MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE.

By JOHN CHARLES FREMONT.

CHAPTER 1L

1828-33 School days—1833-36 Cruise on U. S. S, Natchez—1836-37 Appointed Pro-
fessor of Mathematics in the Navy—Assistant Engineer under Captain Williams—
Work in Mountains of North and South Carolina—1837-38 Thre

: atened hostilities
with Cherokee Indians, etc., etc.

LookiNG back over the years of the life which T am about to transfer to
the blank pages before me, I see in its earlier part but few things worthy of
note. The lights and shadows of schoolboy life are like April weather.,
There is much sunshine and the clouds pass quickly. Fartl

1er a]ong the

shadows darken and lengthen. But the current events which belong to early

life make slight impressions and have no consequences. They do not extend

their influence into the time when life begins in earnest. Looking back over

- . . - - '-)
the misty road I dwell with mixed feelings upon the pictures that rise up in

my memory. Not upon all with pleasure.

Yet they are part of myself and represent pleasant scenes and faces that
were dear, now dim in the obscurity of years. Buton these pages I recur
only to those passages in my early life which had some connnection with its
after part and were a governing influence in it. Throughout, at different
periods it has been my good fortune to be in familiar relations with men who
were eminent, each in his own line, all of whom were individualized by char-
acter and some distinguished by achievement. Even if insensibly, such asso-
ciations influence the course of life and give its coloring to it. The early
part of mine was desultory. “ The path that men are destined to walk ”
had not been marked out for me. Later events determined this, and mean-
time I had freedom of choice in preparatory studies.

At sixteen I wasa good scholar. My teacher, who became my friend as
well, was a Scotch gentleman who had been educated at Edinbur

thoroughly imbued with classic learning, and lived an inner
Greeks and Latins.

gh; he was

life among the
Under his enthusiastic instruction 1 became fond as
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himself of the dead languages, and to me also tl}ey beca_me replete with
living images. I entered upon the study of Greek w1th_ genuine pleasure and
excitement. It had a mysterious charm for me as if b?hmd the strange
characters belonging to an ancient world I was to find things of wolnderﬁ::l
interest. 1 loved to pore over the volumes of old G,reek p'lays in their
beautiful Edinburgh print that were among my teacher’s cherished b?oks
and the fresh ones that occasionally came to him from Scotland. Filled
with the figures of that ancient world into wh.ich I had en'tered they re-
main stamped as pleasing bits into the recollections of that time, and sho_w
how completely my mind was possessed by my work. . The years spent in
this way gave me habits of study and laid the foundation for a kflowledge
of modern languages which long afterward became valuable in important
events. ; 5

Upon the strength of these studies I now entered at once into the junior
class at the Charleston college, though far behind it in other branches .and
especially in mathematics. But this new field interrupted the close relations
with my friend and teacher Dr. John Roberton. Many years afterward,
in reacfing the introduction to his translation of Xenophon's Anabasis I
had the pleasure to find him speaking of me as “ his once beloved and fa-
vorite pupil—his prodigious memory and enthusiastic application.”

I was fond of study, and in what I had been deficient easily caught up
with the class. In the new studies I did not forget the old, but at times I
neglected both. While present at class I worked hard, but frequently
absented myself for days together. This infraction of college discipline
brought me frequent reprimands. During a long time the faculty forbore
with me because I was always well prepared at recitation, but at length,
after a formal warning neglected, their patience gave way and I was expelled
from college for continued disregard of discipline.. I was then in the senior
class. Inthis act there was noill-feeling on either side. My fault was such
a neglect of the ordinary college usages and rules as the faculty could not
overlook and I knew that I was a transgressor.

A few years afterward the faculty voluntarily revised their decision and
conferred on me the degree of Bachelor and Master of Arts, so taking me
back into the fold. Meantime I had my compensation. The college author-
ities had wrapped themselves in their dignity and reluctantly but sternly in-
flicted on me condign punishment. To me this came like summer wind, that
breathed over sométhing sweeter than the ““ bank whereon the wild thyme
blows.” 1 smiled to myself while I listened to words about the disappoint-
ment of friends-—and the broken career. 1 was living in a charmed atmos-
phere and their edict only gave me complete freedom. What the poets dwell
on as ‘““the rarest flower oflife ” had bloomed in my path—only seventeen
[ was passionately in love. This was what had made me regardless of
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discipline and careless of consequences. This was the true rebel that car-
ried me off to pleasant days and returned me buoyant at night to hard work
in order to catch up with my class next morning.  With my memory full
of those days, as the recollection rises to the surface | put it down here.
This is an autobiography and it would not be true to itself if I left out the
bit of sunshine that made the glory of my youth-—what Schiller calls “ his
glorious youth.” It is only a few lines, a tribute which as they reappear
around me I give to the pleasant companions who made life gay at that
i There will be enough hereafter of grave and hard, conflict and dis-

sension, violence and injury and fraud; but none of these things were known
to us, that little circle of sworn friends, who were gat

ers. We took no thought for the harvest but gatl
the upspringing grain.

I remember, once along the banks of the Des Moines, a botanist with
me stooped down and grasped the clustered head of a low flowering plant.
Under the broad leaves lay coiled a rattlesnake, close to his hand. Geyer
escaped, but it gave him a spasm that made him dig his heels into the ground
and jerk his arms nervously about as he threw off the shock.

Always afterward he looked for snakes among his flowers, With ours
there were never any. Some thorns perhaps as I hadjust found, but these
go with the sweetest flowers,

Since I was fourteen years old I had been intimate with a creole family
who had escaped from the San Domingo massacre, With the mother and
grandmother, there were two boys and three girls.  The elder of the boys
was older than I, the girls all younger. The eldest of the three girls was
Cecilia. They were all unusually handsome ; clear brunette complexions,
large dark eyes, and abundant blue-black hai.

The grandmother was the head of the family and its autocratrice. She
was a tall, stern old Woman, with iron-gray hair, over seventy years of age,
and held absolute rule over us all, from the mother down. Often when the
riot was at the highest or we had kept it up late, her sudden appearance
would disperse us like 1 flock of quail. The house-children would
scamper off to bed and the visitors make a prompt escape. The house

stood on a corner and there Was a room at the rear which s daguerreo-
typed on my memory. This room opened directly on the street and be-

longed to us by squatters’ right. It was by this door that we were accus-

tomed to make a sudden exit when the grandmotl
for us,

hering our spring flow-
1ered our cornflowers from

1er made one too many

But her ill-humor of the moment never lasted until the
for us to meet. The severe

pose had not smoothed away. But often w
her Thave seen the lurking smiles

next time came
lines imprinted on her face by trials, after re-

hen we were in ful] flicht before
break into a pleased Iaugh that cleared
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0 hildren. Before
r I grew up with the ¢ ; .
ay the sternness. In a manne ' : e
::Td 3;fter I left college they, but especially Ofle, were lt;lesz(i)zrz;;a e
whom I was always happy to spend what time I cou pon.

boys and I made a restless n:io.
The days went by on wings. : Hes i

woods, or 3n the now historic islands, gunning or plcr}lcku;b,om gver
someti,mes with us: sometimes in a sailboat on the bay, o ;e'r;ed gs gemn
the bar to seaward and not infrequently when the bree;e ailed u gcturf

; er as in a pi 3

: s on the bar. I remem

ngerously near the breakers o ek s i

S:eii(r the ieads of perspiration on the fcn‘ehea.:i1 of my 1fn\end ?Za; Sl
- i urselves on -
ically hen we had found o
ged frantically at his oar w , b

tugi of Drunkeg Dick, a huge breaker that to our eyes appﬁared 4
suck ; : Al -
strous as he threw his spray close to the boat. For us it really was p

ick pull Devil. . & BN
: T}Iljose were the splendid outside days; days of unreﬁect.mg llfti“e .\I:i:.ein
lived in the glow of a passion that now I know extended its reI ning %
fluence over my whole life. The recollection of those days has nev

d ’ ' g emy
faded. I am glad that it was not required of me tocome back as an enemy

In the summer we ranged about in the

among those scenes. . - :
Tﬁiq holiday time could not last, but it was beautiful, although 1 was

conscious that 1 could not afford it. I had not enttlprely‘ negllz(;ttlad ;?ﬁ
studies. Sometimes seized with a temporary remorse ml' Fime tlaa S,eg‘.‘iith
ered up my books and overworkiﬂ_cll'fmyself for awhile, only to relap
> into the more natural life. : ‘
kee%:ezzz::iz];?ts that lead to events are often hardly n‘?tlc-'a.ab}}e;[i A su:l%llle
book sometimes enters fruitfully intlo Zhara;tertsr p;l(:]s‘:; farlnojs ;\;obsrave.:
a chronicle of men who had made them : .
itlen\zli?erld(idz, or infamous by cruel and base acts. }?‘Jlth1 a schooﬁ;o;:
enthusiasm I read these stories over and over again, with a ternatt_e p ee;{_
ure or indignation. I please myself in thinking thF:y }}aw; some Imesthé :
ercised a restraining or inspiring influence. Dwelling in the memory they
y i i f Amasis. '
“ er’?l?:if}?:rri:aiz work on practical astronomy, publ-ished in the Dutchf.
The language made it a closed book but fonj the beaut1fully cleé.r fllaps.dol
the stars and many examples of astronor_mcal calcul.a'Florl]s. y It?fm -
became well acquainted with the night skies an.d fam}harlzed m%rse 't“ée
the ordinary observations necessary to d.etermme latitude and (;ngl ude.
This was the beginning of the astronomical knowledge afterwards so es-
bemgj)lotr? nmciv the day for care and work came. We were only two, my
mother and . 'We had lost my sister. My brother was away, ma.ki.ng his
own career, and I had to concern myself for mine. [ was unwilling to
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leave my mother. Circumstances had more than usually endeared us to
each other and I knew that her life would be solitary without me. [ was
accustomed to be much at home and our separations had been slight. But
now it was likely to be for long and the hard part would be for the one left
alone. For me it was very different. Going out into the excitement of
strange scenes and occurrences [ would be forced out of myself and for
long intervals could forget what I left behind. For her in the sameness of
daily life there would be a blank not easily filled. But my mother had an
experience of sacrifice which with her true womanly nature it had been
hard to learn. Realizing that now the time had come for another, she, but
not cheerfully, sent me forward on my way. |

The necessity for exertion was making itself felt and the outlook for my
future was vague. But among the few men whom I had come to know as
friends there was one whose kindly aid and counsel was often valuable to
me, then and afterward.

Mr. Poinsett was one of the distinguished men of the day, of broad and
liberal mind, refined by study and much travel. While Minister to Mexico
his cultivated taste led him to interest himself in the luxuriant flora of that
country. Known in a graver way through his public works and service, it
has chanced that his name has been kept familiarly present and most popu-
larly known by the scarlet Poinsettia which he contributed to botany.

I knew him after he returned from Mexico, and before and during the
time when he was Secretary of War. By his aid, but not with his appro-
val, I went to the South American coast as teacher on board the U. S.
sloop of war Natchez, Captain Zantzinger. Admiral Farragut was one of
the Lieutenants. The voyage had its advantages. I saw more of the
principal cities and people than a traveller usually does on passing through
a country, though nothing of the interior. But the time spent was long
and had no future bearing. Among the few events that occurred to breai
the routine of ship life there was one in which I was concerned that re-
member with satisfaction. While lying at Rio de Janeiro a duel had taken
place between two of the midshipmen in which one lost his life. Both
were men of high character and had been friends. The fatal termination
of the meeting was deeply regretted, and by no one more than the survivor.
A trivial misunderstanding shortly after resulted in another. The princi-
pals on this occasion were Mr. Lovell, of South Carolina, and Mr. Parrott,
of Massachusetts. Decatur Hurst was Lovell’s second, and I Parrott’s,
Lovell was a nephew of Mr. Poinsett and Hurst a nephew of Commodore
Decatur. Hurst and I were friends. He proposed to put only powder in
the pistols for the first fire. If then another should be insisted on we would
give them lead. In this we incurred some personal risk, but were quite will-
ing to take it for the sake of the persons principally interested in theresult,
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This being agreed upon, we succeeded in leaving tht.e ship without l.lav-
ing attracted any attention to our movements, and crossing the bay qL{1et1y
landed on the north shore. Leaving the boat, we found a narrow strip .Of
sandy beach about forty yards long between the water and the mountain.
In such a place men could hardly miss each other. The few preparations
made, we placed our men twelve paces apart and gave thg word. Both
looked sincerely surprised that they remainec} &.;tandmg upright as before.
Going up each to his man, we declared the arfan: over ; the cause of quar-
rel in our opinion not justifying a second shot. There was some (lcmur;but
we insisting carried our men triumphantly back to th.e ship, nobody hurt
and nobody wiser. Hurst and T greatly enjoyed our little 7use de guerre.

Of the four men three are dead. Just when Lovell died I do not know.
Admiral Parrott died in New York about seven years ago. Hurst too is
dead. While on the African coast he was badly wounded in a duel, which
ultimately caused his death not long afterward. :

When the cruise was over I returned to Charleston. In the meantime
Congress had created the post of Professor of Mathematics i'n ‘the Navy. 1
applied for a commission and was ordered before an examining board, to
be convened shortly at Norfolk. Then came for me another pleasant
month, for I was back among my old friends, and the strong motive I had
now added to the pleasure I always found in study. All day long I was
at my books, and the earliest dawn found me at an upper window against
which stood a tall poplar, where the rustling of the glossy leaves made a
soothing accompaniment. The surroundings go for a great deal in intel-
lectual work.

My examination was successfully over and I had received, and declined,
my appointment.

Just then an opportunity was offered me to go under Captain W. G.
Williams, of the U. S. Topographical Corps, as one of the assistant engi-
neers on surveys to be made for a projected railway from Charleston to
Cincinnati. I gladly accepted the chance that fell to me, and spenta sum-
mer in congenial work among the mountains of South Carolina and Ten-
nessee. There were several parties, each under an able engineer. That
to which I belonged was under the direction of Lieutenant White, a gradu-
ate of West Point, who knew well how to make our work agreeable. We
were engaged in running experimental lines, and the plotting of the field
notes sometimes kept us up until midnight. Our quarters were sometimes
at a village inn and more frequently at some farmer’s house, where milk
and honey and many good things were welcome to an appetite sharpened
by all day labor on foot and a tramp of several miles backward and forward,
morning and evening. It was cheery, wholesome work. The summer
weather in the mountains was fine, the cool water abundant, and the streams




