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VOICES THAT THRILLED THE
HEART IN THE YEARS AGONE

Dr. Whitaker Writes of Some Who are Gone, But
* Whose Kindly Humor Laughs Through

the Veil.
Whore are they? Forty-six years

ago the North Carolina Conference of
the Methodist Episcopal Church,
South, met in Goldsboro for the first
time; Bishop George F. Pierce, of

Georgia, presiding, and Rev. William
E. Pell, Secretary. At that time Golds-

boro wa* a mere village compared
with what it is now.

The Griswold Hotel occupied the

same corner where the Hotel Ken non

now stands; the Borden Hotel was on
the corner now occupied by Miller’s
drug store; and in the middle of the
street opposite the Borden House was
the railroad shed under which the
Wilmington and Weldon trains stop-
ped. Under that shed Bishop Pierce
preached on Sunday morning during
the Conference. I remember that the
great crowd under the shed had to
be moved, during preaching, to let
the train pass; but as the Bishop was
suffering with vertigo, and was not

at all himself in the beginning, the in-
terruption was a relief to him. The
few moments of rest he gained while
the train was under the shed greatly
benefited him. as was clearly shown
during the latter part of the sermon,
which was declared to be a most elo-
quent one. By the way. no preacher
has arisen in the South who was the
superior of Bishop Pierce as a pulpit
orator. He was a man of the most
captivating manners and represented
that old-time class of public speakers

r cted for their ability to sway multi-
tudes. He was eloquent in thought
and diction, elegant in bearing and
most charming in delivery. No one
would grow weary under a two hours’
sermon, for he was never dull hut
bright, pleasing, strong and eloquent
all the time. 1 am speaking of him
forty-six years ago. I did not have
the pleasure of hearing him in the lat-
ter days of life, when the fire was
burning low and strength was failing;
but heard from others that he was
giand, even then.

Again I ask, Where are they? All
those men and women who sat undei
that railroad shed that Sunday morn-
ing in December. 1857? How many
are there still living? I have a curi-
osity to know how many there are
who remember that Conference, heard
the Bishop’s sermon and witnessed the
fight that took place between Doctors
Class and Burton. I don’t mean a
fisticuff, hut a debate which, as I re-
member, lasted about sixteen hours,
each speaking eight hours. That con-
troversy, or- quarrel, as it certainly
was, grew out of the Deems and Smith
affair, and that out of the Christopher

Duncan letter. I do not remember now
just what the issue was; but can nev-
er forget the scene presented in the
Conference. I was a gallery spectator,
as we young people preferred being
as far away from the scene of action
as possible, and as much to ourselves
as we well could; so I could see and
hear everything. The Bishop, sat fac-
ing us in the gallery, as well as the
congregation; Dr. Closs was in the
midst of his speech. Right in front of
him sat Dr. Burton, a man of small
stature but a giant in intellect, a mas-
ter in debate, quick and sharp in re-
partee and as fearless as a lion. There
he sat like an old soldier, calm and
cool, under the heavy fire from Dr.
Close’s battery. Not a nerve twitched,
rot a muscle ?as moved, but with eyes
firmly and fearlessly fixed on the ad-
versary he looked the personification
of undaunted heroism. Closs was fir-
ing his heaviest guns and shells were
bursting all around Burton hut he
said not a word; now and then he
would make a note and resume his
earnest gaze into the eyes of his ad-
versary.

To us young people in the gallery,
the scene was becoming tiresome, es-
pecially to those of us who sal near
to some pretty girls and were longing
for a chance to do some talking our-
selves. We couldn't help whispering
a little, and a little ripple of laughter
would break forth now and then; not
enough to disturb the speaker or the
audience; hut the keen eye of the
Bishop discovered the levity, and
thinking that it might increase, he
rapped gently on his desk, saying:
“Will Dr. Closs suspend for a mo-
ment?” Then, in a voice as gentle and
as sweet as a woman's, he requested
the young people in the gallery to be
as quiet as they could for a few mo-
ments longer as the time of adjourn-

ment was nigh at hand, when they
could go to their homes, or their stop-
ping places, and enjoy themselves. Dr.
Closs putting on the air of one greatly
astonished, turned about and looked
in every direction as if amazed at the
idea that any one could sit within the
sound of his voice and not he absorb-
ed in him and his speech. A pin
could have been heard fall, in that
moment, for everybody was expecting
to hear something witty and sharp.
It came. Twisting his moutli around
as if he would whisper into his own
ear, looking first toward the gallery
as if to say, I am talking to you; then
looking upon the audience as if say-
ing, I want you to hear this. Then
addressing, the Bishop he drawled
cut: “Really—Bishop—l thought—l—-
was —making—a speech—that was —

interesting—to everybody.” (Here he
hesitated, cut his eyes around, and up
into the gallery to see that all were
attentive, and proceeded.) “I—appre-
hend —that—the fault—is not—in the
speaker—nor—in the—speech;—but •
because” (pointing his finger at Dr.
Burton) the subject—is—so—dry!”

The Conference applauded, the gal-
lery went'wild- the Bishop smiled but
rapped for order; but, amid it all Dr.
Burton was unmoved.

I dare say that Drs. Closs and Bur-
ton, in their prime, could not have
been surpassed as debaters, in any
Conference. Dr. Burton was better
eduated and was more polished; and,
withaK he had the native ability to
measure arms with a giant in debate.
Dr. Closs lacked in that early train-
ing so requisite to the* making of a
well-rounded character, hut what lie
had, he had acquired, and was con-
scious of his strength, and knew as
well as any one how and when to
strike; and when he did strike he hurt.
What he lacked in polish he more
than made up in wit and sharp repar-
tee.

At that Conference there were such
well remembered preachers as Doub,
Deems, Moran, Craven, Carter, Reed,
Nicholson, Wyehe, Heflin. Pell
Eurkhead, Langdon. Brent, Maynard'
Norman, Clegg. Moore, Jones, Blake.
Jordan. Gray, Floyd, Gibbons, Wilson,
Mangum, Bobbitt, Culbreth. Moses.
Phillips, Andrews, Farrar, Hoyle, and

others I knew, whose names do not

now occur to me. The only two
preachers, who were there, whose
names are still on the Conferense roll,

are Marcus C. Thomas and Alexander
D. Betts. All the others, so far as I
know, have Crossed the river; and
should we, who remain, go to the
court house in which the Conferene
was held in 1857. and call the roll of
the Conference and spectators how
few would be the responses. The
house was packed that day; hut, l
aohbt if there are enough living to
till a dozen pews.

Bishop Pierce presided over seven
Conferences in this State: at Pitts-
lic.ro, 1854; Goldsboro, 1857; Greens-
boro, 1863; Fayetteville, lStiti; Greens-
boro, 1870; Charlotte, 1 878; Durham,
1881. For twenty-seven years his
name was a household word in ever>
Methodist home.

1 had the privilege of listening to
two very line sermons, preached by
Bishop Duncan, at Douisburg, a few
weeks ago. 1 had not heard him be-
fore in ten years and had almost for-
gotten his voice; but the first word
he spoke brought to memory many
tilings 1 had heard him say. It is a
strange thing, yet nevertheless true,
that we may almost forget one, but
no sooner do we hear his voice, than
here come troops of recollections that
would never have been resurrected
had not we heard that voice again.
Bishop Duncan has a fine voice and
knows well how to command it. He
articulates perfectly, so that every
word he utters is distinctly heard. Hu
has a benevolent face and in the pul-
pit he is the perfect ideal of a minis-
ter of Christ, in appearance.

I have mentioned his name for the
purpose of saying, that he presided
over a Conference in Goldsboro in
ISl#2, and, an incident, that I shall
never forget, occurred which will al-
ways make me feel kindly toward
him. When the Rev. .1. T. Abernethy
was required to stand at the bar of
the Conference and to be reproved for
what the committee of trial said was
imprudent conduct, the Conference
and spectators held their breath In
expectation of some severe words from
the Bishop. But how pleasant was
the surprise w hen Bishop Duncan, ad-
dressing him as brother, said in a tone
of voice so in harmony with the first
verse of the sixth chapter of Gala-
tions: “Brother, you have suffered
greatly. Ret this he a lesson to you
to be more prudent in the future.” It
was so tenderly and so feelingly done.
I could but say in my heart, "how no-
ble! how Christiy!” Some mouthy
Bishops (if there he such) would have
kept him standing there a half hour,
repeating platitudes to him, quoting
Scriptures and heaving deep-drawn
sighs. Jesus never more plainly show-
ed his tender, loving heart to the
world than when he said: “Neither do
I condemn thee; go and sin no more.”

Some people are so pious they rear
away hack. It takes the genuine kind
of religion to make a man walk up-
rightly. If a man lean at all let it be
toward mercy. “Remembering thy-
self lest thou be also tempted” was a
most timely admonition of the great
Apqstle to the Galatians. "For if a
man thinketh himself to he something
when he is nothing lie deceiveth him-
self.” Nothing truer tluin that.

Bishop Duncan (he was not then a
bishop) and Rev. J. C. Hiden, D. D..
delivered temperance addresses here
in Raleigh in the early seventies and
both of them illustrated their speeches
with fine anecdotes. I remember
those anecdotes and thought at the
time they were very funny and aptly
applied. Dr. Hiden, portraying the
danger of moderate drinking told
about a college mate who, in his school
days, kept a bottle in his room and, oc-
casionally, he wou'ld drink almost to
intoxication. “I warned him, tim*
and again,” said the Doctor, “telling
him each time of the danger he was
in—how a habit formed would grow
and finally become master of the
man,” &c. Rut, he scouted the idea
of becoming a drunkard and gave me
to understand that he could and would
take care of himself. After gradua-
tion we separated. I became a Bap-
tist preacher and he studied law. For
years we did not meet; but I had
heard that he was a sot, and hoped
that I might never see him in a drunk-
en condition. On one occasion I had
to preach at a country church in the
community near where my old friend
was raised, but I had no idea of see-
ing him; in fact, I had not thought
of him for many a day. The weather
was cold, hut a sheet iron stove had
been made red hot, and the church
was warming up, when who should
open the door and stagger in but my
old college mate. There was a vacant
seat close to the hot stove, and stag-
gering to that he sat down and drop-
ping his read down on his breast, be-
gan to slip and slip until he fell from
the seat right near the stove. In a
moment he turned sick and began to
vomit. That seemed to relieve and so-
ber him, and lie turned his eyes upon
me as if dazed. “Ah John,” 1 said, “if
von had only taken my advice when
we,were in college together you would
never have come to such a disgrace.”
He hiccoughed a time or two and
said: “S-h-eh preaching, (hie) ash
you’re doing ish nuff to make enny-
bady s-h-ick,” and he vomited worse
than ever, evidently thinking that it
was tlie had preaching and not 'the
bad whiskey that was upsetting his
stomach.

While I am telling jokes I guess 1
had as well tell one that Rev. G. F.
Smith tells on himself. While he was
preaching in Greenville he missed a
gentleman one Sunday, from his con-
gregation. He met him the next day,

and in answer to the question:
“Where were you, yesterday?” the
gentleman remarked, “ I went to the
Presbyterian church* and strange to
say, I forgot to throw out my quid of
tobacco before going in.”

“How did you manage?” asked
brother Smith.

“I swallowed it,” said the gentle-
man.

“Didn’t it make you sick?” asked
brother Smith. .

indeed.” replied the gentle-
man. “A man \tsJio has heard you
preach for three years without being
made sick can’t be made sick by one
chew of tobacco.”
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DOBBIN & FERRALL!
At Tucker’s Store . . . 123 and 125 Fayetteville Street

13c. .
IMPORTED VOILES AND

ET AMINES—IT»is season’s nicest '

Dress Goods —Suitable for full dresses
and separate Skirts—Colors ilie most

stylish as well as Blacks and White—

Usual selling prices 75e. aiul $l.O0 —

SEE SPECIAL TABLE.

30c. Fancy Silks for Shirt Waist

19c. Suits, including this season’s

59c. liest Weaves and patterns in

checks, stripes and .Jacquard ef-

fects—There’s not a yard worth

less titan 75c. —and many pieces

are worth SI.OO a yard. SEE

SPECIAL TABLE.

(die. PRINTED SATIN LIBERTY*—

An extremelydesirable fabric for

summer Silk Dresses—Has that j
soft satin finish now called Mrs- >

saline—-and very stylish. Not a I
a yard in this lot worth less

than SI.OO. |

Sc. HOT WEATHER WASHABLE
FABRICS —Worth all the way
from 15c. to 25c. yard—Goods
that should have been sold but
for cool weather in March and
April.—There are the greatest

bargains on this special table at

Bc. yard for choice.

¦7'sc. Fancy striped and Check Ma-
dras. Splendid for Shirt Waist
Suits.

•

12}5e. 31-incli Linen finished Printed
Batistes, fully worth !Be. yard

—Perfectly beautiful print-
ings.

15c. Worth 250.—30-inch Dotted
Swisses—Aiul Cushion Dots—in

Champagne and other new

shades—Splendid values.

25c. Worth 10c.—White and Colors
in Silk Dotted Muslins.

Dobbin

Ic. Worth 614c. Printed Scotch

Lawns. Very pretty designs.

sc. Worth 7 %c.
30-inch White India Linon. —

Splendid Value.

10c. Worth 15c.

40-inch White Linen Cambric
finished Lawns.

10c. Worth 15e.

32-inch French Organdie—pure

white—fully worth 15e.

\2%e. Worth 18e.

27-inch Knickerbocker Voiles

—The leading Shirt Waist

material of the season. Full
range of newest shades and

patterns in this popular

fabric.

25c. Worth 10c.
31-inch Imported Sheer Poplins !
as effective as Silks for Shirt

Waist Suits.

WE GIVE

Gold Trading Stamps
GOOD AS GOLD

OUR GOLD TRADING STAMP BOOKS HOLD 500 STAMPS, AND A BOOK WHEN FILLED WITH DOB-

BIN & I ERR ALL'S GOLD TRADING STAMPS, WILL BE ACCEPTED AT OCR STORE FOR $2.50 IN ANY

MERCHANDISE YOI' MAY SELECT FROM OUR ENTIRE STOCK, OR WILL BE TAKEN AS $2.50 IN PART

PAYMENT ON ANY ARTICLE YOU MAY SELECT; OR WE WILLREDEEM THIS BOOK WITH $2.00 IN

CASH —IF YOU PREFER THE CASH.

We Sell Better Goods for Less Money than
any Store in Raleigh, and We Court Comparison
We prepay express, freight or postage any where in North Carolina

on all cash mail orders amounting to $5 00 and over —

and give Gold Trading Stamps Too.

START A

STAMP BOOK TO-MORROW
The Special Values We are Now Offering Gives You the Opportunity

Sc*.

30-incli yard wide Androscoggin

Bleached Cotton.
' *

I

110c.
30 inch Genuine Lonsdale Cam-

bric.

12|4c. Worth 18c.

33 inch Century Cloth, the new

Linen Sheeting made out of pure

cotton, having a perfect SI.OO a

yard Linen sheeting finish—Wash-

es perfectly—the best thing out

for Shirt Waist Suits.

15c. Slater's Best Kngii.sh Long Cloth

—A splendid Bargain.

15c. Worth 25c.

30 inch Voiles—plain shades and

fancy—for shirt waist suits, sep-

arate skirts and full dress—very

stylish—and at 15c.—a grand

bargain.

Ferrall
who had blitter for sale, met me on

the street, and asked: Am t that

brother Whitaker?" "Yes madam,” I
answered. ‘‘And you went out to
Pleasant drove and preached last Sat- I
urday,” she remarked.

"Yes madam,” I answered.
"I heard that you were expected and

l went every day hoping to hear you,
but Saturday I had to stay at home to !
do some work, and, so I missed hear- j
ing you, and 1 was so sorry.”

"Well sister,” I said,” you didn't |
miss much by not being there,” (Sort- j
ex fishing for a further compliment), j

“No, I reckon not, but I thought !
I d like to hear you,” she innocently
said; and we separated. I concluded j
as i walked along that a fellow had
better be satisfied with the fish he has
in hand rather than bait his hook
with it, to catch another, and lose I
all.

Going back to old times I am re-
minded of an experience of a circuit j
lider which I think is worth a place I
in these sketches because of the moral :
that may he drawn from it. At one of
his churches there were two men, both
members, who hated each oilier like |
snakes and abused each other most
unmercifully when not together. When !
together and the preacher was pres-
ent. they seemed to be all right and
brothered each other as if they had
never had an unkind thought. One 01
them we will call "Hill Jinks" and
the other Jim Jones. They were not
exactly pillars in the church, but they
were emphatically “sleepers,” for
neither ever kept awake to hear an
hour’s sermon. When Bill was asleep
Jim saw it and would be sure to make
an uncharitable remark about it, say-
ing how disgraceful it was for a man,
pretending to be a Christian, to go
to sleep while Oho minister wa»
preaching; and when Jim was asleep

Bill had his turn in expressing his
opinion about him.

One night the preacher stopped with
Bill, and after supper the condition of
the church was discussed. Bill said.

"I’lltell you, brother, just how it is
here. The people like you all light,

and they think you are a great preach-

cx (that’s my opinion too); but our
church will never be able to prosper
while Jim Jones is a member of it;
he’s a dead weight and will sink any-

thing lie’s tied to.”
"What’s the difficulty brother? the

preached asked.
"Why he aint honest. (Remember

brother, this is graveyard talk, and it

aint to go no further.)”
"Ni t honest- you say, brother.”
“No. he aint honest. Hi' won’t pay

his debts. He owes everybody in the
neighborhood and you couldn’t collect
a dollar out of him by-Jp.\v.

“Has he no property? ’ the preacher
asked.

“His wife has. That’s the trick the

rascal is playing. He gets property

and puts it in bis wife’s name and

there it is. No, brother. I’m sorry to

have it to say. but duty compels me

to tell you that Jim Jones is an Achan
in the camp, and there’ll never be
ir.y prosperity in* the camp until we
get him out.”

,
,

,
.. .

The preacher sighed heu\il.\ at the
information, prudently remarking hi,

hoped the Good Spirit would incline:

brother Jones to lead a better lite.

On the next round the pieoihei

stopped with brother Jones and af-

ter simper' they sat out on the porch

to talk over church matters. Brother
Jones said: .

,
...

"I’lltell you, brother, just how it is

here. The people like you all right,
and they think you are a great preach-
er- rthol’s my opinion too), but our

church can never prosper so long as

that fellow Bill Jinks, you stayed with,
the other night, stays in it. He’s a
dead weight that will sink anything
lie’s tied to.”

"What’s the difficulty?” the preach-
er asked.

"Why, he aint honest. (But remem-
ber. brother, this is graveyard talk
that aint to go any further.) No he
aint honest. He won’t pay his debts
He’s got plenty of money and two or
three tracks of land; but the rascal

i has put everything in his wife’s name
and not a dollar could you collect out
of him by law. (Now, you are not to say

I a word about what I tell you.) He’s
a mean man—a regular Achan in the
camp and we'll never do anything here
until the camp is cleaned out.”

The preacher sighed and said he
i hoped tin* Good Spirit would incline

j brother Jinks to lead a better life.
The next day lie preached from the

text: "I thought on my ways,” and,
' not giving names, or locating the

I church, he told the whole story. With
i ihe exception of two men who hung
| their heads and looked steadily on the
! floor, the congregation greatly enjoy-
ed the picture he drew of two men,
guilty of the same sin. telling on each
other. He never heard any more from
brother Jinks or brother Jones. On
the contrary they became rathei
chummy after that They are both
dead now, and, it is to be hoped they
have gone where they understand and
love each other better.

I hardly ever go anywhere without
lading a "Bill Jinks” and a "Jim
Jones” —men who see and talk about
other people’s faults, but don’t seem
to realize how sinful they are. And,
as I sit and listen at "Bill” talking
about "Jim,” I wonder what Jim will
tell me about Bill when I see him/

I hope Bill’s and Jim’s friends won’t
institute proceedings against me for

contempt, because I have told the pub-
lic of their crooked ways; but be u ise
enough to take the advice Haul gave
to the Corinthians, when he said: "Let
a man examine himself.”

* * * * *

I have received nearly one hundred
cards from persons who say they will
take copies of the book of reminis-
cences if published. ’ Many doubtless
are saying to themselves they will buy
the book, when it comes out, hut do
not write; thinking it will be published
anyhow. They should remember that,
unless two hundred names are receiv-
ed, no publication will be made. If
you would have the book published
you should send your name for a
copy, and the sooner you do -so the

- better..
R. 11. WHITAKER.

ANOTHER WONDER OF SCIENCE.

Biology lias Proved that Dandruff la

Canned by a Germ.

Science is donig wonders these days In
medicine as well as in mechanics. Since
Adam lived, the human race has been
troubled with dandruff, for which no hair
preparation has heretofore proved a suc-
cessful cure until Newbro’s Herpicide was
put on the market. It is a scientific prep-
aration that kills the germ that makes
dandruff or scurf by digging into the
scalp to get at the root of the hair, where
it saps the vitality; causing itching scalp,
falling hair, and finally baldness. With-
out dandruff hair must grow luxuriantly.
It is the only destroyer of dandruff.
Sold by leading druggists. Send 10c.
in stamps for sample to Tho Herpi-
cide Co., Detroit, Mich.
Henry T. Hipks & Co., Special Agents.
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