as it moved steadily forward. At last it is lost to sight
behind projecting buildings. Then comes the roar of artillery
and the crash of smaller arms. The din is resumed, only the
tone is not so loud. It is not long. He sees them going back,
no longer in serried ranks, but as individuals, broken, creeping
through the wrecked corn-field, a handful compared to those who
had sallied forth. It is too much for him to remain longer
alone. He calls: "Henry, Henry. Come, come at once. Here is a
scene you will never have the opportunity again to see in
your life. It is worth all the risk. Do not miss it."
I went, and there I could see clearly the stragglers working
their way back to the Confederate line.

This was the charge against which Gen. Longstreet had pro-
tested, and for which he was unable, by word of mouth, to give
the command, and in view of which, he tells us, that he prayed
that one of those cruel shells might strike him, rather than that
he be permitted to see what seemed to him to be the inevitable
result.

A few days later I was in Buehler's Drug-Store. Dr. Krauth
and Legh Baugher were there. A tall dignified officer, walking
with a limp, entered, and made some purchases. Then turning
to Dr. Krauth, he said: "I was once your pupil”. He proved to
be a man whose rank as a student had been the very highest, and
of whom the College was proud. He was a Virginian, and had been
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wounded in the charge. When stricken, few seemed to have fallen,
but when he regained consciousness, the devastation was like

that made by a tornado. None were left but the dead and wounded.
Dr. Repass was a Captain, and was taken prisoner at the very foc-
us of the battle, where the fighting was severest./ Dr. Robert
Holland, then a Lieutenant, fell wounded and unconscious.> A

Mr . Wagner of North Carolina, who entertained me at his home,

was a stretcher-bearer, to carry back the wounded; and from him

I had much interesting information. On the other side, my
brother-in-law Dr. Harpster, a Captain and staff officer, lay
that night, and long afterwards, nigh death from injuries in-
flicted by a shell in that terrific cannonade. ?

Near sunset, there was a storm with considerable thunder.
It suffered greatly by comparison with that which had filled our
ears a few hours before.

Shortly after midnight we learned that the Confederates
were moving. At first, we thought that they might be only
shifting their forces, as they had been doing all Thursday
night. But my father who, with entire absence of fear, was now
leaning out the window, and now on the pavement outside
while the troops passed by, joyfully amounced: "They are re-
treating"”. It was not full daylight, when we were all on the
street. A few belated, and, as I remember, half-drunken strag-
glers, who had been left behind were hurrying out Middle Street.
At the edge of town, in a ravine, through which a small run
courses, Confederate sharpshooters soon established themselves.
Union pickets soon appeared. Every man that appeared on the
street was made a target by those who were covering the Confeder-
ate retreat. A young cavalryman was pierced in the arm, and
uttered a cry of terror. My sister took her place at the front
door, and warned everyone passing of the presence of the sharp-
shooters. This soon attracted their attention. Their rifles
were turned on the door, and the balls flew thickly around it:
but she was completely out of their range.

A barricade of barrels filled with stones was thrown across
Middle Street, and a fire kept all afternoon between the Union
soldiers at our corner, and the Confederates in the hollow. A
light rain was falling. The Captain in command, a Philadelphian,
spent a part of his time at the back parlor window on Washington
Street conversing with us. An old hat would be mounted on a
broom stick, and exposed; and as a volley from the Confederates
would follow, there would be a shout of laughter. We were
still practically prisoners. This was the fourth day of our
confinement to the premises. My father had my sister try the
piano again. Her notes were accentuated by the crack of rifles
a few feet away.

From the garret, I had seen through the glass the prepara-
tions the Confederates were making to defend Seminary Ridge.
The earth-works on that part of the line were constructed after
the battle was over. I uncovered a group of sharpshooters at
a barn daoor, and as the glass brought me within a few feet of
them, their countenances in the attitude of attention were a
study.
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Strange as it may seem, it was only gradually that the
magnitude of the battle dawned upon us. That the entire army
was engaged was only a surmise, until we learned some of the
facts from the pickets. |

Early the next morning, Gen. Howard rode by with his staff,
using our paveaanent, as the street was barricaded. Not long
after he returned. One of his staff, Capt. Griffith, had his
head reclining on the shoulder of another officer. He had been
mortally wounded. The Confederate lines had retired towards
the mountain; but those too eager to pursue ran the risk of an
ambuscade .

A "Baltimore Sun" of Saturday gave us the first connected
account of the battle, and information of those who had fallen.

There seemed to be little movement of troops on Sunday.
The troops had been exhausted by forced marches, and the toil
and anxieties of the preceding days and nights. But, o'n Monday,
they were fast disappearing.

On Sunday afternoon, I had called to see one of the students
who had been severely, but not seriously wounded during the
firing. While with him at his boarding-house, Maj. Gen. Carl
Schurz called, with his staff, for dinner. He was extremely
affable and courteous, and, introducing the members of his
staff, at once began a conversation, which lasted until the
meal was announced.



Chapter Eight - After the Battle

For days after the battle we could scarcely do anything but
sleep. We would fall asleep in our chair when we were convers-
ing with others, altho' our rest at night was unbroken. It was
the middle of the next week before we took any interest in the
field. But, for the rest of the summer we made it a study.

The town was one vast hospital. Dead men lay in the streets
from Wednesday till Saturday. We stepped over them in Washing-
ton Street. Gen. Haupt had the railroad in operation almost
as soon as the enemy retired, and there was no lack of supplies.
All available space was occupied by visitors. The United States
Sanitary Commission and the United States Christian Commission,
had a large force of delegates. Volunteer surgeons and nurses
immediately appeared. Relatives came in large numbers to claim
the bodies of their dead, or to attend to their dying and wounded.
A reasonable curiosity brought thousands to the place that summer,
and motives of gain attracted others. PFriends filled our house
a great portion of the season. This was only typical of what
every citizen experienced.

Altho' most of the dead had been buried, by the time we had
energy enough to go over the field, there were many sights too
horrible for description. Hundreds of dead horses were scattered
about. Around Gen. Meade's headquarters on the Taneytown Road
which I frequently passed, I counted seventeen horses that had
been killed by the storm of shells on Friday afternoon. They
lay for weeks exposed to the July sun. When the wind blew from
the south and west in the evenings, the stench was so0 overpowering
that for a number of evenings all windows had to be closed.
During the day it was imperceptible. Large quantities of pro-
visions lay decomposing.

The Union dead on the field of the first day's battle, were
covered with only a few inches of soil. Portions of the body
protruded, as the rain washed away the soil. The Confederate
dead on the fields of the second and third days' fight were mostly
buried in long trenches, made in haste and also very superficially
covered. A prominent Presbyterian minister whom I piloted
over the field on a Saturday, returned on Monday with a shovel,
and covered one of these trenches that was most repulsive. For
months the dead could be seen among the rocks at the foot of
Round Top, in places where it was difficult to reach them. Piles
of limbs that had been amputated sometimes met the eye. The
people of the town became gradually acclimated; there was little
sickness among them. But many visitors were stricken with fever
upon their return home, and died. I walked over part of the
field one hot day with Dr. Baum’and Rev. Charles A. Baer of
Norristown,®a Yale graduate, and one of our most promising young
pastors. In a few weeks, he was dead. His death was ascribed
to that trip. Some of the books in the College Library were
soaked with blood, as the wounded had used them to support their
heads. Medical students I found on the field preparing skele-
tons, and in a cauldron boiling the remains of heroes.
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Laboring men were few. The delayed farm work had demanded
their care. The wants of the living were after all more importan
than attention to the dead3 It was a noble thought of Judge
Wills, then a young lawyer; to have the Union dead transferred
to one burial spot. This was promptly done. Years afterwards,
the Confederate dead received similar treatment. It was some
weeks before the College and Seminary and the churches were
vacated as hospitals. I heard Dr. Baugher remark afterwards
in a sermon that for one entire month, no note of a bird was
heard in the campus where they were otherwise in abundance. The
cannonade had frightened them away.

Enough of these horrors. We turned from them to a study
of the field itself. The ground was strewn with marks enabling
us to distinguish with general accuracy, the positions of corps,
divisions, brigades and even regiments. A sphere indicated the
First; a trefoil, the Second; a diamond, the Third; a Maltese
cross, the Fifth; a simple cross, the Sixth; a crescent, the
Eleventh; and a star, the Twelfth Corps. If red, it indicated,
the First; 1if white, the fecond; if blue, the Third Division
of the Corps. Hats and caps were strewn around with these marks
upon them. The regimental marks were found also upon clothing
and baggage. Rude wooden headboards marked graves where Union
soldiers had fallen, and the company and regiment were generally
indicated. It was not difficult to outline the distribution
of the Union forces.

I began, therefore, to prepare a rude sketch of the field,
stepping off distances, and roughly indicating on paper the
general directions of the lines, and space occupied by each
command. The incidents of the battle I learned partly from
reports of correspondents which were gathered, partly from wound-
ed soldiers and participants in the battle, and from those who
had received information from such sources. I soon found Col.
Buchelder, the historian of the field, at work making sketches,
and learned to know him well. My father was deeply interested
in all the information collected, and soon applied himself to
it. A considerable portion of the lines was traced by him with
his surveying instrument, and a map made. At first friends and
old acquaintances, and afterwards many others came to us for
information. I served as a guide, without any other compensa-
tion than the enlarging of my acquaintance. We walked more fre-
quently than we drove.

My father finally reduced the information collected into a
connected form. He did not write for publication. But when
he had shown what had been written to a few friends, he was urged
to publish. The little book, "The Rebel Invasion of Pennsyl-
vania and Maryland, and the Battle of Gettysburg" appeared
in November, first in an edition of 2000 which disappeared like
snow flakes, followed by one of 10,000, which was exhausted
within a year or two.? There were other issues from the plates,
but how many I do not know. My brother, Edward, afterwards
published a cheap reprint in paper, which had probably a much
larger sale than the original.
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A few months afterwards at the request of Prof. COppee?
my father published in the United States Service Magazine, an
article entitled, "Later Ra bles Over the Battle- field of Gettys-
burg", and for the "Evangelical Review" he wrote an article,
"The Battle of Gettysburg", which is more valuable than the
"Notes", as it is the result of much additional information.

&

My father's "Notes" attracted wide attention, and led to
much correspondence with Gens. Howard, Crawford, A.S.Williams,
Chamberlain and other participants in the battle, as well as with
the Hon. Edward Everett and other civilians. Mr. Everett referred
to it in commendatory terms in his Gettysburg oration.”

About the beginning of October, I took my sister as far as
New York, on her way to school at Pittsfield, Mass. Leaving
her with a teacher from Pittsfield at the Fifth Avenue Hotel,
I tarried to obtain some idea of the city. By mere accident,
I stumbled on my classmate, Francis, then a student at Union
Theological Seminary, who took me with him to his room, and de-
voted a day and a half to my entertainment. We spent an evening
at a monster Republican demonstration at Cooper Institute, at
which Vice-President Hamlin, Gen. John Cochrane, Hon. E.B.
Washburn, Admiral Farragut, and others spoke. A few weeks after-
wards the Vice-President repeated his speech to a very differ-
ent audience in the Court House at Gettysburg. I went out to
Coney Island, and first saw the ocean.

On my way home, I stopped in Philadelphia, an entire stran-
ger in a city that was to be for so many years my home. Shortly
afterwards I made a trip through the Cumberland and Lebanon
Valleys on a business interest of my father, in which I was
successful.

Then came the greatest day Gettysburg has ever seen, Nov.
19th. 1863. The President of the United States and his Cabi-
net, and a large proportion of the Governors, with other promi-
nent statesmen and civilians were present. On the preceding
day, my father dined with Mr. Everett at Judge Wills', and
accompanied him over the field. I remember well the appearance
of President Lincoln, astride a small horse - almost a pony -
with his feet nearly touching the ground. There were thousands
of soldiers, and numerous bands in the procession. I paid no
attention to guards, and stood right in front of the platform.
Everett had a great oration, elaborately prepared, faithfully
committed, gracefully and forcefully delivered. His eyes were
piercing black, contrasting greatly with his snow white hair.
His voice was clear, distinct, soft; every gesture told. His
whole appearance indicated the cultivated scholar. The weakness
of the oration was a long disquisition on the principles of
representative government, in which he lost the attention of
his audience, most of whom were standing. The digression, how-
ever, would have been pardoned, and the speech have been commended
as being what its author intended, viz. the crowning effort of
his life, if President Lincoln had not been there.



The President became nervous as Everett was drawing to a
close. His mind was not on what Mr. Everett was saying, but
on his own speech. It is probable that he had intended speak-
ing without notes. He produced an old fashioned spectacle-
case, and took from it his glasses. He reached in his side
pocket for a crumpled sheet of paper. After reading it over,
he replaced it in his pocket. When introduced, he rose and
faced his audience with his glasses on, but with his hands en-
tirely free. As he stood for a moment before the crowd, he
thrilled them by his very presence. There was in his person-
ality, the living monument of all that for which the war was
being fought, and for which the heroes buried around them had
fallen. He could not have uttered a word that they would not
have applauded, and, with such a sympathetic audience, he could
not have said anything that would not have been eloquent. The
first few lines were spoken from memory. As he spoke, he again
brougnt his manuscript out of his pocket. He held it in both
hands. The strain was intense to hear every word he said, and
catch every intonation of his voice. The majority of the people,
it is likely, did not notice his manuscript, or the strange
way in which he held it, or the awkward gestures he made
with his body. He had caught the spirit of the occasion. He
had spoken to every heart.

In his speech there was nothing new. If its inspiring
thought was that it is not for us to consecrate these graves,
but to be consecrated here to the great cause for which these
heroes fell, this is only what Luther had declared concerning
church consecrations in his Babylonian Captivity. But men
recognized his sincerity and earnestness, and heard all condensed
into the fewest words. It was perhaps the greatest moment of
Lincoln's life. Unconsciously and without effort or ambition,
he had made the greatest dedication speech of modern times. ¥

Many distinguished statesmen have spoken on public occas-
ions in that Cemetery since then. Judged by rhetorical stan-
dards, some have reached a hidgher standard. But they have
been forgotten, like the brilliant foliage of the trees above
those graves, while Lincoln's oration stands like a granite
shaft above and over them all.

Among those whom I learned to know on the battle-field,
I remember with especial interest the Rt. Rev. Charles P. Mc-
Ilvaine, D.D., L.L.D., D.C.L., the Protestant Episcopal bishop
of Ohio during the war. Bishop McIlvaine had been over the
field one spring with my father; and returning to Gettysburg
with his sons, called at our house. My father being unable to
see him, I accompanied them in a delightful stroll on an ideal
autumn day. The bishop was a Princeton graduate, the leader
of the Lowchurchmen in America, and the author of a book,
"The Evidences of Christianity", which I greatly admired.
For a number of years, he was Chaplain at West Point. He was
a man of courtly manners, but of great simplicity of character.
While attempting to pass between the bars of the fence separ-
ating the Evergreen Cemetery from the National Cemetery, he
caught his pants, to his great amusement. He entertained his
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sons and me by endeavoring to describe the field at Waterloo
upon that of Gettysburg as a background. He also had some
interesting reminiscences of Dr. Schmucker's career as a stu-
dent at Princeton.9

One evening a strange minister preached a sermon of re-
markable elegance at Wednesday evening service. I had no idea
as to who he was; but said to myself, "“That man reminds me of
what I think Rev. Dr. J.P.Thompson 0f New York must be'". After
service, I found that it was none other than Dr. Thompson.® On
another Wednesday evening, Bishop Stevens of Pennsylvania
preached in the College Church.//

A party of distinguished men came on an excursion to
Gettysburg some years later. At a reception, I had a few
moments conversation with Chief Justice Chase, who asked con-
cerning the condition of Lutheranism in the Prussian Union.
Gen. Meade, Governor Geary, Simon Cameron, George H. Baker
and others were present. Gen. Meade was entertained by Prof.
Wilken, the German Professor. During the conversation, a graphic
account was given of a battle in East Tennessee he had witnessed,
in which women loaded the guns, while the men fired.

Grant came to study the field, and is said to have remarked
to the gentleman attending him, that Lee should not have fought
the battle, but should have pressed onward toward Philadelphia.
It would have been more like Sherman to have done so. I saw
both Grant and Sherman at Gettysburg, and among others, President
Hayes, James G. Blaine, Benjamin F. Butler, Gen. Howley, Senator
Burroughs, Vice-Presidents Colfax and Wilson, "Tom Hughes"
(English statesman and author of "Tom Brown at Rugby") etc...



Chapter Nine - In the Theological Seminary

When the excitement over the battle had passed the acute
stage, and the town had quieted after the cemetery exercises,
I turned to the study of Theology. This has been my father's
wish from my childhood. I had heard the prediction made repeated-
ly that I would become a minister; but for a long time, I had
no inclination in that direction. I turned towards Law, not
because of any great enthusiasm for it, or any particular ambi-
tion for success or distinction, but because it seemed the only
alternative. I had been reading Blackstone and Wheaton and
Vattell, Story of the Constitution, Curtis' History of the Con-
stitution, etc., and accompanied them with the reading of Hume
and Macaulay on English History, and Bancroft's United States.
The year after my gradquation from College was occupied with these
studies, and was as profitable as any I had previously spent.
But I was not comfortable. Interested as 1 had become in the
scientific and historical side of law, the thought of its prac-
tice was not attractive. My father's warning that lawyers had
special temptations to espouse a bad cause, had its weight,
although I knew some to whom it could not apply. I did not,
therefore, enter my name in a lawyer's office as a registered
student.

But the farther I went in my studies, and the wider my
field of observation became, the deeper grew the religious im-
pressions of my childhood. My college associations had been
largely broken when 1 graduated; and I was left more to my own
reflections. A number of my classmates were in the Seminary,
and nearly all of my other associates in Gettysburg that year
were either theological students, or preparing to become such.
The religious crisis of my life came. I attempted to reduce
to writing what, on sober reflection, I was sure of. The over-
whelming truth of Christianity was appreciated as never before.
I discussed the questions agitating my mind with no one, not
even my father, But I read the Bible more carefully than I
had done before, with such commentaries as I found in my father's
library. I put myself down particularly to the study of the
Epistle to the Romans. This was probably suggested by the story
of Luther's life, as I read in D'Aubigne. Two books of Jacob
Abbott, "The Corner Stone"”, and "Young Christian" deeply im-
pressed me./ Dwight's Theology also served a good purpose. %

It was in the midst of such reflections, that the Confederate
invasion came. My face was already turned toward the course
I afterwards took,when the battle occurred. I would have
preferred teaching for a year to mature my plans, and get a still
better knowledge of the world outside of Gettysburg before com-
mitting myself. But in the confusion at home and in the country,
this opportunity did not come. The experiences of that week
of danger, the sorrowful scenes before me, the closer contact
with death and the eternal world: the great need realized of
consolation from a source higher than this world, and an
intimate association on the battle-field with members of various
churches and delegates of the Christian Commission, all deepened
my conviction, and inspired me with a desire to devote myself
to the ministry.
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But there was still an obstacle to be removed. I could not
think of applying for admission into the Seminary until I was
confirmed. The church had been closed for about two months
after the battle, and was being renovated. It was late in
November before a Communion Service was announced. To my
father, my announcement that I would apply for Confirmation,
and then enter the Seminary, if I could be admitted, came as
a great surprise. He had expected, if I would ever reach such
a decision, that it would be preceded by long arguments. I
had fought over the questions alone, and without any human
adviser.>

Determined to apply for admission into the Junior Class of
the Seminary directly after Christmas, I put myself down with-
out any jinstructor to the study of Hebrew, Kurtz's Sacred
Historxﬁland Horne's Introduction.” My father had several
Hebrew grammars that once belonged to my uncle David and a
Hebrew Christomathy; and by concentrating on the Hebrew, I
made rapid progress. This progress I soon realized was
seriously interrupted when I entered the class, where to all
except one or two members, the study of Hebrew was a task for
which there was no love.

The Seminary, to the west of Gettysburg, was reached by
a leisurely twenty minutes' walk from my father's home. The
third storey was unfinished except in the center where, on the
front, was the Missionary Hall, and in the rear, the Library.
The lower storey was devoted to the steward, as the resident
students boarded in the building. The view from all parts of
the building is one of rare beauty - of the mountains in the
back, and of the town on a low plain before it, with Culp's
and Wolf's Hills thickly wooded in the background. A long
straight walk covered with tan,¢led down to the Chambersburg
Road. The two Professors' homes - one occupied by Dr. Schmucker
and the other by Dr. Krauth - were at a considerable distance
eaat and west. At my first visit to Princeton, I at once recog-
nized the house there, once occupied by Dr. Charles Hodge, as
the model of these Gettysburg houses.

In the Seminary, there were about twenty four students,
the larger number in the Junior Class. Among my classmates
were Drs. Wolf, Remensnyder, Spieker and J. Lawson Smith.

Dr. M.H. Richards and a number of my College classmates were
Seniors. Each class had two hours instruction each day. We
were warned about becoming too much absorbed in our studies,
and urged to devote abundant time to quiet reflection. The
course was arrandged with this end in view. Every Thursday
morning the classes were united for rhetorical exercises or a
debate. The first Wednesday of every month was Missionary Day.
The exercises were suspended. In the morning Professors and
students united in a missionary meeting, at which Standing
Committees made reports concerning topics that had been
assigned them; in the afternoon a missionary prayer-meeting was
held. Students were urged to arrange for using the same day
for devotional purposes, when they later became pastors, and
to review their lives and studies during the year.
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On Sunday morning at 9 A.M., there was a Conference presided
over by one of the Professors, Dr. Schmucker taking two of such
conferences, and each of the others one per month. A question
was assigned, a student was appointed to open the discussion,
and each student in turn was asked for his opinion on the sub-
ject. The presiding Professor closed the discussion. The
students residing in the building had worship early in the
morning. Each lecture or recitation was opened with prayer,

Dr. Schmucker usually asking one of the students to lead ex-
temporaneously. At the close of the last hour of the day the
bell was rung, and when all the students had appeared, the roll
was called, Scripture read, and prayer made by the Professor
having that hour. There was little intercourse between the
Professors and the students. Dr. Schmucker had one hour a day
at which students might see him. Even if important errands
seemed to justify a call at another hour, they ran the risk of
being reminded of their infringement of the rule. So strictly
were study hours enforced, that a man absorbed in his book under
the trees would be reprimanded for breaking the rule requiring
students to be in their rooms at that time.

Dr. Schmucker had our Class in Theological Encyclopaediaf’
Apologetics and Dogmatics; Dr. Krauth in Exegesis of Romans,
and Church History. Dr. C.F.Schaeffer lectured exclusively
in German, and I missed his course.

Dr. Schmucker had many qualities of a good teacher. He
was clear, methodical, precise, decided, exacting, acute to
a fault. He was never disconcerted, or excited; but cold and
stern, keeping all students while in the class room at a
distance, and dealing severely with even pardonable requests
that did not meet the very letter of the rules. He was
Puritanical more than Pietistic, American more than Calvinistic,
altho' containing elements 0f each. The oldest of nineteen
children in the family of his father, the Rev. Dr. J.G.
Schmucker ¥ while a child he was placed in Philadelphia with Dr.
Helmuth,”7 and afterwards attended the University of Pennsylvania,
only through the Sophomore Year, altho' graduated with the
class, to the dissatisfaction of his classmates, as one of them,
Rev. Dr. VanPelt of the Episcopal Church told me. His theo-
logical course was at Princeton, where he and Bishop Mcllvaine,
as the latter told me, had to row against the stream. His first
pastorate at New Market, Va., was soon attended by controversies
with the Henkels who represented a more conservative Lutheran-
ism than he did, but also were not without serious grounds
for criticism.” With his wider contact with American life, and
his superior educational advantages, and his command of
idiomatic English, and a moderate competence available, he
attained influence at an unusually early age, becoming Professor
at Gettysburg when only twenty seven years old. He had been a
successful organizer and industrious leader in almost every
sphere of the Church activity of those days. In his prime he
had much reputation as a preacher; but as I remember him, he
was without animation, ‘didactic and tedious, preaching on a few
favorite themes, "wWar", “The Abolition of Slavery", "Christian
Union", "The Evils of Liturgical Services'", etc. We remember
a regular course of Systematic Theology which he began, and
preached for a time in regular dogmatical order. As he preached
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only once every six weeks, it was difficult to maintain the con-
nection. As a child it amused me to notice that while preaching
he often closed his eyes.

He was now at the very close of his Professorial career. He
had already resigned, and the resignation was to take effect
at the close of the year, a large part of which had already
passed. He was smarting under severe criticiams. Ever since
the close of the forties his dominant influence had been break-
ing. A conservative reaction had come under men, some of whom
(Drs. Reynolds, C.W.Schaeffer, Krauth, Jr.) had been his pupils;
with them also were his brother-in-law, C.F.Schaeffer, and his
own son, Beale. The man who was to be his successor, Dr. J.A.
Brown, had moved several years.before,that he be impeached. He
constantly rambled from his lectures to answer his opponents. He
gave us his controversial tracts and sermons to study and recite.
This caused a general reaction. The trend of the feeling of the
students was against him. Nevertheless, I am conscious of
having been influenced in many directions by his teaching and
suggestions. During the last years of his life, I met him almost
daily, and enjoyed his confidence. As I preached frequently
in his presence, he was always ready to offer his criticisms,
which, as they were made in the kindest manner, I greatly
appreciated.””

Dr . Krauth was one year older than his colleague, and was
not at his best. But even though he seemed to understand the
capacity of his pupils, and failed to impart as much instruction
as we should have received, he kept us on the track, outlined
the subjects to us, referred us to numerous authorities, and im-
pressed us with the weight of his character and the cultivation
of his manners. He had no sympathy with the ecclesiastical
position of his colleague. His Evangelical Review was the
organ of the opposition, and the position of his still more
scholarly son was only the development of his father's principles.

Dr. C.F.Schaeffer was then fifty seven years old. Altho'
he was not my teacher, yet his influence in the Seminary demands
notice. His deafness greatly hindered his efficiency, as well
as his knowledge of what was occurring. He lived apart. His
world was in his study, where he labored industriously - and
smoked. He was a man of great simplicity of character, and
sometimes of very impractical ideas. His scholarship was micro-
scopic, and his teaching exact. He dictated even the punctuation
marke in his lectures. Like most men hard of hearing, he was
sensitive, and it was not unusual for his colleagues to find him
passing them without speaking. Years after he left Gettysburg,
a straight-path-way in the College Campus showed where he used
to assert his independence by ignoring the serpentine walk the
College authorities had constructed, even though it was not
unusual for him to go through the mud instead of on the dry
road. His green umbrella was his constant companion. Tradition
says that the farmers at Rhinebeck, N.Y. where he was pastor
called it "Parson Schaeffer's horse". There was rarely a day
sO0 cloudless that he deemed it safe to walk two or three squares
to the Post Office without its protection. His Commentary on
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Matthew, his translation with large additions of Lange on Acts,
his translation of Kurtz's Sacred History, the many articles

he has left in the Evangelical Review and Lutheran Intelligencer,
his System of Dogmatics dictated to his students, show him to
have been a strong man. As a preacher he was most instructive.
The sermon was based on a most minute analysis of the text,

was intelligible to the humblest hearer, and the argument would
be long remembered.

Dr . Schaeffer was a Democrat of the most extreme school.
In 1860 he was an ardent advocate of Breckenridge. When the
great body of Breckenridge Democrats joined the followers of
Douglas in a fusion ticket, Dr. Schaeffer stood his ground, and
with one other voter, represented the unterrified element in
Gettysburg.

Dr . Muhlenberg, after I came to Philadelphia, gave it to me
as his opinion, that if Dr. Schaeffer had not been the represen-
tative of the Ministerium of Pennsylvania in the Faculty of the
Seminary, the break in 1864 might have been avoided.

For years he was the German preacher in St. James church.
One Sunday he appeared in a robe presented to him by Dr. Stohl-
man's church in New York.? As this was a novelty in Gettysburg
the Church Council requested him to desist. The result was
that he founded a German congregation which worshipped regularly
in McConaughy's Hall, until he moved to Philadelphia when it
again united with St. James.

He was appointed to take his place on Sunday evenings as
preacher in the College Church. Without announcement he began
with a liturgical service none of the congregation had seen, and,
when asked to conform to the order used when the other Prof-
essors preached, he withdrew entirely.

Dr . Schaeffer had been lecturing in Theology for awhile in
English, translating his German lectures as they were delivered.
When a .large portion of the students attended and Dr. Schmucker
felt that his province was invaded, Dr. Schaeffer was ordered to
confine his lectures to German. He was also informed that
his department was Catechetics. He acquiesced, but began his
course with the title: "Catechetics: Part 1. Dogmatics".

Mrs. Schaeffer was the daughter of Rev. Dr,. J.G.Schmucker,
and sister to Dr. S.S.Schmucker. But the relationship only
added to the intensity of the antagonism. He once stopped me
on the street while I was a seminarian, and said: "And so Dr.
Schmucker has run away again. That man is my thermometer.

His flights show that danger is at hand, and tell me when 1
must stay to protect my family:.:" (Dr. Schmucker feared that
he would be carried away as prisoner because of his writings
against Slavery, and his intimacy with Northern Abolitionists.)

There was generally a nucleus of a half dozen foreign
German students in the Seminary. They gathered around the
Doctor. The number was increased by those who longed for a
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Lutheran antidote to Dr. Schmucker's teachings. Once there was
a revolt which carried a half dozen men away in a body, protest-
ing that they could no longer listen to Dr. Schmucker. Many

of the entirely English students obtained suggestions from their
fellow students under Dr. Schaeffer. Dr. Hiester H. Muhlenberg
put a number of copies of the New Market Edition of the Symbul-
ical Books into the Seminary Library to be used under Dr.
Schaeffer's care. The Ministerium of Pennsylvania gave him an
annual appropriation for other books for the library. /3

Therefore there was considerable confusion among the stu-
dents, and when I entered the Seminary, there was speculation
as to the side upon which I would be ranged. The man in our
class most outspoken as "an 0ld Lutheran" was Edmund J. Wolf,
afterwards for over thirty years a Profesor at Gettysburg Semi-
nary, after the old element was supposed to be exhausted.

The College influence was at that time on the conservative
side. While Dr. Schaeffer belonged to both Faculties, he never
attended the meetings of that of the College, and was not re-
garded by its members as their representative in his conflicts
with his brother-in-law. But there was no Professor who did
not resent Dr. Schmucker's policy and repudiate his assumptions
to be the oracle of the General Synod. Dr. Baugher would carry
his protests into the pulpit. I remember a College debate on
the theme: "Are Dr. Schmucker's views on Church Music correct?”,
and the indignation of Dr. Schmucker when a half-witted College
student, in his simplicity, called upon him and interviewed him
as to what his views were, in order to correctly decide as to
how far they were to be condemned.

My father was my chief adviser. The questions discussed
in class were discussed at home. Starke's Synopsis, his favor-
ite Commentary - would often be called in to explain a passage
of Scripture.’Vﬁﬂller's"Symbolical Books" were also called into
service.

I felt I must fight out the battle for myself. I would
acknowledge neither Dr. Schmucker, nor Dr. Schaeffer, nor even
my own dear father as my master. The Gospels must first be
studied. I selected strange guides in Wolf's Curae Philologicae
and Rosenmuller's Scholia.”~ I began a translation of the Formula

of Concord from the Latin. Dr. Krauth Sr. repeatedly inslisted
that I must learn to read German; and I made my beginning on
the German Bible. Whatever side reading I did was in Church
History.

Once more I was at sea. The Seminary was not giving me
certainty, but only multiplying questions. A retreat must be
found in which, apart from the bent of the controversy, these
questions could be dispassionately considered. How important
if I would only master thoroughly the Greek Testament.

While these questions were being agitated, my course was
interrupted by a most important episode that proved as wvaluable
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for my future career as all I gained that year at the Seminary.

The Easter Recess was at hand. The Christian Commission
needed delegates in the Western Army. One of the students had
already entered its service, and was at Knoxville, Tenn.. TwO
of us ( a Senior, Culler, a former classmate and I) decided to
ask permission of Dr. Schmucker, and apply for appointment.

The permission was not only granted, but with it came a strong
commendation. Dr. Stoever's influence with George H. Stuart,
the President, completed the work. We started during the first
week of April. Stopping for several hours at Harrisburg, to bid
good-bye to my grandmother, we were off to Pittsburgh, which we
reached the next morning. Here we reported to Mr. Weyman® and
found there were difficulties about being allowed within General
Sherman's lines. The day was spent about the place, and was
closed at the Passavant Hospital, where my former college friend,
now Rev. Dr. H.W.Roth, was then living.

Returning to Mr. Weyman's we learned of Gen. Sherman's
famous order that "gunpowder and oats are the best religious
and moral agents the army can have, and all others are for<
bidden". We were adyised to report at the office in Philadelphia.
The night ride was all the more trying from the presence on our
car of a maniac who was being taken by his father and physician
to an asylum. He several times got beyond their control and
pulled the conductor's signal rope. An accident delayed us
hours near the mountains. Having reported to Mr. Stuart, we
were sent at once to Washington.

At Washington, we slept several nights in the home of Mr.
Ballantyne, a bookseller, active in Christian work. The family
was cultivated and the house spacious, and well furnished. The
quarters of the Commission where we lived the rest of the time
were full of delegates, pastors, theological students and some
young and active laymen. New Englanders prevailed. Congre-
gationalists, Baptists, Presbyterians, United Presbyterians,
Reformed Dutch, Methodists, and United Brethren were . repre-
sented. The theological students besides ourselves were from
Andover. A bright man with black eyes and coal black beard and
hair wrote his name on a page of my journal as "Theodore L.
Cuyler, Brooklyn, N.Y.". He afterwards became one of the most
eminent Presbyterian preachers in this country, and, altho'
very aged, still writes for the religious press. The oldest
minister was a grandson of the Revolutionary General, Gage.
They were a friendly class of men, whose sincerity impressed
me favorably.

We went to work early the next morning. Our duties were
to visit hospitals, camps and battlefields; to distribute
stores, to circulate religious literature; to conduct religious
meetings where possible; to relieve anxieties of friends concern-
ing soldiers, and to aid soldiers in communicating with friends.
My very first duty was to go to the Surgeon General's office
to learn whether a soldier, whose friends had not heard ocf«him
for a long time, could be traced. With an associate, I was sent
to various hospitals and prisons, distributing religious papers,
and conversing with the men. A few verses of Scripture, a few
senh tences of prayer, a talk of about five minutes, and sometimes
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a hymn very frequently accompanied our visit. I also did what
I could around the vffice.

I slipped into the Capitol one afternoon, when my day's
work was done and before I went out in the evening, and heard
Fessenden of Maine and Reverdy Johnston of Maryland in the
U.S.Senate.

It was decided that we should accompany the 9th. Army Corps,
which under Gen. Burnside, was rendevouzing at Camp Parole,
Annapolis, and was to consist largely of colored troops. The
general impression was that our destination was to be Galveston,
Taxas. We went to Camp Parole, but I took a very severe cold
which developed into Quinsy. Being invalided I did not see
Annapolis, although I was within a mile or two of the city.

One night every one thought that the transports would take us
southward the next day. But when the orders to move came, it
was to Washington and not to Texas that the Corps was sent.
Going thither by rail, while the Corps marched over land,

we were sent for awhile to Alexandria on errands similar to those
done in Washington. We had several interesting experiences.
One afternoon a staid Quaker woman entered the office which 1
was attending and asked, "Young man, will you kindly write a
letter while I dictate?" When the letter was finished she
signed it: "Dorothea L. Dix". She was the widely-known philan-
thropist. At another time a venerable and benevolent, but
roughly clad and rather ill-kempt o0ld gentleman found me alone.
He asked numerous questions and learned a great deal about me
in a very few minutes. Then he knelt, and in a few words
uttered a fervent prayer in which he mentioned me by name and
dwelt on what he had just heard of me. It proved to be "Uncle
John Vassar", as he was called, who was acting then as an

army missionary, and later became one of the founders of Vassar
College. In a company of about a half dozen gathered one evening
for amprayer-meeting, we had a Brigadier-General, Gen. H.H.
Briggs, son of a Governor of Massachusetts. He made one of the

prayers and tarried after the meeting for a pleasant conversa-
tion.

One Saturday evening I was sent with a Rev. Mr. Holbrook of
Massachusetts, a Baptist minister, on an errand some miles beyond
Alexandria into Virginia. When we reached the Theological Semi-
nary, distinguished as the school at which Phillips Brooks
studied theology, it had become dark. The country around was
occasionally invaded by querillas. The Seminary was then a
hospital; the library was the dispensary; and the Chaplain,

Rev. J.A.Jerome, an Episcopal clergyman, was son-in-law of Bishop
Sparrow, who had been a prominent professor there. Chaplain
Jerome would not allow us to proceed a step further. We spent

the evening most pleasantly with him and his wife; and when

the time had come, a bed was made for me on the sofa in his study.
We rose early the next morning and as we left the house, a
beautiful view of an o0ld Virginia home attracted our attention,
and has often been recalled since. A few weeks ago (1906) in
coming up the Southern Road from Georgia, I was delighted to
recognize the picture I had so long cherished.
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While at Alexandria I attended a service at an Episcopal
Church, where Washington used to worship, and afterwards sat
in his pew. One Sunday I heard Dr. Baugher in Dr. Butler's
church in Washington, and also Dr. Sunderland preach a commemor-
ative sermon on the brilliant officer, Col. Ulric Dahlgreen, who
had made a sortie almost to the very limits of Richmond.

Military movements were now indicating much life. Gen.
Grant had come from the west, and was making his headquarters
with the Army of the Potomac, still commanded by Gen. Meade.
Every sign foretokened immediate advance, and we anticipated
soon again to witness sanguinary scenes. My journal has this
record:

"May 2. Monday. Rose at 2 A.M. At 4, went to the depot,
from which we started at 7. Arrived at Warrenton
Junction, at almost 1. Considerable time spent in
unloading cars, and pitching tent. Dinner at 3.
Shortly after getting under cover for rest, a violent
storm broke upon us.”

I still remember how we had to hang on to the fastenings, to
prevent it from being blown away, and how cord after cord broke
from the pegs. The thunder and lightning were continuous, and
it became very dark. The storm continued throughout the night.
Our horses broke loose, and one could not be found until the
next day. I had been initiated into camp life.

Early the next day we started for the front. The party
was divided into squads. Two 0of the party were sent by rail to
Brandy Station where Grant and Meade had their headquarters;
three went to Bealeton by wagon with our supplies; while a Rev.
Mr . Gardner, a Dutch Reformed minister, Rev. Mr. Forsythe, a
U.P.minister - both from the State of N.Y. - and I were to go
by rail. But as there were no coaches and we had to mount the
supply trains, and as these trains stopped at the station for
but a moment, and as I had no practice in jumping rapidly on to
the freight cars, I was left while the rest went on. With a
new pass from the Provost Marshall, I watched my opportunity,
and at last sprung on a hay train and found a seat on a bale
alongside of a soldier who was one of the guards. I was afraid
I would be ordered off. Instead the guard made an exclamation:
"Why, you must be Henry Jacobs of Gettysburg. What brought you
down here?" He was a young man who had been at College and in
the same literary society.

Reaching Bealeton, I found Mr. Gardner waiting for me at
the depot. Without tents or blankets, or any place of shelter,
but provided with crackers, sardines and condensed coffee in
our bags, we found a fireplace with a chimney where a house had
once stood where we made a fire and had lunch. Night came on.
Where were we to sleep? The Provost Marshall give us permission
to use the floor of his office, in a small hut of two rooms that
had been roughly built by the army. I threw myself on such
covering for the floor as he gave me, and hard as it was, was
soon asleep. But I was awakened by voices in the adjoining
room. The telegrapher was busy. Gen. Stevenson, one of the
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Division Commanders of the 9th. Corps, and who was to be killed
a few days later, was receiving and sending information. I
heard where the various corps and divisions were located, and
something of the plans. What if I should be mistaken for a spy?
I did not listen long, but fell asleep. The day had broken
when there was a crash outside, and someone was shortly after-
wards beating at the door as though he would knock it down. A
train had been thrown from the track right at the station. 1
helped to take some seriously injured soldiers out of the broken
cars. My natural horror of blood, to my surprise, was gone.

I thought only how to bring them relief, and was as self possessed

as though a veteran. Another train was at hand, and they were
hurried off to Alexandria.

That morning, we moved forward with the army wagon trains.
The country was a level plain, like the western prairies, and
had been desolated by the movements of both armies, for they
had alternately occupied it. The timber was gone. There were
no fences, and only a few houses. Chimneys rose on the plain
where houses had been. The long parallel lines of wagons could
be seen for a distance of some miles. Here and there the road
had been made more solid by laying the trunks of trees as a
foundation. As we drove over them we had abundant exercise
from the jolts. We reached Brandy Station at last. The army
was in motion. It was changing its base from the Rapidan to the
Rappahannock. Brandy was almost deserted. We were in the rear
on ground soon to be abandoned. Trains were rushing by at terri-
fic speed, and at short intervals, carrying with them what was
to be saved. We were ordered back to Alexandria. The rest
had passed, but, owing to my missing the train at Warrenton,
I was as yet without one, and had expected to get it at Brandy
Station. This was impossible, as headquarters had been abandoned.
We left at 5:45 P.M., and were all night getting into Alexandria.
A broken-down train obstructed us. Afterwards at Manassas our
engine stalled. Guerillas were around. A train had been fired
into the day before. A company of soldiers guarded us. But
at one place the orders were to lie flat on the bottom of the
car. My being without a pass was not detected. The passes of
my comrades were accepted for us all. It was as tight a squeeze
as I have ever experienced.

Some days afterwards, (May 10th) I was awakened at day-break,
and told that I was to join a detail of fifteen delegates who
were just about going down the Potomac on the Steamer "Connecti-
cut" to the rear of the army, at the request of the Medical
Director, in order to nurse the wounded. By 5:30, I was on the
boat, and ten minutes later it was under way. With us, there
was also a number of surgeons. When we reached Acquia Creek
we heard distant cannonading. Belle Plain was our destination,
where the wounded soldiers from the Wilderness were being brought
over the road leading to Fredericksburg. On landing, we found
the bank of the river, the plain above it, the hillside and road,
full of the wounded. Those then at hand were the less seriously
wounded who had walked from the field, fourteen miles or more
distant ( this is a guess). They had been without food for two
days and were thoroughly exhausted. Our first task was to open
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our stores and distribute bread and soft crackers, and then help
the men on the boats that were waiting for them. The place was
soon refilled with crowds that came pouring in from the road.
Our supplies were gone, but the Government Quartermaster gave
us plenty of "hard tack", and coffee was made and distributed.
It was two o0'clock in the morning before we could lie down

to rest. We were up again at five. Early in the morning, we
were reenforced by another detachment of delegates - among them
R.G.McCreary, Esq., the leading lawyer of Gettysburg, and the
mainstay of the Presbyterian Church. Rev. Drs. T.H.Robinson and
Herrick Johnston, both very prominent Presbyterian pastors and
Professors also arrived, and worked energetically. The whole
work of the Christian Commission was placed under the direction
of the Rev. James Cruikshanks of Spencer, Mass., a graduate of
Yale, and a Presbyterian minister - one of the tallest men I
have ever seen and correspondingly heavy. He chose me as his
"chum"” - probably because I was so0 small. We slept under the
same blankets, and he consulted me freely as to whatever was
done. He was full of humor, and while working with all his
might, never became discouraged. What would irritate most men,
gave him amusement.

Ambulances now began to come down the road bringing the
more seriously wounded. The rain poured in torrents. The
Virginia mud deepened, and was tenacious. The drivers threw
the men down in storm and mud, and hurried back for others.

The boats could not accomodate them, so rapidly did they come.
There were thousands around us with little provision made for
their food. I was taught by a surgeon how to dress and bandage
flesh wounds. I learned to make coffee in a large cauldron
holding nearly a barrel full, and afterwards, gruel under the
instruction of a lady nurse, who asked for my services. The
delegates carried the coffee in tin buckets and gave it to the
wounded in tin cups. One night it poured and poured, and wounded
crowded everywhere for shelter, so that I slept with a cracker-
box a foot high for a pillow, under a wet blanket, with wind
and rain sweeping over me. A drenched soldier lying in the

mud called me by name. It was Duncan, the former Gettysburg
student whom I had met as a guard some days before. A wounded
soldier I aided was from Carlisle, Pa., and a cousin of Dr.
Robert Homer of Gettysburg. Another was a brother of Mrs.

John Winebrenner ( grandmother of Rev. J.W.Horine) .

At times the cannonading in the distance was terrific.
The Battle of Spotsylvania Court House was being fought. The
wounded who were arriving were exultant over Hancock's brilliant
exploits. Then prisoners began to come in, and we looked also
to their wants. Eight thousand came at one time, among them
two Generals. A splendid looking Louisiana officer gave me a
letter to mail to Rev. Dr. R.S.Storrs of Brooklyn, N.Y. of
whom he claimed to be a near relative.

But I could not stand the strain. I took a violent cold.
It was impossible to nurse it. I grew steadily worse. Dr. Reud,
of Washington, Pa., a Presbyterian elder and a volunteer surgeon
who was with us, advised me to go home; and with great reluctance
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I had engaged to go into the service of the Christian
I had served within a few days

I left.
A week's rest completely

Commission for only six weeks.
of that period. I reached home May 17th.

restored me.
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Chapter Ten - Church Events and Hospital Work

The summer session in the Seminary was very brief. The
irregularities causebby the Confederate invasions added to the
usual diminution of students as the close of the year approached.

The eventful meeting of the General Synod had occurred at
York, and a break had been made by the withdrawal of the Min-
isterium of Pennsylvania, that led to most important results.
My father had been a delegate, and I had an account from his
lips of what occurred.

The Frankean Synod of New York had not only never adopted
the Augsburg Confession, but had prepared instead a confession
of its own. In this Confession, the acknowledgement of the
doctrine of the Trinity was studiously avoided. The Court of
Appeals of the State of New York had decided that the Synod
could not hold property under the Lutheran name. The applica-
tion of the Synod for admission into the General Synod was re-
jected by a large majority; but a Sunday intervening, the vote
was reconsidered, and, under the leadership of Dr. Baugher who
had previously opposed the action, the delegates were admitted
upon their personal pledge that, at the next meeting, the Synod
would formally approve the Augsburg Confession. On the call of
Ayes and Noes, my father and Drs. Lochman, Baum and others of
the West Pennsylvania Synod had voted with the delegates of the
Mother Synod. In accordance with a provision made when the
Ministerium had entered the General Synod in 1853, its dele-
gates withdrew to report to the next meeting of that body, Dr.
C.W.Schaeffer, who had just retired from the Presidency of the
General Synod, acting as spokesman. Dr. Passavant proposed a
revised doctrinal basis, which had been proposed some years
before by Dr. Krauth, Jr., for the Pittsburgh Synod. It had
passed the General Synod with great unanimity, but according to
the Constitution, had to be submitted to the District Synods.
It was generally believed that this concession to the Mother
Synod would assure the return of its delegates, and the peace
of the Church.’

Great interest was taken not only by the student body, but
throughout the Church, in the pending election of a successor
to Dr. Schmucker. No one, I think, questioned the fact that
Dr. Charles Porterfield Krauth was by gifts, scholarhip and
character most admirably suited to the place. But his decided
conservative Lutheranism was against him, and his severe and
often sarcastic articles in"The Lutheran" had made him enemies,
and rendered even some who would otherwise have favored his
election, disposed to conciliate the opposition by a compromise
candidate. The feeble objection was urged that it would be an
indignity to Dr. Krauth's father to elect the son to a Professor-
ship which carried with it the Chairmanship of the Faculty, as
long as the father would still be a member. The doubt was
expressed, too, as to whether the position as editor of "The
Lutheran'" were not really more influential than a Professor-
ship of Theology.

v .
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But my mind was soon diverted to another channel. The Con-
federates again crossed the Potomac, and came as near Gettysburg
as Frederick, Md., throwing out foraging parties some ten miles
north. A severe battle was fought at Monocacy Junction near
Frederick, after which they recrossed the Potomac. Directly
afterwards, R.G.McCreary, Esq., representing the United States
Christian Commission at Gettysburg, told me he had received word
that a company of delegates would pass through Gettysburg the
next day for Frederick, and asked me to accompany them. As Dr.
Schmucker had left home at an early alarm of the Southern
approach, the Seminary was demoralized, and there was no ob-
jection to my leaving. Messrs. Francis and Keller of the Senior
Class accompanied us. We left Gettysburg early in the after-
noon of July 13th., a party of twenty strong, and reached Frederick
that night. The most immediately returned leaving the hospital
work to nine of us. We secured an old unoccupied one storey
and a half house, opposite the Baltimore and Ohio Depot, on the
main street, as our lodging place, and our supplies were stored
in the yard of the home of Mr. Gideon Bautz ( guardian of Mrs.
Nellie Eyster and former owner of Maria Craig) . My work here was
very different from that of the preceding spring. The wards
were divided among the delegates. An elderly gentleman from
Medina, N.Y. was first associated with me: but soon I had entire
charge of the work of the Commission in the following wards as
my note-book shows.

Federal P. Confederate Total

Barrack F. 2 44 46
G 0 40 40

M 56 40 96

N 63 0 63

Tent C' 3 0 15 15
6 0 15 15

9 0 11 11

12 14 0 14

15 15 0 15

17 16 __ 0 16

166 125 291

We made no difference between enemies and friends. I labored
among these men every day, conversed with them on religious
matters, read the Scriptures and prayed with individuals as
occasion offered, beside writing letters to friends and procuring
needed clothing or some little delicacies for which a man in his
weakness longed. A number of my patients died, some very sud-
denly whom I scarcely regarded in danger. The saddest experiences
were those of very young boys among the Southern troops, from 15
to 18 years old. There were very few who did not welcome my
presence and conversation. I found a deeper religious life

among the Georgians than among any other troops, North or South.
The most of my Southern patients were from the 12th., 13th.,
26th., 31lst., and 60th., Georgia. There were also a number of
North Carolinians, with a few from Virginia, Alabama and Louisi-
ana. Among the Federal soldiers, the men visited were chiefly
from Ohio, New York and New Jersey. I learned that there can be
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no higher gratification on earth than to feel the pressure of
the hand of one too weak to speak, when the consolations of the
Gospel are administered. Once I was with a Maryland soldier,
when he told me his wound had broken. How I hastened for nurses
and surgeons to have the artery checked, and how great their
distress - experienced as they were - at his condition. How
that poor man as he came out of his extreme weakness after

days of suspense, greeted me with a gratitude his lips could

not express, and wept when I bid him farewell. Every day had
its incidents for which I was thankful.

But the crisis which called for my presence passed. Many
died; still more grew strong enough to be moved. The number
lessened day by day. On Saturday, July 30th., we started home.
Just as we were starting, word came that a Confederate force
had crossed the Potomac, and were at Chambersburg. Poor Chambers
burg, where I had been repeatedly and many of my mother's rela--
tives lived and where I had spent some days the preceding autumn,
was doomed. It was burning as went in the stage from Frederick
to Emmitsburg. We tried to get a carriage to take us to Gettys-
burg that night. No one had the courage to provide for us, oOr
to accompany us. The people of Emmitsburg feared that we would
meet Confederates on the way. Their cavalry might have crossed
the mountain as they had done before, and Gettysburg be now in
their possession.: Mr. McCreary and I determined to walk home
that night and face the danger. We had an important companion,
a young man by the name of Wilson, a telegrapher in the employ
of Governor Curtin, who did important work during the war as
a scout. He attached his telegraphic transmitter to the wires
wherever he thought best, and sent word as to the presence and
movements of the enemy. We started from Emmitsburg at night-
fall, and traversed the ten miles slowly and cautiously. We
scarcely met a vehicle or a horse. As we came near Gettysburg,
we anticipated that we would be challenged by citizen guards,
if no other. Mr. McCreary was the Burgess. But the town was
as unconcerned, as though Chambersburg were not burning, or no
enemy were in the State, or no war had broken out. I roused
my mother up, probably at about one o'clock, and was once more
home.

Meanwhile a special meeting of the Ministerium of Pennsyl-
vania had been held at Pottstown, Pa., at which it was resolved
to establish the Theological Seminary at Philadelphia. The
establishment of such an institution was first suggested by
Henry Melchior Muhlenberg, as one of his first projects in
connection with his organization of the Lutheran Church in Amer-
ica. He had purchased ground for this purpose. A copy of the
deed is in the Archives of the Ministerium of Pennsylvania. A
beginning had actually been made in the gathering of bands of
theologica{gstudents around the pastors of Zion's and St.
Michael's ."Dr. Demme had gathered a number of volumes as the
nucleus of the Seminary Library.7 But the attention of the
Church had been diverted from it. 1In later years, the Seminary
at Gettysburg had grown in the esteem of the old Synod. She
endeavored in all sincerity to cooperate with the General Synod,
and as a testimony of her interest, founded a Professorship,
with Dr. C.F.Schaeffer as Professor. But it was now deemed
best to forestall the election 0of any new Professor at Gettys-
burg, by undertaking this long delayed work. Drs. C.F.Schaeffer,
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W.J .Mann and C.P.Krauth, Jr. were elected Professors Ordinarii
and Drs. C.W.Schaeffer and G.F.Krotel, Professors Extraordinarii.
The plans, however, were not thoroughly matured. Dr. Krauth, be
it remembered, was a member not of the Mother Synod, but of the
East Pennsylvania Synod,® and had always been a most outspoken
champion of the General Synod. It is probable that if the Board
of the Seminary at Gettysburg, which met some weeks later, had
elected Dr. Krauth with any degree of cordiality and unanimity,
the new Seminary would not have been started. It is very pos-
sible, however, judging from our knowledge of human nature, that
if the Ministerium had not made this move, Dr. Krauth's chances
of election at Gettysburg would have been improved.

When the Gettysburg Board met, various plans were proposed.
One was that of Dr. Passavant, who moved that the election be
postponed, and Dr. C.F.Schaeffer be appointed to assume Dr.
Schmucker's duties temporarily. This called forth a vigorous
reply, expressing great astonishment and attacking Dr. Schaeffer
as a Symbolist® from Dr. Benjamin Kurtz, then very feeble, and
almost on the edge of the grave. Finally a man was agreed upoOn
who seemes to be a compromise in the person of the Rev. Dr.
James Allen Brown of York, Pa.. The choice was, in some res-
pects, a very remarkable one, and yet, in others, as good a
selection as could have been made, if Dr. Krauth and those
associated with him most closely in the maintainance of son-
servative Lutheran principles were to be ruled out. The choice
was remarkable: for Dr. Brown had scarcely begun to rise thus
far to the position of a recognized leader, and was not a repre-
sentative in any way of the General Synod people, or rooted in
the historical development of the Lutheran Church in this country.
Since the outbreak of the Civil War, or even since 1859, he
had not been prominent in the discussions which were agitating
the Church, and when he was, it was almost entirely as a critic
of Dr. Schmucker. Born and raised a Lancaster County Quaker, and,
as he once told me, without a drop of German blood in his veins,
it became very difficult for him to enter into the spirit or
adjust himself to the peculiarities of our Lutheran people.
He had reached the years of manhood before he came into close
contact with Lutherans. He had spent a year at Gettysburg,
where he entered the Senior Class. But he was not attracted then
by the Lutheran Church, as his baptism in the Presbyterian
Church of Gettysburg during his Senior Year, shows. He taught
after leaving College, and, reading theology privately, had
been licensed without a Seminary course by the Maryland Synod.
He had begun his ministry in Baltimore, and afterwards had been
associated with Dr. Lochman at York, and had married a niece of
Dr. Morris and a cousin of Dr. Hay. Energetic, incessantly
active, restless in body and mind, a laborious worker, he had
been a close student; and, with a very unanalytical mind, and
acute judgment, sought to sift what he read, rather than to
accumulate information. Through a remarkable memory, he had
at his command for instant use the full fruit of his studies.
Facts, dates, incidents were accurately recalled, and his mind
was a minute index of his library. His information was thoroughly
arranged and classified. His favorite book was his Greek New
Testament. For thorough and exhaustive discussion of critical



82

points with a large accumulation of learned apparatus, he had no
taste. He had the practical gifts of the American mind, and
particularly those qualities which England has contributed to
America. He had the plain, matter-of-fact characteristics of
the Quakers, but had lost their mysticism. The contrast between
him and Dr. Krauth was marked. Krauth was a genius, Brown a
close and exact thinker. Krauth was born among books, was raised
among books, slept among books, ate among books, lived and died
among books, and even on the cars or street was rarely seen with-
out a book ‘in his hand; books from the very oldest editions of
the classics to the latest novel; books, in a great variety of
languages, and the greatest range of subjects. As a reader he
was omnivorous and insatiable. Brown, raised on a farm and
educated chiefly by his own exertions, used his reading and
books only as tools for some practical end on which he was con-
centrating. Krauth was krilliant in the society of cultivated
people. Brown was usually reserved, distant, taciturn in com-
pany, though genial, entertaining and cordial within the small
circle of those nearest him. Krauth's writings dazzled one by
their brilliant and many-sided literary form. He was a poet,
even when not attempting verse. Brown's read like a lawyer's
brief. Krauth's mind belonged to the Platonic caste; Brown's
was more like that of Aristotle. The imaginative element and
the warm feeling that gave Dr. Krauth's best public efforts
their charm, were lacking in Brown, although as a preacher he
was highly gifted. Brown's sermons were rarely written, but
were carefully thought out, and were thoroughly logical, fresh,
suggestive, edifying, and fixed some important points deeply

in the mind of the plainest hearer. Krauth's were generally
written for an audience that did not hear them. They were the
expressions of a scholarly mind addressed to those whom he
assumed to have had the same degree of preparation as himself.
Krauth's sermons were strongest when printed; Brown's lost most
of their force in type.

Brown had attacked Dr. Schmucker some years before in a
pamphlet entitled "The New Theology", particularly because of
Dr. Schmucker's unsound views concerning Original Sin. The
pamphlet showed most of Dr. Brown's gifts, and brought him for
a time into prominence. It is a gquestion as to whether he was
not right in insisting that a Professor repudiating the faith
taught in the Augsburg Confession as Dr. Schmucker had done,
should not have been impeached. Dr. Krauth came to Dr. Schmucker's
defence, not because he had any sympathy with his old Professor's
views, but from motives of policy. The Church was not ready,
in his judgment, for the break which Dr. Brown's action would
occasion. It was Dr. Krauth's nature to shrink back from the
rigid enforcement of what his principles seemed to demand. On
the other hand, it was the habit of Dr. Krauth to rely more on
evangelical, while Dr. Brown insisted more on legalistic,
methods. The break between these two men was never healed.

Dr. Brown had been called from St. Matthew's Church, Reading,
to the Taeological Seminary at Newberry, S.C.. In 1896, when at
Newberry, I dined in the house in which Dr. Brown lived, and saw
the large tree he had carried from the woods and planted with
his own hands before the door. The war came shortly after he
had arrived at Newberry. At Chapel services, when South Carolina
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seceded, he announced to the students that he would immediately

resign and return North, and should the call come,would be
found in the Union Army. Some prominent citizens called to
advise him to leave that night, as they feared they could

not protect him from violence. He declined, and reported

the interview to the students in bidding them farewell. He
said his answer was: I came to South Carolina openly, and
openly I shall depart." He left by the regular train in the
morning. He came to Gettysburg shortly after his return North,
preached a very excellent sermon on: "What shall the end of
these things be?", and addressed a town meeting on the condi-
tion of South Carolina.

His lack of popular gifts, at least at that time, pre-
vented his call to vacant congregations. He finally accepted
a commission as Chaplain of the 87th. Pa., and afterwards was
Post Chaplain at the Hospital at York. These were not places
for which his gifts and training were adapted. He was much
discouraged. Sympathy for him, and the desire to give a
worthy man who had been a theological professor a place,
undoubtedly influenced some of the votes in his favor .7

It was generally thought that the Ministerium of Penn-
sylvania could not open the Seminary at Philadelphia for
some time, and meanwhile opportunity would be given to Dr.
Brown to satisfy the demands of the conservative element.

But events moved more rapidly than even the leaders of
the Ministerium had intended. Dr. C.F.Schaeffer, I Kknew at
the time, fully expected to remain at Gettysburg the next
winter. A seminary, he declared, could not be started in
a hurry. But something occurred to change his mind. We
do not know if he had any adviser, but we have it from those
present that, at a committee meeting in Philadelphia called
to consider the Seminary plans, there was actual consterna-
tion when a letter from Dr. Schaeffer was read announcing
that he was packing up his furniture, and would remove with
his family to Philadelphia the next week. Where his salary
was to come from, and how within six weeks the Seminary was
to begin, was a problem.

The person most embarrassed by the situation was un-
doubtedly Dr. Krauth, Sr. He had to contend between his
loyalty to his own Seminary and his affection for his son.
As long as there would be no open controversy, the situation
would be endurable; but if a public discussion between his
son and the executive of Gettysburg Seminary should occur,
he would feel it.

Personally, I was not greatly agitated by the result.
It seemed certain that Dr. Schmucker's theology was no longer
to be taught. It was well enough to await results, and give
the new Professor a fair trial. At any rate, other plans for
my own study of theology intervened. In disgust and despair
at the confusion in the teaching at the Seminary the pre-
ceding winter, I had made a decision, and accompanied it
with a vigorous stamp of my foot. "I will try to get a
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without being dependent on my father, I may pursue my studies
elsewhere. This uncertainty must be ended. If the Lutheran
Church is right, then I will say so, and act accordingly.

If it be wrong, there is no reason whatever why I should want
to appear to be a Lutheran. I will go then to Union Seminary,
New York, where I spent a day last fall, or to Andover where
my friend, Henry Baugher has been." The general system of

the Lutheran Church was clearly in my mind; but I was in doubt
as to its Scriptural foundations.

This purpose had been strengthened by my intercourse with
some New England clergymen in the Christian Commission, and
the insight I had gained into the courses at other seminaries.
I preferred to be a consistent Congregationalist rather than
an inconsistent Lutheran; but hoped that it would be possible
to be a consistent Lutheran. Dr. Krauth, I feared somewhat
as too zealous a partisan. I wanted time for reflection,
and as far as possible, discriminative judgment. I was deter-
mined to go over the whole theological system for myself,
examine the Scripture proofs, and write out my decisions.

My experiences in the Christian Commission had so occu-
pied my attention as to interfere with any efforts to carry
out my plans. But, without my application, the Faculty of the
College offered me a tutorship. Here it was probable I could
remain until my mind was matured, and my course in Theology
well completed. Besides this, there had been deficiencies
in my preparatory training which might be remedied by teach-
ing. I never thought of preparing myself for a Professorship.
My heart was intent on the ministry, and that too, on the
most practical part of it.

While, therefore, I 4did not expect to receive much in-
struction from Dr. Brown, I hoped to attend upon his lectures
a few hours a week. I had no sympathy with the proposed Semi-
nary in Philadelphia, and wrote a sharp letter to one of my
classmates who announced his purpose to become one of the
first students there.



Chapter- Eleven - College Tutorship

In 1864 Pennsylvania College opened at the unusual time of
the close of August. With it I began my career as a teacher. 1
had sole charge of the Preparatory Department, in which I taught
thirty-three hours a week. My private room was in the building
occupied for study and dormitory purposes for all students resident
on the grounds. The study of the President, Dr. Baugher, was in
this building; and he was usually there throughout the day and for
several hours every night. I had the care of all the students.
One winter I remember that there were 102 lodged there. I paid
a visit to each room every evening, and reported absences to the
President. Every morning at 7:40 A.M. I called the roll at Prayers.

I had about thirty pupils. Their average age, I found, was in
advance of mine ( I still lacked several months of being twenty)
I began the work with considerable trepidation, not knowing how
I would succeed in maintaining discipline; but I had no trouble.
A number of my pupils were experienced school teachers who had
entered the Preparatory Department to prepare for the ministry.
Among them were Rev. Drs. G.H.Trabert, J.A.Clutz and A.G.Fastnacht
of the Lutheran Church, and Rev. Dr. D.B.Lady of the Reformed
Church./ 1 put them down to a very exacting drill in both Latin and
Greek Grammar. Nothing was taken for granted. Every man had to
come up to the standard. I gave him no rest. When men had diffi-
culties, I found extra time when I would go over the recitation
with them. The instruction was individualized.

With my pupils I was on the most intimate terms. I lived
among them. When the next summer came I introduced them to my
entomological tastes, and made occasional expeditions with some of
them into the woods.

I was particularly interested in the Bible Class on Sunday
afternoons where we went through the Gospel of Luke during my
first year, and also studied the Krotel and Mann Exposition of
Luther's Catechism. %

In my duties as guardian of about a hundred wild college boys,
I had by no means a light task. They were full of pranks. The
legalistic policy of Dr. Baugher, and his excitability which in-
creased with the years, provoked their fondness for acts which
would bring him running through the hall-ways. The long hall-ways,
the entire length of the building, formed good alleys for rolling
solid shot taken from the battlefield. It was a favorite trick
to heat them over the hot coals, and then send them spinning, with
the expectation that the officer in charge would pick them up in
his naked hand. Great firecrackers would be set off in barrels, and
tin horns blown in various parts of the building. The belfry was
once entered, and the rope carried up a ladder and thrown over
the cupola, so that the bell could be rung from outside the buil-
ding. Streams of water would be thrown upon persons coming up the
steps. Effigies were made and dignified Professors found dangling
by their necks along the banks of the Tiber .7 Verdant youths
just entering College were subjected to all sorts of impositions.

These irregularities stung Dr. Baugher to the very heart. He
could not regard them as effervescences of youthful spirits that
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could be pardoned. They were, in his estimation, bold acts of
defiance of authority for which the most summary discipline must
be exacted. He was pleased to find me alert, and usually success-
ful as a detective. On one occasio? I drew him out of the corner
where he was hiding for the culprit. I shook him before I dis-
covered my mistake. He was pleased, not so much by the experience,

as at learning that his movements were not needed to insure vigi-
lance.

Personally, however, I had no difficulty with a single stu-
dent. I always assumed that they were gentlemen; and they treated
me with respect. I was too near their own age not to enjoy some
of their tricks. Even the stern President once relented when I
reported an occurrence, and said: "Well, as that had to be done,

I am glad that it was done so well." I once accompanied him to

a room where there was no response to his knock. It required
only a moment for him to break open the door. There were a number
of men sent away from College because of such irregularities, with
whose dismission I was disatisfied, as I felt they could have been
brought to terms without such severity.

My nightly visits to Dr. Baugher's study, and his frequent
calls on me for over three years, brought me into very intimate
relations with him. I learned to know and appreciate him, and
derived much profit from his conversations. Beneath his severity
there was the deepest personal interest in the welfare of each
student. A sense of responsibility for each soul rested on his
heart, and often sickened him with anxiety.

Dr. Brown began his career at the Seminary under very dis-
couraging circumstances. The first morning of the session opened
with but one student - and he a Junior. Our entire class.:had
vanished. Dr. Wolf had gone to Germany. Dr. Spieker and I had
become Tutors. One had been ordained. Of the rest of us a large
proportion had gone to Philadelphia. Afterwards, Remensnyder,
Colver and Steck appeared. All told, there were six students
that year, to which Dr. Spieker and I were added as irregulars.

I attended for awhile on Wednesday afternoons, and some days at

11 A.M. But as I had to be habitually late at the latter hour,
and 33 hours of teaching, with the necessary preparation for my
classes, were in themselves more than enough to absorb my time, my
continuance was not long. From Dr. Brown I derived some very
valuable hints in Homiletics. Robert Hall was the model whom he
had most studied, and upon whose sermons he commented with great
familiarity.¥ We prepared skeltons which were criticized first by
the class, and then by the Professor. He was always as affable

as though he were entertaining guests in his parlor. The hour of
instruction seemed short. In Dogmatics, I had scarcely more than
a taste of his methods. He seemed to aim at presenting the various
opposing theories with as exhaustive a statement of the argument
on both sides as could be formed, and then leaving the student

to balance the authorities, and decide the question for himself.

During my tutorship, Dr. F.W.Conrad conducted a series of
"Protracted Meetings" in the College Church, continuing for over
two weeks .~ He preached an elaborate sermon every night. There
was a Prayer Meeting every day at one o'clock, with a brief address
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and inquiry meetings at other times. It was the first time I

had been brought into close touch with Methodistic practices.

Dr. Conrad was a strange mixture of inconsistencies. He was a man
of great force of character and distinguished gifts, but of very
imperfect education and unbalanced judgment. He prided himself
on his adherence to Confessional Lutheranism, and at the same
time threw himself into the current forms of religious life,
entirely irreconcilable with his theology. Egotistical, rhetori-
cal, bombastic, fond of attempting metaphysical discussions,
eccentric and even violent in his gesticulations and preaching

at great length, he had an interesting personality and held the
attention of the audience by his enthusiasm. His sermons had
been thoroughly prepared, committed to memory, and preached many
times. Dr. Brown was a constant fountain, giving fresh water.
New sermons seemed to be pressing for utterance all the time.

Dr. Conrad was an arsenal, full of old guns cast years before,
but ready for discharge at a moment's notice. He was a Grama-
phone with an extensive stock of records. I cannot say that no
good was accomplished by those meetings. There was much truth
earnestly taught. Both Law and Gospel were preached; and where
this is done, there is always something accomplished. But the
question is as to whether the same ends would not have been
reached by the faithful use of the methods that our Church pre-
fers to practice. To me the meetings were a study. I faithfully
wrote out the outline of each sermon that I heard. They gave me
many suggestions, and were readily recognized when, after the
lapse of years, some were again preached at Gettysburg. More
than a quarter of a century afterwards, when I spent a Sunday
with Dr. Paxton at Princeton, he criticized a sermon Dr. Conrad
had preached there as showing a lack of clearness on Justifica-
tion by Faith. I remembered it distinctly. The argument, on the
basis of Rom. 4:5,was that while faith had no justifying value
per se, under the Gospel God regarded it as though it had. The
work of Christ was by his sacrifice to provide this new mode of
Justification. It was Justification per Christum propter fidem,
instead of the reverse. Faith, too, was emphasized as an act,
not as an attitude or state of mind. This of course harmonized
with the entire revival system which aims to bring into man's
consciousness an act of faith because of which he has assurance
of salvation.®

Dr . Baugher continued to be a diligent writer of new sermons
until the last week of his life. He was in the habit of reading
his text, closing the Bible, and, turning it half round so that
the width was before him, laid his manuscript on the cover. He
read with all the fluency of spoken discourse, and paused here
and there to enlarge. Here his impulsiveness would often lead
him to make applications that were so clearly intended for parti-
cular individuals in the audience, as to be personal; but he often
was carried along in a stream of eloquence of rare power, and some-
times would be so overcome by emotion as to weep, and to pause
for some moments to command himself. Once I heard him rebuke
several students in the gallery:"If the young men sitting in
the front seat on the right hand of the gallery will not desist
from talking, it will be my painful duty to expose them to the
congregation." On Sunday evenings he often preached without
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having written, with great effectiveness. He was not so apt to
be as personal in an entirely extemporaneous sermon as in his
extemporaneous additions to his read sermons. He had a long,

but very interesting series of extemporaneous expository dis-
courses on I Peter. More than once the appointed preacher failed
to appear. This was always Dr. Baugher's opportunity. He never
preached better.

Dr . Muhlenberg for many years read very closely, scarcely
lifting his eyes from the page, and with painful embarrassment.
A few years before leaving Gettysburg, he suddenly discarded his
notes entirely, addressed his audience just as he did his stu-
dents in the Class Room, and preached informally on the Gospels
for the Day. He was always interesting and instructive. On
Wednesday evenings he lectured on the Catechism.

My Seminary class-mate, Mr. George Spieker, of Baltimore,
Md., one week younger than I, was rooming with me.”7 My room was
spacious, and even with two. large bedsteads, our furniture was
not crowded. He was acting as supply of the German Department
for two years. Raised in an entirely German congregation, he
found a great deal that was very strange to him at Gettysburg,
and gave me much information in regard to what was usual among
the Germans, and particularly among the Missourians who had
gained possession of the congregation to which he belonged. We
had many earnest conversations. My hope was to see the General
Synod and the Gettysburg Seminary brought up to a higher standard.
He was more friendly to Missouri than to the General Synod, and
was by no means satisfied with the Mother Synod. He was a very
systematic student, dividing his time every day into a number
of periods allotted to different branches of theology and other
studies. We differed diametrically in our habits. I never could
accomplish anything without concentrating. A subject would have
to have my whole mind and heart if I was to accomplish anything.
At the Seminary, no one of the class was more interested in
Hebrew or had made equal progress. We undertook to study Hebrew
together rising early in the morning at 4 or 4:30, and working
at Isaiah and Job. But we found it more profitable to separate,
and I worked hard on the Psalms. I found a Jewish shopkeeper
who drilled me in reading the first Psalm, and after I had ac-
quired his pronunciation, I committed the Psalm in the original.
It was a happy occurrence; for when I was examined by the Com-
mittee of the Pittsburgh Synod, the examiner said: "Mr. Jacobs,
please turn to the first Psalm, and read the Hebrew." When I
candidly explained the reason of my proficiency and told the
Committee that I was not equally fluent in my reading of the
other parts of the Hebrew Bible, they were considerate enough
not to question me further.

Among the changes which came with the Second Year of my
tutorship, was the election of Rev. C.J.Ehrehart as Principal of
the Preparatory Department.%¥ The number of students had been
steadily increasing under my care; and as something was to be
done, the Board decided to organize it. I was somewhat disatis-
fied that I was not only not consulted about the plans, but was
left to find out the result by mere accident a week after the
Board had adjourned. But, as my salary was increased, and one
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hour a day taken off my work, and the new Principal asked me to
make out the schedule of studies and classes and to take such
as I preferred, and give him the rest, and conferred with me on
every important question that arose and invariably took my
advice, I was greatly delighted. He carried every responsibi-
lity, while I was relieved of all care except that of teaching
my favorite branches, Greek, History, Algebra and Geography.

I now began in earnest my study of Dogmatics. I had been
endeavoring to read the Latin notes of Schmid, when Dr. Baugher,
coming over, peered over my shoulder, and said: "Good. But why
not read the old Dogmaticians in their own books?" He en-
couraged me by telling chiefly of the work done at Princeton
when he was a student, and how the massive system of Turretine in
the original Latin, was the text-book from which the students
prepared their recitations which the Professor gave them in
English. Going into the College Library, I picked up the
Examen Theologicum Acroamaticum of Hollazius and at once put my-
self down to its study. I went through the coarse type of the
book, and wherever any point seemed to require special elucida-
tion, read also the notes. Then I was ready to make my system.
I read Gerhard's Loci, Baier's Compend, Hunnius Epitome Creden-
dorum, and Hutter's Compend alongside of Hollazius; studied each
topic separately:; made a rough outline; compiled and wrote out
results, seeking not only to give what the o0ld teachers gave,
but also to state my own convictions; and illustrated the text
with proofs cut out of old copies of the English Bible. I
completed the system in two good sized manuscript volumes, and
committed it with the proof-texts to memory. I also diligently
read the Symbolical Books. But they did not then impress me so
much as did the Dogmaticians. Among English Puritan Books,
Flavel's "Method of Grace" was of much service. Guthrie's"Ser-
mons" with their wealth of illustrations were favorites. At
Dr. Baugher's suggestion, I also got Ellicott's "Commentaries on
the Lesser Epistles of Paul", and learned through them to apprec-
iate the closely critical study of the New Testament. I was
constantly made to feel, however, what I had lost by not having
studied German.

Among the College students who most frequently called at
our room were Samuel Sadtler, Charles Albert, Charles Cooper,
James Richard, Samuel Henry (afterwards a Missourian) .9

George W. Frederick had graduated at College the year after
we did, and had become the Principal of the Public Schools
of Gettysburg. As the demand for troops became more urgent,
and men of proper age were liable to the draft, he determined
to volunteer. He became the Captain o0of the company in which
he enlisted, and going with to Harrisburg, was to his own sur-
prise and that of every one else, elected Lieutenant-Colonel.
When he went with the regiment to the front, the Colonel was
captured in the first skirmish, and in the months that followed,
Frederick had a brilliant career, and was brevetted Colonel.
When most of the army was mustered out, he was retained as aide
to Maj.-Gen. Hartranft, in charge of the conspirators against
the life of President Lincoln, and had led Mrs. Surratt to the
scaffold at her execution. When discharged from the army, he
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entered the Seminary at Gettysburg. As he had been married, he
rode daily from his father-in-law's home on the eastern edge of
the town to the Seminary, on a spirited war horse he had re-
tained, with his Hebrew Bible under his arm. He was dissatisfied
at the Seminary, and often came to our room for advice in his
studies, and information on questions about which he was con-
fused. His wife was in a rapid decline from consumption. @

We had an occasional visitor also from Philadelphia, our
former classmates, J.Lawson Smith and Cornman; and one who,
while not a classmate, had been on intimate terms with us, Frank
Richards.’”” Matthias Richards, then a pastor in New Jersey, and
Mahlon C. Horine would sometimes appear on their trips to visit
their future wives. They were married within a month of each
other. My sister was bridesmaid to Mrs. Horine. I was one of
the groomsmen of Prof. Richards. With the exception of the
festivities connected with these two events, I was not inter- ..
rupted those years by social entanglements. I made no calls
except at his urgent invitation to Prof. Stoever; but met Prof-
essors daily at the few minutes spent at Buehler's Drug Store -
a center of attraction for both institutions.’/#

Towards the close of my tutorship, the students who were
communicant members of the Church, were assembled to organize a
society for mutual benefit. At Dr. Baugher's suggestion, I was
appointed Chairman of the Committee on Constitution. I drew up
a Constitution, and submitted it to the other members of the
Committee, J.S.Blyholder, C.J.Cooper, F.R.Feithans and J.W.Rich-
ards. I selected and proposed the name: "Young Mens Christian
Association of Pennsylvania Coll<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>