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FOREWORD 

This Historical Account was written by Emma Juliette 
Juhan Breaker from letters, diaries, records and 
documents handed down through the generations, and 
from research done in the early 1900s of public records 
in Georgia, South Carolina and Europe by her sons 
Manley Juhan Breaker, George Howe Breaker and Henry 
Canty Breaker. 

From the Historical Account, with the help of my friend, 
Betty Eldridge, I charted the Family Tree through the 
generation of Emma Juliette Juhan Breaker, my Great 
Grandmother. With the help of my Mother, Vara Court 
Ward, the four subsequent generations were added to the 
Chart. The Chart was printed and the Historical Account 
re-manuscripted, bound and copies distributed to 
members of the immediate family in 1959. 

Margaret Ward 
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THE HORNBY FAMILY, 
Down to their Embarking for America 1784 
Chapter 1 

Softly the shades of evening were settling around the Towers of Hornby 
Castle, while the full-orbed moon was rising majestically upon her throne in the 
East, all draped in the fleecy clouds of a summer evening. Swiftly flowed the 
waters of the Lune, that almost washed the walls of the massive, venerable 
building, which had stood the storms of many centuries. The old Castle dated back 
to the days before the Norman invasion, during which time it was greatly enlarged 
and converted into a Fortress that stood many a siege and shock ‘ of battle. The 
family to whom it belonged were descended from an old Anglo Saxon stock, which, 
through centuries of war and bloodshed and change, continued in possession of the 
old Castle, still bearing the family name of Hornby. They bore different titles at 
different times. Their Coat of Arms was an Owl, emblematic, I suppose, of their 
power of keeping out of danger and continuing in possession of their Ancestral 
home all during the dark and bloody days of English History. 

On this particular evening two maidens, sisters, and only daughters of the 
late Earl who, one month before had suddenly expired from a stroke of Apoplexy, 
were sitting in pensive silence on a balcony in full view of the beautiful river 
which after curving almost entirely around the building widened out into a lake, 
and for many miles, pursued almost a straight course to the Sea. Wrapped in each 
others arms they had sat thus for many moments in silence, unbroken save by an 
occasional sob from first one and then the other. It could easily be seen that one 
was considerably the senior of the other, perhaps by ten years, and of entirely 
different characteristics. She was tall, finely proportioned, with clear fine 
complexion, very dark hair and dark blue eyes. Her face was expressive of energy 
and decision of character, that, but for the tender expression of her beautiful 
mouth, would have given her a masculine air. The other was a gentle, shrinking, 
little creature, that looked scarcely fifteen, with lily-white skin, flaxen curls and 
eyes of heavenly blue. Slender and sylph-like, she looked like a delicate vine, 
clinging to the tree beside it, as she clung to her sister in the agony of a great 
grief which convulsed her frame. 

“Oh! Eleanor, sister, how can we go and leave this dear old place, this home 
of our family for hundreds of years? These halls, where hang the portraits of our 
Ancestors for generations back, where I have played through the happy hours of 
childhood with my brothers. Where I have fed my rabbits and my birds, and 
planted and tended my flowers, and gathered them to deck my mother’s hair while 
she was with us — and yours after God took her; and these beautiful silvery 
waters too, on whose placid bosom we have so often rowed or sailed with our 
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Father and Brothers, on moonlit evenings, such as this, to the music of our lutes 
and voices; Oh! how can we go, sister?” And the poor girl, her frail form overcome 
by the intensity of her grief, fell fainting in her sister’s arms. With but little effort 
the strong sister bore her into the room opening on the verandah and applied the 
usual restoratives which she kept at hand; for the poor child was subject to these 
fainting spells from any sudden emotion of either joy or grief. 

The next day found Hannah a little pale and listless, after the attack she 
had suffered from the evening before, so Lady Eleanor ordered their ponies 
saddled for a morning ride, as she knew the exercise in the fresh morning air was 
the best tonic for her sister. They returned much invigorated, and repaired to the 
Library to make such selections from its shelves as would be the most useful to 
them, and as many books as they could conveniently carry. Hannah’s selection 
was mostly Devotional and Poetical. She was very devout and of a romantic, 
poetical turn of mind, was no mean Poet herself. Her sister was of a very practical 
turn of mind, and consequently selected books of that character. When the elder 
sister finished her selections she went to look after domestic duties, leaving 
Hannah poring over an old record of family history. With writing material in hand, 
she sat for hours copying from the old volumes facts connected with the family for 
many generations back. Different members of the family had been slain in battle, 
some had been beheaded for alleged treason against the King, several times the 
Castle and title had been confiscated to the Crown, but in every instance they had 
been restored, after a change in the dominant patty. And so it ran back to the 
Norman Invasion, when the family had been driven from their possessions and the 
old Saxon fortification had been almost demolished, and the present enlarged one 
built on its ruins. The old Saxon Thane was killed and all his family, except the 
youngest child, a boy about four years old, who was saved by his nurse, who hid 
herself and the child for months in a cave on the banks of the river. Winter 
coming on, and being threatened with starvation and death from cold, she 
concluded to cast herself and the child on the tender mercies of the Norman Lord 
who was occupying the remains of the Saxon home. She had carried with her 
clothing enough to give them a genteel appearance and so, arraying herself and 
the child in their best garments after a thorough ablution, she approached the 
house in much fear and trembling. She had seen the Nobleman walking over his 
grounds, often accompanied by a nurse with an infant, but had never seen anyone 
else except servants. She applied for admission and, strange to say, was allowed 
to enter. The Norman was greatly struck with the beauty and noble appearance of 
the child and saw at once that he was not one of the common people. The nurse 
too could converse with him in French. He learned from her that the boy was the 
son of the Saxon Thane who lived in the old Castle, the only one of the family who 
had escaped. The Norman took them in and gave them food and shelter for the 
night, and the next day learned from the woman the history of the family back to 
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the first Saxon occupation of the Country. They traced their descent back to Horsa 
one of the two brothers, Hengist and Horsa, the first Saxon conquerors of the 
Ancient Britons. The name Horsa means horse, of which animal the Saxons were 
very fond. The name was gradually changed to Hornby and they settled in 
Lancashire, which had been conquered by the West Saxons and belonged to the 
kingdom of Wessex. One of the Lords of Hornby Castle married Elfrida, a daughter 
of Egbert, one of the greatest of the Saxon Kings, Grandfather to Alfred the Great, 
one of the greatest and noblest men who ever wore a crown. Elgiva, a grand-
daughter of Alfred the Great, married Geoffrey Hornby, the Thane of Hornby 
Castle. Titles of nobility had not then been introduced into the country. When the 
Danes invaded the country many of the prominent Saxon Thanes, or gentlemen of 
wealth, married daughters of Danish leaders, by which means they retained their 
possessions. 

Hannah had heard this family History before, as legendary tales handed 
down, but did not know it had been reduced to writing by one of the Ancestors a 
hundred or two years before her time and copied and added to by different 
members of the family as the years went by. And now she learned that this 
Norman Nobleman, Count Pierre Bertrand, adopted the little Saxon boy, having no 
son of his own, and educated him in France. When he was grown he married the 
Count’s only daughter, who was a babe when the Count adopted him. The Norman 
in his will left his son-in-law the estate of the Hornby family as its rightful owner 
with the name and title belonging to it: “Earl of Lansdowne,” To his daughter he 
left his own estate in Normandy, with the title of “Countess of Belle-Isle,” From 
this, Geoffrey Willfred Hornby, though all the rest had been slain, the family made 
a new start in possession of their Ancestral home and have continued, the records 
said, “down to the present date,” which was 1780, written by Hannah’s father. 
She gathered from these annals that, during the “War of the Roses” the family 
had been partisans of the House of Lancaster, being connected by blood with that 
family. After the two factions were united by marriage, the Hornby family 
intermarried with the Tudor family, the reigning one, and consequently were not 
disturbed in their possessions. Page after page the young girl turned of these 
records telling of Marriages, Births, Deaths, Executions, Murders, and experiences 
that entered more or less frequently into the annals of all the families in those 
bloody centuries of English History, when Kings seemed to live merely to gratify 
their low sensual desires and to shad the blood of their subjects. Still, it was a 
gratification to her to find that the family was such an ancient one and that their 
dear old home had been the home of the family ever since the Saxons conquered 
England and was always known as “Hornby Castle,” 

She closed the old records and replaced them on the shelf with a deep sigh, 
for she realized that in a few days she would leave those dear old halls, probably 
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forever, as the broad waves of the Atlantic ocean would roll between them. She 
would have loved to take the book with her but it was the property of her eldest 
brother, the Earl, belonging to him as the heir. She had copied a large part of it, 
but now she must finish copying the Portraits of her Father and Mother and her 
Brother, the Earl, who was the only one of the family to remain in England. Her 
sister came in looking for her and remonstrated with her for remaining so long 
poring over those old books, and took her off to more cheerful company. It was 
now the dinner hour and her three brothers were already in the spacious dining 
room waiting for them, for dinner had been announced. 

The brothers were in high spirits, having just returned from Liverpool 
where they had been to make all final arrangements for leaving England the 
following week, on Thursday, one week from that day. They had met many old 
friends and relatives with whom they had spent the time not occupied with 
business, and had brought many kind messages of love to their sisters and several 
little parting gifts to take to their new home, that was to be. Their cheerful talk 
and merry laughter dispelled much of the sadness that had oppressed the sisters 
in their absence, and Hannah soon found herself joining with them and almost 
forgot herself in such an atmosphere of mirth as the brothers stirred up around 
them. After dinner they repaired for a while to the drawing room and enjoyed 
among themselves some sweet music with Piano, Harp, Violin and Flute, for they 
were all good musicians, and sang together many of the old Ballads of the times, 
especially Scotch and Irish songs, which were very popular at that time. The 
brothers told them that in three days everything, except their personal baggage, 
must be ready to be sent to the vessel so they all had to busy themselves 
gathering up what was to be taken. Eleanor had the Gardener to select roses and 
roots and flower seeds, and label them and prepare them for transportation, as 
she meant to have some of her dear old home flowers in her garden in the new 
world. Hannah put the finishing touches to the portraits she was taking and the 
next day they were ready for packing. As there was a retinue of servants, and 
each one ready to do his share of waiting on the young ladies and gentlemen, 
whom they had served from their infancy, the work was soon accomplished and 
the luggage sent off to Liverpool, whither in a few days they were to follow. Mrs. 
Hanford, their maid, who had been head nurse when they were children, and was 
capable of being housekeeper, or filling any position in the family, begged to be 
permitted to accompany them, especially on account of Hannah’s delicate health. 
She was of a highly respectable family and o£ good appearance and manners and 
the brothers cheerfully assented, as they said it would be of great advantage to 
their sisters to have a lady of her age and experience with them in a strange land. 
The sisters of course were very much pleased, for she had always been much 
more of a friend and companion than a servant. The Earl and his young Bride 
arrived in a few days, which helped to enliven the place, for she was an old friend 
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of Eleanor’s. They rode over the estate and bade farewell to all the tenants and 
their children, with whom they were great favorites, especially with the children, 
who would have done anything for the two sweet ladies. They were devotedly 
attached to their former mistress, the Lady Henrietta Raymond Hornby, the Earl’s 
wife, who was ever a helpful friend to them in times of trouble or sickness. Many 
tears were shed when they had to bid farewell to the children of their kind Master 
and Mistress, whom they never expected to see again, and warm and ardent were 
the wishes they expressed for their happiness and success in their far-away home. 
The partings were almost too much for the gentle Hannah, so her brothers and 
sister were glad when the last goodbye was said, the last visit to the tombs of 
their beloved parents was made, and they were rolling along over the country with 
coach-and-four and baggage wagon, and outriders, to Liverpool, to take passage to 
America. At the last point in the road from which they could get a view of the old 
Castle, they stopped the coach and took a last long tearful look, then the 
Coachman cracked his whip and rattled on. Hannah had prayed for strength to go 
through this trial and it was given her, for though she wept profusely, she did not 
break down. On the evening of the 28th of October, 1784, they embarked and 
sailed away forever from England. 
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THE BORDEAUX FAMILY  
Beginning 1655, brought down to 1783 

2 

 

The persecution of the Protestants in France was for awhile abated by the 
Edict of Nantes, which had been enacted during the reign of Henry IV, Prince of 
Navarre. For nearly a century they enjoyed peace and protection in the exercise of 
their religious rights. But the Church of Rome at last succeeded in getting it 
revoked, during the reign of Louis XIV; and persecution broke out with renewed 
fury. Many of the noblest families in France were Protestants, and great numbers 
of its wealthiest merchants and business men. Artists of all kinds, tradesmen, and 
mechanics were found among their number. Immediately on the Revocation, and 
in many cases before that event, a great many disposed of their property and left 
the country to save themselves from destruction. Hume, in his History of England, 
gives their number as over half a million, at least 50,000 of whom went over to 
England, bringing with them great wealth and skilled artisans of all kinds. Among 
them was the family of Viscount Francis Purcell De Bordeaux, a nobleman of great 
wealth, a near relative of Henry IV, who was himself a Protestant, as were nearly 
all of the nobility of that Province. Besides his landed estate in France, he had 
great wealth invested in merchant vessels through which he carried on business 
with all the principal cities in the world. His landed estates he disposed of at great 
sacrifice, but his commercial business was successfully transferred to other 
countries, mostly England, where he at once took his family in 1635, just before 
the revival of the horrors of persecution by the Roman Church. It was near the 
close of the reign of James II, the last King of the House of Stuart, that this 
French nobleman felt compelled to leave his native land and seek a home 
elsewhere. He, with thousands of otters, could have fought for their beloved 
France and their rights, but to stay was only to fall a victim to the cruelties of the 
Jesuits, who had complete control of their country. Their only recourse was to 
leave the homes of their Ancestors and find them elsewhere. 

For many years the family remained in England; sons and grandsons 
engaging in mercantile pursuits with great success. One of the grandsons, James 
Bordeaux, with a large company of other French Huguenots decided to emigrate to 
the new world, which was proving very attractive to the young and adventurous 
spirits of those who had for conscience sake left their native land in search of 
freedom. Though England is a Protestant country, there was not enough religious 
liberty to suit their views, and then, I imagine, a Frenchman can never feel 
entirely at home in England; there seems to be a natural enmity or a feeling of 
jealousy between them. A large number of families, among whom were the 
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Marions, the Hugers, the Heriots, the Huguenins, the Jaudons, and very many 
others, came over in the same vessel to Charleston, South Carolina, settling there 
or in the vicinity and soon becoming prominent in the City and State. The 
Bordeaux were nearly related to several of them, among them the Marions, :of 
whom, Francis Marion, became so famous during the Revolutionary James 
Bordeaux was quite an elderly man when he came over but his Daniel, was young 
and single. He was the only child of his father and, at his death which occurred 
not many years after, inherited all his wealth and carried on the immense 
mercantile business in which the family had for generations been engaged. 

About a year after his father’s death, Daniel Bordeaux married Miss Esther 
Smith, a niece of Thomas Smith, to whom had been granted immense tracts of 
land by the King of England for important service rendered to the King. The title 
of Landgrave, equivalent to the English one of Earl, had been conferred on Mr. 
Smith. It was to promote the cultivation of rice that this very large grant of land 
had been made to Thomas Smith. He was for a long time Colonial Governor of 
South Carolina while it was a Colony of England. He was sent to the East Indies by 
the King to study the art of rice cultivation and the kind of soil suitable for its 
growth. The first cultivation of that grain was in Mr. Smith’s own garden, in the 
City of Charleston, where he planted himself seed sent him by a friend from the 
East Indies. After this he was sent there by the King who expected through its 
cultivation in the Southern provinces to add greatly to the revenue of England. In 
that he was disappointed, but it has brought great wealth to South Carolina, 
Mississippi, Louisiana, and will, I suppose, ere long do so for Texas. 

Daniel Bordeaux (the family had dropped the prefix “De,” a title of Nobility, 
soon after coming to this country, though many others of the Huguenots retained 
it), had only two children: Isaac and Eliza Martha, his only daughter. His mother, 
Griselle De Leon De Bordeaux, lived to a great age, not dying till about the close of 
the 18th Century; she was nearly 90 years old. The Huguenots were all staunch 
patriots, and entered with all their chivalrous souls into the struggle for freedom 
on the part of the Colonies. Many of them lost heavily through the war, especially 
those engaged in mercantile pursuits, as was Daniel Bordeaux. 

Though meeting with heavy losses, he continued his shipping business for 
the good of his country to supply the needs of the Army, which would have been 
without ammunition and stores of all kinds if he had suspended his business. 
British Blockaders watched the City, but the Captains of his vessels succeeded 
often in bringing in cargoes through inlets and bays on the coast, running up in 
between the Islands, even to Charleston, without being reached by English guns. 
But many of his ships were captured and destroyed, their cargoes falling rich 
prizes to the British. During the siege of Charleston three vessels had just gotten 
in to the harbor with their cargoes unloaded when, with true patriotism, he 
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THE JUHAN FAMILY 
Beginning 1685 — also brought down to 1783 

III 

It was during the time of fierce persecution in France, just after the 
revocation of the Edict of Nantes, that two women, in the garb of nuns might have 
been seen holding by the hand a little child of about two years of age, making 
their way hurriedly through the streets o£ the City of Havre. Silently they 
pursued their way, now and then taking up the child when it grew tired, till they 
at last turned down a street that led to a wharf, alongside of which lay a large 
ship, which seemed to be preparing to set sail sight o it the women hastened on 
and reached the wharf just as a vehicle containing baggage drove up, They hailed 
the man and stepping up waited till they saw their own luggage put aboard, and 
paying him for his services themselves, were helped on the vessel by the officer in 
charge, after first showing their tickets and their Passports. The cart-man patted 
the child, blessing his little curly head, slipping a nice cake into his hand, watching 
it as it was carried aboard, and then drawing his hand across his eyes, he hastily 
turned away. It was dusk, and as it was not expected that the vessel would leave 
before morning, there was not the usual crowd that there would otherwise have 
been. The Captain had arranged it thus intentionally, as it was a ship employed by 
Admiral Coliguy to bear away from France the Protestants who so far had escaped 
the Catholic fury. These two women were the sisters of a French Nobleman, 
Victoire St. Jean, Marquis of Lausanne, and the child was his only child, a son. 
The Marquis’ estate lay partly in France and partly in Switzerland not far from 
Geneva, bordering on Lake Geneva. They were a French Huguenot family who, 
before the passage of the Edict of Nantes, nearly a hundred years ago, had fled to 
Switzerland where they felt safe from persecution. They had disposed of most of 
their property in France very advantageously and were in the possession of a fine 
estate in Switzerland which became theirs on the death of a distant relative. They 
were devoted Christians and strong opponents of the Catholic faith, as indeed they 
had good reason to be for more than one of the family had fallen victims to Popish 
persecution. Not having heard of the Revocation of the Edict by Louis the XIV, he 
(Victoire St. Jean) had gone to Paris taking with him his wife and child. He had 
two sisters in a convent there, as Nuns, for his mother was a Catholic and on the 
death of his father had put them in the convent against their will. He had gone to 
the convent to visit his sisters when some spy who was on the lookout for victims 
and who, through Jesuit art, had found out his family descent, brought in a posse 
of soldiers and arrested him and his wife, as heretics, and carried them off. He 
managed to give his child to his sisters without being observed by the officers, and 
the child had been quickly removed by one of the sisters without being noticed, on 
account of the confusion. The Marquis did not doubt but he would soon be released, 
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as he could prove that he had been a citizen of Switzerland all his life, was born 
there, as was his father also. But in this he was mistaken, for he and his beautiful 
wife were cruelly tortured and in a few days murdered by the blood-thirsty Jesuits. 
Through some Catholic friends, high in position, he had been enabled to have his 
sisters and his little son gotten out of the convent and furnished with the means 
with which to leave France on board the ship already mentioned. He had arranged 
for them to go first to the Island of St. Domingo, where he had a partner in 
business who was to furnish them with means to go over to America, and to 
arrange for a home for them after getting there, among some Swiss friends of the 
Marquis who had gone to America. 

Had it not been that the Mother Superior of the Convent was a true woman, 
and in warm sympathy with the Huguenots, they could never have gotten away, 
but she arranged the whole plan for them and gave them such explicit directions 
that they reached the vessel in safety and got on board without being detected. 
Poor little Julian was greatly distressed at not finding his father and mother in 
the big ship, as he expected, but so worn out was he with his long walk through 
the city that he soon forgot his grief in the sound slumber of healthy childhood, 
which held him in its kind embrace all night. The vessel left the wharf about ten 
o’clock, and with a stiff, fair breeze was soon far out of sight of land. After 
putting their little charge to sleep the sisters went on deck to enjoy the delightful 
freshness of the sea breeze. It was their first experience of the sea and, but for 
the painful occurrence of the week and the uncertainty of the future, could have 
been most charming. The night was an ideal one, the moon being near its full, 
flooded the sea with its silvery rays and the wind was just in the direction to 
make the sailing smooth yet rapid. But their hearts were too sad to make them 
feel like conversing with others, and so they retired to their berths, trying to find 
in sleep a temporary panacea for their sorrows. But it was long ere they could 
become oblivious to their surroundings, and when they did they were harrowed 
with distressing dreams, from which it was a relief to be awakened. The dear little 
babe slept all night in blissful unconsciousness of his surroundings, but when he 
awakened in the morning his first thought was for his father and mother. They 
had to dress him quickly and take him on deck to try to divert his thoughts. He 
soon made acquaintances with the passengers and crew and was a great favorite 
with all. As the days went by and glided into weeks, he became reconciled to his 
life and ceased to ask often for his parents. 

The father of the child and brother of the two young ladies had sent them 
word to drop their right names and take others so as to avoid suspicion. They had, 
therefore, dropped the prefix St. and changed Jean, the French for John, to Juhan, 
the Swiss for the same name. It was so written on their tickets and the passport 
they had for leaving the country. Their first names also were changed. The sisters 
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had been named Franciade and Yurline; they now took the names of Fanchon and 
Minnette, the names of their two grandmothers. The little boy’s name was not 
changed as he was so young it was not known outside of his own home. Most of 
the passengers were bound for the United States, but some besides our party were 
for the Island of San Domingo. After about three weeks sailing, they put into a 
port on the West side of the Island. 

The Captain intending to remain a few days to put off and take on cargoes, 
took charge of our friends and soon found their relative, one of the principal men 
in the place, of Swiss extraction but now a Spanish Don, Alfonso Guiterras. The 
Don and his family seemed delighted to receive their new relatives, sympathizing 
with them warmly in their terrible affliction and showing them all the hospitality 
for which a Noble Spanish family is noted. The property of Victoire St. Jean which 
he had invested in San Domingo had greatly increased in value, being a sugar 
plantation and slaves, and was yielding a handsome income, amply sufficient to 
support his two sisters and his son. He had made his will before his death and 
sent it to his sisters by his friend, who drew it up, in which he left them equal 
heirs with his son in consideration of their taking charge of him till of age. They 
placed it in the hands of Alfonso, who was appointed Executor and Guardian, with 
the understanding that if they should desire to go to the United States he was to 
make such disposition of the property as to enable them to do so. 

They remained with the Don for several weeks, during which time he 
purchased them a handsome residence near his own, where they could enjoy his 
protection and the companionship of his family. They were beautiful and 
accomplished, the elder 24 — the younger 21. They had ceased to wear the dress 
of nuns as soon as they got on ship-board. He employed to live with them in the 
capacity of protector and chaperone, an elderly gentleman and his wife, of 
distinguished family, but who, in some political change, had lost most of their 
property and who gladly accepted so easy and pleasant a position. As there were 
no professed Protestants on the Island, no one suspected their religious views, so 
they lived in quiet and gave up all idea of going to the new world where they had 
no relatives or acquaintances. The elder sister, Fanchon, married the elder son of 
the Don, Algernon Guiterras, and in less than a year Minnette married a French 
gentleman of noble family and handsome property, Charles Audrein. His business 
was mercantile, owning several merchant vessels, which traded mostly with the 
United States. The little boy, Victoire Juhan, like his father, early developed a 
great love and talent for both music and drawing. The old Don Alfonso was very 
fond of his little charge and very proud of him. His perceptions were very quick 
and he seemed to imbibe knowledge almost intuitively. His Guardian gave him 
every advantage that the country could afford and took him to Geneva to the 
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University there to finish his education, and have the opportunity o  being 
instructed by masters in the fine Arts, Music and Painting. 

He would have tried while there to recover some of the property belonging 
to him but was fearful of leading to the discovery of the family and bringing upon 
them the persecution from which they had fled. Victoire spent two years there but 
his aunts and his Guardian, fearing his life might be endangered by a longer stay, 
insisted on his returning to San Domingo, much to his regret. He had no turn for 
business so opened a studio when he was 21, and took scholars in music and 
drawing, not because he had to do it for a living but because he thought every 
man ought to carry on some business. His musical compositions were greatly 
admired as also the work of his pencil. He was employed by a French Count, Louis 
De Bonneville, to take portraits of his wife, a beautiful Jewess, Rachel De 
Bonneville, and his daughter, Marguerite, a charming girl of 16. The young artist 
soon fell a victim to the daughter’s charms and she was equally fascinated with 
the handsome and talented young Swiss gentleman. For three years young Juhan 
paid court to the fair maiden and when he made known his wishes and hopes to 
the Count, her father, through his friend and Guardian Don Alfonso De Guiterras, 
the Count, after a long interview in which he became satisfied that the young man 
was his daughter’s equal in every respect, gave his cheerful consent to their union, 
which took place in a few weeks. The Count presented them with a handsome 
Chateau, which he had erected near his own, commanding a beautiful view, which 
was a treat to the eyes of the young artist. Long and happily they lived, leaving 
when they died several sons and daughters. 

The French had been in possession of the Western part of the Island for 
many years, but it was not ‘till 1777 that the right was settled by treaty with 
Spain. The black race had become overwhelmingly powerful in the Island, and 
were very insolent and ungovernable. During one of the insurrections of the blacks, 
about the year 1778, there was such a plot discovered to murder all the citizens 
that Francois Julian Juhan, grandson of the one of whom we have been writing, 
barely had time, with the assistance o£ a faithful slave woman and her son, who 
told him of the plans, to gather up a few necessary articles, jewelry and money, 
and under cover of darkness, make their escape to a vessel anchored out in the 
stream that was getting ready to leave, crowded with others who had escaped. It 
could hold no more, so the Captain put to sea. The faithful slaves put back to the 
Island after saving their master and his two children; his wife had died a short 
time before. It was an English ship bound for Nova Scotia, where they arrived 
after a trying voyage of weeks and landed at Halifax. There the Juhans at last 
found themselves, alone and nearly penniless, in the new world with no 
acquaintances but a few of their own Islanders in the same condition as 
themselves. He had inherited an ample fortune from his father, a plantation and 
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slaves, on which was cultivated both sugar and coffee and all kinds. of fruits. 
From being a gentleman of leisure he now found himself confronted with the stern 
realities of life, a support to make for himself and his two young children, a boy of 
six and a little girl of three. Fortunately, he had a fine education, was a master of 
the French, Spanish and Italian languages, as also of Latin, and a good German 
scholar, being a graduate of a German University. He had also inherited his 
grandfather’s taste and skill in the Fine Arts, Music and Drawing and Painting. He 
determined to apply for a position as teacher in the principal Institute of learning 
in the place, realizing at the same time that he could scarcely expect to succeed, 
being a perfect stranger with no credentials of any kind. He was a good English 
scholar also, though with a decidedly foreign accent. Before applying for a position 
he thought he would look over a weekly paper for advertisements in the line of 
business. The papers were only weeklies at that time, but one had come out that 
day, so securing a copy he sat down to look it over. He soon came across one 
which he thought would suit him. “A gentleman o£ means wished to employ a 
private Tutor for his four children — two sons and two daughters, ages ranging 
from ten to sixteen. He desired them instructed in the English branches, Latin and 
modern Languages and music, instrumental and vocal, drawing and painting, for 
which he would pay liberally.” Mons. Juhan knew the gentleman would not find 
many who could fill the bill but he determined to apply at once. His personal 
appearance was greatly in his favor, he had a decidedly distinguished carriage and 
address, and so, after a somewhat lengthy interview he was engaged by the 
gentleman, who turned out to be Sir Robert Hinton, private secretary to Lord 
Alfred Dumfries, the Governor of Nova Scotia. The salary was a liberal one, and 
his duties were to begin on the following Monday, it being now Thursday. He soon 
hired a small house within convenient distance of his employer, and also hired a 
motherly Scotch widow-woman to keep his house and take charge of his children. 
He entered upon his duties with energy and enthusiasm, which was characteristic 
of his family for generations back, and soon became very highly esteemed, both by 
his employer and his pupils. In a few years he married an interesting Nova 
Scotian, a young widow, a cousin of his employer, of Scotch descent, Mary Argyle. 
His abilities becoming generally known and he was offered and accepted the 
position of Professor of Modern Languages in a college in Halifax. He carefully 
educated his children, especially his two elder ones, who after his marriage 
determined, as soon as they had finished their education, to make their own living. 
His son, Alexander, was possessed of remarkable talents in the Fine Arts and 
devoted himself to them especially. When he was 21, he graduated with distinction 
from the college in which his father was a Professor. His sister was prepared at 
the same time, when she was 18 to take a situation as Governess, which she 
preferred to a more public one. They determined to go to the United States, so 
their father accompanied them to Philadelphia, arriving there when General 
Washington had just been inaugurated President. Having letters of introduction to 
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prominent families, he soon secured positions for them. He spent a couple of 
months there for his health and recreation, painting their miniatures on ivory for 
each of them and copies for himself, as well as giving each his own likeness. He 
then bade them farewell and they never met again. He died about ten years after, 
on the Island of San Domingo, where he had gone by the invitation of some old 
friends, partly for his health which was suffering from the severe climate of Nova 
Scotia, and partly from the hope of regaining possession of his plantation. This 
last he found hopeless, and having a return of the hemorrhages which had 
troubled him before, he died — away from his wife and all his children, and was 
buried beside his parents and grandparents on the Island of his birth. His son, 
Alexander Juhan, and his daughter, Maria Elise, in a few months after he left 
them in Philadelphia, came to South Carolina to Charleston, where they at once 
secured patronage among the most influential people in the city. 
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Chapter IV 

Among the first settlers of Georgia were a Dutch family named Hoffmeyer. 
They belonged to what was called the Seltzburg Colony. They were not like the 
Oglethorpe Colony, made up mostly from men just let out of prison for debt, but 
was largely men of considerable means, many of them of the higher classes, but 
who desired more freedom, both civil and religious, than was enjoyed by any 
European Country. Heinrich Von Hoffmeyer was one of the leaders of the Colony. 
His father had been a Sea Captain, and had amassed a considerable fortune. His 
son did not inherit a taste for the sea-faring life, but engaged in mercantile 
pursuits, retaining enough vessels to keep him supplied in stock. He determined to 
come over to this country where rich lands were so cheap and engage in 
agriculture, in which he had a little experience before leaving Holland. 

He was engaged to be married to an estimable young lady, Mena Von 
Stumph, the daughter of the Burgomaster of Rotterdam, his native city. He 
hesitated about asking her to marry him and go to a new unsettled country with 
him until a good-sized company was formed, among whom were many families, 
husbands, wives and children; women of excellent standing who said they would 
rather go with their husbands and share their fate, than be left behind in awful 
uncertainty, unable for months to hear anything from them. Mena, the true, 
loving girl that she was, decided, after due consideration both on her part and that 
of her parents, that she would be happier to go with him than to stay behind. An 
intimate friend of her parents, Andrew Walthour, with his wife, Christine, and 
their children were among the Colony which helped to reconcile her parents to the 
idea of her leaving them. So a few days before the time for sailing they were 
married, and enjoyed the farewell visits of her friends and his also, who gave 
them many handsome presents in token of their affectionate interest. He had 
disposed of all of his vessels but two, those he had reserved to go on the voyage. 
One he had converted into a passenger ship, and the other he loaded with 
merchandise of all kinds from his store, rightly judging that they would be needed 
when he reached his new home. In his vessel he had his friends, the Walthours, 
and as many others as he could comfortably provide for, having his own Captains 
and seamen, who had already made the trip over the course they were to take. 
That being the case, his ships took the lead. There were in all about ten ships in 
the company, and so when they sailed out of the harbor of Amsterdam with sails 
all spread and flags flying, friends on the wharves waving farewells and cheering 
them with shouts, they presented a beautiful appearance to the thousands 
congregated to see so goodly a fleet of vessels set sail for the new world. There 
were not many dry eyes either on board the ships or on the land, and many 
heartfelt prayers went up to God for his protection over the precious lives 
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embarked on those vessels, that the gathering shades of evening were soon to hide 
forever from their sight. 

On they ploughed their way through the broad Atlantic, keeping as near 
together as possible, often signaling to one another, especially in the night or 
during a fog. Day after day and week after week they kept on their course. Before 
the third and fourth week they arrived off the coast o£ Georgia and landed in a 
good harbor at the mouth of the Altamaha River, near which now stands the town 
of Darien. There they got plenty of water and tarried a few days, then sailed on a 
little farther to the mouth of another, smaller river, but where the ground was 
higher, which was more desirable for a place of residence. There they established 
themselves, occupying the vessels at night till they could erect themselves 
temporary homes. They had already purchased lands in that section from the 
English, to whom it belonged, and now they divided out to each a portion, 
according to the amount paid. The village they started is now the Town of 
Brunswick, a good seaport. Some afterwards went back where they had first 
landed and started the village of Darien. 

Our friends, the Hoffmeyers and the Walthours, remained together with the 
most of the Colony at the last point of landing. As soon as they built themselves 
houses and the Hoffmeyers put up a store building, they moved into them, and he 
unloaded his merchandise consisting largely of provisions and ammunition. 

Heinreich Hoffmeyer had brought some horses in his ship and wagons also, 
and cows had been brought in some of the other vessels. He kept his two vessels, 
but the others all left as soon as they were unloaded, stopping at Charleston and 
Northern cities to take in passengers and cargo to carry home. 

Of course the lives of the emigrants were not such as they were accustomed 
to but they were all young and strong and most of them God-fearing, and they did 
not forget to serve Him and trust Him in their wild homes. They had many alarms 
from the Indians and several times the two vessels they had, saved the lives of 
the Colonists. It was in the spring of 1740 that they arrived in Georgia, and it was 
not until twenty years after, when Florida was ceded to England by Spain, that 
they were freed from attacks by the Spaniards and Indians. But in spite of all 
difficulties the Colonists grew in numbers and prospered. The Dutch are a hard-
working and energetic people and, withal cheerful, not easily discouraged. 

Our friends, the Hoffmeyers and Walthours, were among the most 
prosperous. They had more means to begin with, and were wise in the use of it. 
With his two vessels, he always kept the Colony supplied with such things as they 
could not raise themselves. They soon learned from South Carolina planters how 
to cultivate rice and cotton, the lands about them being particularly adapted to 
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their cultivation. They were soon making their own cloth which made them quite 
independent in the way of clothing. At first, slavery was prohibited in Georgia but, 
as the State settled up with people from other slave states, it was looked upon as 
necessary to the cultivation of cotton and rice to have black labor, as whites did 
not seem able to live on the lands on which they flourish. The Cities of Charleston 
and Savannah were the principal cities to which slaves were brought by the ships 
in that trade, as they were in the two states mostly engaged in the cultivation of 
those two articles.  

We will now leave these two families at a time when they are enjoying 
temporal prosperity, rearing their children to be good and useful citizens and 
servants of God, and will bring them into our history at some future time. 
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THE CANTEY FAMILY 
Chapter 5 

Somewhere about 1680 the Cantey Family came over from England and 
settled on Goose Creek, not far from Charleston. The lands in that section were 
very rich and they engaged in planting. Quite a large Colony settled there, people 
from different Countries. The Cantey who started the family in America was an 
English General, retired from the service through a wound received in battle. He 
had a large family of sons and daughters and came over to this country to give 
them a better start in the world than they could have in England. He bought up 
rich lands while they were cheap and also slaves to work the soil. The sons of all 
became planters and the daughters married men of the same business, all living 
not far away in the same sections of the country. 

They were of an old English Cavalier stock and the young men inherited the 
military spirit of their Ancestors. If there was any fighting to be done, the Canteys 
were always on hand so they were all “Captains or Majors” or had some military 
title. Of course later on there were several of them among “Marion’s men” in the 
swamps of Goose Creek, dashing out unawares among the British troops, killing 
some and taking many prisoners, then paroling them under promise never to take 
up arms against the United States. It was in this same section of the country that 
the Bordeaux family owned a plantation during the Revolutionary War, where 
“Marion’s Men” were often entertained for days at a time and furnished with 
fresh horses, while their jaded ones were kept and fed and cared for till they were 
ready for use. An old servant o  Mr. Bordeaux’s often did good service to the 
“Swamp Fox” and his band, by piloting them to safe places in the swamp when 
pursued by a large party of English soldiers, two or three times their number. 
“Old Joe” figures quite conspicuously in some of Gilmore Simm’s novels, based on 
the deeds of those stirring times, as did also his young master, Isaac Bordeaux, 
though not under his own name; nor in the active manner he would have rejoiced 
to do; being a cripple, he could not fight for his country. But he did all he could for 
the comfort of those who were engaged in the war. The Canteys were in all the 
fighting in that part of the state, whether with the British or the Indians, and also 
in the war of 1812; and later on in the war with Mexico they were in the Palmetto 
Regiment that covered itself with glory, going into the war 1800 strong and 
returning with not over 300 and having every officer killed in many engagements. 
But I have jumped very far ahead to show the Military ardor of the Cantey family. 



HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF THE HORNBY, BORDEAUX, JUAHN, HOFFMEYER, CANTEY AND BORDEAUX FAMILIES 
 

THE BREAKER FAMILY 
Chapter 6 

Two years before the close of the American Revolution, two brothers, 
Conrad and George Broecker, left Berlin, the principal city of Prussia, to come 
with their families to the United States of America. The vessel they were in 
stopped at “Nassau” which is on an Island in the Atlantic Ocean, East of Georgia 
and North of the West Indies. Finding that the United States was still at war with 
Great Britain, they decided to remain where they were till peace was declared; so 
they remained at Nassau two years. About the last of 1783 they again embarked 
for America, which they reached this time, landing in Charleston, South Carolina. 

Desiring to engage in agriculture, they purchased lands on Goose Creek in 
Charleston District, in the same part of the country as the Cantey and Bordeaux 
families owned plantations, though the Bordeaux family were only there 
occasionally, their place being managed by the Overseer. Daniel Bordeaux was still 
residing in Charleston for the completion of his daughter’s education. It was just 
about this time, too, that the Hornby family had arrived in Southeast Georgia, at 
Darien or Brunswick. On settling in their new homes, these German brothers 
concluded to change their names, why I do not know, but they could not agree on 
the same name. The elder one, Conrad, changed his name to Pritchett; the younger 
brother, George, changed his name to Breaker, which he said was the direct 
translation of the German name. The change of names caused the two families, 
after some years, to lose sight o£ one another, and so they have become strangers 
to one another. 

George Breaker had five children, three sons and two daughters. His second 
son and third child was Lewis Frederick Breaker. At about twenty-four years of 
age he was married to Martha Cantey, the daughter of Samuel and Judith Cantey, 
at their home in the country on Goose Creek. They resided there a few years and 
then bought a plantation in the upper part of Hershaw District, living in the Town 
of Camden most of the time to educate his children. Through the persuasion of a 
friend he sold out all of his property in South Carolina and went to one of the 
Florida Islands to engage in the manufacture of salt from the Sea water. That did 
not prove satisfactory, so he gave it up and went to Key West where he engaged in 
mercantile business. They had twelve children, of whom nine lived to be grown--
five sons and four daughters. The eldest, George, died o£ yellow fever at Mobile 
where he had just entered on the practice of Law. The next son, William, was 
Captain of a vessel and was lost at sea, leaving 

a wife and two children. The third son lived to be forty, then died; he was 
always helpless. The four daughters married and all had children. James Henry, 



HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF THE HORNBY, BORDEAUX, JUAHN, HOFFMEYER, CANTEY AND BORDEAUX FAMILIES 
 

the fourth son, became a Baptist Preacher, was married three times and died four 
years ago leaving two sons and four daughters, all of whom live in Missouri 
except the sons, one of whom lives in Texas, the other in the Philippines. The 
third son of Lewis Frederick Breaker was Jacob Manley Cantey Breaker, His 
parents sent him, when fifteen years of age, to South Carolina to be educated — 
and also to wean him from a sea-faring life — of which he was passionately fond. 
They had lost one son in that business and did not wish to risk another. in less 
than a year after he left his home, both of his parents died and young Breaker 
was left with no one to look to complete his education and provide for him, when 
just sixteen years of age. He was in Camden, South Carolina, boarding with a 
cousin, Reverend Charles Middleton Breaker, pastor of the Baptist Church at that 
place. His eldest sister, Mrs. Eliza Prince, a widow with one child, a little girl, also 
lived there. He had lately professed religion and joined the Baptist Church. His 
father had been a member of the same church before going to Florida, a Deacon in 
it, and also a licensed preacher. It had been a great grief to his parents that there 
were no religious privileges in Key West, no churches but Catholic and 
Episcopalian. He had his children attend the Episcopal Sunday School, marking out 
the questions in the Catechism which he would not let them answer. He had the 
great pleasure of knowing shortly before his death that this, his youngest child, 
had given himself to the full service of God. For he had written to his father that 
he felt himself called to the Ministry. That was the last letter he ever wrote to his 
father. The next that he heard of him was that he had been called home to God, 
where the mother had preceded him six months, leaving his blessing for his 
absent boy, and his approbation of the choice of his life work. The property he left 
had to go to the support of the imbecile son, and a widowed daughter with a 
family of small children. Rev. Charles Middleton Breaker enlisted his church and 
other Christian friends in behalf of his young cousin, so that he was enabled to 
finish his education, both classical and Theological, partly by their financial aid 
and partly by teaching school during his vacations, and, after he was old enough, 
supplying Country Churches, while pursuing his studies. At the age of twenty-one 
he graduated and entered upon the pastoral work in the Town of Chester, South 
Carolina, where he remained one year and then accepted a call to the church in 
Greenville, the same state. 
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Chapter 7 

It was near sunrise on a glorious morning, about the 25th of November, 
1784, that the good ship “Queen Anne” from Liverpool, England sailed into the 
harbor at the mouth of the Altemaha River, and anchored in front of the little 
town of Darien. All the passengers were on deck long before she anchored, to get a 
sight o  their new home in the wild lands across the sea. The voyage had been a 
remarkably pleasant one, especially for that season, they having encountered no 
serious storms. The last week had been the roughest, but for the last two days it 
had been delightful and all parties seemed to be in high spirits. The Hornby Family 
were all out among the earliest, and were charmed with the beautiful country on 
which they were to land. The vessel had put into port at Savannah, to put off and 
take on passengers and freight, and what was their surprise and joy to see come 
on board there, Captain White and Edwin Averill. They had obtained leave of 
absence from their ship, for six weeks, as she was undergoing repairs, and had 
come down to Savannah to meet the “Queen Anne,” having found out about what 
time she was due, and they were none too soon for she came in the next afternoon. 
They all repaired to the principal hotel in the City to spend the time the vessel 
would be in port. It was a happy time for Eleanor and Hannah, especially as it 
was so unexpected, and the surprise came near upsetting poor little Hannah. But 
the sea voyage had been of great benefit to her, and she was much stronger than 
when she embarked, it had been over a year since they had met their gentlemen 
friends and they were all in the highest spirits. Of course, as there was no one to 
oppose their union, Captain White pressed his suit with Eleanor, who promised to 
marry him as soon as her brothers should settle, so that she could leave them; but 
she begged him to give up his position in the Navy and engage in some business on 
land so that she could be with him and have her sister with her, and be near her 
brothers. He promised to consult with her brothers and arrange so that he could 
do so honorably to himself, with justice to his Country. He had not made much 
himself, as the country was so crippled by the war that the pay of the soldier was 
but small, either in the Army or the Navy, but a handsome fortune had lately 
been left him in England which he was using the means to get possession of. 
Edwin and Hannah were having a gay time talking over their childhood days, 
which he would every now and then turn into occasion of a little love-making from 
which she would manage to turn him by bringing up some old escapade of their 
childhood. They were both too young to think of marriage, but they had always 
been sweethearts and their separation for more than a year had intensified their 
affection instead of modifying it. Having been playmates for many years, they 
thoroughly understood each other’s dispositions. He was brave, impulsive, and 
high-spirited, but generous, quick to forgive and willing to acknowledge an error 
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when pointed out to him, courteous and affable to his equals and inferiors, 
respectful and obedient to those older than himself, and reverential to his God and 
the cause of religion. Indeed, he and Hannah had often talked in their childhood on 
religion and she had told him he ought to be a minister, and he assented, but 
feared that he would never be good enough, but he was sure that she ought to be a 
Vicar’s wife, she loved so much to visit the sick and poor and read the Prayer 
Book to them, and good books like “The Dairyman’s Daughter” and “Bunyan’s 
Pilgrim’s Progress,” Hannah was indeed by nature and by grace fitted for just 
such a sphere. She sincerely loved and served her God, caring very little for 
worldly pleasures but loving loving, in the true Spirit of the Blessed Master, like 
Him, “to go about doing good,” So now in the few weeks they were together, they 
were happy in the enjoyment of each other’s love, and in laying plans for their 
future lives, which were to be devoted to the spiritual welfare of their fellow 
creatures. I neglected to mention that they had all re-embarked on the ship at 
Savannah and gone on to Darien, where they were to remain till the ship should 
go on to St. Augustine, Florida, and return, on her way back to England. Captain 
White and Edwin Averill were to return in her to New York and resign their 
positions in the Navy, to take effect as soon as possible; and then they were to 
proceed to England and look after their property in that Country and dispose of it 
there, so as to be able to engage in business in Georgia. But their leave of absence 
had not half expired when they were suddenly ordered to report for duty at 
Annapolis, at the earliest possible moment. Some sudden emergency had arisen 
and they were summoned to report for duty. Of course it was a blow to the hearts 
of Eleanor and Hannah, for they were having the happiest hours they had enjoyed 
for many years, and fondly hoped that their loved ones would never be exposed 
again to the dangers of battle. The partings were hurried and tearful, for the very 
day they received the summons a vessel was to leave Savannah for New York and 
they had to avail themselves of that opportunity to start. Traveling in those days 
was slow and expensive. It turned out that they were to go to carry some 
Ambassadors to France on urgent business, so just as soon as they reached New 
York they went aboard a Man of War and started for the City of Havre, on 
Government business. 

After they left, and, as winter was coming on, and the accommodations 
were not very good in the little settlement at Darien, the brothers concluded that 
their sisters had better stay in Savannah until spring, by which time they would 
be able to make them more comfortable. So they took a house in the City and 
employed servants for them while they went back to start their plantation work. It 
was entirely new to them so they had to ask advice from others older in the 
business. Among those nearest to them were the Hoffmeyer and Walthours, 
families who were by far the most refined and prosperous of any in that section. 
They went to Savannah with the brothers and assisted them in the purchase of 
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such slaves as they needed, such agricultural implements as were necessary, tools 
and material for building, horses and cattle, in short, everything with which to 
start a plantation. Being men of experience and old residents, their assistance was 
invaluable to the young men, besides saving them hundreds of dollars that they 
would have lost through traders, who would have taken advantage of their youth 
and inexperience. 

The sisters soon tired of nothing to do, especially Eleanor who was naturally 
energetic, so she told her brothers if they would put up a room they would open a 
school. Mrs. Hanford was the housekeeper, and it would be a work of charity to 
give them something to do to help them fill up the time and interest them. Schools 
were needed all over the state, both in the City and in the Country. So, as soon as 
the houses were in readiness, the sisters procured the furniture for their 
schoolroom and Hannah had her harp and guitar and the brothers’ flutes and 
violins all carried out and the place soon looked very cozy and homelike. They 
were glad to be with their brothers again; Eleanor, especially, did not like them to 
live alone. The children of Mr. Hoffmeyer, a son and two daughters, and four of 
the Walthour’s children, two sons and two daughters, were among their first 
pupils, which soon increased to twenty-five. More would have liked to come but 
they did not wish any more. The children were, most of them, very backward at 
first, but they soon became very fond of their teachers and made fine progress. 
Thus time glided on, Winter had given place to Spring and they were charmed with 
the Country’s beautiful luxuriance of foliage, of trees and vines and flowers with 
which nature was decked all about them. Hannah was enraptured with the songs 
of the birds, especially the Mocking birds, which serenaded her day and night. 
They had planted their flowers they brought from England and all were doing well. 
Their brothers had several rowboats in which they could row about when so 
inclined, and a nice large sailboat for the whole family and visitors to sail out into 
the broad river which, after a few miles, opened out into a little bay before it 
reached the ocean. They always loved the water, it reminded them of the dear old 
English home. They had heard every few weeks from the absent loved ones, but 
now for nearly two months there had not been a line, and the sisters were 
beginning to show in their faces the anxiety of their hearts. The last letter was 
written the day before their ship was to leave Havre, on her return to the United 
States; and she was to come straight on without stopping. She had been long 
overdue and nothing had been heard of her. 

At last a New York paper published the news that she had been run down 
by a Pirate vessel, and in the fight which took place the Captain had been killed 
and all of the men except two, who were taken prisoners, and the ship was sunk. 
It was subsequently stated that it was an English “Man of War,” engaged in the 
business of taking American seamen, under the pretense that they were deserters, 
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from English ships. “EDWIN AVERILL” was given as the name of one of the two 
who were wounded and taken prisoner. Of course the news had to come to the 
sisters’ ears, and it was fearful in its effect upon poor Hannah. She had been 
suffering terrible anxiety for weeks, and now when the blow fell it prostrated her. 
She swooned away, and hours passed before there was any sign of life which was 
followed by another spell of still longer continuance. For three days she lay in that 
condition, with physicians and friends doing all that could be done for her, but to 
no avail. On the third day she opened her eyes, smiled, stretched out her hands 
and feebly said; “Edwin! I am coming,” crossed her hands on her breast, closed 
her eyes, and with the smile still on her lips, her gentle spirit took its flight to its 
native skies. 

A few weeks after, the news came to Eleanor, from the other young man 
who had been taken prisoner, that Captain White had been killed at the post of 
duty and Edwin had died from his wounds on the 10th of October with Hannah’s 
name on his lips in prayer. It was the very day she died and said: “Edwin, I am 
coming,” Sometimes it seems as if in the hour of death, the spirit can see far 
beyond the range of natural sight, and take in loved ones outside of the earthly 
vision. Eleanor had been able to stifle her own grief in her solicitude for her 
precious sister, but now that she no longer needed her, nature gave way and she 
lost consciousness for several hours. When she was aroused she was delirious with 
fever — “Brain Fever” the physician pronounced it. Her brothers had gotten a 
physician from Savannah for the other sister and he remained a week with 
Eleanor, scarcely leaving her bedside except to sleep an hour or two at a time. 
Hannah was buried in the graveyard in the little town of Darien, while her sister 
lay at death’s door. In after years when the family went to Augusta to live, she 
was removed to a cemetery there. During the illness of Hannah and Eleanor, the 
Hoffmeyers proved themselves tender, sympathizing friends. The little girls 
devotedly loved their teachers and their affection was warmly returned. The eldest 
was named Barbara, the youngest Minnette. 

It was several weeks before Eleanor was sufficiently recovered to be at all 
like herself. But the Grace of God strengthened her and she came out of the great 
trial softened and more gentle, a better Christian. She continued her school and 
had the satisfaction of seeing great advancement in her pupils. About the close of 
the year she was startled by the announcement from her brother, James, that he 
was engaged to be married to a Miss Moultrie, a young lady of South Carolina with 
whom he had become acquainted in Savannah. He said the marriage would take 
place early in January. She had noticed that he was away a great deal, but 
supposed it was on business. He was twenty-four years old and, of course, was as 
old as most young men when they marry, but still it was a shock to her. The 
family was beginning to break up, first by death, and now by marriage. The 
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marriage came off, and Eleanor was much pleased with her sister-in-law who was 
a very lovely girl and in every way worthy of her brother. He sold out his interest 
in the plantation to his brothers and went to South Carolina, settling in Beaufort 
District, on his wife’s plantation. She was an orphan, with a handsome property. 

Two years had passed away and Eleanor had moved into Savannah, with 
most of the girls she had been teaching. They needed better advantages than she 
could give them out there. She opened a Young Ladies Seminary, employing music 
and language teachers, also an Instructor in painting and drawing. She obtained a 
large patronage and felt that this now was her life work. Among all of her pupils, 
none were so dear to her as the two Hoffmeyer girls. They seemed to take the 
place of Hannah in her heart, especially Minnette, the younger of the two. She 
very much resembled Hannah, both in appearance and in disposition. Several 
persons had noticed the resemblance, especially her youngest brother, Thomas, 
who was very fond of the child. She left her housekeeper on the plantation to keep 
house for her brothers who came up every week to see her. In three years the 
second brother, John Egbert, was married to a Miss Relsa of Augusta, Georgia. 
Her father was a wholesale merchant of that City, and having no sons, he 
persuaded his son-in-law to sell out his plantation interest and become his partner. 
Thus the plantation became the exclusive property of the youngest brother, 
Thomas Phipps Hornby, and his sister, Eleanor, and he was becoming a very 
successful Planter. Mr. Walthour’s eldest son, George, had married Mr. 
Hoffmeyer’s eldest daughter, Barbara, who had left school the year before. Her 
younger sister was still in Miss Hornby’s Seminary. Young Walthour bought a 
plantation some distance from his father’s in Liberty County, settling a place that 
was afterwards called Walthourville, in his honor. The Town of Brunswick is, I 
think, the Seaport of Liberty County and is one of the best ports on the Georgia 
coast. 

About a year after the marriage of his brother John, while on a visit to his 
sister in Savannah, Thomas came in off the street suffering with a sudden attack 
of something like Vertigo. He threw himself on a lounge in the wide hall to get the 
breeze and about half an hour afterwards his sister came into the hail and found 
him with scorching fever and unconscious. She immediately sent for their 
physician, who pronounced it congestion of the brain from exposure to the sun. 
His condition was so alarming that she dismissed her school, as the doctor said he 
must have absolute quiet, and that the case was obliged to terminate in a few days; 
it was too violent to last long. Minnette Hoffmeyer begged to be allowed to remain 
with her, and as she was such a gentle, quiet girl, Eleanor was glad to have her 
with her. She dispatched a man on horseback, with directions to get a fresh horse 
whenever he could on the route, to tell her housekeeper, Mrs. Hanford, to come to 
her assistance, which she did, coming by stage, as it got fresh horses every few 
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miles. She reached Savannah in about two days and a half from the time the 
messenger left the City, which was quick time for those days. The patient was no 
better, tossing in the wildest delirium. The physician said the next day would 
decide the case. Mrs. Hanford was an experienced nurse and she persuaded 
Eleanor to take some rest, which she had not done since her brother was taken 
sick, leaving Mrs. Hanford and Minnette in charge, and a man-servant in the hall 
and one of the physicians in the next room. 

It was well for the sister that she took those few hours rest, for about day 
the next morning Mrs. Hanford called her saying that a sudden change had taken 
place and the doctor had sent for her. It was indeed a fearful change, the deep 
crimson flush of fever had given place to the pallor of death, and the beads of cold 
sweat stood on his face and hands. He opened his eyes once and looked around on 
all, his lips moved, but no sound could they catch, then his eyes closed and with a 
faint sigh his breath stopped. The physician resorted to everything they knew to 
revive him, but to no avail. The end had come sooner than they expected. After all 
means had failed, they pronounced him dead and left him with his sorrowing 
sister and brothers, who had just arrived. His sister would not leave him, nor 
would she let any stranger touch him, several having come in to offer their 
assistance. She insisted on it that he was not dead, for once when he was a little 
boy he had had a similar attack, and had revived from it the second day. All 
during the day and night she and Mrs. Hanford and the brothers, though they 
thought it useless, would rub him all over with different stimulants, mustard and 
pepper and whiskey, turning him in different positions. once they raised him up 
high on the pillows and were sure they saw a faint fluttering in the throat and a 
slight flush come to the lips and cheek. But no one else could discover any signs of 
life, except that he did not become rigid. They held a mirror a long time over his 
mouth but could perceive no moisture on it. Poor Minnette had escaped to her 
room as soon as the doctors had pronounced it all over, and there she stayed 
alone all day and cried herself to sleep at night; the sleep of hopeless sorrow 
which sometimes is given in mercy to a poor sufferer to give relief to the weak, 
tired body, The next day found no change in the brother, but as there were no 
more visible signs of death, the sister still had hopes that he might yet revive. She 
and Mrs. Hanford both insisted that they had seen pulsations in different parts of 
the body. 

About the middle of the third day, Eleanor left him with Mrs. Hanford and 
went to her own room; threw herself on her knees pouring out her soul in an 
agonizing prayer to God to restore him to life or let her see that he was dead. 
Minnette went quickly down to the room where he was lying. Poor old Mrs. 
Hanford had dropped to sleep in her chair and on the bed lay the loved form of 
her friend. She realized now he was gone that she truly and fondly loved him and, 
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going quietly to his side, she took one of his hands in hers; it did not chill her with 
its coldness; stooping, she imprinted a kiss on his slightly parted, lips; imagining 
she felt a faint breath, he held her vial of smelling salts to his nose while she 
involuntarily murmured a prayer that God would give him back to those who loved 
him. She saw his eyelids tremble, his fingers slowly closed on her hand, and he 
signed. Instantly she aroused Mrs. Hanford, telling her what she had seen, they 
returned to him, when his fingers again opened and closed. Mrs. Hanford again 
applied the smelling salts to his nose and he faintly sneezed. Minnette then 
hurried to call the sister. They both returned swiftly but quietly, so as not to 
create any excitement which might have a bad effect, and entered the room 
together. Mrs. Hanford had succeeded in getting him to swallow a teaspoonful of 
some stimulus and was rubbing his hands with mustard. As they came in, he 
opened his eyes, looked at them and smiled, and closed them again. Eleanor sent 
Minnette to her brothers to have them order the doctor while she and Mrs. 
Hanford rubbed his spine and his lower limbs and feet with mustard. It was now 
the afternoon of the third day, and the doctors were astounded when called upon 
to administer to a man whom they had pronounced dead. They were not long, 
however, in reaching the house and were much rejoiced to find the dead man very 
much alive. Of course, he had to be very carefully nursed to prevent any return of 
the fever which had so suddenly departed and left him apparently dead but, with 
the skillful and loving nursing which he enjoyed, it did not take one of his 
naturally strong constitution long to recover. 

He told his sister that he was conscious of what was going on all the time, 
heard and understood every word that was said, but was like one in a nightmare, 
utterly unable to make any sign of life. The first thing that enabled him to move 
was when Minnette gently took his hand, kissed his lips and applied the smelling 
salts to his nostrils, and prayed God to give him back to them. He was so thrilled 
with love and admiration for the beautiful girl that, with a prayer to God for 
strength, he exerted himself to the utmost, pressing her hand and opening his 
eyes and sighing as he could not articulate a word. It was not long before he had 
strength to tell his love to the sweet girl whose kiss and prayer had brought him 
strength to come back to life and health. It was, the doctors said, a clear case of 
suspended animation which would have glided into actual death had it not been for 
the three women who so persistently believed he was still alive. 

Our story has spun out so long that we must wind up this part of it with the 
marriage of Thomas Phipps Hornby and Minnette Estelle Hoffmeyer, on the 10th 
of October 1790. They resided on the plantation in Darien for several years where 
their first two children, Mary Estelle and Claudia Ann, were born, when for what 
cause I do not know, he sold his place there and bought a plantation about four 
miles South of Augusta and removed there to live, always having a summer 



HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF THE HORNBY, BORDEAUX, JUAHN, HOFFMEYER, CANTEY AND BORDEAUX FAMILIES 
 

residence in the sand hills near Augusta, as most of the planters did, as whites 
cannot live on a rice plantation in those states in the summer. Here his two other 
children, Henrietta Jane, and Emma Raymond were born. When Emma was three 
years old, his lovely and beloved wife was taken with a fatal fever, Typhus, and 
died and was buried in an Episcopalian Cemetery in connection with the church of 
they were members. Mr. Hornby’s sister, Eleanor, then gave up her school and 
took charge of her brother’s home. About this time her eldest brother, James 
Athelstan Hornby, who had married Miss Elizabeth Moultrie and was living in 
Beaufort District, died rather suddenly from an injury he received while hunting. 
His horse, in jumping a ravine, fell over on him inflicting internal injuries from 
which he died a few days later. They had no children, so only a wife was left who 
several years later married another Englishman, Charles Francis Johnson, a 
widower with one son, whom she had employed to superintend her place. He was a 
man of fine education and descended from the celebrated Samuel Johnson, and on 
his mother’s side from the Boleyn family which furnished one of the unfortunate 
wives of Henry the VIII of England. About two years after this, the other brother, 
John Egbert, who had married Miss Relsa, while on a visit to Savannah took 
yellow fever and died, leaving a wife and two daughters, Josephine and Henrietta. 
His wife did not long survive him. Mrs. James Hornby, then Mrs. Johnson, 
adopted the eldest daughter, Henrietta, and Miss Eleanor Hornby adopted the 
youngest one, Josephine. In about a year after this, Thomas Hornby’s eldest 
daughter, Mary Estelle, was married to a Dr. James Harrison of Middle Georgia. 
She had only been married a few months when her father, Thomas Phipps Hornby, 
died leaving his three youngest children to the care of their Aunt Eleanor. Having 
this brother’s three children and another niece to educate, she moved into the City 
of Augusta and opened school again, leaving the plantation in charge of an 
overseer. One of her nieces, Henrietta, had already married Mr. William Boleyn 
Johnson, the stepson of her aunt who had adopted her, and they were living in 
Augusta, carrying on a school also. Soon after moving into the City, the second 
daughter of Thomas Hornby, Claudia Anne, was married to Mr. Sylvanus Bald 
Grove, a Commission Merchant and Cotton Factor of Augusta. 
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BORDEAUX AND JUHAN FAMILIES 
Chapter 8 

As I have stated in a former Chapter, Daniel Bordeaux continued to reside 
in Charleston after the close of the Revolutionary War, for several years for the 
completion of his daughter’s education. His planting and lumber business were run 
by competent Superintendents with occasional oversight on his part. Just after the 
Inauguration of Washington to his first term as President, Alexander Juhan and 
his sister, Maria Elise, arrived in Charleston to take positions as teachers of 
Modern Languages and the Fine Arts in the Seminary of the Misses Holmes, a 
select school for young ladies who were finishing their education. None but the 
daughters of the most aristocratic families were received into the Institution. To be 
instructors in this Seminary at once brought entrance into the most refined society 
of the Queen City of the State. The brother and sister were by birth, training, 
education and appearance fitted to shine in the highest circles of any city in the 
land, and the fact was soon admitted by all who became acquainted with them. 
Among those to whom they had letters of introduction was Daniel Bordeaux. The 
letter was written by a Huguenot resident of Philadelphia whose ancestors were 
intimately acquainted with Mr. Juhan’s family in France before their name was 
changed, and also with Mr. Bordeaux’s ancestors in that country. Of course this 
created a strong bond between Mr. Bordeaux and the young strangers. Young 
Juhan soon became the “Lion” in the musical world of Charleston, and also among 
the lovers of the twin art: drawing and painting. His sister excelled in the latter 
especially and as a teacher in Modern Languages. 

Miss Bordeaux had finished her education just before these teachers arrived 
in the City but, as her father wished her to avail herself of the advantages of their 
instruction in the branches in which they excelled, he engaged them to give 
private lessons at home. She was already one of the most admired Belles of the 
City, both for her own attractions and also for the high standing of her father and 
his reputed wealth which, despite his heavy losses, was still large. Many were the 
aspirants for her hand, particularly among the military men. Marion’s men were 
many of them in her train, sons of the Planters among whose swamps Marion had 
his headquarters. Marion himself was one of the most devoted of her Cavaliers. It 
is needless to say that Daniel Bordeaux had greatly favored the suit of General 
Marion above all other competitors, and with good reason, for he was one of 
Nature’s Nobleman, as well as descended from a French family of Noble birth. 
When he admitted Mr. Juhan to his house from day to day, and also his sister, as 
his daughter’s instructors, he forgot that “Love is a sly God and plays many 
pranks” which old heads never suspect while they are complacently awaiting for 
their own plans, very wisely laid, to develop. The daughter was certainly making 
wonderful progress in music and drawing and took far more interest in them than 



HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF THE HORNBY, BORDEAUX, JUAHN, HOFFMEYER, CANTEY AND BORDEAUX FAMILIES 
 

ever before. Her music teacher taught her both by precept and example the art of 
giving expression to what she played and sang. And thus while learning the 
language of music and its powers over the heart, they were failing victims of 
Cupid and his chains were binding together their willing hearts. The young man, 
realizing his position in the family, and that it would not be suitable for him to 
engage the affections of the daughter without first speaking to her father, 
requested a private interview with him, in which he informed him of the state of 
his heart and asked to be allowed to be a suitor for his daughter’s hand. The old 
gentleman was much excited by the request, and in the heat of the moment said 
some rather hard things. Fortunately for the young man, he expected some such 
words on his part, and so informed the old gentleman. He told him he knew he 
appeared to be an unknown adventurer but that the letter he had handed Mr. 
Bordeaux on his arrival should have proved to him who he was and what his 
family had been for generations past. While speaking he drew from his pocket a 
small jewel case and took from it a ring, handing it to Mr. Bordeaux, asking, “did 
you ever see a ring like that?” The old gentleman stared in amazement. “Yes,” 
said he, “I have the other ring made at the same time, an heir-loom, which I 
greatly prize. There are the initials F.P.B. to V. St. J. How came you, Mr. Juhan, 
to have that ring?” “My father,” answered the young man, “gave it to me just 
before we parted in Philadelphia, a few months before he died. He said it was 
given to him by his father, who had also received it from his father, my great-
grandfather. He, my Great-grandfather, had at the sacrifice of a part of his left 
hand in a battle, saved the life of Viscount Francis Purcell De Bordeaux. They had 
been great friends for years, and this occurrence strengthened their friendship. 
They lived in perilous times and, as both were about to leave their country to 
escape persecution and certain death, they exchanged these tokens of affection, 
pledging everlasting friendship between their families, and assistance whenever 
and wherever needed, to remote generations. They kept up communication with 
each other, the different members of the families, and when my father reached 
Philadelphia he heard of a Daniel Bordeaux in Charleston, through the gentleman 
who sent you a letter of introduction to me. That ring he saved among the jewelry 
he brought from San Domingo. He gave it to me to use when I needed a friend. I 
feel that now I need a friend and that it is for you, now, to pay the debt of 
gratitude you owed my ancestor for what he did for yours,” As he said this, he 
rose and stood before the old gentleman and said: “Mr. Bordeaux, will you allow 
me to win your daughter, if I can?” 

The old man arose and taking the hand extended to him said: “Mr. Juhan, 
this is a remarkable state of things but, in the light of your birth and that old 
family friendship, I cannot deny your request. Have you spoken on the subject to 
my daughter?” 
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“No Sir, I have not deemed it gentlemanly to take advantage of my position 
towards her and try to engage her affections before consulting you,” “I certainly 
admire your high sense o£ honor, Mr. Juhan, and it is just as I would expect one 
of your family to feel and act.” 

The two gentlemen shook hands and separated, Mr. Bordeaux not omitting 
to invite the other gentleman to dinner, as was his custom to do with visitors at 
that hour. Mr. Juhan, however, declined and left, meeting his fair pupil in the hall, 
just returned from a ride. He bowed politely, reminding her that he would be 
around in the morning for her lesson. She was evidently surprised but pleased to 
see him, and replied that she had been a little dilatory about practicing but would 
be ready for him. 

Now that he had the consent of her father to win the young lady’s love, he 
was not slow to improve his opportunities. So well did he progress that it was not 
many weeks before the elite of the City were startled by the rumor that Miss 
Bordeaux, one of Charleston’s most beautiful and accomplished Belles, was to 
marry the young French musician. Many expressed surprise, but when it came to 
be understood that there were ties of friendship binding the families together for 
generations back, their surprise died away, General Marion pressed his suit when 
he heard the rumor, but the young lady kindly informed him that he was much 
too old for her and she could not love him, thanking him for the honor he 
conferred on her. And now, to make a long story short, in less than a year after 
his arrival in Charleston, Mr. Alexander Juhan was married to Miss Eliza Martha 
Bordeaux, in the City of Charleston, about the close of 1787. 

Daniel Bordeaux had built a handsome residence in Barnwell District, (now 
County) and called it “Lethe” where, after his daughter’s marriage, he and his son, 
Isaac, repaired to look after his plantation and his saw-mills which were located 
nearby. After a year or two, Mr. Juhan bought a place not far from his, on the 
Savannah River, and also went to planting. There is a boat landing still on the 
river called “Juhan’s Landing,” on what was his plantation. His sister, Maria Elise 
Juhan, had married Pierre Godard, a French Banker, and resided in Charleston till 
her death, leaving two children, daughters: Franciade and Jane. The elder married 
an Episcopal Minister, Effingham Wagner; the younger married Henry Bailey of 
Charleston, a lawyer and Attorney General of the State for a great many years, a 
very fine speaker. 

Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Juhan had five sons and one daughter. Daniel 
Bordeaux Juhan, Isaac Bordeaux, Francis Purcell, Nathaniel Bordeaux, and Louis 
De Leon, were the names of the sons; the daughter was named Eliza Grizelle. The 
sons all married, but the daughter remained single, out-living most of the family. 
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Mrs. Alexander Juhan received an injury and died when her last two 
children, Nathaniel and Louis, were quite young. Her husband was never the same 
man after her death. Her father, Daniel Bordeaux had died several years before 
and her brother, Isaac, a year or two after. With their death, the fortunes of the 
family began to decline. The elder sons married young and settled down as 
farmers. The third, Francis, became a teacher for several years and then a 
merchant. Nathaniel, the fourth son, displaying fine abilities, was educated at the 
Charleston College and then studied law in the City of Augusta, Georgia, where he 
began the practice with the old lawyer in whose office he had read. He was very 
handsome, and a very fascinating young man in society, and, unfortunately for 
him, if he had been less so he would have devoted himself more to his profession 
and would have risen to eminence. Being supposedly the son of a very wealthy 
man, and thinking so himself, led him into gay society and into the formation of 
habits that interfered with his success in after years. But at this time he was the 
most popular and admired young man in the City of Augusta, with prospects of 
the brightest character before him. 
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Chapter 9 

Twas a glorious evening the first part of May. A “May Festival” was to be 
given that night by the young ladies of Miss Hornby’s Institute, and the beautiful 
grounds were tastefully prepared for the charming floral display. The Throne for 
the Queen had been erected on the long, wide gallery in front of the house, a 
gorgeous mass of flowers with a canopy of the same, with ample room on each 
side for all who were to participate in the Coronation, with the musician’s stand 
just on the left. Vines and flowers hung in wreaths and festooned around the 
columns and at the back. Everything was as beautiful as nature and art combined 
could make it. The guests were the Bon Ton of the City, who had received special 
invitations from the accomplished Lady Principal, Miss Hornby, whom many knew 
as “Lady Eleanor Hornby” of England. The Queen, who had been unanimously 
elected by her fellow pupils was Miss Hornby’s niece, the beautiful Henrietta 
Hornby, just sixteen years of age. The seats for the guests were arranged on the 
lawn in front of the gallery which was carpeted with velvety grass of richest green 
and brilliant with hundreds of lights. A little to the right was a tall Maypole from 
which descended the many colored streamers of ribbon to be held by the little 
fairies who were to dance around it while singing a song in honor of the Queen. 
Just inside the gate was a large platform strewed with flowers and festooned with 
vines and wreathes was Miss Hornby’s reception hall where, seated with her 
pupils around her, she was to receive her guests; her pages, boys from fourteen to 
sixteen, were to assign them seats. The Mayor and Dignitaries of the City were to 
attend in a body at a specified hour and then the other guests were to be admitted. 
At a given hour the gate was to close and the Festival to commence with a Grand 
March by the Band, during which the Principal, led by the Mayor and followed by 
the pupils, were to march forward, ascend the gallery steps, and take their seats, 
the Mayor and Principal sitting in the audience immediately opposite the Throne. 
Miss Hornby was attired in a robe of brocaded white satin with lace over-dress, 
which she had worn when at Court to the Royal Family. She had never worn it 
since. She looked herself like a Queen. She was then about fifty, tall and stately in 
her manners, with snow white hair, large dark eyes, and fine expressive features. 
Among the guests was Mr. N. B. Juhan, our young lawyer, who had been 
introduced to Miss Hornby by a mutual friend some few days before. After paying 
their respects to her, they had been seated by a page and soon after the strains of 
music announced the opening of the Ceremonies. The Grand March was led by the 
Mayor and Miss Hornby with military precision, followed by fifty young ladies in 
perfect order. At the foot of the steps, the Leaders separated and the girls 
marched up the steps, one couple turning to the right of the Throne and one to the 
left, till the twenty-five couples were seated. The younger scholars in their white 
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dresses and wreaths of flowers had all been seated near the Maypole. Of course, 
all were dressed in white trimmed with flowers except the Fairies who were 
dressed in green with pink flowers and ribbons. As the band ceased, the twenty-
five young ladies arose and, with an instrumental accompaniment, sang an ode to 
“May, the Beautiful Queen of the Year,” This was followed by a selection by the 
Band composed for the occasion by the Principal Music Teacher in the school, 
entitled “The Bird and Flower Waltz in the Month of May,” Then there was a short 
account of “May Festivals in Merry Old England,” written several years before by 
the sister of the Principal, Miss Hannah Hornby, who had died shortly after 
reaching America. It was written in verse and well-read by one of the young ladies. 
The piece was highly appreciated and was requested for publication in the Morning 
Paper. Then the Band struck up a triumphant March and there was a general look 
and murmur of expectancy which was hushed to breathless admiration as the blue 
flower-spangled curtain at the back parted and three beautiful young girls, 
arrayed in fleecy drapery, flower-bedecked, advanced to the front of the Dias, one 
bearing a silver salver on which lay a floral Crown of white flowers sparkling with 
Crystals, and the other, on the left, holding a golden scepter wreathed in flowers. 
The central Maiden, attired in pure white without a colored flower about her, was 
the very personification of Purity, Modesty, Youth and Grace. An involuntary 
murmur of admiration arose from the audience. The Band ceased and the young 
lady bearing the Crown gracefully knelt before the central one, who had seated 
herself in the Regal Chair, and in a short, clearly enunciated speech in verse, 
expressed the love and admiration of her fellow pupils for her, which had 
prompted them to select her their “Queen of the May,” and their wishes that she 
may have a long and prosperous reign over many loving hearts. Then, rising, she 
placed the crown on her beautiful brow. The other young lady then advanced and 
in the same attitude begged her acceptance of the garlanded Scepter and expressed 
their confidence that she would never wield a despotic Scepter but one of 
gentleness and love, as every woman should. The Queen accepted the Scepter 
graciously and, rising with a slight bow, “expressed her deep appreciation of the 
honor they had conferred on her, and her earnest desire that she might become 
more worthy of their love and confidence, and that they might all one day receive 
That Crown, which unlike earthly crowns, will never fade away,” 

As she ceased and took her seat, the Band struck up “God Save the King,” 
going through with many national airs before it ceased. Mr. Juhan’s friend sitting 
by him noticed that he had sat spellbound ever since the opening of the Coronation 
Scene. He tapped him on the shoulder with, “Hey, old fellow, come down out of the 
clouds and mingle once more with common mortals,” 

Mr. Juhan grasped his friend’s hand, saying, “I tell you, John, that is the 
most beautiful girl I ever beheld; I must be introduced to her,” “Take care, Nat,” 
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said his friend, “young as she is, just sixteen this day, there are at least half a 
dozen raving about her and ready to fight a duel over her. And her aunt, Miss 
Hornby, watches her like a cat does a mouse and will not let anyone come near 
her,” 

“Well,” said Mr. Juhan, looking toward Miss Hornby as she approached, 
leaning on the arm of the Mayor, “she is a splendid-looking old lady, might grace a 
Throne anywhere, and I suppose I will have to get into her good graces to be 
allowed a sight of the niece,” Just then Miss Hornby came near and they 
immediately approached to speak to her. She spoke to them very graciously and 
introducing them to the Mayor, invited them into the house to partake of her 
hospitality and mingle with the other guests. 

“We will do so, Miss Hornby, with pleasure if you will first allow us to do 
homage to the Queen of this Paradise and become members of her court,” said Mr. 
Juhan with one of his most charming smiles. He had a beautiful mouth and when 
he smiled he was well-nigh irresistible. Miss Hornby was taken off her guard and, 
of course, could not be so impolite as to refuse. 

“Certainly, Mr. Juhan,” said she, “but we must take in the May-pole dance 
and song by the Fairies before we enter the house,” 

The Band just then struck up a simple piece for the children to keep time to 
and they began to fly around the pole holding to the gay ribbons. The Band ceased 
and the children sang about the “Beautiful Henrietta, the Queen of the May,” 
written by an admirer of the young lady for the occasion. 

When that part of the programme was finished, Miss Hornby conducted the 
young gentlemen to the drawing room where the young Queen, with her Court 
around her, was receiving the congratulations of friends. Several gentlemen were 
in the room, mostly married men, among them Dr. Watkins, Miss Henrietta’s 
Guardian, a tall, thin, sour-visaged old gentleman to whom Miss Hornby 
introduced her two young friends and, after the exchange of a few words with him, 
she led the way to her niece. She first introduced Mr. John Hay to her niece and 
the two young ladies with her, her Prime Ministers, and then she presented Mr. 
Juhan who, in a gallant speech, told her how he had enjoyed the honor of being 
admitted to her Coronation exercises and hoped that he might be admitted into her 
train as an humble Cavalier. Then, sitting down among them, both the young men 
made themselves so agreeable to the girls that they forgot that they were 
strangers. Refreshments were soon after served the company being scattered 
around in groups, Mr. Hay and Mr. Juhan continuing in the train of the Queen. Mr. 
Juhan soon perceived that he was observed very closely by that sour-visaged old 
doctor, the Guardian of his fair Inamorata. On his introduction to the doctor, he 
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had felt an aversion to him. Soon after the partaking of refreshments was over, 
the guests began to retire and, much to their regret, our young friends saw that 
they must leave. With expressions of pleasure for the delightful evening they had 
spent, and hopes that they might be permitted to spend more such in the society 
of the young ladies, they made their adieux and went in search of the hostess to 
pay their respects to her. Mr. Juhan was the principal spokesman, such little 
pleasant nothings being his forte. 

Miss Hornby met them and extended her hand in farewell which Mr. Juhan 
clasped, assuring her of his gratitude to her for the happiness she had given him 
by this charming entertainment. He told her he was alone in the city, with only a 
boarding house to go to, and how he longed for congenial society, one like herself 
who could be to him a friend and adviser, as his mother had died almost in his 
infancy and his only sister was younger than himself, and she was at home with 
his father who was an invalid. So beautifully did he speak and so well did his fine 
face express the sentiment he uttered that he completely captured the old lady and 
she warmly pressed his hand and invited him to come some evenings, when he felt 
lonely and could enjoy the society of one so much older than himself and she 
would make it feel like home to him. As they walked away his friend said, “Well, 
Nat, I think you carried the old lady by storm this evening,” “I wish you all 
success, my dear fellow, the young lady is certainly a lovely creature. But I tell 
you I don’t like the looks of that old Guardian, Dr. Watkins; he’s a sour-looking 
chap, looks to me like he could do a mean thing, and not be ashamed of it either,” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Juhan, “I can’t endure his face; he would make a bad 
enemy to any man and I saw him watching me all the evening, but I hope I have 
made a friend of Miss Hornby, and one can see she is no ordinary woman,” “It is 
said she had quite a romantic history, in fact, that the history of the whole family 
for generations back would read like a romance,” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Hay, “I have heard something of it, but let me tell you about 
Watkins; ‘tis said he means to marry his ward to his son, a young M.D., a 
worthless fellow, not fit to doctor a cat. The old man has her father’s property in 
his hands, and it was a handsome amount when he died.” “Is Miss Hornby 
favorable to the match, John,” asked Mr. Juhan eagerly? 

“No, Nat, I hear that she is so much opposed to it that she has very little to 
do with the old doctor who, it is said has been trying to get the old lady to marry 
him since the death of his wife, a year or two ago. Miss Hornby was a particular 
friend of hers but she could never bear him.” “Well,” said Mr. Juhan, “I hope I 
have made a good impression on Miss Hornby, and this other affair may work in 
my favor. So good night, as here we are at my place,” 
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“Good night, Nat, pleasant dreams of dark, dreamy eyes, brown curls, rosy 
cheeks, smiling lips, in short, all the graces of a Venus. If I had not already been 
captured by a beautiful Blonde in Savannah, I might come in as your rival.” So 
with a hearty handclasp they separated. 

It is needless to say that it was not long before Mr. Juhan availed himself of 
Miss Hornby’s kind invitation to spend an evening with her when he felt lonely. 
One rainy evening, the last of May, such weather as would induce homesickness in 
one away from that dear spot, he repaired to her residence, and was very 
cordially received. She invited him into her parlor, where was her library, that 
had also been her sister’s and the harp and guitar of that loved and lost one, and 
many other things that belonged to her sister. She had been feeling pensive 
herself and so was not surprised when Mr. Juhan said that he had come to be 
cheered and soothed. 

He told her he had received letters from his father and sister which had 
made him homesick and that if she would not think him presumptuous, he would 
read her some extracts from them. Of course she said she would be pleased to 
have him do so. He was a beautiful reader, and as he read for her those fatherly 
and sisterly expressions of love and words of advice and admonition, closing with 
earnest prayer for the absent son and brother, she was overcome. The recollection 
of the three loved brothers and the darling sister who had all passed away and left 
her alone, for a time overpowered her. The young man was alarmed and stepped 
to her door to call assistance. Just as he was about to open it, another door 
opened and her niece entered, not knowing anyone was there. Her aunt was sitting 
white and motionless in her chair. She rushed to her and taking a vial of camphor 
from the mantle place, she held it to her nose and bathed her forehead with some. 
Mr. Juhan fanned her while the niece rubbed her hands. She soon recovered 
herself and when Mr. Juhan expressed his regret if he had caused her 
indisposition, she told him that she had been thinking of the past all day, and that 
as he read, the flood of memories had overpowered her, but she was all right now, 
and soon congratulated him on having such a father and sister. Her niece, who 
had been much alarmed by her aunt’s condition, remained in the room as her aunt 
did not dismiss her. 

Thinking he had best leave, he arose saying he was sorry his visit had 
proved so unfortunate, and extended his hand to Miss Hornby. She took it in a 
warm clasp and told him to come again, and she would promise him a pleasanter 
visit. He put his hand on the harp and expressed the hope that he might be 
favored with some music the next time he came, as the love o£ music and its twin, 
art, were heirlooms in his family. Miss Hornby said her niece would gratify his 
wish when he came. The pretty girl bowed and smiled her assent, and he pressed 
their hands and departed. 
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This visit was followed by others at reasonable intervals during all of which 
Miss Henrietta was present most of the time. He brought his flute and played 
accompaniment to her niece on the harp or sang duets with her, or played an Alto 
on his flute while she sang to her guitar. Sometimes her married sister, Mrs. 
Groves, was there and took part in the musical soirées, and also her husband. Mr. 
Juhan had a fine Tenor voice and Mr. Groves a good Bass one. The youngest sister, 
Emma, would sometimes join them, so Mr. Juhan was treated quite like one of the 
family. 

At the same time, young Dr. Watkins was a frequent visitor at the house 
and, being the Guardian’s son, could not be refused the privilege. Miss Hornby had 
been careful never to leave her niece alone in the room with any young man, so 
young Watkins could not gain anything by his visits. The old doctor, hearing of the 
situation of things, determining to bring things to a point, called at Miss Hornby’s 
and desired a private interview with her in which he told her that, as Henrietta’s 
Guardian, he positively forbade her receiving any more visits from Mr. Juhan; 
that he was not a fit associate for her and, moreover, he had selected the man she 
was to marry, his son, and that she must obey his wishes. 

Miss Hornby told the doctor after waiting for him to finish his harangue, 
that her brother had left his children in her care and she meant to exercise that 
right as long as she lived, and they needed her; that he, the doctor, by the will had 
charge of their property as long as he rightfully managed it, but that she and they 
had the right by the will to choose another Guardian, which they would certainly 
do if he continued to arrogate so much to himself; that neither he nor anyone 
should force her niece into a marriage to which she was averse. 

She told him she had made some inquiries into the character of the young 
gentleman whom he had mentioned, and must say that between him and the 
doctor’s son the evidence was largely in favor of Mr. Juhan. The doctor went 
away in a rage, and in a few days announced his withdrawal from the position of 
Guardian. Mr. Groves, the husband of one of the nieces, was appointed in his place. 
Miss Hornby did nothing towards investigating Mr. Juhan’s character till he made 
a formal request to be allowed to pay his addresses to her niece, when she 
candidly told him what Dr. Watkins had said. This, of course, greatly excited him 
and he threatened to challenge the doctor to a duel. She succeeded in cooling him 
down, telling him that it had no weight with her, and that the doctor was no 
longer her niece’s Guardian; that Mr. Groves now filled that position. She 
requested him to wait a few weeks for her decision as it was a very serious matter. 

Of course Mr. Juhan had to agree with her and yield to her wishes, but it 
was a great trial to his patience. Through Mr. Groves, Miss Hornby made some 
effort to learn something of the standing of Mr. Juhan in the community, which 
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satisfied her that it would be safe to entrust her niece to him. She told him, 
however, that she did not wish her to marry for at least two years. Of course the 
young man consented to any condition she might impose. 

In a few days he found an opportunity to declare his love, and offer his 
hand and hear to the fair Henrietta, telling her that he had the consent pf her 
aunt. Being so young and inexperienced, she was unprepared for any such 
revelation and especially for statements that her aunt had consented. She told him 
candidly that she had not thought of love and marriage, except as something far 
in the future, so she could not make any reply. He pressed the little soft white 
hand he had taken to his lips and, looking into her timid eyes, asked if she didn’t 
love him a little. A rosy blush was the only answer she could give in her sweet 
confusion. Does not “silence give consent” urged he, still retaining the trembling 
hand. “Say that you are not indifferent to me, that I may try to win your love. I 
have been your captive ever since I saw you crowned “Queen of the May,” “Let me 
hope to win you some sweet day, raise your eyes to mine, Henrietta, and let me 
read assent in them.” She raised her eyes to his eager, expectant ones and as they 
fell a tear dropped on his hand which still held hers. He kissed it off, saying it was 
to him a herald of hope. 

And so he begun the siege of that young, trusting heart which ere long 
yielded up to him all its store of pure innocent young love. And, indeed, he seemed 
in every way worthy of her love. Handsome as an Apollo, graceful, cultivated, 
refined in his tastes and polished in his manner, highly educated, with a soft 
persuasive voice, what wonder that a young romantic girl soon returned his 
ardent love with all her heart-wealth. 

They plighted their troth with the approval of their best friends of the 
community generally who pronounced it a most auspicious affair. The marriage 
was not to take place till she was eighteen, but about this time Miss Hornby’s 
health failed to such an alarming extent that the physicians said nothing but a 
radical change of climate could save her. She had a married niece living in 
Greenville, South Carolina, the eldest daughter of her brother, John Egbert Hornby, 
Mrs. William Bullein Johnson, whose husband was a Baptist Clergyman and also 
Principal of a flourishing Academy. The physician pronounced that mountain 
country the very place for her. Mr. Juhan urged that she at once give Henrietta to 
him and immediately take Emma, the only remaining sister, and seek health in 
that salubrious climate. This plan was accepted and in a week the solemn vows 
that bound Nathaniel Bordeaux Juhan and Henrietta Jane Hornby together for life 
were solemnized in the Episcopal Church in Augusta, Georgia, on the last day of 
December, 1823, in the presence of a throng of admiring friends. The Bride was 
robed in white satin, veil and orange blossoms. The Groom was pronounced the 
handsomest and the Bride the loveliest that had ever walked up the aisle of that 
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church. On account of the health of Miss Hornby there was no reception, only 
refreshments served at the house for a few particular friends. And thus Henrietta 
became the bride in less than a year from the time she was crowned “Queen of the 
May,” before she was seventeen. 

Miss Hornby and her other niece, Emma Raymond Hornby, left in the stage 
the next day for Greenville, where she resided with Mrs. Johnson, teaching in Mr. 
Johnson’s school till some years after the marriage of her youngest niece, Emma, 
at the age of sixteen to Mr. William Bollin Lowndes, an aristocratic gentleman of 
Charleston, South Carolina. Miss Hornby was near ninety when she died, active to 
the last, and was buried in the cemetery at Greenville, far from the rest of her 
family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Juhan resided in Augusta about two years; their eldest child, 
Mary Eliza, was born there, when they removed to Greensboro where he edited a 
paper, having given up the practice of law. Their second child, Ann Bordeaux, was 
born there. He then moved to Milledgeville, the Capitol of Georgia, where he 
engaged in merchandise, In October, 1830, their third child, Emma Juliet, was 
born. His wife’s health completely failed when the little Emma was about six 
months old and he had to take her to an infirmary for treatment, where she 
remained seven years, perfectly helpless, when death came to her relief, in 
Columbia, South Carolina. 

Mr. Juhan employed a housekeeper and kept his children with him in 
Milledgeville when they were not in school at Scottsboro, under the care of an 
elderly lady, a particular friend of his wife’s. When his eldest child, Mary, was 
twelve years old, this lady, Mrs. Fitz-Gerald, wrote to Mrs. Juhan’s sister, Mrs. 
Lowndes, who was then a widow, that her sister Henrietta’s children needed a 
mother’s care. Their father was immersed in politics, and his family was left to 
the servants. Mrs. Lowndes, Emma Hornby that was, immediately proposed to 
take charge of her sister’s children for a term of years, at least till the two elder 
ones were old enough to keep house for him, as she had no children of her own, 
only a niece, the child of her other sister, Mrs. Groves, who had also died, leaving 
the one little girl. 

At first Mr. Juhan declined accepting her offer, but on consideration and 
realizing that he was neglecting his children and must continue to do so unless he 
changed his business and mode of life, he wrote again accepting it. She accordingly 
wrote him when she would be in Milledgeville for the children which was the 
middle of April, 1836. She kept her appointment and took her sister’s three 
children to her little cottage in Greenville, 2 1/2 miles from the town. They did not 
arrive there till about the last of July, having made visits on the way to Augusta, 
her old home, and to Columbia where she had relatives and where the Institution 
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was in which their mother was being treated. She talked about her sisters but 
didn’t know Mrs. Lowndes, and though she spoke constantly of her husband and 
children, calling their names, except the youngest she did not know any of them. 
The last of July Mrs. Lowndes took her three nieces to Greenville. The last of 
August the little Emma took typhoid fever from which she did not recover till after 
New Years. The next spring Mrs. Lowndes had her sister, Mrs. Juhan, brought to 
her home in Greenville, hoping it would benefit her. But she soon became worse 
and had to be sent back, dying about a month after returning to Columbia, and 
was buried by relatives in their lot in a Churchyard there. 
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MRS. LOWNDES AND HER NIECES 
X  

The home to which Mrs. Lowndes took her nieces was a simple little cottage 
of four rooms, situated on a rocky hill of considerable elevation, in fact was a part 
of Piney Mountain, one of the foothills to one of the ranges of mountains that run 
down through Virginia and North Carolina when the three States, the two 
Carolinas and Georgia, come together. The carriage road leading to the house 
seemed to lead through a level country, but when it entered the gate and turned 
around to the front of the house, one became aware that the house was situated 
on the crest of a lofty hill that descended too abruptly to the valley beneath to 
admit of driving straight to the top. It was cultivated by ploughing round and 
round on the steepest parts. There was a beautiful view of several different 
ranges of mountains from the long, wide front Piazza which, as I said, were in 
three different states. The nearest was only three miles off, while the farthest 
were about thirty. The children nearly went wild over them the next morning. 
They had arrived the night before after nine o’clock so did not get a sight of them 
then. The house servants met the carriage at the front steps and one old woman, 
whom their aunt told them was ‘Maum Cotta’ seemed almost beside herself with 
joy at the sight of “her dear Missus,” kneeling down and clasping her knees and 
covering her hand with kisses and even kissing her feet, the tears running down 
her wrinkled cheeks, as she “blessed de Lawd dat he done bring her darlin Missus 
and Miss Ellen home, and derv udder blessed chillun,” wherewith she hugged Miss 
Ellen so tight that the young lady screamed till she released her, saying, “hi my 
darlin little Missie, Maum Cotta so glad to see you I’s cain tell how hard I’s hug,” 
She then proceeded to extend the same loving embrace to the other two elder 
children, who took refuge behind their aunt. She then grabbed the youngest, who 
willingly yielded to her embrace, which so charmed the old woman that she said, 
“Bress de Lawd, honey, you no ‘fraid ole Cotta, you gwine be her blessed baby, but 
ain’t you a putty creetur doe, wid dem big eyes and dem ringlets hangin all round 
ye’s head like a vine.” “You’se all putty chillun sho! But dis ole nigga keep you all 
a-stanin out here and she know you want some supper and go to bed, so come in, 
Cotta got a nice cup er tea fur Missus and sumthin nice for de chillins, too.” The 
aunt shook hands with the two other servants, the seamstress, Eliza, and the 
houseboy, March, who were grinning from ear to ear while “Granny,” as they 
called her, was receiving the newcomers with so much empressement. Maum 
Cotta’s supper of hominy, waffles and broiled partridge, with tea for Missus, and 
milk for the children, was much enjoyed, which gave the old woman great 
pleasure. 

“But, Cotta, where is George? Why is he not on hand?” George was the old 
woman’s husband and the head man on the place. The Driver such a man was 
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called. “Yes, bress your heart, Missus, I clean forgot to tell you de ole man is 
down fast in de bed, powerful bad off. You see two days ago dere come a mighty 
black cloud en de ole man he say dat las load of wheat hab got to be fotched in, so 
he had all hands, wid de waggin en de oxcart bof on der hurry to de feel, and dey 
all work till dey most kill deyself, en he wid dem, Dey git de wheat in de barn but 
afore dey could get onder shelter de rain hit come down a washers. Dey wuz all 
fired up workin so hard, mostly de ole man. I wuzn’t down to de barn but wuz up 
here, me’n Liza cleaning up, en I couldn’t git down thar till it quit a rainin. When I 
got thar, thar sot de ole man in all his wet close a shiverin. I got em off’n him and 
rubbed him dry and put dry close on him, put his foots in hot water with plenty of 
pepper in it, jes like you duz, en gin him a big bown of pepper tea wid salts in it 
an made him go right to bed, but bless your soul, my dear Missus, dat poor ole 
nigga jes shake all night wid de agy. Liza holp me rub him wid mustard all nite. In 
de mawnin I told Smart I couln’t let Missus’ nigga die fore she got back so she mus 
go for de docta en tell him Missus said to sen for him if ennybody got bad orf, en 
please to come quick.” “He cum an said de ole man was mighty nigh gone wid 
‘gestiv chill,” but he went to work on him powerful strong. He had whiskey wid 
him en he give him nuf to kill ten horses, en he put dem fyl blisters all ober him, 
mighty nigh after a while de ole man begin to roll, dem blisters begin for draw, en 
dat whiskey hit begin for warm he stomach. De docta he stay till he say he was 
comin all right, and he tuk off de blisters and tell me ter keep de sore places 
greased, and if he should git cool agin to give him more whiskey and put the 
blisters on again, dat he would come agin in de mawnin, so he did, en gin me 
physic fur him to take. He’s better now, but powerful weak, cain hold up his 
haid.” “Well, Cotta, I’m sorry the old man had such a time. You did right to send 
for the doctor. Now, good night, I’ll see him in the morning. We will not want 
breakfast till nine in the morning so you need not stir early. 

Eliza, the maid, had already helped the children to bed, and they were 
soundly asleep when Mrs. Lowndes retired to her room. Bit it was some hours 
before her thoughts could allow her to follow their example. She was still young, 
only twenty-six. She had married at sixteen into a wealthy, aristocratic family 
who resided in Charleston, or on the plantation not far from there, and spent the 
summers up in Greenville at their little country place, or at some other summer 
resort. She had no child of her own but had adopted the daughter of her sister, 
Mrs. Groves, who died when the little girl, Eleanor Hannah, named after their two 
aunts, the Misses Hornby, was only two years old. Mrs. Lowndes, though not so 
beautiful as either of her other three sisters, Mrs. Harrison, Mrs. Groves, or Mrs. 
Juhan, was still quite pretty and very much admired. Her voice was her greatest 
attraction; it was wonderful, both in its power and sweetness. It was her 
magnificent voice that attracted the attention of Mr. Lowndes as, in company with 
a friend, he was strolling through the streets of Greenville one summer evening. 
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They were about to pass the gate of a residence sitting back from the street when 
such delicious strains of melody were wafted to their ears that they paused to 
listen. They stood leaning against a tree, in the moonlight, listening till the music 
ceased. Then Mr. Lowndes exclaimed, “What a glorious voice! Have you any idea 
who is the possessor of it, Harry?” “Yes,” said Mr. Rutledge, the gentleman 
addressed, “it is a Miss Hornby, quite a young girl of sixteen, who is at school 
there with Dr. Johnson, who is also the pastor of the Baptist Church. But Miss 
Hornby attends the Episcopal Church with her aunt, Miss Eleanor Hornby, an 
elderly lady. They are both members of that church and the niece sings in the 
Choir there. Everybody is wild over her for she sings like an Angel and is also 
very pretty and graceful and, withal, very pious, which last is no recommendation 
to you, I presume.” 

“Well, Harry, there you are mistaken, for though you know I am a wild 
scapegrace of a fellow, I admire piety in a woman and think it adds a crowning 
grace to her charms. In fact, old boy, I admire the genuine article in anyone, man 
or woman, but when I see people very sanctimonious on Sunday, drawling out 
“Good Lord Deliver Us” in church, and then on weekdays doing those very things 
they pray the Lord to deliver them from, I have no use for them nor the kind of 
religion they profess.” “But about this young lady, I shall attend church tomorrow 
to hear her sing. My mother will be glad to see me there; I will go with her. She is 
feeble this summer, my father’s death has gone hard with her.” 

“Well, Rollin, I expect to be there myself, partly because it is my habit and 
partly to see that pretty sister of yours I met at the entertainment last evening. 
So Good night,” and they parted. 

Mr. Lowndes attended services the next day and as he entered with the frail 
gentle-looking mother leaning on his arm and his handsome graceful sister at her 
side, all admired and those that knew him wondered, as he was not given to 
church-going. A young girl in the Choir thought it was a beautiful sight, the 
mother leaning on the son’s arm. In the little country churches in those days, 
there were no organs, even in an Episcopal Church. As the Minister entered the 
chancel, the Choir chanted a short sentence and Mr. Lowndes turned partly 
around to get a glimpse of the owner of that rich voice that poured a flood of 
melody through the house. He saw a tall slender figure, the center of a group of 
five, three ladies and two gentlemen, with large brown eyes raised to heaven, a 
face of oval form, shaded by a mass of glossy black hair coiled around a classic 
head wearing a Gypsy hat, with a simple band of blue ribbon on it, and from the 
red parted lips such heavenly sound proceeding as the shepherds heard on the 
plains of Judea. He was fascinated, both with the voice and the owner, every 
hymn of the service and every chant increasing his admiration. He had never 
before noticed the beauty of the words both of the hymns and chants till they 
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came from her lips so clearly enunciated, and the music rendered with such 
exquisite expression. He never felt so solemnized and reverential before during 
church services and actually listened with interest to the sermon on the “Love of 
God as displayed in the death of His Son.” He remarked to his mother as they rode 
to the hotel that they had a fine sermon this morning, but the music was still finer, 
and asked her if she would not like to become personally acquainted with the 
young lady and her aunt who always accompanied her. 

The mother remarked that she had never cultivated the acquaintance of 
perfect strangers, no matter what their attractions, until she had found out from 
inquiry that they were fit to associate with. 

Mr. Lowndes said that he would wager that they were all that could be 
desired, for there was something regal in the looks of the young lady. His mother 
promised that if things were satisfactory, she would arrange to form the 
acquaintance of the niece and the aunt. 

It is sufficient to say that Mr. Lowndes very soon learned all about the 
Hornbys, who they were and where they came from, which perfectly satisfied his 
fastidious mother, and she soon in the most deferential and delicate manner, 
brought about an acquaintance and friendship between herself and the Hornby and 
also Dr. Johnson’s family, whose wife was also a niece of Miss Hornby. That the 
wealth of the family had decayed through the dishonesty and bad management of 
Guardians did not depreciate them in Mrs. Lowndes estimation. She was too 
genuine a Lady to be influenced by such sordid considerations. She soon found out 
that her son was deeply interested in the niece; in fact, really in love with her and, 
as he had never seemed so attracted before, she was pleased, for he was old 
enough to marry and it had given her anxiety on his account that he had never 
manifested such inclination before. She saw, too, that this change in his feelings 
was having a good influence over him so she put no obstacles in his way. 

In a few months Mr. Lowndes made formal application to Miss Hornby for 
the privilege of addressing her niece. She referred him to the Guardian, Dr. 
Johnson, stating that she would be guided by his judgment; that she was 
impressed favorably to his suit, perhaps because she so much admired and loved 
his mother and sister. 

The next evening Mr. Lowndes called on Dr. Johnson to prefer the same 
request to him. The Doctor received him very politely, but when the young man 
laid his request before him, the Doctor stated that his Ward was entirely too young 
to take such a step and her education was still unfinished; besides which, he had 
not heard very favorable reports of Mr. Lowndes’ habits. Mr. Lowndes confessed 
that he had been wild, but that the companionship of a pious wife would help him 
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to a better life. The Doctor did not give him much encouragement, so he went 
home .to his mother very much downcast. That lady at once made up her mind to 
take the matter in hand and, as is generally the case when a woman makes up 
her mind to bring a thing to pass, she carried her point and early in October the 
weekly paper contained the announcement of the marriage of Mr. William Rollin 
Lowndes of Charleston to Miss Emma Raymond Hornby, youngest daughter of the 
late Thomas Phipps Hornby of Augusta, Georgia. 

They left for Charleston immediately, and when she arrived in the City he 
proudly introduced his fair young bride into the Society of that Aristocratic City 
and soon all were charmed with her matchless voice. He gave her the best vocal 
teachers in the City who pronounced her voice perfect and felt flattered at being 
permitted to instruct her. 

Mr. Lowndes fulfilled his promise to her Aunt and Guardian and forsook his 
wild companions and bad habits, but his health had been undermined by 
dissipation and the seeds of incurable disease soon began to manifest themselves. 
At the end of two years of her marriage, Mrs. Lowndes adopted Eleanor Hannah 
Groves, the only child of her sister, Mrs. Groves, who died when the child was two 
years old. At the end of the fourth year of their married life, Mr. Lowndes died, 
blessing her for the good she had done him and for the joy and comfort her love 
had been to him. He commended her to the care of his mother, who loved her as 
an own daughter, and left her all his property as well as what would come to him 
from his mother’s estate at his mother’s death. Thus, at the age of twenty, Mrs. 
Lowndes was left a widow. She had fondly loved her husband and he had gratified 
her every wish. She continued to reside with her mother-in-law six years, at the 
end of which time the needs of her sister’s, Mrs. Juhan’s, children were pressed 
upon her so strongly by a mutual friend that she concluded that it was her duty to 
take charge of them, thought it was at the sacrifice of ease and comfort and the 
home made dear to her by the memory of a devoted husband, and the loving care 
of his affectionate mother. 

She had to remove to her little cottage in the country, two and a half miles 
from the village, away from any congenial neighbors, and take upon herself the 
cares of a farm and the responsibility of raising a family of four girls. Her friends 
and connections in Charleston protested against her course, but she was one who 
was not to be turned aside from the path of duty. Sisterly love also turned her 
heart to the children of her favorite and beautiful sister, the playmate of her 
childhood, and in obedience to the call of duty and affection we find her now in 
this little cottage with her four nieces at the age of twenty-six, just assuming alone 
the responsibilities of life. It was enough to drive sleep from her pillow for many 
hours that night, the first of her entrance upon this life of self-denial. But she 
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knew the source of strength and, on bended knees had prayed for wisdom and 
strength to bear this burden, and it was graciously given her from day to day. 

The next day dawned bright and clear with the heat of the July sun 
tempered by the cool mountain breezes. The children were ready for their 
breakfast by nine o’clock, to which they did ample justice, as their aunt did not 
restrain their appetites as she had the night before. Their aunt had prayers before 
breakfast, which she continued all the years they were with her, morning and 
evening. Old Maum Cotta came to give them their morning greeting and to hear 
“Missus pray,” After breakfast their aunt took them to the negro quarters with 
the old woman to see her sick husband, George; she found him very much 
improved, eating some of the breakfast “Missus” had sent from her own table. 
When they returned to the house, the children went on the front Gallery to see the 
mountains, which were on the west of the house. They were charmed with the 
beautiful view and with the fragrant and beautiful flowers blooming in the garden; 
the vines festooning the Piazza, and the large trees that shaded it from the 
afternoon sun. Their aunt soon called them to help unpack the trunks and to put 
away their clothing. She believed in giving children something to do and requiring 
them to do it regularly every day. She was almost a counterpart of her Aunt 
Eleanor Hornby, very systematic, and her household affairs were conducted in a 
precise and orderly manner. “A place for everything and everything in its place,” 
was her motto and she started from the very first to train the children and 
servants, too, in that way. 

The twin motto “A time for everything and everything on time,” was also a 
rule she insisted on. At first she had difficulty with the children in these respects, 
for they had not had a mother to train them, and had never been under any rules. 
Their Cousin, Ellen Groves, had though, and so her example was helpful to them. 
She was just four months younger than Mary, Mrs. Juhan’s eldest daughter, who 
would be twelve years old in November following. 

Month after month and year after year passed, and Mrs. Lowndes continued 
true to her charge, with all firmness and patience, checking what was wrong in 
their hearts and conduct and planting and cultivating everything good and 
commendable in them. As she became known, many kind friends gathered around 
her, giving her their love and admiration. Mr. Juhan had promised to pay board 
for his children and also to send dry goods. These things he did a few times but, 
after his children left, he became more and more immersed in politics, which 
seemed to destroy all sense of obligation to anything else, and a letter a few times 
a year to his children full it is true of protestations of undying love for them, and 
regrets that he had so little to send, enclosing five or ten dollars, was all that she 
received from him. Mr. Groves was constantly making remittances to his daughter 
and boxes of clothing also, some of which was from Mr. Juhan. 
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Their aunt sent the two eldest into the village to school, but the two younger 
ones could not walk so far. At the end of two years, Mr. Groves took his daughter 
and her cousin, Mary, to Augusta and kept them there at school two terms. He 
was afraid to keep them in the summer because it was not healthy. That June he 
brought them back, remaining a week or two, during which time he and Mrs. 
Lowndes became engaged to be married, the event to take place the next 
November. But the yellow fever broke out that year in Augusta and he was one of 
the first to die from it. Of course the little family in Greenville was thrown into 
great grief by this sad event, for he was a most excellent kind man and a devoted 
father. His business was left without anyone to look after it, and the fever ruined 
the trade of the City, so that by the time the estate could be settled up, which was 
a year or two, there was very little left for his daughter. Without his assistance it 
became hard for Mrs. Lowndes to make her expenses fall within her income, 
especially as two of her nieces were nearly grown. 

Just at this time, Dr. Johnson who had been her Guardian, and whose wife 
was her own cousin, offered to take Mary and finish her education, not charging 
anything for it or her board and thus fit her for teaching. Their Aunt was very 
grateful for this offer and gladly accepted it, writing to her father that he must 
assume the obligation of her clothing and she would continue to provide for the 
other two. Mr. Juhan replied with many expressions of gratitude to her for. the 
past and to Dr. Johnson, and sending the money to replenish her wardrobe and 
also to pay her traveling expenses and something besides for the other children. 
He said his prospects were brighter than they had been for years, and that he 
hoped to be able to send a regular amount for his children in the future. He 
expressed his sympathy for Eleanor in the death of her father, and said he was 
an “honest man, the noblest work of God,” of which, said he, “I have seen but few 
in my hard sad life,” So beautifully did he write that Mrs. Lowndes, who had 
never liked him, felt sorry for him and thought perhaps she had judged him 
harshly and replied to his letter in a kinder tone than she had ever done before. 

Just about this time she received two offers of marriage, one from a lawyer, 
rather an old Bachelor, and the brother of her most particular friend, a Mr. Gaunt, 
son of Judge Gaunt of Greenville. The family was an old English one, direct 
descendants of “John of Gaunt” from whose family came several of England’s 
kings, and connected by marriage with the Hornbys; but he was rather dissipated 
and she would not trust him. 

The other was the Episcopal Pastor, Mr. Charles Coatsworth Pinckney, 
Grandson of the signer of the Declaration of Independence, from South Carolina. 
Mr. Pinckney was a first cousin of Mr. Lowndes. His wife had been a particular 
friend of Mrs. Lowndes and Mrs. Lowndes had helped to nurse her in her last 
sickness. She had been dead something over a year. Mrs. Lowndes was fond of 
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him and had it not been for her nieces would have married him, but she knew he 
would not be willing to assume the responsibility of their support, even if he was 
able, which she doubted. So she refused him and continued to discharge her duty. 

About that time a Presbyterian Minister moved from Charleston to 
Greenville, building nearly a mile from Mrs. Lowndes. He had come for the benefit 
of his wife’s health. They had two small children, boys, the eldest a son of eight 
years; the other, also a boy, of three. Mrs. Lowndes of course called on her new 
neighbors and was much pleased with them. She found Mrs. Buist quite an invalid, 
so much so as not to be able to return visits. She begged Mrs. Lowndes to come 
often to see her, as she was not able to get about and would be lonely. Her mother 
was with her at present but would be obliged to return to her home soon. As Mrs. 
Lowndes considered it a religious duty to visit the sick, she was frequently at Mrs. 
Buist’s, who was much pleased to have her do so. Mrs. Lowndes was very sorry to 
see that Mrs. Buist did not improve but rather failed in strength. 

At this time Mrs. Lowndes received a letter from her cousin, Mrs. Howe, 
living in Columbia, offering to take her niece Ann, the second daughter of Mrs. 
Juhan, and send her to school, a year at least. Mrs. Lowndes had not felt able to 
send the child to school and, in fact, she was not strong and not able to walk so 
far, so she was glad to receive the offer. She again wrote to Mr. Juhan, telling him 
to fit the little girl out. She had not heard from him for several months but he 
responded very promptly to her letter, sending quite a liberal supply of money, 
stating that he had been sick for months with inflammatory rheumatism, to which 
he had always ever since his seventh year been subject, which had several times 
blighted his brightest prospects from his having to be laid aside months at a time. 
He accepted Mrs. Howe’s offer with gratitude as there was nothing he desired for 
his children more than a first-rate education. He remembered Mrs. Howe as Sarah 
Walthour, whom he had met in Augusta just before her marriage to Dr. McConnell, 
and was well acquainted with her brother, George Walthour, in whose hands, as 
agent, were some lands belonging to the Hornby heirs, coming from their 
grandfather’s estate, Mr. Hoffmeyer. Mr. Walthour’s mother he knew was a 
daughter of Mr. Hoffmeyer’s, as was Mrs. Lowndes’ mother. He stated there was 
still valuable lands on the Satilla River, the finest rice lands in the state, which 
had never been disposed of or accounted for by Mr. Walthour, appointed Guardian 
of the estate by the Will of the original owner. He stated that he had tried to get 
Mr. Groves to assist him in the effort to get possession of the lands and make 
some disposition of them, which he had promised to do that winter but his death 
in the summer had broken up the arrangement. 

Mrs. Lowndes carried her niece, Ann Bordeaux Juhan, down to Columbia in 
a few weeks, in October, 1840, and left her with Mrs. Home and her husband, Rev. 
George Howe, D.D., and Mrs. Howe’s daughter, Augusta McConnell, who received 
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her very affectionately, and she was at once placed in one of the best schools in 
the City. She was a delicate child and very timid and retiring, but very intelligent 
and studious, which last qualities soon made her a great favorite with the teachers, 
but the other qualities prevented her from being popular outside of the schoolroom. 
She was just thirteen years of age and rather small. 

When Mrs. Lowndes returned from Columbia she found her neighbor, Mrs. 
Buist, dangerously ill. Her mother, Mrs. Robinson, from Charleston was with her 
but was very much worn out with nursing. As there were no other neighbors to 
call on, Mrs. Lowndes felt it her duty, as soon as she had taken one night’s rest, 
to go to their assistance. She sent a servant with a note to Judge Gaunt’s family in 
whose care she had left Ellen and Emma, telling them of the situation and 
requesting them to keep the children till she came for them. She then went to Dr. 
Buist’s and offered her services to Mrs. Robinson to stay as long as needed, which 
were most thankfully received by that lady. Mrs. Buist had been very low for a 
week and the little babe hovering between life and death. The Doctor had no hope 
for either of them. The babe died in a few hours after Mrs. Lowndes reached the 
house. Mrs. Robinson was so exhausted that he insisted on her being put to bed 
soon after its death, as Mrs. Lowndes was there and he knew her to be an 
excellent nurse, having frequently been in the sickroom with her and, besides, he 
had brought his wife to stay all day for the especial reason of giving the old lady 
some rest. The day and night passed off with no change for the better on the part 
of Mrs. Buist, but early in the morning she became conscious and the fever had 
left her. She recognized Mrs. Lowndes and the Doctor’s wife and called for her 
husband. He too had lain down about midnight and they called him. The Doctor 
went to the door and beckoned to Mrs. Lowndes, who followed him out. He told her 
the end was near, she could not live over an hour, perhaps less, nothing could be 
done but to call her mother, which she did, telling her the situation as gently as 
possible. She assisted the old lady to dress as rapidly as she could and returned 
with her to the room. Mrs. Built knew her mother’s voice but could not speak, 
only pressed her hand and murmured something which could not be heard, except 
the word “children,” It was supposed she committed her children to her mother’s 
care. Without any appearance of suffering, she peacefully ceased to breathe in less 
than an hour. 

She had been a devout Christian and a model wife and mother. Though not 
endowed with beauty of person, she was loved and admired by all who knew her 
for her beauty of character, which grew more Christ-like during the two years of 
her suffering. Mrs. Lowndes remained with them during that day and night, 
insisting on Mrs. Robinson and her husband, who had arrived just a few hours 
before his daughter breathed her last, retiring to their rooms and getting needed 
repose. She and the Doctor’s wife made all the needed arrangements, laying the 
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little babe in its mother’s arms. It nearly broke her heart to see the little boys 
weeping over their departed Mother, but their Father took them off with him in 
the woods, to conceal his own feelings and help to divert their thoughts to other 
things. Mrs. Lowndes with the assistance of Mrs. Robinson’s and Mrs. Buist’s 
maids, packed the trunks and got everything ready for their departure to 
Charleston the next morning, where the body was to be interred. There being no 
Presbyterian Minister near, Mr. Pinckney, the Episcopal Pastor, read the burial 
service over her the next morning and by ten o’clock they left on their sad 
journey, after the aged parents and the young husband had bidden an affectionate 
farewell to Mrs. Lowndes, expressing their deep gratitude for all she had done for 
them. She kissed the little boys, while her tears flowed in sympathy with theirs. 

She remained after they left till the servants had put the whole house to 
rights, and had locked up, and the keys given to a faithful servant woman of Mrs. 
Buist’s, by the direction of the husband, with directions to open and air it every 
day of the Master’s absence unless it was raining. Then, with sad heart, she 
turned her steps homeward where she was met by her faithful friend, Maum Cotta, 
with her usual salutation “De Lawd be praised”‘ “I’se got my Missus back again, 
but you look mighty peeked, honey. Yo’s done wore out over de poor lady and de 
baby, but they’s better off, deed dey’s is honey, case dey’s gone home,” “Her 
servants say she was a mighty good missus and dey all lub her powerful much, 
hep more’n de master. But Cotta must git you sum nurishment now and den you 
mus go to bed en res, fur yo’s plum wore out,” With that, she called March to “git 
Missus sum water right from de spring en den you sot de table quick, case de 
kittle is bilin and I’s gwine hab sum supper fur Missus ter-wunst,” So saying, she 
bustled out to the kitchen and while her Missus refreshed herself with a bath and 
fresh clothing, over all putting on a “Robe-de Chambre” for it was too late to dress 
any more, the old woman prepared a dainty repast of what she knew her Missus 
liked for tea. She came in after it was over, her Mistress knew to hear something 
of what had taken place, so she left March to clear the table and took the old 
woman into her room and, bidding her sit down, told her the experiences of the 
last few days. She was a faithful old creature and very sensible, and Mrs. 
Lowndes liked to gratify her by talking to her in a friendly way. She was a good 
Christian, too, and her childlike faith in God, and her pious resignation to His will 
under trying circumstances, was an example to her Mistress when tempted to 
repine. But the old woman would not let her tire herself talking, so, after reading 
a portion of God’s word to her and Eliza, the maid, as was frequently her custom 
and also a prayer out of a devotional book, supplemented by a prayer from the old 
woman for her “Missus” en de chillun” Mrs. Lowndes bade her good night and 
Eliza helped her Mistress to bed, remaining in the next room all night, as she was 
alone. 
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The next morning she rode to her friends’ residence to bring home the two 
girls but when she got there they insisted on having her remain a few days with 
them till she got over the strain she had passed through and, as they were her 
most particular friends, she determined to do so. 

When she returned home the Fall had set in, and she began the regular 
routine of life which had been broken in on by the occurrences of several weeks. 
Ellen Groves was sixteen and her education had been sadly interfered with by her 
father’s sudden death. She concluded to board her in the village with a daughter of 
Judge Gaunt, Mrs. Stone, in order to attend the Academy for girls, to come home 
every Friday evening, which arrangement was carried out all during the winter. 
This arrangement made it very lonely for her as there was no one but herself and 
her little namesake, Emma, at home. 

Mrs. Lowndes was not naturally a recluse but was fond of the society of 
congenial friends, though not of the gay world. She was happy only with a family 
around her, and this lonely life was depressing to her. She devoted a great deal of 
time to this little niece, and being naturally bright the child advanced rapidly 
under her Aunt’s instruction. Soon after Mr. Buist’s return from Charleston, he 
sent a basket of choice West India Fruit, with his card and compliments, to which 
she re plied with a short note. In a week or two she received a note requesting 
that he might be allowed to call the next evening to which, of course, she returned 
a favorable reply. He was excellent company and his visits, at long intervals, but 
gradually becoming more frequent, helped to relieve the loneliness of Mrs. 
Lowndes’ life. Mr. Pinckney, hearing of these things, renewed his attentions and 
made another offer of his heart and hand, but Mrs. Lowndes declined. In about six 
months after his wife’s death, Mr. Buist made the same offer, making his 
strongest appeal to her sympathy from the fact that he was alone in his desolate 
home, deprived of his children because he had no one to keep house for them. He 
had a sister, a single one, but she refused to come to his help. He appealed to the 
tender, compassionate heart he knew Mrs. Lowndes possessed to have pity on’ 
him. She at first declined, saying that her acquaintance with him was too slight 
for her to feel warranted in making such a choice and, besides, his wife had been 
dead too short a time for him to think of another marriage. He was silenced for a 
short time but soon renewed his attentions, accompanying them with many little 
delicate kindnesses and thoughtful acts that will have an effect on a woman’s 
heart. He was a very fine-looking man, with pleasant manners, fascinating when 
he chose to be, and just one year older than herself. He at last told her the story 
of his marriage and how it was brought about. He had just entered upon his first 
pastorate, was just twenty-two. His Elders told him that many of the church was 
dissatisfied because he was not married, and advised him to do so at once. He told 
them he would think of it and consulted his mother on the subject. She was very 
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fond of Miss Robinson and at once set about making the match. She was not pretty, 
but was intelligent and amiable and well-skilled in domestic matters and, besides, 
very pious and a Presbyterian, so he assented to his mother’s advice and visited 
at the house frequently, proposed and was accepted. He announced his proposed 
marriage to his Elders and they were much pleased. 

The prospect gave him no particular pleasure, he said, but he supposed it 
was all right. Her father was wealthy, which he thought was not a bad thing. They 
were married and went to housekeeping at once, and she was certainly an 
excellent housekeeper and made her home very comfortable. Very soon after their 
marriage he picked up a book of hers, given to her on her eighteenth birthday, 
giving the date of the month and the year. He found out for the first time that she 
was ten years his senior. Though there had been no romance about their marriage, 
this discovery was a shock to him which, in spite of himself, he could never get 
over. It made him notice, as he had not before, that she did look much older and 
he felt that others noticed it, which annoyed him. But she was an excellent wife 
and mother for, in the course of time they had two children, a little girl and a boy. 
The little girl, his favorite, called Mary for his mother, died at four years of age. 
Two other little girls came who both died in infancy, and then his youngest boy, 
Edward Somers, after himself. And now, as Mrs. Lowndes knew, his wife had died 
and another little girl was buried with her. He revered her and respected her 
memory, but he had never loved, truly loved, till he became well acquainted with 
Mrs. Lowndes, and for his own sake and that of the children, he pleaded with her 
not to refuse his offer. 

She told him of the charge she had assumed in the care of her four nieces, 
and that she would not give them up till they were otherwise provided for. He 
pledged her on the honor of a Christian gentleman, that they should be to him as 
his own daughters, and he was able to provide for them, and would do so. He 
understood the art of ingratiating himself, and very soon overcame all her 
objections and she consented, and in a few weeks they were married in the 
Episcopal Church by Mr. Pinckney. Ellen and Emma were the only two of the 
nieces present at the marriage, as the other two were away at school. They were 
very sad over the event, as they had to leave “Chestnut Hill” as Mrs. Lowndes 
home was called, they all repairing to his residence after the ceremony, which was 
called “Somers Hill” after his grandfather, Lord Somers, of Scotland. 


