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INTRODTUCTION.

[ nave endeavored to comply with the wishes of some
« Jesus seeks the sad and sorrowing, . of my {riends in recalling scencs of my past life and thos> J
Those who mourn his grace to prove; '- who were assoclated with me. I have principally to de-
3 From their sin and woe relieving, ] pend on memory, for those who, a few years ago, could

Folds them in his arms of love.

[ S UR T N

have given me nformation on many subjects are now.

Helpless wanderers. outeast si : :
£ : TR § alas! mo more.  As these pages are intended only for the

Him their Rock and Refuge prove . . . : :
&% family and relatives, I have confined myself chiefly to such

history and little incidents of relations and friends as T
““ To their souls Himself revealing | - :
i could recollect, aided by some letters which had been eare-

They with faith and joy receive: .
1% fully preserved by my dear mother. Lotters of My K

In the depths of sacred feeling,

4 s : -
. : ces, my mother's sister, were adwavs valued and receive:
Evermore enshrined to live, l.ees, my mother's sister, were alw s valued and received

Till when life's exchanged for glory, _ : with pleasure by her and the family, T feel T have Very
Jesus they, unveiled, receive.” ] imperfectly executed my task, and am conscious there is a

vein of sadness running through most of' these pages.  But
Lhow could it be otherwise, when memaory brines before me

the days that ave past, and friends who were then around

me, whom I shall meet no morve. | 5. BooT.

New Castik, February, 1875.
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AND Memory--pray, what art thou ?
Art thou of pleasure born?
The rose that gems thy pensive brow,
Is it withotit a thiotn P
—Henry Kirk White.

Dear mansion of my home! once occupied by the loved
onles who dwell no more on earth. As I look around,
memory brings to view those dear, famihar faces, whose
smiles brightened the passing hours of life. It must have
heen about the year 1794 or '95 that my father purchased
and removed to this" house. T distinetly yemember my
mother taking me a short distance in the country. when a
child, to Visit an aged couple, Mr. and Mus. IFinney—mwho
were former occupants of this house |

at their residence.
<ince called the Hermitage. Mr. George Read afterwards
resided here, and his son, Mr. William T. Read, was born
here. My sister Maria and brother James were born be
fore the removal of my father and fdmily to this house.
Between the birth of my sister Maria and mysclf were
three children, who died in their infaney—two by the
name of (:eurwe and a little girl called A¥na. According
to my early recollections, ontr household was eomposed of
father, mother, sister Maria, brother James, myself,
brothers William and J oseph, my uncle Rev. Rf)bert Clay,

rector of Immanuel Church, New Castle, and my uncle
*—luquph Booth, who prrsired lhﬂ tlmmril huginess ; Maria

A2 | 1
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O REMINISCENCES

Boges, my father's niecz, anl Het'y Bowmm, wao soabz
years afterward became the wite of Dr. Henry Colesberry.
It was about the year 1804 that my father pulled down the
old kitchen and added back buildings to the house.  Our
mansion was the abode of peace and plenty,  given to hos-
pita.lit-y..” My uncle Curtis Clay, and his family; ancle
and aunt Berrett and family ; aunt George Booth and fam-
ily, ete., from Philadelphia, were frequently visitors here.
My mother’s brother, Mr. George Clay, according to my
childish recollections, must have been a very eccentric per-

sonage. He gave all the childrent nicknames: mine was
Zibbet, and my cat he named Huncamuiitka. DBoth my
uncles, Mr. Robert Clay and Mr. Joseph Booth, were very
fond of and very indulgent to the children of the family,
often treating us to eakes, confectionery, ete. My paternal
orandfather, Mr. John Booth, married Mary Rogers,
daughter of' Nicholas Rogers, of whom I know nothing
more than the name. T suppose my grand parents died be-
fore my birth, for 1 never remember to have seen them,
My mother was the. granddaughter of Judge Jehu Curtis,
whose tomb may be seen in Immamicl Charchyard, bearing
an epitaph written by his friend, Benjamin Frankbn, His
dauchter (my grandmother), Apn Curtis, was married to
her cousin, Slator Clay, IFebruary 2, 1740 or '41. My
mother, Ann Clay, their ninth child, was boyn July 2.
1759, and married to my father, Mr. James Booth, at New
Castle, on the 5th of May, 1785, My futher was soven

P-'-_"'I-:".

years older than my mother, and was born February 6, 1753,

I must not omit to mention my faithtul nurse, Sally
Meckimson, who came into the family about the time of my
birth, which occurred on the 20th of April, 1796, T have

T -

clway el oratetind fov her affeetionate interect. her (Chrige

REMINISCENCES, {

tan exatiple and the many prayers I feel assured she
offered for me. I remember some of the hymns she taught
me, which are still among my favorite ones.  She possessed
no learning or worldly wisdom, but she was “ made wisz

1

imto salvation.” There is no situation in which Provi-
dence places us, however humble, where we may not do
vood and benefit some. She remained some years in ouf
{amily, and nursed my brothers William and Joseph. She
afterwards lived with her daughter, Mrs. Yard, in Phila-
delphia. Her death was caused by a cancer in the breast,

[[er sufferings were great, and at ohe time, visiting her, she
said she was not able to talk to me, but begged me just to
it where she could look at me.  She retained her affection
to the last |

My early companions and playmates were chiefly Ann
Van Dyke and my cousins Mary and Sophia Booth, their
<isters Nancy and Sally (now Mrs. Francis and Mrs. Prest-
man) being a few years older. Oft we played in the yard
of our dear old homestead, but cur favorite ramble was
along the bank of the Delaware. below the town,  There
we would amuse ourselves for hours under the old willow
trees.  In the evening we frequently assembled and enter-
tained each other with tales, composed as we went along—
hot as exquisite us Scott’s or Dickens', but savoring moic
of the marvelous of the Arabian Nights, and which ' served
to please and amuise,  Well I remember the school of my
hildhood, and the desk placed in the large, old-fashioned

1

chimney-place at which T sat to write my first copy of

«trokes.  Time has lone since demohshed the old house,
and another building occupies its place. Many pleasant
hours my companions and I spent together—not, I suppose.
without alloy, but the agreeable vecollections only remain:
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Sweet, happy days of childhood,
I'rom care and sorrow tree,

When hope is 8ver smifing,
And life flows joyously.

When blithesome little footsteps
Tread lightly o’er the flowers,

And roses bloom around them,
Amid the vernal houss.

Wlen lovirg arms of parents
Protect from every harm,

And voices kind and tendey
Sooth 2very slight alarm.

When on the faithful bosom
Reclines the weary head,

And o'er their balmy slumbers
A mother’s care is shed,

Sweet, happy days of childhood
O, might they evey be!

But ah! Time’s rapid current

Wafts on to Life’s great sea.

But there's a Friend and Guardian,

When parents must depart,
Whose love is still unfailing,
Who bears us on His heart.

Who o’er life’s sea will guide us

- With kind, unetring care ;

With needful good provide us,
Protect from every sunare.

L

Then let the young hearts trust Him,
And take Him for their friend :

For He will ne'er forsake them,
But love them to the end.

ENINISCRENCES, '

1 was 1a the fall of 1805 1 was first scnt to school 1n
’hiladelphia, and staid with Mrs. Ann Moore, whom I was
mught to call cousin Naney.  Her maiden name was Bol-
ton.  Her father lived in Chestertown. Md.  After his
death she resided with my grandmother Clay. in New Cas-
tle. I have always heard her spoken of as very lovely in
porsen and mind, and a life-long friendship was formed be-
(ween her and my mother. While uite young she went

to her friends in Savannah, (Ga., and there was married to
Mr. Moore. She afterwards became a widow and returned
to the North. T recolleet the day she came to New Castle
(o mvy Tather's, and my childish wender as to who she might
he. when 1 found she was going to stay at our house. The
remainder of her life she spemt in Philadelphia. 1 knew
her well, havimg subsequently spent months at a time
undor her roof. and a more fawmltless character T never
knew. Intelligent, amiable, prous and pleasing in her man-
ners. she gained the esteem and love of all who had the
pleasure of her acquaintance. In 1806 she was married to
my father's brother, Mr. George Booth. He was my tutor
i Philadelphia at the time alluded to (1805). He taught
@ voung ladies’ scheol, and had a very happy manner of im-
parting knowledge, »o that 1t was rather a pleasure than a
lask to attend to his instructions. 1 was particularly fond
of the study of grammar, and, being rather taciturn, my
father used to call me ““the silent grammarian.” T had a
sincere regard tor my uncle, both as my mstructor and relu-
(ive.  His manners were bland and amable, and his nature
<ympathetic.  When young he was thought to be pious,
hat, unfortunately, was led away from the good path by
e mfluense of evii company.  In the latter vears of his

ltte, however, T think he gave evidence of being a sineera
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Christian.  The preaching of Rev. Dr. Brodhead, then of
Philadelphia, whose ministry he attended, was of great ben-
efit to him.
evening lectures, which were shown to him after my uncle’s
death.
there was anyone In his congregation who could write so
beautifully. Ile had a poctical talent, too. I have seen
some-excellent religrious poems of his.

He wrote out {from memory Dr. B.'s Sunday

He scemed affected, and said he did not suppose

The last year 1 was
blesced with his instruction 1 staid with my aunt, and he was
tutor 1in the house to Frances Lewls Bolton (cousin to aunt
Booth), familiarly called Fanny Bolton, for whom I formed
a most sincere and ardent attachment. Our pleasures wer.
the same ; we studied together, and she led me to attend on

the mimistry of one that was blessed to us both, the Rev.

Dr. Staughton, a popular Baptist clergyman. The first
sermon [ heard from him was on Sunday evening, on the

immortality of the soul. Tt made a deep impression on my
mind. It was our greatest enjoyment to attend statedly on
the services in his church. 1 was at that time between
thirteen and fourteen years of age. Fanny was the model
of tiuth and virtue, pleasing in appearance and kind and
winning in manner. Sad was the time when T had to leave
her, but 1t was some compensation that she visited me in
New (Castle, betore her return to her friends in Savannah.
In 1810 I wrote the following acrostic on her name, but, it
seems. left out her middle name of Lewis:

“ Fair is her form, Ler mind serene ;’’
Religion there chose her abode,
Aud in her breast delights to dwell ;
Nature has formed her soul for God.
Cease, then, ye sinful passions; cease.
fintice ye not her soul to stray.
Say not that in this world is peace;

VO b L S N O RS, 11

But in the realms of cadless day,

O there, indeed, is perfect bliss;

Love, peace and joy forever dwell.

There may her brighitest hopes repose
On scenes that so much earth excel.

Not all below can please the soul so well.

Nhe was married, not long after her return to (reorgia, to
Mr. Richardson, a merchant of Savannah, and visited the
North a few years later, when I had the pleasure of meet-
ine her in Philadelphia with her little daughter Frances,
whom she taught to call me cousin. On Neptember 12,
{816, the anniversary of her birthday, 1 pres:nted her with
nnother acrostic :

Friend and companion of my early youth,
Receive the tribute of my humble lays;

Accept these lines, inspired by love and truth—
Not formed by flattery, and not fond to praise.
Could I depict the virtues of thy mind,
Expressed in outward air, or form, or face,

Soft as the moon, whose lustre, sweet, refined,

Looks on: the evening hour with mildest grace,
Even could I justly paint, yet I wculd not
Withdreaw the veil humility bestows.

I deem the lowly, scented violet

Sweeter than all the gaudy tulip shows.

Respected, loved —in all that Heaven can give,
In every blessing mayest thou still abound ;
Calm be thy hours as music’s note at eve,
Hovering in duleet harmony around,

And may that God wlo can all good impart
Reside within the temple of thy breast,

Direct the noblest wishes of thy heart,
Soaring from earth, in heavenly climes to rest ;
(), mayest thou there with joy at length arrive,
Near to Heaven's King in endless bliss to live.

Il
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It was the Mr. Richardsor

afterwards built a very elegant house in Savannah, and 1

sy time T saw Fanny.

was told by a friend that on om2 occasion, when she was
showing sonte visitors the differens apartmo:n‘s,
took up a Bible and said: “ T valus this
more than anythinz else you have seen.”  She died after a

all very
handsome, she
short 1llness, in what year I cammot exactly now aweltam

I must now revert to my car.dor yoars, and rolatives
New Castle. The socicty there was intellizan® and 1'¢1111,1Ll,.
The families of Mossrs. Johns, Van Dyks, Road anl
Riddle were at that time most prominent, not omittinz my
father's and afterwards my brother’s and brother-in-law’s,
Mr. James Rogers, who was, at the time to which T rofer,
@ young lawyer in the town, urih‘ill*llly from Milford, Sussex
county. Aunt Caldwell, my mother’s sistor, resided there.
Her first husband was Mr. Robert Bmth! my father's
brother. She afterwards married Mr., Caldwell. TIn mid-
dle hife she very mach resombled my mother. When her
clder daughters-grow up the sociaty of hor housz became
very attractive.
able.  Her health became bad, and it was supposed the air
oi Philadelphia would be more beneficial to her.
ingly they removed there.

Accord-
She had one daughter by her
last hushand, Khzabeth Caldwell, a pretty, iuteresting givl,
who was a prey to that insidious diseas2. consumption of the
lungs; and died when she had just attained to womanhood.
Her mother some years later fell a victim to the same dis-
She died July 5, 1826,

My father, in the character of
and friend, had few equals.

L=,

b

=ON, hushand

brother,
In his youth he was assistant
1 a loan office with Mr. Richard McWilliam, who was very
tond of him.

On one oceasion. his son having displeasod

She herself was also intellicent and agrec-

drm and acquaintance.
tHhoned to me before, for without a moment’'s hesitation 1
= whould have spoken to you and urged you to come to town.

Wlu did you never inform me?

REMINISCENCES, 13

iy, he determined he should never inherit his property,
sl wanted to make it over to my father, but this he
sendily refused.  His fihal duty was remarkable. 1In an
old letter I have seen he. mentions providing im various
ways for his father's comfort, and says: “If my father
wonld prefer living in town” (it seems he lived a short dis-
tunee in the country) “ I will rent a house for him here.”
I1e was generous also im various ways to his brothers and
si<ters, who were legs successful in life than himself. To
the poor he was always bouatiful, not only with regard to
their necessities, but even to their wishes, He literally ful-
led the precept, © Give to him that asketh thee ; and from
hitn that would borrow of thee, turn not thou away.” In
private, as i public life, he was a man of strict integrity,
dignified, yet courteous in manners—a gentleman of the old
xehnol s deservedly beloved 1n all eircles, both of the rich and
s OO,

Rince writing the above I have found a letter from my
futhor to his father, Mr. John Boeth, which expresses so

mnch lovely filial affection and duty, not exhibited In words

only. but M action, that I must transcribe it. 1 suppose he
Wils thm attending court, as it is dated at Dover, January
A IRRIR

My DeaAr AND HONORED FATHER :

© \ few days ago I received a letter from George (his
brother) ir which he mentions that you were desirous of
lving in town rather than in the country, as it would con-
tribute to your satisfaction, by being more among your chil-
I am sorry that it was never men-

Kvery opportunity yow
I 2

it
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T4 BEMINTSCENCES..

afford me to promote your satisfaction or happiness -

creases my own, and T hope and believe that to contribute
to your welfare will always be one of the greatest temporal
felicities T can enjoy. If it will be agreeable to reside 1in

town, I entreat that you will do it; my house is always

open to receive you, and entirely at your command. But
perhaps that would not be perfectly agreeable to you. Do,
then, rent a house, when and where you please; and I will
cheerfully take every step In my power to render you com-
fortable and happy. dJosy Boggs' will be empty in the

spring, and perhaps would suit you 3 if so, you can rent 1f;

or if he desives to sell 1t T will endeavor to purchase, rather
than you should suffer any disappointment, for I not only
feel it my duty but my inclination to do all that [ can. 1
have always considered that, next to my God Himself, 1
swe every comfort and advantage to my parents, to their
kind care and their education and instruction. 1 feel my-
selif happy, then, that 1 have 1t in some measure m my

power to show to you, my kind and indu]ﬂ*ent {-‘ﬂther scme B

oratitude for your affectionate and parental care of my
j,.'i.-,-uth; and after everything 1 can do, I shall always qu
nyself under obligations too great to repay-—obligations of
oratitude that will never cease but with my hife.  To cvery
one of the family I would be happy to render any serviecs or
affird them any assistance,. How much mere, then, do 1
owe to you? I got to this place on Monday cvening last,

after a very pleasant ride, and have been tolerably well, ex- .

cept being troubled with a cold, which is now better.
“ T am your affectivnate son,
“ DOVER, January 11, 1791. JAMESs BoorH
I deem the sentiments here expressed do more honor to

my {ather than the high pesiticn he held in the State, inas-

REMINISCENCES. B
tmuch as the virtues of a lofty mind and the sensibilities of
dutiful, tender and affectionate heart are superior to any ex-
ternal advantage.  The following lines must have been ad-
dressed  to my mother shortly after their marriage, but they
her no date

T'o his belo Nancy Clay—mnot Naney Booth—
nor sister—nor even wife ; too feeble; language affords no

adequate name; to her whose mind comprises in tendey
unton, dignity, virtue and love; to her its own correlative
wenitls ereeting the emanations of a faithful heart,

“ Written by J. Boorn.”

Reading this some years ago, I wrote underneath the fok
lowine: < How beautiful this tender tribute of affection
vom my father to my mother. It was written with a pen-
ol Tong, long before my birth; and now I have retraced it
with por and ink ; otherwise the lines would soon be illegi-
hlo | have watched the dying moments of cach, and held
the luind of each ere it arew cold 1n death. Blessed spirits,
e ve looking down on me now?  Farewell till we mect in
lory everlasting,

July 4, 1857,

ErLizasera Boorn.”

My father was appointed to the office of Chief Justice of
PDolaware about the year 1804, by Daniel Rogers, Esq.,

then Governor of the State—the father of the centleman to
t who, o few years afterwards, his daughter was married.

I'romn what 1 can learn respecting my grandmother Clay,
ﬂm must ‘have been a woman of strong intellect and agreeable

onversation.  She possessed a business talent, enabling her

nmmgee her property well and support her family during
v revolutionary war, but was destitute of that extreme sen-
ity nod  tenderness of feeling that characterized my -
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mother. It micht have been from the circamstances 1n
which she was placed. The vine that has no tree to cn-
twine around shoots forth beyond, with a stronger stem.
She was at that time a widow, her husband, Slator Clay,
having died in 1767.  As no goods were imported for some
time previous to the war, articles of clothing were expensive
and often difficult to obtain, and {requently people cut up
what they could spare in the houschold to mak: garments.
I have heard my uncle Robert relate a little incident that
oceurred at his mothee’s table, A gentleman who was din-
ing there wore a coat made of curtain calico, on which was
imprinted ficures of geese.  One who sat near clapped hix
hand on his {riend’s shoulder, exclaiming : “ 1 have caught
a goose,” T have often regretted that my grandmother’s
house was destroyed in the fire of 1824, I would like to
view again the room my mother once showed me, where my
orandmother used to sit to read and write and adjust her
accounts ; and the laree attic room, called Mount Racket,
where the children were allowed to play and make as much
noise as they pleased. Among my very earliest recollections
was my mother taking me with her to visit Mrs. Read, the
wife of the Hon. George Read, signer of the Declaration of
Independence. I think she must have been a widow then.
She was a sweet, delicate-looking lady, extremely neat in her
dress, with a marrow ruffic round her white mushn cap.
She did not very long survive her husband. Her mansion
was also comsumed by fire. Mr. Read’s death was quite
sudden. He was at Tmmanuel Church on Sunday, appar-
ently in health, and died the following Tuesday.

[ will transeribe a part of a funeral sermon delivered by

~my uncle Rev. Robert Clay, rector of the church :

“ The years of our late respeeted friend are come to an

REMINTSOENCES. 1%
“ml, and he is gohe the way whence he shall not return ;
aml may it not be truly said that his hoary head was a
crown of glory, and that it was found in the way of right-
eotsness ? - Funeral panegyric has been g0 much abused
that it has in a measure deSt-f-ei‘yed its own purpcse. Hx-
tnvagant encomium by bearing marks of fallacy has ren-
dered even the truth guspicious,  But on the present ocea-
kion, without goihe beyond its bounds, may we not say that
our late valuable friend possessed all those qualities which
imdeared him to ‘society and to his family, His kindness
and behevolence were great and extensive, They were the
urnament of hig other virtues. ‘As a husband, a father, a
Inother, a master and a friend, he was singularly indulgent.
tender and affectionate.  From his abilitics and his uniform
anl zealous attachment to the cause of his country, he was
ulten solected by the people to represent them in conventions
and Congresses,  He was a delegate 1n the (General Conven-
tton which framed the Constitution of the United States.
nndd at all times he did honor to his appointment, by per-;
torming his part with judement, activity and ability. Not
to enlaree upon the character of our late valued and much
ontecmed friend, let it suffice briefly to say that uprightness
ntil candor shone in him with peculiar lustre. He was a

person of strict and inflexible integrity, and an eminent ex-
mple of virtue in his life ahd conversation, as well as fixed
wnd unshaken in his Christian principles. The State beheld
in him an example of industry and economy, and in hig late
nppointment of Chief Justice of this State he was just, with-
ot rigor, and merciful, without partiality. He filled the
firnt ofhices with an assemblage of illustrious virtues. He
win an honor to this town and one of the greatest support-
wrn of thig church, and, by his ‘steady and conscientious at-
. 9%

s
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tendance every Sabbath, has left a noble example, worthy of
the 1mitation of all who believe that to support public wor-
ship 13 to support the cause of order, morality and relieion:
It hath pleased hig blesged Master, after a short illness (for
he attended at the house of prayer lagt Sabbath, apparently
m good health), to dismiss him from his employments, labors
and trials here, and call him to that ¢ rest which remaineth
for the people of Gody for we doubt not. at the end of the
days, he will stand before his Judge with exceeding joy; and
be recelved with a ¢ Come ye blessed of My Father, inherit
the kingdoni prepared for you from the fodndation of the
world.”  Amnd let those who are more particularly interested
in this dispensation of Providetice reflect that ¢ man is born
to trouble ag the sparks fiy upwards;’ that in this rmpertect
state 1t 18 difheult to emjoy ®0 great a blessing as uninter-
rupted prosperity, and therefore it' we do not solicit adver-
sity we should not cxpress impatience under #: that a God
of Infintte goodness governs the world ; that He never ex:
tends the cup of affliction to hix children in displeasure, but
i love, for the perfectionr of thelr graces; that to the
righteous there 18 a most consoling promise that the tear of
sorrow shall be changed into waters of joy i that ¢ all thingg
shall work together for good to thos: who love God ;' that
we are required to put our trust in the DMivine mercy in
affliction, assured that the Lord will be a present holp in the
time of trouble, and if she who, by this stroke of Provis
dence, is rcduced to a widowed state, hath reason to hope
the partner of her iife obtained salvation, let her vofl st that
death to him was gain; that he way not smicten to death irf
her absence, but in his Jast moments reccived her kind
offices. And let not any of us hear this call of Providence
m vaip. Let us not depart from this house umimpressed

[
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With « sense of our mortality ; unresolved, with the exem-
plary and virtuous Job, patiently and preparedly * to wait
until his change shall come:”  The fear, the love of God
shinll possess our souls, and we shall regard ourselves only
aw strangers and pilgrims here, having ¢ no continuing city;
il therefore seek oné that is to come.” ™

“T'o tlys tribute to the character of Hon. George Read I
adil one to his widow

* fmong those of our deceased friends whose remains we
hive lately attended to the mansions of the silent grave,
miidst o numerous concourse of assembled friends, was our
mped] and much lamented sister, Mrs. Read, who had long
mojonrned amorte us, and who was a respectable member of
thix chuech,  Kndowmernts of mind and traits of charactey
s as were hers, efidear her memory to us; for in regard
(o our departed sister 1t 1s impossible to speak with justice,
without speakinig well of her: Though a woman's depart:
ment 1y hife 18, 1n general, less extensive than a mant’s, yet
It 1+ us mmportant.  Through cevery stage 1t has its decen:
vlen, 1ts virtues, 1ts usefulness 1in full ay great perfection as
ors, It a upiform endeavor to give dienity to this de:
prrtment, in real hunnhty and meeknoss, too; if to govern
niel 1mprove the seosibilities of the lhecart; if to lift the
wllections to the Father and God of all 1in a constant flow of
ploty and gratitude ; if to cherish the sweet emotions of
mimjneat love, of' parental temderness, of unconfined good-
will it this be a woman's glory, such.nany of them attain
to.  How far our much esteemed lady was endued with
wich female excellence, and in what deerce she expressed it
i her deportment, we may refer to all who were acquainted
with her.  Industrious, prudent, mild, affectionate, friendly,
henevolent, compassionate and unaffectedly pious, she hived
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satisfied, calm and easy in herself, looking upon the thifies

of this world no otherwise than was consistent with her
preparation for the life of a better.  Her declining state of
health during seveval years, and at last grievous sickness.
which defoated all the power of the healing art, she bore
with a distinguished equanimity and patience. Resigned
to Heaven's disposal, willing to leave this world, and trust-
ing for salvation and felicity in the merits of her Saviour
Jesus Christ, she parted {rom her afflicted frierds, and ix
oone to her ¢ Father and our Iather; to her God and our
Gtod.” In the meantime, let us respect the virtues and
cherish the memory of our deccased frierds. Lt us dwel
on what was amiable in their character, immtate their worth
and trace their steps: By this means the remembrance of
those we loved shall become useful and tmproving to us, as

well as sacred and dear.”

My uncle Mr. Clay had a fine voice, and read the scrvice
of the church extremely well: He wasan amiable man, kind
and affectionate to hig relatives, and beloved by them all.

Of my mother’s carly life I krow but httle. 1 have
often heard her speak of Mr. Theodore Maurice, an Eng:
lish gentleman, who was intimate 1 the family, and took a
particular interest in advising and instructing her. He was
very particular in regard to the conduct of young ladies—
their delicacy and their morals; advised her not to read
Shakespeare, for though he acknowledged there were many
beauties in his works, therc was much that was objection:
able. This is certainly true in a measure, but his works
are, perhaps, more prized now than at that time; and
Bishop Cox, of New York, said he could select passages
from Shakespeare that would do to lay by the side of the
prayer book and Keble's Christian Year.
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Mr. Theodore Maurice returned to lingland, but we have
his portrait now, hanging in our dining-room. Among my
mother’s early friends was a younz lady to whom she was
very much  attached, and- whom she represented as being
lovely and interestinge—Miss Letitia Thompson, She died
young, and was sincerely mourned by my mother. 1 have
«in her tomb in a family burial-place of Mr. Finney, who
lornierly occupied the house which afterwards was pur
chiased by my father. It was situated at the north side of
New Castle, but it has shared the fate common to private
burial-grounds.  The field has fallen into other hands, and
there is no trace of graves or monuments left.  The remains
may possibly have been exhumed and interred in some mor:
«iitable place, but I never heard of it. This was also the
ense with a burial-ground attached to a house still standing,
{ormerly—before my time—a Quaker meeting house.
There, inclosed by a railing, were my father's brothers
Imried ; probably his father and mother. I recollect, years
ueo, reading the names on the tombstones, but memory fails
as to the individuals, There also was my youngest brother
Joseph buried, and my sister’s first son James Rogers; but
the hody of the latter was subsequently disinterred and
buried in Immanuel Churchyard. No vestice is now left ;
the field has long since been ploughed up and grain plaated
there, I have often wondered my parents sufferad it to
b 0.

In regard to Mr. Finney, I have understood he was in
very comfortable circumstances, if not wealthy, but sold
xime property and was paid in Continental money. which
st became valueless, and so was reduced almost to pov-

orty.  His two daughters were elegant women, and, as a

gentleman  said, would have graced Greneral Washington's
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levee. Mamma has often pointed to the old-fashioned win-

dow szat 1n our front parlor where Miss Ifinney and her ad-
nurer used to sit, and the large closet containing part of our

library, which we commonly called the book closet, where
It old

walls could speak like the old chairs in “ Pickwick.” how

Mr. Finney's sister used to sit to read and write.

many interesting tales they could tell !
velated of Bishop White, of Pennsylvania.
upon him who had been indebted to him for some time.
and paid him in Contimental money.  As it was ther leeal,
the Bishop counld not refuse to receive it, but in the p;fo:';;-—
paet of 1ts soon becoming worthless, he thought it a dis-
honest act, and called aloud to his servant, as the man was
volng down stairs, to take care of the silver spoons.  When
I was a child I recollect sceing this Continemtal money lying
among old papers in our garret.  After the masrtage of my
mother she murt have remained some time at my grand-
mother’s, for my sister Maria, her eldest {t:hQiidj was bhorn
thery February 27, 1786.  Their first house was that on
Delaware strect, where my brother James was born, and
where he afterwards was married and resided. I was born
i our old fumily mansion, where T have lived, except a few
years' 1nterruption, all my life.

Many a play and romp we

children, as we were then, had in our old nursery room—

Wilham T,

Maria Bozes and others associated with us.

Read often joined wus, being a little younger than my
Often as I lay awake in the morning have
[ amused myself with the curtains surrounding my bed, on
which was depicted the figure of Washington in a chariot
drawn by horses.  Near him were two figures, one holding
a flag with stripes; the other a trumpet.  Before him was
the temple of fame, and also a person in it with a trumpet.

hrother James.

1 heard ar anecdote
A man called

._}Ii.
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Another personage was Benjamin Franklin; one near him.
wis holding thig label, “ Where liberty dwells, there 1s my
country,” _

I'he only recollection I-have of my aunt Mary—or Polly,
e she was usually called—my mother's elder sister, was as
I nat by her side in the nursery, caressing and playmg with
ine, and repeating ¢ those immortal lines of Knglish litera-
ture " which have served to amuse past generations :

Jack and Jill went up the hill
To draw a pail of water;

- Jack tell down and broke his crown,
And Jill came tumbling after,

Fly away Jack—fly away Jill.

And then their marvelous disappearance and roturm filled
me with wonder. Simple childhood P casily pleased and as
tw-:|1li13; made sorrowful.  The first husbamd ol nry aunt was
My, Porter.  They Bved on a farme pear Staunton, about
nine miles from New Castle. I know not how long they
lividd together, but T believe he died suddenly and left her
Not long after she

heenme a widow she was addressed by Major Foreman, and,

i the possession of a handsome estate.

ter much irresolution; fisally accepted him, against the

approbation and earncst persuasion of her friends, who had
cvery reagon to believe her money was his chief object.

My mother was fond of writing, and amused herself’ and
her friends, both at the tiine and afterwards, with the fol-
lowing drama, the facts of which arc literally true.. 1t bears
no date, but must have been written before the year 1800,
for my aunt died i 1801..  Major Foreman was represented
a Major Fribble ; wmy father and mother as Mr. and Mrs.
Management ; my aunt Mary or Polly as Mrs. Credu-
ltipg.; aunt Caldwell (at that time: Booth), Mrs. Mean-
well - Mrs, Johns, Mrs. Trueworth.




FORTUNE HUNTER:

A DRAMA.

SCENE 1.
The Race Ground. Knter Major Fribble, with sevora!
centlemen on horscback.
First Gentleman: Well, Major, who is fortune likely to
favor to-day ; what horse—Diamond or Silverheels—think
you will win the race? But did you hear the news ?

Major: News? Why, what has happened? What

HEWws 7 |
First Gentleman: The best news in the world for. a
bachelor and a bankrupt. Mr. P has died very sud-
denly, and has left, it iy said, about £100,000. Now, as
you are an artful dog, you must set all your wits to work to
gain the widow. I know that you can swear she is brichter

than Venus, and that you love her to distraction. So away -

this moment; lose no time, lest some person steps in be-
fore you.

Major: What! must I go in this dirty trim? Here
have T been on the turf these three days, and have not had
time to change my clothes.  However, I will trust to my
address and the soft flattery of my tongue. 8¢ good-bye to
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vou. ['ll clap spurs to my horse, and away to my charm-
W Duleinea; nor will 1 leave a stone wunturned, and
hrough fire and water will T go, to be master of her fortune.

[ He then gallops off and never stops until he arrives at
the widow’s.] ‘

| SCENE 2,

I'he farm house belonging to Mrs. Credulous. The Major
arrives, his horse all in a foam. He dismounts and gives

a loud rap at the door. Miss Friendly looks out of the

window.

Miss Friendly: Bless me, Mrs. Credulous! whom have
We got here?  An admirer, I'll lay my life; bit he is a
divty, shabby looking fellow ; therefore pray discard him.

[ Kntet Major Fribble.]

Major: Major Fribble, madam, at your service. 1 hope
you will excise my visit and the motive of it. Fame had
«pread abroad your virtues and powerful attractions. 1 ami
miormed of the death of your husband, and I come to con-
role you and to beg of you to think no more of the dead,
hul to turn your thoughts upon the living. In this dirty
ivim T have ventured to approach you. The violence of my
passion must be my apology; for upon the wings of love have
| ome to you.

Mrs. Credulous: Sir, you surprise me. - I am not used
(o be accosted in this manner. Your dress and address
are really disgustihg, (o your way, and leave me to my re-
tirement and to the enjoyment of my own reflections. To
mention anything of love is but insulting me, and your be-
havior, upon the whole, is very disagreeable. My heart
and mind correspond with my outward dress. The one is
clothed in sadness, and as the other is the garb of mourn-

C 3
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IFrom  the carliest days of their marriage. cousin Ffiza
Clay (after Anthony ). with her husband. Mr. Robert (lay,
were frequent and welcome visitors at my father's.  She Wats
pleasing In appearance, tasteful in dress. sprightly and at-
tractive 1t her manners, and soon became a general favorite,
Y cars afterwards she has spoken to me of the happy houis
she spent 1 our famly. when my mother and she used to
«it in the little entry above staits in our dear mansion with
their sewing, while my uncle Rev. Robert (Ylay read aloud
some entertaining book,  On otie ocecasioh she accompanied
him to church in Wilmington, and after service he intro
quced her to the rector, Mr. Clarksot, as Mis. Clay. He.
supposing her to be uncle Robert’s wife. asked him after-
wards where he met with that lovely creature. She was
very fond of me, though I was theli too young to appreci-
ate or recollect it. 1 was thought a very pretty child when
about two, or betweerl two and three years of age : but that
dire discase, the smallpox, soon despoiled me of my beauty.
[ have often heard my mother (or ma, the appellation 1 al-
ways gave her, and will now, as T write of her) relate a cir-
cumistance which made a deep impression on my mind. T
was so ill that scarcely a hope was entertained of my recov-
cry. Ma left the room for a short time, tb endeavor to
On her
vettrn she noticed a piece of lamb on the dinner table, and,
s # directed by Provideitee, she took a small piece and put
it to my lips. T sucked in the juice. She then gave an-
other, and from that time I began to revive. T suppose it
was the erlsis of the discase, and [ was sinking from ex-
Haustion. It was not the practice of physicians to adminis-
ter stimulants, as they do now. It was the will of my
Heavenly IFather that T chould be spared and continned

compose her mind for the event of wmy departure.

|

arrived late m the atterncon.
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onger i this state o bemng—this checkered seene of goad
and il May 1t not have been in vain for myself and others !

it was about the year 1804 or 05 that aunt Booth, some
time previous to her marriage with uncle George Booth, was
il at our house of nervous fever.  Ier hearing was so acute
that even the rustling of' a silk dress in the room distressed
her,  She was so weak and low that it was feared she could
not survive.  She was unable to speak, and her attendant,
Mrs. Turner, put a feather before her nose; while all were
watching around her. There scemed to be no breath to
wove the feather, and Mrs. T. exclaimed: “ Poor thing !
she is gomne.”  After her recovery aunt B. told us that,
though unable to speak or move, she was perfectly sensible
of all that was passing around her, and heard Mrs. Tur-
ner’s exclamation. Many years were added to her life, for
which her friends were thankful.

in my youthful days, before traveling by railway was n-
vented, we used to make trips to Philadelphia in my father’s
carriage. It was nearly a day’s journey. We would have
been ineredulous 1t anyone had told us we should ever be
able to go to Philadelphia in the morning, spend a thousand
dollars in shopping—1t’ we had it to spend—or visit half a
dozen friends, and return home to tea. As 1t was, [ used
to enjoy those journeys in the carriage. We started after
breaktast, my father and mother, my sister or one of my
brothers, and mysell’; reached Chester to dine, spent an
hour there to refresh ourselves and feed and rest the horses,
and then proceeded to Philadelphia, where we usually
My father was very caretul

of' his horses, and wounld not travel fast., from a humanity
of digposition that was nuanifested to all the animal ereation.
Heturning from Philadelphia, we generally stopped at the

6 3
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* Practical Farmer.” twelve miles above Wilmiineton.,  Mus,
Truitt, the mistress of the mansion, gave us a tolerably wood
dinner, but her pastry we might have thrown a halt’ dezen
yards 1n the air, and 1t would not have heen broken by the
tall.  In our wisits to the city we staid sometimes at aunt
Booth’s or unele Berrett's, husband of my father's rister
Betsy, or, properly, Klizabeth ; but mostly. at that time, at
my uncle Curtis Clay’s. His house was in Chestnut street,
near the corner of Seventh, south side of the way., A
board yard was at the corner, where now it is densely built
up, and stores now occupy the site of his house. It is said
that at the time of my uncle Curtis’ marrisge with Miss
Margaret Wood they were the handsomest couple in Phila-
delphia. There was no trace of beauty in my early remem-
brance of her. She had been a hopeless invalid for years,
her mind and memory gone.  Her disease was contracted in
: ball-room, 1t was thought, from being long n the cold and
then being overheated in dancing. DBut her husband's
Limdness and affection was unvarying frowm that time until
her death. A nurse was provided to attend her, and every-
thing bestowed to make her comfortable.

During these visits to the city my father aad mother
took me more than once to visit an aged Quaker lady. aunt
Betsy Rogers. She must have been my father’s aunt by
marriage, the wife of his uncle. for his motha's maiden
name was Rogers. She used to address wy tfather and
mother ag Jimmy and Nancy. which seemed very odd to
me.  HKxtreme neatness and order were apparent in her
house. She had c¢ne son, Thomas Rogers. a well-lookinge
young man. Some time after our lust visit we woere e
formed she died suddenly, while sitting at the dinner table.

A very pleasant place we young people were fond of vis-
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me (and the older ones. too), was at the farm house of aunt
Pegey Booth, widow of my father’s brother Thomas Booth,
near the town of St. Georges. It was an agreeable ride of
(welve or thirteen miles in ‘v carriage to set out in the
morning and return in the evening, though sometimes we
staid longer.  The two daughters were kind and  attractive
and pleasant in manner, and drew frequent visitors to the
house. Mergaret was protty and much admired ; Betsy
was not so handsome, but hoth were intelligent and agree-
able. They had arrived at womanhood at the time of my
first recolleetions of them. 'Fhey frequently visited at uncle
Berritt’s in Philadelphia, and thore 1 often had the pleasure
of mecting them. Betsy was united in marriage to Mr.
Joseph Roberts : resided in Middletown a while, but all
finally came to New Castle, and were quite an acquisiticn to
the soclety there.  After a few years, however, they re-
moved to Philadelphia, whers Mrs. Roberts still lives, but
her sister 18 no more.

Being so much younger than my sister Mana, T recollect
hut little of her early life. I suppose 1t was spent mostly
in the retirement of our quiet town, except her visits to
Philadelphia, when she staid- at my uncle Curtis Clay s,
and, I think: went to school for awhile. 1 distinctly remen-
her her teacher in New Castle, who taught a young ladies’
school i & roony adjoining the court house, now used as one
o' the public offices.  Under Mr. Dana’s tuition she became
noted for her elegant penmanship.  Two or three books of
~oloctions from different authors were exhibited in our fam-
ily. They were shown on-one occasion to a gentleman visit-
ine at our house who taught a school for young ladies.  lle
admiired them so myach that he begeed leave to take them to
Hiow to his scholars, saving he would return them soon ; but
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he never returned them. My sister grew up to be very
handrome. A seene now presents itself to my mind, as she
stood in the parlor by my brother James, who had just re-
turned, at the time of vacation, {rom Princeton College. 1
was admiring her beauty, and the thought passed through
my mind : James will never marry, for he will never meet
with one as lovely as his sister. He, too, was handsome.,
with a fine expression of countemance. My sister was as
much admired for the virtues of her mind and the artless
swectness of her manners as for her beauty. There was a
large circle of young ladies at that time in New Castle, some
of them very pretty and others exciting admeiration more
tor sprightly, agrecable conversation than for personal ap-
pearance. There were frequent visiting and evening par-
tics. Nister Maria had many admirers. There were two
from Philadelphia and two from Maryland who were visi-
tors at our house, but she did not seem inclined to accept
anyone, until Mr. James Rogers offered himself. e pos-
sessed many excellencies of character, and met with the ap-
proval of father and mother. In the meantime my brother
continued at Princeton, pursuing his studies. Among ma's

intimate friends were Mrs. M¢William, Mrs. Miller and her

daughters, of an early date.  Mrps. Johns was a particu-
larly valued friend—a lady of much worth, intelligence and
plety ; pretty in appearance and sweet in manners. Mrs.
Thomas was another esteemed friend, though different in
character from Mrs. Johns. She possessed great strength
of mind and decision of character—a woman of encrgy. but

of Kind and tender fecling, always ready to serve her

fiiends i sickness or in health.  Ma was very fond of read-
g aloud, and, when she met with anything that pleased

her. would share the pleasure with Mrs. Thomas hy reading

TR SRS A BN TR DR RIOINS {H)

C oo hors Hhe contined her friendship to our family as
Lon e s <he Hved, 1 find amon s ma’s papers the following
0 *':. o0 the raecipt of & candle from Mrso Johns, who was a
eaod housexeeper, and sent it as-a r-e[jm':imm of those mado>
in her family. Tt was a dipped candle, which explains one
of -the Jines, * In vain T dip and dip again.”

To Mnrs ANY Jouns,

| Dated December 2, 1813, |
Your candle burned with brightest light.
But only lasted for one night,
Oh! give me one to light my day,
T'o guide me through my dreary way,
Or give instruetion to my mind,
That 1 the purer light may find,
Lu vain I dip and dip agaio :
1 wonld reform —’tis all the saine,
Give me one spark, one ray of light,
To make my candle shine more bright
My works, as yours, would wmerit pralse,
And sliine through all my tuture days,

These linzs, though simple, were pleasing to the eve and
car of fricndshin, “sinee trifles make the sum of human
things." ond wuch of our happiness or discomfort flow {row
themr,  How often a kind look or a swiile cheers the heare,
while an brritability of temper or a harsh word bows down
the spivit.

ifuil many a word at random spoicen
May wound or heal a heart that’s broken,

My sister's marriage took place on the 16th ol Apni,
1807, in the northeast paclor of our old mansion.  There
was a laree cirele to witness the ceremony, but I cannot call
o mind theese bestdes cur own tawly cxeept uucle Sistor

2y L'%
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Clay. Mr. T. W, Rogers and Mrs. Anthony. It was then
the custom in New Castle, a day or two after a wedding, to
have a party of married ladies, with their husbands, to tea :
and, a short time after, a company of the single ladies—
which custom was duly observed. The union of my sister
with Mr. J. Rogers promised to be a happy one, nor was
that hope disappointed. The sun of prosperity shone on
them during a long course” of years, with as few sorrows ag
are 1ncident to human life, for clouds and shadows niust
sometimes obscure the brightest days of this mortal state.

A year after this my brother James graduated at Prince-
ton College. My father and mother went to Princeton to
be present on the cecasion, and took me with them. 1 was
then about twelve years of age.  The scene was new to me,
and [ was quite delighted, though 1 was too young to ap-
preciate the college exercises of the day. My brother deliv-
cred an cration, it I remember correctly, on novel reading.
Mr. Willlam Meade, of Virginia, afterwards Bishep of that
State, delivered the valedictory address.  His sweet and
touching voice was peculiarly suited for that allotment, and
s | sat 1n the gallery and locked over the crowded audi-
cnee | saw tears flowing from many eyes.  That sweet voice

I have sinee heard in the pulpit in Philadelphia, but it is

now hushed i death.  In the evening my father, mother,
brother and myself were invited to Mr. Richard Stockton’s
to tea.  As our carriage drove to the docr his beautiful
daughter Miss Mary Stockton, with graceful aspect, waited
on the steps to receive us. The seene is vivid now in mem-
ory, though so many years huve passed.  Her relatives from

Burlington, Mrs. Griflith and her daughter Miss Susan

iriffith, and some of the college students, were there. Misy
Mary Stockton was very graceful and sprightly in her man-
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ners,  Bhe tock a great deal of notice of me and gquite wen
my heart. ox she did these of scme of the students. She
took me in ber lap and fixed my hair according to her taste.
taking scme of the pins cut of her ewn hair to jut in mine.
Those pins T kept for a long time as precious relics. It was
cither that evening or the following one I'was present at a
ball given, 1 bclieve, by the students.  In the course of the
cvening My, Themag H. Skinner, then quite a youth, -
vited we to dance with him. I was at that time very {fond
of dancing, snd accepted the invitation.  Mr. Skinner be-
came a distinguished Presbyterian minister, and was for sov-
cral years pastor of the church in Arch street, Philadelphia.
One morning after service a lady of my acquaintance 1ntro-
duced me to him, and ssid, as he shook hands with me,
“whe says she has had your hand before”” 1 replied :
“ Yes ; at a commencement ball in Princeton.” < Ah!™
sald he, @ thoso were my vonng and foolish days.”

My broth-r James chese the law. ag his profession, and
went to a law school in Lachfield, Conn.

An cvent took place a little later that threw a deep shade
of' serrow over the family, especially over my mother's
heart. Joseph, her youngest darling son, was called from
this vale of tears

F'o mitlder skies and brighter plains,
Where everlasting sunshine reigns.

He was a lovely boy of mine years, beautiful in appear-
ance, with dark, "beaming eyes, expressive of all that was
egcod and amiable.  He was plously ineciined, and before he
could write taugbt himsalf], from newspapers, to make let-
ters after the form of printed ones, and frequently wrote hit-
tle stories, contrasting good and bad boys.  One evening he
scetned to be in a ta’king meed, ard said what he would

"
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cive cach of the family, His undde Rev, Robort (Nay he
would give a beautiful church, and make overybady come
and hear him preach.  Naming cach one, he allotted somie-
thing for them.  But wmy sister’s first son, little James,
about erzhteen months old, he satd he weould take with him
to & beautiful palace in the sky. This was two or three
woecks betore he was taken sick. and it 1s remoarkable little
James survived him but a short time.  One of the last
thines he wrote in his little book was a verse from Dr
Watts - Hymns tor Children ;™
Why should I say ’tis yet too soon

To seek for Heaven or think ef death ?

A flower may fade before ’tis noon,
And I this day may lose my breath.

1 tllness was short. ﬂy father was attendine court 15
Dover, and was sent for.  The day before he died, as T was
sitting beside his hittle bed, some one asked if he knew me.
He turned to we and said, * Yes ; it 1s Libbie,” a name by
which he always called me. It was too much for me. 1
was tenderty attached to him. T sobbed and eried and left
the room.  He died August 6, 1809, Ma had lost three
children before, and no doubt felt deeply, but this was the
severest blow, the most poivuant sorrow, and east a shade
over many years. But it was blessed to her spiritual wel-
fare.  “ Whom the Loerd loveth He chasteneth.” Tt led
her soul from the vanities of ecarth to seck a better portion,
The conversation and letters of uncle Slator Clay, an c¢mi-
nently plous man, were a source of much comfort and in-
struction to her. The following reflections were penned by
her a few days aftcr the death of Joseph

» NEW UasTLE, August 10, 1809,
+ My blessings axe many. 1 have drank of the cup of
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joy @ that of affliction s now offered. My dear som Joseph
Booth departed this life August 6, 18049, Kre long 1 hope
to be with him, and oh! God, in the meantime prepare me
for a seat in Thy blessed mansions.  Let this heavy afthe-
tion, which Thou wast pleased for some wise purpose to send
upon me, be the means of drawing my affectrons from this
world towards a better. Give me Thy grace and Thy
assistance, which, united with my earnest endeavor to be-
come truly good, may render me acceeptable in Thy sight,
and fit me for immortal life.

“Oh! Lord. since it has pleased Thee to call my child
out of life, give me, T beseech Thee, fortitude of mind under
this my affliction.  On opening the Bible after the decease
of my child, the 25th psaly was the first that wax presented
(1) MY VICW.

“ Unto Thee, oh! Lord. do T lift up my scul.  Rhow me
Thy ways, oh { Lord; teach me Thy paths ; lead me m Thy
truth, and teach me; twrn Thee unto me and have mercy
upon me, for T am afflicted.  The troubles of my heart are
cnlarged.  Oh! bring Thou me out of my distress. Lok
upon mine afffiction dind pain, and forgive all my sins”

I make some extracss {rom two letters of my uncle Rev.
Slator Clay, written a little after the commencement of the
war with Knegland.  We were, as he observed, from our «t-
uation «n the river Delaware, very much exposed to the 1n-
cursions of the British fleet, and many persens felt so much
alarmed that they moved all their most valuable things and
what houschold goods they could spare somie distance in the
country.  Some of our gunboats were lyimg below the town,
and the officers frequently visited in New Castle.

< My DrARr Swsrer: 1 was in Philadelphia the begin-
wing of this week and drauk tea with Eliza ( My Anthony
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After making the weual inquiries respecting our New (lastle
friecnds, she informed me that Mr. Booth and yourselt’ werc
cxpected m Philadelphia perhaps this week, so that T am
uncertain whether this will find you at home. T have been
fr(‘fillﬁﬂt!y' under much concern respecting you. The pre-
arlous situation you are in, the many alarms you must
hecessarily experience and the anxiety consequent upon your
cxposed sitnation to the incursions of the enemy’s fleet, mukt
make you very uneasy. Well, my dear sister, shall T spirit-
naaze the subject ? T know you wint to hear something of
the Redeemer, and of the way of salvation through Him.
We dwell in a world that licth in wickedness. We CaITY
about with us a body of sin and death. Temptations sur-
tound us on cvery side, and a thousand snares besot us
wherever we go. - We are engaged in a spiritual warfare,
and consequently have spiritual enemies to contend with,
They are potent.  * Principalities, powers, the rulers of the
darkness of this world,” are combined against us.  But fear
wet. The Captain of our salvation has promised to make. us
“more than conquerors.” T write thus because T believe you
are (ngaged n this spiritual warfare.
** Then let our souls march boldly on,
Press forward to the Heavenly gate
There peace and joy eternal reign,
And glittering. robes for conquerors wait.

“ May the Lord pregper you more and more. May you
Lie faithful unto death, and finally receive a erown of life.
“ We enjoy our usual health. Jehu is to be ordained

on- Sunday next.  Geerge is with us, out of cmploy, owing
to the blockade; no business doitig in the custom House.
‘He talks of s pending the sunmer with Ann. My wife joins
i love to Mro Beoth and vowself. cte. Robert. T Licar, s
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well,  May he enjoy a thriving soul 1n a heaithy body. 1
den’t foreet Sarah Caldwell.  May the Lord bless her and
all her household. I hope Mana, your daughter, 15 well
My love to her. i w
‘“ Your truly affectionate brother,
“SLaToR CLAY.

+ Haturday evening, June 5, 1813.”

I give another letter {from the same: .

~ My DEar SisteEr : Your long and instruetive epistle [
received and perused it with attention and, 1 trust, profit. 1
shall endeavor to answer it, so that through the Divine bless-
ing you may also derive some benefit from what I write. 1t
is with this view that I put pen to paper. My dear sister,
it is not upon common and ordinary topies that 1 wish to
correspond.  Time is too precious to trifle away upon indif-
ferent subjects. Kternity 1s at hand, and ‘the comihg of
the Lord draweth nigh.” 'These considerations imduce me
so to write, that we may be mutually admonished and edi-
fied. T rcjoice that your mind appears to be diverted {rom
the objects and pursuits m which you acknowledge 1t was
formerly too much engaged.  What cause {or gratitude to
the * Father of lights” through Jesus Christ, if, by the illu-
minating influences of the blussed spint, the delumve lustre
of earthly things is so darkened, by a comparative view of
that glory which shall be revealed, as to engage us carnestly
‘ to press toward the mark fox the prize of ouy high calling.’
You are not singular, my dear sister, in the difficultics you
meet with in your Christian course.  Good resolutions, you
<ay, are inpcded. This 1s the common lot of «ll who set

cut in carnest for the kinedom of Heaven.  Kven thes: who

have progressed far in the divine hife have reason to say
the cood that I would. T do not; bat the evil that 1 would
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ot, that © do. Bunyan. in his Pilerim’s Progtess, has
truly delineated the difficultios, snares and teinptations by
wich we may expect to be assailed when-entering on and
progressing in the way to 1leaven.  Not that we all mect
with the same trials.  Noj as the Lord is pleased to diver-
sify His gifts of providenee and grace, so likewise does e
deal with His people in the difficulties they meet with in
their Christian warfare.  Some are carried on silently and
smoothly, meeting with but few adverse occurrenees, whilst
others are tried to the uttermost, and are sometimes ready,
through despondehey, to give up all for lost.  But let us
not be dismayed. ¢ The Lord of hosts is with us: the God
of Jacob is our refuge” Many are the afflictions of the
righteous, but the Lord delivereth him out of them all. I
am sorry to hear that religion is so much on the decline at
New Castle.  The town has long been highly favored in
gospel privileges.  They have had ¢line upon line, and pre-
cept upon precept,’ with little apparent advantage. But
what shall we say 7 * Paul may plant and Apollos water,
but it is God that aiveth the inerease.” Tt is our duty to
use with diligence the appointed means of orace, considering
them only as means, looking above and beyond them to the
Author and Giver of every good and perfect gift, by Whose
ageney alone they are made effecttial for the conviction, con-
version and salvationt of' sinners. By erace we are saved
through faith, and that not of ourselves. It is the aift of
tod.  We have nothing we can call our own but guilt, pol:
lution and misery j therefore not unto us, oh! Lord, but
unto Thy nawme, be all the glory for any good that is found
i man, | write thus freely because T believe to you re-
izion is an acceptable theme.  If T did not heliove this to
he the cage. | should not write as [ do. Happy would it be
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i all our relations were like minded. How is it with Sarah
Caldwell?  May the Lord give her a right understanding
in all things necessary to her eternal welfare.

“Mr. B. has informed me of his father’s illness.  If his
mind is stayed on Jesus, he shall be kept in perfect peace,
and though the outward man perish, yet the inward man is
renewed day by day. If he be able to read, tell him to
look into the 6th psalm. He will there find consolation.
Jehu has set out on his missionary expedition, visiting the
vacant churches in this State. I expect his return in about
three months. He has preached in this city and country
with acceptance, but popi:tlaﬁty ought by no means to be a
minister’s aim. ¢ If T yet pleased men,’ says the apostle, < I
should not be the servaiit of Christ.” My paper admonishes
we that it is time to conclude. May the Lord bless you
and yours. From your affectionate brother,

| “SLATOR CLAY.

“ PHILADELPHIA, July 26, 1813."

When my uncle Slator was a young man, T have heard
iny mother say, he was very proud and haughty ; but after

he became pious he was entirely changed in this respect,

and ag I remember him his countenance and manuer were
cxpressive of holy meekness and humility, so that a stranger
hiight be impressed with the truth that he had “ learned of
Him who was meek and lowly in heart.” He went to the
Bermuda Tslands (I know not for what purpose), and re-
mained there for some time. I believe he taught a school,

‘but whether he entered the ministry while there I cannot

say, A sketch of his life may be found in Dr. Spraguc’s
 Annals of the American Pulpit.” His son J ehu, of
whom he writes, was for many years an aceeptable minister
in the Swedes’ Church of Gloria Det of Philadelphia, be-

depee

'] {1
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loved by his congregation, and indeed by all who kuew him;
for the excellence of his character and his amiable and un-
affected manners.  Uncle Slator’s grandson, his daughter
Ann’s som, Dr. J. C. Hepburn, has been for some years
missionary 1 China and is now in Japan, and to his other
fabors has added the valuable one of preparing a Japanese
dctionary.  Uncle Slator was rector of the Kpiscopal
Church in Evansburg, Pa. Ma had not very long the
privilege she so much prized of his conversation and letters.
He had finished the work the Master had given him to do
i an extended and useful ministry. He left his affection-
ate and mourning friends below and entered his heavenly

PRt

“ Then, secure
From pain, from grief, and all that we endure,
He slept in peace—say, rather, soared to Heaven,
Upborne from earth by Him to whom ’tis given
Ln his right band to hold the golden key
That opes the portals of eternity.
When by a good man’s grave I muse aléne,
Methinks an angel sits upon the stone,
Like those of old on that thrice-hnllowed uight,
Who sat and watched in raiment heavenly biieht ;
And with a voice inspiring joy, not féar,
Says, pointing upward, that hé is net here -

That he is risen !

* Blessed are the dead that dic in the Lord; for they rest
from their labors, and their works do follow them.”

It was in 1814 I lost my friend, Ann Van Dyke. She
was the companion of my childhood and of mere advanced
youth.  We were much in each other’s socicty © we walked
together and read together.  She was fond of poctry and
music, and used to play a somg written by me and adapted

{
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v oue of her familiar tunes.  Qur favorite ride was to Wil-
mington, in order to walk up the river Brandywine and en-
joy its pleasant and romantic scencry, Her fond parents
were tenderly indulgent, and het . father, who was very rc-
fined in his manners, took great pains to cultivate her mind
and external graces. She was not handsome, but ot comely
appearance and lively, pleasant disposition, In her affluent
home was everything to muke life desirable, but all could
not save her from sorrow and disappointment. Her health
cradually declined.  An artist was in New Castle at that
time and took the likeness of several of the famly. Her
father wished her to have hers taken, but she deeclined.
However, she afterwards consented. I was visiting her onc
cvening, when she asked me if T wished to see her likeness,
though in an unfinished state. We went up stairs into the
painting room, and as she held the candle I looked from her
pale face toward the picture. She said, with the greatest
composure: “I did not wi:h to have my likeness taken, but
I overheard my father say to the artist, ¢ I want to have her
portrait, for I fear she will not be long with us.” Then 1
made no more objecticn.”  Thus she passed calmly away.
[Her affliction was the means of leading her to her Saviour.
Who alone can give that “ peace which passeth understand-

?3

ing.” In some reflections which she penned she says ¢ that
which had becn her greatest cross proved to be her greatest

1

blessing.”  The following thoughts written after her death,
but without date, will best express my feelings on that sad
cecasten @ © Oh! my friend, what throbs of mournful recol-
leetion move my heart when I review those scencs where
many a happy hour we passed together.  In youthtul
pleazure there we roved, uncousctous of the speed of time,
W oatheyed roscs fairand lovely. My frend, ke them,
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