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PREACHERS OF AULD LANG
SYNE AND POULTRY YARDS

Some Entertaining Reminiscenses by Dr. Whita-

ker. A Demand Arising for His Sketches
in Book Form.

Some person Wrote to me not long

ago about Rev. Littlejohn Utley, a

preacher who was well known in

Wake, and Orange counties

fifty or sixty years ago, and whose

relatives were very numerous in
Wake. I remember him as an old

man with white head and a jolly ted
face; whose height was about five

feet ten inches, and whose weight was

perhaps a hundred and sixty pounds.
His face wore a very benevolent ex-
pression, and his general demeanor
was that of a consistent Christian
minister. He was a preacher of great
popularity, though 1 am not able to
say whether or not he was a man of

education or of more than ordinary

preaching ability. He had regular ap-

pointments at Pleasant Springs, eight

miles south of Raleigh, frequently
held services at private houses, and

was always gladly received wherever
he went, as everybody had the utmost

confidence in him; regarding him as

an earnest, faithful minister of
Christ. He belonged to the Christian
church. There are many people liv-
ing in Wake, besides a host \\ ho lia\ e

drifted off into other counties and

States, who are his descendants, or

related to him. The first baptism ser-
vice by immersion 1 ever witnessed, he
performed in Swift Creek, not far

from where Capt. Stephen Stephenson
lived. I was but a boy, and I remem-
ber that other boys, as well as my-

self, were impressed with the service;

and not many days after, secrilegious
as it may seem to the reader, we boys,
had a baptizing of our own, and, con-
trary to all precedents, the baptisms
were repeated until each boy had his

turn as a baptizer. Our teacher would
have pourea the hickory upon us if

he had heard of it; but, luckily for

our hides, the matter never came to

.
his ears.

Rev. Burwell Temple, a Primitive
Baptist preacher, was a very conspicu-
ous character in my young days. He

resided not far from Milburnie, and
was the father of James Temple, Esq.,

who now lives in the Milburnie com-
munity. He published “The Primitive
Baptist,” and through its columns lie
was well known, not only in this, but

in many other States. He was a
Jacksonian Democrat, and believed
that paying one’s debts and voting
the Democratic ticket were virtues
which were almost indispensable in a
well-developed Christian character.
Like many other preachers of his day
and time, he thought a brandy toddy
after preaching a two-hour’s sermon
was not at all amiss, but he had no
patience with drunkenness.

I do not remember very much

about Rev. George Nance, also a
Primitive Baptist preacher, who lived
southeast of Raleigh about five miles
from Garner, though I knew well some
of his children, one of whom was Mrs.

J. J. L. McCullers, the mother of Dr.
J. J. L. McCullers, the present Health

Officer of Wake county. Mr. Nance
was one of Wake’s best citizens and
a popular minister whom all denomi-
nations were fond of hearing. They

said he always rode a fat horse to
his appointments, which proved that

he was a thrifty farmer, as well as a
preacher, and if, when he got up to

preach, the weather was uncomfort-,

ably warm, he would take off his coat,

unbutton his vest and collar and pro-
ceed in a sensible way, which showed
that he was a sensible man. Our
friend, Charlie McCullers, on the
corner near the Union Depot, is an-
other grandson. By the way, he in-

formed me the other day that my re-

cent article on “snoring" had gotten

him into a difficulty—that his wife had
used, or proposed to use, some very
heroic methods to keep him from
breathing so loud at night, and, I
suppose, make him adopt the smok-
ing snore in place of the snort, or
whatever snore he snores.

Rev. Anthony Francks, a Christian
preacher, was another whom 1 used
to hear when I was a boy. Ho lived
in the vicinity of the Catawba Springs
church, and was a most exemplary
man, though not a great preacher. He

& did not have the command of words
_o express himself very elegantly, but
what he said was good and generally
to the point. Albert Hinton used to
get off some jokes at Mr. Francks's
expense, but he could not tease him
with them much, if at all: for ho knew
that Albert was a pretty hard <"t><\

and people ka;w liow to mike allow-
ances for his fun. One of the jo.-cc y

was that he, Albert, out hunting one
day, came near to where Mr. Fran
was trying to prize up a log and put
a block under it. He could prize t'.ie
log easy enough, but, when he slipped
along on the lever to put the block
under his weight being diminish.- 1 tl e
nearer he got to the fulcrum, sudden-
ly the lever would tly up, and down
the log would go. Albert said he wit-
nessed repeated trials, before he made
his presence known, and that every

time the lever flew up and the log

went down the preacher would say:
“If I did think it. bless the Lord r
didn’t say it!” The impression that
Albert tried to make was that the
preacher thought bad words. Mr.
Francks was a good man, and has
many descendants out on Swift Creek,

who have good reasons for honoring
his memory.

Rev. Patrick Doud, a Missionary
Baptist preacher, was perhaps the
most noted, as he was a very able
preacher of my boyhood days. He
was an orator of high order, and drew
large crowds wherever or whenever

he preached. The last time 1 remem-
ber hearing him was at old Pleasant

Springs, when he preached the funer-
al of David Henry Stephenson, an
older brother of W. R. Stephenson,
Esq., of Swift Creek township. As I

now remember, Mr. Dowd was the
ab’est ni lister of his d loiniitaiJon in

Wake county, if not in the State, at d
it was sail that ar the fune.'i! in-

ferred to, L '¦ *J one of the
greatest ser eons of hi.- life.

Rev. James Wilson. Primitive Bap-
tist, used to preach at Muddy Springs,
in the neighborhood of the Youngs,
Hobbys, Gulleys, Smiths, Stevenses.
Turners and Pennys, about twelve
miles southeast of Raleigh, and also
at Willow Springs, about the same
distance south of Raleigh.

Os course we had Methodist preach-
ers; but they were circuit riders, stay-
ing but a year, or two years, at most.
I remember Rev. Daniel Culbreth,
Rev. John Rich, Rev. Alfred Norman.
Rev. Charles P. Jonhs, Rev. Thomas
E. Campbell. Rev. E. E. Freeman.
Rev. Wm. E. Pell, Rev. Hezekiah G.
Lee, Rev. James E. , Jamieson, Rev.
Peter Doub and Rev. Thompson Gar-

rard, who preached to the people at

the old “Red Meeting House,” (Hol-

land’s church), in the ante-bellum
days.

Rev. John Rich baptized by immer-
son some persons at Simeon Utley’s
mill, and, going into the water in his

stocking feet, snagged liis foot, which
wound gave him great pain at the

time, and, if I mistake not, finally

brought about his death.
What reverence 1 used to have for

preachers! When the circuit rider
came, dismounted at the gate and with

saddle bag on his arm, came towards
the house, the spinning wheels in the
kitchen ceased their hum, the children
at play spake in subdued tones, the
father hurried from the work shelter,
where he was helving a hoe or mend-
ing a plow, while the mother made
haste to smoothe her hair, put on a
clean apron and a pleased counten-
ance to meet and welcome the preach-
er. Even the plowmen and the hoe
hands in the field felt the thrill of
the event; and in a few minutes the
chickens begun to run for their lives,

the turkeys yelped and gobbled, the
ducks quacked, the guineas pot-raelc-
ed, the geese hissed and the peacocks

ilew upon the fence and screamed.
Methodist preachers from time im-

memorial have been called chicken-
eaters. and many are the stories that
have been told at their expense about
their proverbial fondness for them. I
suppose all the readers of this paper

have heard how, on more than one
occasion, the fowls have taken to the

woods. The old guardian rooster
would fly upon the wood pile and crow
out: “The preacher’s here to-d-a-a-y’’
—and another down in the lot would
flop his wings and ask: "How long's

he gwine to “s-a-a-y?”—and one
nearer the kitchen would say: “We’d

better get aw-a-a-y!” Whereupon the
guineas would cry out: “Make tracks!
make tracks! make tracks'."- —and the
old nmscovey would ask: “Where you

gwine?”—and the old rooster would
answer: “In the woods to sta-a-y!"

Yes, the coining of the circuit rider
was a big event, in a country home,

sixty years ago, and chickens had to

be sacrificed upon the altar of our
high esteem for the man of God, who
generally came hungry and ate hearty.

1 expect, come to think of it, that the
children started the report about the

preachers loving chickens so well. The
children, in my boyhood days, had to
wait until the grown people ate. and
it not unfrequently happened that, af-

ter the preacher left, the table, chicken
was scarce, which fact would bring

forth the remark, from one of the
brats, “dey ain’t no chicken here,

hardly.” Thereupon the biggest hoy,

in a sort of spiteful way, would say:
“It's a wonder he didn't eat the feet
and sop out the dish. I do believe
preachers iove chicken better’n they

do preaching.” “You ought not to say
a thing like that, rny son, about the
preacher,” the mother would say. “It’s

very naughty.” “1 want the gizzard."
said the little girl. “The gizzard's
not here, daughter,” answered the
mother. ”1 want the liver,” piped out
the baby boy.” “Ibelieve the liver is
gone, but here’s a drum-stick for
mamma's little boy.” The mother
speedily helped all the hungry chil-
dren, dextrously dividing the remnants
and giving to each little one what she
said .was “the very nicest and sweetest
part of the chickens.” But the chil-
dren talked it all over when they got

out to play, and their conclusion was.
“preachers can eat more chicken tha;/
other folks,” and, as I have already
intimated, it may be that the chil-
dren's observations, and especially
their experience in gnawing the bones
the preachers left, started the report
that Methodist preachers “are mighty

fond of chicken.” At any rate, the
report is out, and if, when the preach-
er conies, a chicken can he bad the
good sister will wring its neck sure,

and bake, stew or fry it for the occa-
sion.

Bishop Haygood told this chicken
story, in which lie figured, before lie

became a bishop. He stopped on one
occasion at the humble homo of a
widow who lived on the roadside,
thinking that he'd rest and take din-
ner with her. as she had often re-
quested him to do so some time w> < n
passing. There was a ti ie hade Lee
in the yard, and, iftcm a win o be
moved out under it, at Lie widow’s
suggestion, the widow's iitcle ton go-

ing with him. Wh r.\ th * lu:. : t\.p was
not talking with the little boy ne
would play around under th 1 tree. ai.d.
ever and anon, go into the t.i-ure to
see his mother, and how the dinner
was coming on. After one of those
visits to the house the bishop noticed
that the little hoy wore a very iron!. * d
look on his face and did not *m to
be quite so friendiy as at first, but lie

concluded that a mother’s seoiumg

had produced the change of cor. ton -

ance and bearing. Finally the dinner
was done, and the widow, with ihe aid
of her little boy, brought a out
under the shade tree, and there lie
dinner was served, and sure enough,

there was a chicken, a nicely baked
hen, with plenty of dressing and
gravy and other good things to match.
The little boy made his dinner of the
dressing, gravy and other things; he

would eat no chicken; hut gazed at
the dish on which it was served with
almost tearful eyes. Dinner over, the
table was removed, and soon the
widow, as well as the boy. took seats
under the tree to hear the preacher
talk. While sitting there a dozen lit-
tle chickens, without any mother,
came under the tree picking up the
crumbs, and when they got near where
the little boy sat, lie could stand it no
longer, but with tears in his voice as
well as in his eyes, he said: “You
needn't come around me crying;
there’s the man that eat your mam-
my!” pointing to the preacher. Then
the truth flashed upon the bishop’s
mind that to give the preacher the
proverbial chicken, the widow had be-
reaved a dozen little chicks and al-
most broken her little boy’s heart.

There's an old story that has never
been vouched for to the effect that a

Methodist preacher wore out his teeth
eating chickens, and. in course of
time, had false teeth put in, and the
new teeth, like the old ones, soon be-
came fond of chewing chicken bones.
On one occasion the said Methodist
preacher was going over to take sup-
per with a sister whose spring chick-
ens were just right for frying. He had
to cross a creek on a foot log, and
when about midway, he coughed his
teeth out and they fell in the creek
sinking to Ihe bottom. The water was
deep and a little muddy, so to get them

out without going in and dragging
for them, was impossible. He went
on, however, and reported his mis-
fortune to the lady with whom he was
to eat fried chicken, saying: “I'm
afraid sister, 1 won't enjoy my sup-
per, as I’ve no teeth to chew with.”
A son, standing b.v. said: “Mister. I
can get your teeth.” “I wish you
would,” said the preacher, “for I do
hate to miss your mother's nice fried
chicken.” The boy hurried off, but
soon returned and surprised the
preacher by saying: “Mister, here’s
your teeth!” In amazement the
preacher asked: "How did you get
them, my son?” “I baited a hook
with a leg of the fried chicken, and
as soon as the hook touched the bot-
tom the teeth hit." I K;iy this story
has never been vouched for; hut, if
true, it proves that the new teeth had
learned to love chicken quite as well
as tiie old ones ever did.

While 1 am on the chicken subject
I wish to say to our country leaders
that there’s money in chickens, and
it would he a good idea t<> pay a little
more attention to tbc poultry busi-
ness. Chickens will sell, and gener-

ally they bring good prices; at least
wo who live in town think so, when
we have to pay from forty to seventy-

five cents for a dressed hen, minus
liver and gizzard. Spring chickens
that tire not larger than partridges

readily sell for twenty-five cents. The
consequence is sonic ]»i<«uners can
get a taste of chicken only when out
on the circuit, as they can t afford to
buy at such fancy price*. That may
account in some measure for the way

preachers eat fried chicken when in
the country.

I once heard of a preacher who had
away of foraginz that was a little pe-
culiar. but it generally succeeded. He
worked it this way: After asking a
blessing he would kinder choke up
as if about to cry, when he looked
across the table and saw ham.and
eggs, fried chicken, biscuit, muffins
or waffles; and taking out his hand-
kerchief he’d wipe his eyes and put
on an air of groat distress. Os course
his conduct was noticed and simulta-
neously the host and hostess would
ask: “What’s the matter, Brother
B.?” Feigning some well developed
sighs, he would answer: “I don’t feel
like I ought to eat a mouthful of your
good breakfast, when I know my poor
wife hasn't a thing for her breakfast
but a little fried fat bacon and some
corn-bread.” Os course the pitiful
story had its effect, and husband and
wife, in the same words and at the.
same time, assured him that his wife
should have a good breakfast the next
morning, and begged him to cut. which
he did mincingiy and sobbingly at
first; but, upon being again assured
that his wife should be remembered,
he finally overcame his deep emotion
and proceeded regularly to business.
<'n leaving a couple of fine hams, a
half dozen fat pullets, a pound ot

butter, and a quarter sack <>l d°iu

were packed into his big-booted bug-

gy and Brother B. went on bis way

rejoicing. It was said of him that

he generally spent his Sunday flights

where his robs and sighs would pa>

best, and that he never failed to hate

his buggy .full when ho drove into

town. 1 knew the brother, and might

give his name; but the story is just as
good without doing so: and besides,

lie is dead and is out of the foraging

business.
* *

1 never thought that I would write
a book, for 1 have been aware these

many years there were more books

than readers, and that another book
was not specially needed. I used to

think I’d write a novel, when I was

between fifteen and twenty-one, about
the time I was in love with every l>ret-
tv °iii 1 met, and had an idea that

life was a genuine romance. I did tiv

mv hand on some stories and wrote a

few sonnets; but, as time rolled on,

and life became more real and less

romantic, i gradually lost taste for
fiction and gave up ad idea of Lying

to write a story. These sketches have
cropped out unexpectedly, and with no

other idea or purpose than to interest

a c iass of readers who are fond of

reminiscences —recalling the memories
of other do vs, shaking hands with old

time friends, who have long since gone

to the land of shadows, and of revisit-

mg' scenes which, in the “auld lang
sine,” were to us all so enchanting.

I have been assured by many that

these lette.rs have more than fulfilled
that purpose; and many have request-
ed that I would put them in book
form for better preservation, and for
use in other days to come.

J am considering the matter, and
will decide it when the readers have
been heard front. I do not suppose

that a book containing what has al-
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» I ready been written could be sold for

less than $1.50, bound in cloth. I
; have no idea that enough could be

I sold to give the writer any profit; but.
if enough can he sold to cover the

i cost of publishing, so that the inci-
dents that have been written may be
put in better shape for future use, I
would be willingto edit the publica-
tion and prepare the matter for the
printer, as a contribution to the gen-
erations which are to follow us.

With these statements I simply ftsk
that, as many as would be willing to
take a copy of the book, at $1.50, or
less, if it can be sold for less, to drop

me a postal card so stating, and to
do so at once. If the book is publish-
ed, it will, of course, be greatly en-
hanced in value by many striking il-

lustrations. Ifyou would like to have
a copy ol' these reminiscences say so;
if not why, there’s no harm done.

It. H. WHITAKER.
Raleigh, N. C., May 7, IHO4.

Burdock Blood Bitters euros it.
promptly, permanently. Regulates and
tones the stomach.

Is it a burn? Use Dr. Thomas’
Electric Oil. A cut? Use Dr. Thomas'
Electric Oil. At your druggists.

Coughs and colds, down to the very
borderland of consumption, yield to
the soothing, healing influences of Dr.
Wood's Norway Pine Syrup.

Only one remedy in the world that
will at once stop itchiness of the skin
in any part of the body; Doan's Oint-
ment. At any drug store, 50 cents.
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