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EDITOR'S NOTE

The new year 1990-1991 promises to be a good and fraitful year
for the DBU under the inspiring Presidentship of Mr. Harold Spelde-
winde aided by funds sent from Australia, from The Eighty Club
(Melbourne), The Burgher Association (Melbourne), The Brohier
Memorial Trust Fund (Melbourne), The Forgotten Peoples Fund
(Melbourne), The Burgher Welfare League of Western Australia, and
the Australia Ceylon Fellowship (Melbourne) '

Thanks to the generosity of our Australian friends and the gene-
rosity of friends in Sri Lanka our work In social service and in St
Nikolaas’ Home has been considerably expanded. We are grateful
to our friends for their help, which although considerable, we must
‘remember that the Burgher Community remains, according to the
Governor of the Central Bank, the poorest community in Sri Lanka,
According to the Director of Census and Statistics the number of

- Burghers and Burasians (they are telescoped together) is 38,000, We

are never sure of the exact percentage of Burghers in this total.

We are privileged to have in this nuwber of the Journal a very
entertaining and Iinteresting article ''A Quest for Cousins” by the
distinguished author Lorenz Ludovici. After a lapse of over fifty
" years since he left for England in 1929, at the age of 17, he has made
several trips to Sri Lanka and Australia, following the great Burgher
diaspora, to re-trace his numerous cousins, Early in May 1991 he at-
tended the 80th birthday party of his cousin Mrs. Kathleen Jansz in
Sydney, where my wife and I had the pleasure of meeting him and
his wife. We wish him and his charming wife Maria many more happy
years.



A QUEST FOR COUSINS
By Lorenz Ludovici

I have cousins galore: first cousins or cousins german, second
cousins and third cousins.  Or is it cousins once or twice removed?
I've often wondered what collective noun to apply to them. A pride
as in a pride of lions? Or a gaggle? Or a covey? Or maybe 2 flock?
The choices are numerous. I have never made one. Unhappily I
had not seen any of these many cousins for some six decades, except
those who happened to visit me in London where I have lived for over
sixty yeats. Miles and miles of air and sea space have kept us apart
not lack of affection purtured during childhood and adolescence. In
part it was my failure to re-visit Ceylon before the great Burgher dias-
pose. T did get to Ceylon in 1987 after an absence of some fifty-eight
years but I was too late for the majority who had left for Australia
and elsewhere but mainly Australia. With the Ceylon cousins we (my
wife and I) soon established close and affectionsate ties. We had still
to do the same with the Australian cousins, though I had sustained
somewhat tenuous links with them over the years, epistolary links of
course.  Reports of births, marriages and deaths, of academic, pro-
fesstonal and vocational successes, had filtered through to me.

Among letiers from all those cousins were some that protested
that we'd been only & step away from Australia during our three visits
“to Ceylon from 1987, We could no longer refuse to listen to pressing
voices, to got there to re - forge once strong bonds. In Ap¥il 1990 we
reached a decizion. I called up my cousin Kathleen Jansz, née Colletie,
in Sydney, to be answered by her jolly grandson who said, “We're
polishing up the family limo to come and meet you at the airport.

We were on our way, through Colombo and Kuzla Lumpur.

We emerged at Sydney airport clutching & photograph of my cousin
Lorraine Jansz, We didn’t have to look at it. There was instant
mutasl recognition between us and Lorraine and her husband, Dr.
David van der Stranten. This was Sydney. And we were unquestion-
ably there. Crossing Sydney Bridge shouted it to ws. The ‘family
limo’ turned out to be a2 handsome Freach Peugeot 604 in which we
sped to my cousin, Knthleen Jansz, at Epping, 2 Sydney suburb. Dr.
David van der Stroaten, bless his generous heart, had taken a week off
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from his medical practi i i
we went first mornli)ngm::a.gﬁ:rtOOL??Oa‘ﬁril\I;Ifhfo Slsi};tsthe-‘ﬁoﬁzglaznﬁ?t?ed’
Museum and (%allery at Springwood in the Blue Mountains‘ FCI: e
the Norman Lindsay Museum was a must. His son Jaclé Li g oy,
the poet and 1.10velist, was one of my oldest friends over v;fhbse In M11 no-
};90111{1 l?elfjbrﬂ'?}??js' S;ir Bernard Miles had presided at Cambridgé \:1]1];1?4;
So% Aved with is family,  Bernard Miles had resented Jac 'g -
gﬁns of .Greel_c plays by Sophocles and AristoI;)hanes at hi:{ SI\/It:fr?]ilﬁi

eatre_m London, A melancholy occasion for me those In Memoria:

cclebr_atlons at Cambridge, jus_t bgfoi'e our departure for Sydney "

off a ‘wa!I. An At‘lslralian friend, a  member of the club, took me
g@r the Sydney cricket ground where, in my imagination-’l watched
radman play and Larwood and Voce bowl their hated le ,' theory., i
recollect — all the great Australians I'd watched at Lordsgahd ﬂ{'th
](3):11;1 ;veiotlzlg ye;./ll-s.k Indeed, I now live right opposite th.e N;rser;
[ a rds. ake no mistake. The Sydney Cricket Ground i
superb and, without the crowds and the formerly - ) _Olmd .
-ffhe Hill, serene, Syduey itself is ong of the m?::%@;ig‘;sﬂs ;‘;:‘3; f?(')m
i the world and I've seen 4 number of them in my time > e clies

. QWCQ hove !i_ked 10 stay longer in Sydney where, 1 must tell you
hgvg»g:téodadP;:sb)gefmn church service again for the first time sipce I
2] 1¢ed Bambalapitiya and Regent Street as an
: _ ‘ 's an adolescent,
iosgtac?)ls DaV{d v&nlger Steazaten drove us some 500 miles to seek ?:;i
Siis In Melbourne. The most interasti
: / ng moment of ¢
long drive was passing by the spot where Ned Kelly was gunned do o

va\erf_cdne gibsoni née Collette and her daughter Vilma, still more cousing
M h(;n_}e us with the greatest warmth in Melbourne. Like heyp sister’
athleen, Evadne had been 2 childhood ‘playmate of mine, ’

qudigusg!‘; galorezil I{‘Iound them in Melbourne, two Cousins german
a 10801 an esta Jonklaas, née- Loos, who I i
: : klaas, 3 ho' had prod

chlid.ren who had. produced children who had produced cchilgren llf;-;d

tousins once, twice and thrice removed through such muln’plicz:.'tiouy
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So, in Sydncy and in Melbourne now, it had been cousins all the way.
And remembrance of things  past

One non-cousinly discovery in Melbourne was the cartoonist, Aubrey
Collette and his wife. We had last seen them some thirty yéars before
when they arrived in London with an introduction to me from the film
director, Lester James Peries. They were not then man and wife and
we arcanged for them to be safely married at our nearest registry office.
They remembered — where we had almost forgotten — 2 modest wed-
ding luncheon we offered them at our plece after the ceremony. Or
was it high tea with a cake my wife had baked specially for the occasion?
We lunched delightfully with Aubrey Collette and his wife in Melbourne
where he lived in retirement after having served as cartoonist fiest on
The Australian and then, for ceventeen years, on the Melbourne Herald,

They were parents (o three grown-up children, all. pursuing their res--

pective callings with marked success.

We managed also to catch up with another ' friend of adolescence,
Neliya Kelaart née Foenander whose husband, Mervyn Kelaart, another
friend of adolescence, had been such an outstanding cricketér. Neliya’s
uncle, S; P, Foenander had been an ardent coHector of ericketing memo-
rabilia which are now on show at the Lords Museurn. The career of
Neliya’s son, Ray Kelaart, signals one of the success stories of the Burgher
community in exile, He began very quictly in England as an aircraft-
man in the RAF, migrated to Australia on the £10 scheme some time
aficr his parents settled in Melbouine, went into the insurance and
finance business and turned himself into a millionaire. He and his
i ‘.mlly live in & {wenty-room mansion on the outskirts of Melbourne
with  beautiful sur: oundmg gerdens and with a swimming pool and
tennis court. Could he have pmalIeIed his Fachievements had he
remeined in Ceylon? To us, the most refreshmg aspect of the story is
the demeanour of Ray Kelzart and his English wife which remains
wholly unspoilt and simple.

The ensuing phase of our journey was all the way by train from
Melbourae to Perth through Adelzide. Cousing were inescapable.
1 hnd some in Adelride also, Ruth Pirchrnd Ludovici, widow of my
cousin BEdward Ludovici who had been in the legal department of the
Scuth Australlan Paslinment. My last sight of Ruth had been in her
mother’s house on the Havelock Road in Colombo when she was a
littte red-heired girl of about five or six.
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She brought her son, Antony, along to meet us, he the headmaster
of 2 school in Adelaide. Need I add that we did not fail to visit the
Adelaide Oval and take in the' new Bradman Stand which Sir Donald
Bradman himsel{ recently opened.

From Adelaide we sped day and night through the ruddy, scrubby
Nullarbor Plain, relaxing in our comfortable sleeper and wolfing down
the copious meals in the refreshment car. We had noticed already
in Sydney and Canberra that the Australians are great trenchermen.
By comparison the English are sparing eaters. We found we could
never finish what they gave us everywhere. We cannot praise too
bighly the comfort and service provided by the Australian railways.

Perth, at twenty past seven in the morning with a strong drizzle
dempening the roads and the roofs. And two cousins to meet us, even
at that early hour. Up to then all the cousins had been on the maternal
side of the family. Now c¢ame Dora Ludovici to welcome us at Perth
Station, 2 cousin on the paternal side. David Schokman was there -
too, the husband of yet another cousin, Denise Loos, whose father
Gordon Loos was my cousin german. David and Denise Schokman
hnd stayed with us in London two years previously and we were to
spend our time in Perth with them and with Gordon’s widow, née Kath-
leen Maariensz who was the third inmate of the houschold, From
Denise, David and Kathleen, memorable hospitality.

My accumulation of cousins continued in Perth, Dora Ludovici
and two sisters of hers, of my paternal. line. One of them, Jeanne,
I had given away to her husband, Bill Whitelaw, while she was living
at Suiton not far out of London, Her sister Dora had been in England
several years and used often to spend week-ends with us. We werc
therefore no strangers, but, the third sister, May, I hd.d never set eyes
on before.

George Albrecht, whose mother, Elsie van der Straaten, was a
cousin gecman of my mother’s, was a happily re-discovered cousin among
the host (hwve I found the right collective noun?) of my Austrelian
discoveries. He lived with bis family in Hill Street, down the slope
from the Wolvendahl Chuich and opposite the imposing thome of the
van dei' Straaten family, my mother’s mother’s people. My mother
and her risters had spent most of their adolescent years in that house.
I always remembered George Albrecht as an excessively tall young magp
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but now he seemed far larger than life, a giant who might have shone
as a line-out jumper in a rugby team though I am sure he never handled
a rugby ball in his life. We swept away the years and spoke of our
Saturday afternoon excursions to the Elphinstone Cinema in Maradana,
pedzliing away on our bicycles from Mutwal where I was at the time
living, We Jaughed over our excitements at the old Douglas Fairbanks
sword-thrusting dramas which we hugely enjoyved as youngsters. - Was
The Three Musketeers among the films we saw? 1 feel sure it was,

But hail and farewell. I had seen almost all my many cousins.
Al had without exception given us the warmest of receptions, Affec-
tion that had never really been extinguished had been wondarfully re-
kindled. T had re-tied the knots that had, perhaps, grown too loose
over the fallow years, We left Perth for Colombo one rainy evening,
cherishing oh such a flood of souvenirs! And so, Australia, cousins,
and the remembrance of things past, and, the we'll meet again — soon.
That is the hope,

SIR HENRY WARD'S COMMENTS ON THE BURGHERS'

My real sins are the desire to see a rational settlement effected with
respect of the Railway, and my refusalto propose a Vote of at least
£10,000 2 year as an addition to thé Salavies of Burgher Clerks, who,
in_proportion to their work and responsibilities, are better paid than
English -clerks, already; — better. paid, absolutely than nine tenths of*
the voung Englishmen who come out to try their fortunes hers in mer-
chants® country houses or upon the Coffee Estates.  But the Burghers
ail marcy at 20. Their wives are the most improvident, and expensive
of women. The men come to their ‘work in carciages of some kind;
and never allow a son, if they have a dozen, to turn his hand at anything
useful.  Allare to be Clerks, or beggars; and if salaries are to be provided
to meet these expectations, the Dept. of Public Works may close the
doors for ever.— I do not mean that if the present rise in the price of
necessaries of life, continue . . . some addition to salaries may not be
required, But nothing reasonable, or practicable, would be accepted,
just now, by the Burgher Class as a seftlement of their pretensions.
They have set up the “Examiner” to run down all opponents; and it
does its duty honestly by its Patrons, for there is not a defaulier in a
Salt Store, or a Clerk who falsifies his Accounts, . . . who is not re-
presented as “‘a victim to the wicked economy of the fort.”

It is some satisfaction to know that the sober, and really - distin-
guished men amongst the Burghers, repudiate this new system.
And especially that 1 have neglected the claims of “Euro: descendants”
or “Native Gentlemen™ to Promotion. (At this point Ward notes that
Bartle Freve of the Indian Civil Service had been very surprised to find
R. F. Morgan, C. A. Stewari and de Saram in the higher echelons of the
administrative service in Ceylon and viewed it as a marked contrast
with Indiz) Mr. Morgan hes wriiten to me to express, in his own name,
and that of many others, their entire dissent from the doctrines of the
Examiner and their conviction that the Burghers can only hope to hold
the large share, which they, in the Administration by holding it under
ths preponderating influence of England. But Mr. Morgan has nearly
resched the highest point m his career. He represents the  “Ins.”
The Bxaminer, the “Quts,” It is the old stovy —and no great harm
ca come of the difference. o

1  Source: private letter from Sir Henry Ward to the Duke of Newcastle, 14 Fcbrua!‘_y
1860, fol. 10983 in the Newcastle Mss., University of Nottingham.
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NOTE ON SIR HENRY WARD'S COMMENTS
ON THE BURGHERS

By Percy Colin-Thomé

Sir Henry Ward was Governor of Ceylon from 1855 to 1860. He
feft Ceylon on June 30th 1860 to assume duties as Governor . of Madras
and died there of cholera on the 2nd August.. The private letter to the
Duks of Newcastle dated 14th February, 1860, contains sweeping
generalisations regarding the improvidence of the Burghers and their
desire for clerical jobs. These comments are in marked contrast to the
sentiments expressed by Sir Emerson Tennent only a few years earlier
in the 1850s: .

They (the Burghers) have risen to eminence at the Bar, and

occupied the highest positions on the Bench, They are largely

engaged in mercantile pursuits, and as writers and clerks they
fill places of trust in every administrative establishment from

the department ol the Colonial Secretary to the humblest police

court. It is not possible to speak too highly of the services

of this meritorious body of men . . (Ceylon, 1859, Vol, II,

p. 156). ‘
fronically, Ward himself was a free spender in his youth, According
to J. R. Weinman: “Sir Henry Ward went through two fortunes. He
lived and spent like 2 Russian Grand Duke before the Revolution or
the Jubilee Plunger”. (Qur Legislature, 1947, p. 49).

Ward’s observation is inexplicable as he showed 2 troe appreciation
of the merits of herd workers' whom he had generally encouraged and
advanced. He proposed and carried through Council a graduated scale
of remuneration, and one of his administrative achievements in Ceylon
was the enhancement.of the salaries at all levels in the Administrative
Service. '

His statgment that, “(The Burghers) have set up the ‘Examiner’
to run down all opponents, and it does honestly by its Patrons, for there
is not 2 defaulter in a Sall Store, or a Clerk who falsifies his Accounts
who is not represented ‘as a victim to the wicked economy of the fort,”™
calle for comment.

it is curious that Ward does not mention the name of Charles Am-
brose Lorenz who was at this time the Editor of the “Examiner.”” There
is no doubt that the trenchant ¢riticisms of the Administration in the
“Examiner” ofien irked Ward.
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One of Ward’s daughters had married John Bailey who soon rose
to be the Principal Assistant to the Colonial Secretary. His appointment
to this office in Colombo caused heart-burning in the service and savoured
of nepotism. This metter was ‘exposed in the “Examiner” much to
Ward’s annoyance. Another incident concerned Lorenz’ fearlessness
in opposing and criticising the Kandyan Marriage Ordinance in the
Legislative Council, an opposition which also aroused Ward’s indig-
nation. With a, “Sit down, Sir,” to the Colonial Secretary Sir Charles
Macarthy, the Governor said, “1 will answer the Hon. member myself.”
He denounced the opposition in unmeasured terms and said that the leg-
islation was for the betterment of the social and moral condition of the
the people; but instead of co-operating, the Ceylonese held it up to
derison and ridicule.  “If the Hon. Member delights in such pastimes,
let him go to Hulfisdorp 2nd quibble there,” said Sir Henry in stentorian
tones. When the work for the day was over, the Governor felt that
he had been needlessly cantankerous and motioned Lorenz as he was
leaving the Council Chamber and whispered, “‘Come and have a glass of
wine at Queen’s House.,” The thorny phases of the Ordinance were in
fact analysed in a more rational and calmer manner. Lorenz had a
better knowledge of Kandyan law and. customs than anyone in the
Council and his only concern was that no injustice would be done to
the Kandyans. Ward grudgingly conceded this. Eventual]y the B1II
was disallowed and another Bill introduced which disclosed the sanity
and sweet reasonableness of Lorenz’ clear judgement.

In his early days Werd was a politician and entered the House of
Commons 2s a Member for St, Albans. Although a Liberal in politics
in his own country, he was in no hurry to introduce democratic reforms,
such as demands for popular control of ihe Legislative Council and a
general replacement of the system for nomination by one of election of
members into Ceylon. On one occasion he informed the Colonial
Office that:

in a Colony the population of which consists of seven or eight
thousand European settlers, a small though intelligent class of
Burghers, and two million of Sinhalese, Tamils and Moormen
wholly unaccustomed to the working of 2 constitutional system,
you cannot introduce the principle of Representative and
Responsible Government as is applied in Canada . . .- the
Crown for many years must hold the balance between European



and native interests, if it- wished to see order maintained and ‘ COLOMBO. MORNING'
tegislation 1mparttally conducted. : By Louis Nell
Dcspzte his verbal skirmishes thh Ward, Lorenz was among those who
heaped praise on the Governor when he left the island. In moving
g reply to Sir Henry Werd in 2 formal address of farewell in the Legis-
lative Council on the 19th Junc 1960, he stated:

How beautiful a sight as morning breaks,
To view Colombo stretching by the sea,—
The grey sky painted with the streaks

! behevc there is no one here today who does not feel that in

pm'tmg with Siv Henry Ward we lose the services of one of the
oblest and most energetic Governors that ever occp_.pled that’
Chair . . . I ask you, then, to look at his career as & whole, -

What difference can it make to the colony that I, or any other

" member of the Opposition, may have felt an’occasional dis- -
'vppomtment when if we look around us, we find tokens of the
greatest prosperity; the Country’ intersected with roads; the -~

vivers spanned by bridges; public buildings erected in every

town; the penny-postage and the electric telegraph established

with entire success; pearl-fisheries yielding unheard-of revenue;
‘the trade and the commerce of the Island extended beyond all

past limits and cvery facility given to -peivate enterprise; and -
‘beyond all, 2n overwhelming treasure left in reserve to meet our -

present wants,  Which of the Governors who preceded him has

1eft such & Catalogue of good deeds behind him? - Which of -
those who,e names have passed into history, could point to -

works like these for a Memorial of their Government?”

Of Morn, which brings a Joyous tone to me,
That slumbered with the night; but now revived,

With freshness, and with youth will wake the soul,

A new Creation seems with Morn arrived,
And Man renewed for toil looks to the goal
He deily hopes to reach, but little knows

That with each step he presses on "twill fly.

So the hoizon’s sought, which farther goes
As farther we pursue; 5o man will die

Before that line he’ll reach, which is the bound
Of all his hopes, where meet his earth and sky.
How bitter when his bark is cast aground,

And once sweet promises are proved a lie!
Behold you frail canoe its broad sail ope
To fill with breezes from the perfumed East:

So on Life’s oceann Man attempts to cope,
And spread his vent ‘roushail lured by the least
~ Deceptive breath of air. He fain would urge
His dang’rous course, till adverse winds beat down
His sail,— his wrecked bark floating on the surge:

*Tis so, from proudest flight the sea-bird’s throWn
With broken upon the billow’s crest;

And pirate kite which hovers o’er yon tope
Umbrageous, struck before he gains the nest

He covets. - Youth so full, so false with hope,

Is like the morn to man, who oft looks back
Upon the rich dawn of his hopelit birth,

And loves from that bright spot to trace his track,
But roused from these sweet dreams is wrecked on earth.
Thus are we born ambitiously to dare

The waves; but when our phantom prize is fled,
Sore baflled in our hopes, we must repair

To harbour back — our hopes before us dead. -

1 From Young Ceylon, November 1850, Vol, 1: 10: 228,



FREDERICK DORNHORST"
By J epharis

The 50th death anniversary of the great Frederick Dornhorst (1849-
1920) in his day the “lion of the Ceylon bar,” fell on April 24. Frederick
Dornhorst will be chiefly remembered as having fought and defeated Thomas
Norton, “the lion of the Madras bar" over the Jeronis Pieris Will Case in
1903. Charles Peiris maiatained that after his daughter Elsie's death
in 1903, her patrimony should revert to him, his first wife Annie, eldest
daughter of Jeronis Pieris, having died in 1891, while Jeronis Pieris” other
children, Richard Steuart; Henry Alexander, Lambert Louis, Emily, Theo.
bald and Caroline (Mrs, E, L. F. de Soysd), claimed Elsie’s share of the
patrimony. Frederick Dernhorst appeared and won the case for Charles
Peiris, which explains how he, and later his only son Harold, came into
possession of such broad acres. This was the first of three occasions thal
the great Norton came over from Madras to fight legal battles in Ceylon
the second being for the prosecution in the Dixon Atiygalle murder case of
December 1906 (when his brother-in-law Jolm Kotelawala, father of Sir
John, was involved—he was to die on April 20, 1907 by committing suicide
in prison) and the third in connection with the Pedris shooting .incident
during the height of the Smha[a Muslim Martial Law riots of 1915,

Frederick Dornhorst was the youngest and only surv:vmg son in a family
of nine, his sisters included - Aunt Charlotte,” Mrs. J. W, Mack(1829-
1908), “Aunt Liza,” Mrs. Johnny Prins (1836-1919), Aunt Sophie,”
Mrs. W. F. Cremor (1838 3, ~Aunt Louisa,” Mrs. E. H. Prins (1840-1912),
and ~Aunt Laura’ (1847-).  His nephews and nieces included the distin-
guished family of Macks, two lots of Prins’, and the famous Arndt family,
sons of the sub-warden of St. Thomas’ College, Mutwal, who married his
niece Hetty Prins, who incidentally with her sister Mary Prins ran an English
night school for boys and girls- in Mutwal, which later developed into Cathe-
dral College, Kotahena, and Cathedral Girls' School, Mutwal.  Frederick
Dornhorst himself had eight children, including one daughter Freda de
Saram, my grandmothea S

Frederick Dornhorst had his early educationat St. Thowas’ and Royal
(then known as the Colombo ‘Academy) and ar the Training College, gfter

1 Printed in the Trilwae of Fuly 12, 1975, Reprinted by kind courtesy of the Editor.
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which he was a master in the Academy for six years, where there is now a
prize offered in his memory, before entering the legal profession, where
as ‘we all know, he distinguished himself for over half-a-century, in 1903
rising to be a King's Counsel.

While sorting out my  grandmother’s pap'ersshartlyl after her demise
I came acros‘s the following document “To my children’ written by her
father, in my estimation about 1887-8, which we consider most opportune
to publish ar this time:

TO MY CHILDREN

My dear children, I have determined to write a short account of
my life, the perusal of which I must hope will be profitable to you, If
I suceeed in awakening in you a desire to live respectably and keep yout
name umulhcd then I shall not have undertaken this task in vain.

I was born on the 26 of April 1849 at Trincomalee, and was the
youngest in the family. At the age of five I lost my father of whom
1 have a very faint recollection. In 1856, when 1 was seven years old,
my mother came to Colombo bringing with her my sisters, two of whom
your Aunts Eliza and Louisa, were unmartied, and the other, your Aunt
Sophie, was married to My. Cremor, who at that date was in the lunatic
asylum in Colombo.

Of our family history I have succeeded in gleaning the following
information.” My grandfather, the founder of our family in Ceylon,
whose name was John Christian Dorahorsi, is said to have come from
Germany and to have been employed in the Dutch Service. I have not
been able-to obtain any authentic information as to what post he held,
(I have since learnt he was an Axtillery man. The tradition in our family
is that he was a runaway from home who had enlisted) but, if my mem-
ory serves me right, my mother told me he was a Constable, that is to
say, & sort of petty magistrate (Duich for Guaner). He was I think
ﬂf‘erwmds employed under the English in the Naval Stores or  Dock-
yard. I know nothing of his family, on which subject he would appeasr
to have been reticent. Bui it has been iold me by my mother, who
heard it from my father, that be had run away from home and had changed
his name. This may or may not be; I have with me an old seal be-
longing to him, with his monogram, crest and motto. It is & motto






