
TIIE DAILY NEWS AND OBSERVED, RALEIGH, X. f., SUNDAY MORNING, JUNE 12, 1904.

SING A HIME BRETHREN.
WHILE I EAT A BISCUIT

Sjme Ludicrous Things That Happen in Churches-
Watering the Congregation—-Chasing

His Trousers.
Ludicrous things will sometimes

happen in churches —mirth-provoking

things—which destroy, for a time at

least, all seriousness and solemnity,

and turn the house of God into a

scene of levity.
One of these / mirth-provoking

things occurred when I was a boy.

There was in an adjoining neighbor-

hood a man who after read-
ing the account of Nebuchad-
nezzar’s humiliation, eating grass,
etc., imagined that he was an-
other Nebuchadnezzar, and that he
had to eat grass awhile. So he belled
himself like a cow, and took to the
old fields and the woods, and soon got

as wild as a buck. His .friends tried
to surround him and drive him in, but

for quite awhile they were unable eith-
er to drive him or capture him. They

did, however, succeed at last in pen-
ping and roping him, and finally got

him home and succeeded in taming

him, after so long a.time.
Not long after he became docile, he

had a call to preach, and, to those
who had the patience to sit and listen,
he would preach anywhere from three

to four hours. I heard of his preach-
ing ability—l mean his powers of en-
durance—and curiosity led me to go

over and hear him for myself. Quite
a crowd was there, brought out doubt-
less by the same motive which impell-
ed me, and, at an early hour the
preacher,went in and began to rant;

lor, his preaching was that and noth-
ing more. He would shut his eyes and
scream at the very top of his voice
until it looked like the blood might

gush out of his mouth and nose, then

he would drop his voice to a, coarse
whisper for a sentence or two, when

he would begin to rise, and soon he

would be at the top notch again. Old

Nebuchadnezzar was his theme and
Mesopotamia his resting place; for,

w hen he had rambled all over creation
and said a thousand unheard of

things, and looked as if he would faint,
from sheer exhaustion, he would gent-

ly light on Mesopotamia, wipe the
sweat from his brow and spit. I
guess he had been preaching about
two hours, when all of a sudden, in
the midst of one of his most fiery

flights he suddenly came to a halt and
said: “Brethren, I'm bound to eat a
biskit. Won’t you all sing a hime
while I eat and rest a little.” And
down he sat.

It is needless to say the hime was
poorly sung. One or two old sisters
piped out in wheezy strains, “Show
Pity, Lord;’’ but the bulk of the con-
gregation went out to get breath and

hnish the laugh that began in the

church.
It was not far from that place

where, at the close of a protracted
meeting held by Rev. Lewis Pipkin, an
old woman presented herself for

church membership. The preacher
heard her experience and asked her
several questions; but, was still unde-
cided in his mind, as to whether her
experience was exactly satisfactory. In
his perplexity he turned to a preach-
er of another denomination and asked
him what he thought of the sisterks
experience. “I don’t like to say,’’ lie
replied, “as I am not a member of this

church.”
Finally Rev. Pipkin said: “Sister I

am not exactly clear in my mind about
taking you; I’tJ rather you’d wait un-
til—”

“O drat your waiting!” she inter-
rupted him by saying. “Ifyou don't
want me to jine here, dern’d if I
keer. I know' where I can jine.” And

out she went to the amazement of the
preachers and to the greater amuse-
ment of the congregation.

I heard the Rev. Thos. S. Campbell
tell my father an incident, when I

was a boy, that happened in a church
in which there was preaching, one
night. To light the church the people
of the community, had made a sort of
wooden chandelier that had on it a
half dozen or more tallow candles.

Those candles had to be snuffed once
or twice during a service, if not of-
tener, and the old sexton who at-
tended to that business used a step

ladder to reach the chandelier. Ev-
ery now and then, he would take his

step ladder and tip-toe to the chan-
delier, that hung over the aisle, cau-
tiously step up, and, with snuffers in

hand, he would trim the wicks; and
then, as noiselessly, he would tip-toe
back to his seat. The text, from
which .the preacher was preaching a
very drowsy sermon, that hot sum-
mer evening, was: “Escape for thy
life.” There was a bench right in

front of the pulpit on which the old-
est steward generally sat, that he
might be able to see what was going

ou, and at the same time be in close

touch with the preacher. On that oc-
casion he had thrown his head back

against the pulpit, piously closed hi. 1"
eyes and was either in profound

,thought or fast asleep. The old sex-
ton saw the candles were burning

dimly and soon he was on the step-

ladder snuffing them. In reaching to

trim the farthest candle he lost his
balance and over he and step-ladder
went, in A heap, making a terrible
noice. He wore what was called “hip

britches” with no suspenders; and.
in the fall the string or button that
kept them in position, broke and
down they dropped. The sleeping
steward, startled by the fall, opened
his eyes in fright and seeing the chan-
delier swaying to and fro, cried out:
“Its an earthquake! Its an earth-
quake! Its an earthquake!” The old
sexton, seing he was about to lose his
pants, gathered them by the waist-
band and hastened toward the door.
The preacher forgetting what he was
saying, in the midst of the confusion,

could only think to say: “Escape for
thy life! Escape for thy life! Escape
for thy life!” The congregation,
thinking the preacher included all.
made haste to follow' the sexton, and
escaped for their lives. The house
was soon empty, and, as the sexton
couldn’t fasten up his pants to return,

the preacher had to blow' out the
lights. I didn’t witness that scene
but it seems just as real as if I had
seen it all, though it has been all of
fifty years since I heard the preacher
tell the story.

I call to mind an incident that took
place in the Holly Springs Baptist
church, when I was but a youth, that
caused a merriment which came well-
nigh breaking up the services, one
Sunday. Rev. Patrick Dowd was
preaching and the audience w as hang-

ing upon his words with intensest in-
terest, when, all of a sudden, a man
across, stepped out in front of the pul-

pit and said: “Preach on Mr. Dowd.

Don’t mind my going out. I’m just

going to the spring to get a drink of

water. I’llbe back in a few minutes.”
And making a profound bow he turned
and went out. Os course it made a
sensation.

I don’t remember the man’s name,
but he was a sort of half-witted fellow
whom all knew, and due allowance
was made for his untimely remarks.

One of the most ludicrous things I
ever witnessed happened one night in
Franklin county, at Shiloh church.
Rev. C. O. Du Rant was preaching a
revival sermon using for his text “In
hell he lifted up his eyes, being in
torments; and seeth Abraham afar
off, and Lazarus in his bpsom. And
he cried and said, Father Abraham,
have mercy on me, and send Lazarus,
that lie may dip the tip of his finger in
water, and cool my tongue; for i am
tormented in this flame.” About the
time the preacher was making the ser-
mon extremely awful, talking of the
thirsty tongue that cried for just one
drop of water to cool it. a brother
who limped in walking, arose from
his seat, took a bucket of water that
sat on a table in front of the pulpit,
and with dipper in hand, went up and
down the aisle watering the congrega-
tion, until lie emptied the bucket and
then started out to get another bucket-
full; but I stopped him. The congre-
gation saw the humor in it and could
not help smiling. It looked as if the
brother thought he’d better water that
crowd, lest they might be where there
was no water, very soon. I don't
know' what other idea could have pos-
sessed him. But enough of this.

* * * * *

Seeing that Dr. C. W. Byrd, of At-
lanta, Ga., recently preached at Pleas-
ant Plains, Harnett county, near the
home of his mother, brings to my
mind many things of the long ago. In
my boyhood days my father, A. F.
Page. Esq., then a young man, and
my elder brother went into the tur-
pentine and timber business in Cum-
berland county near Barclaysville.
There was no Harnett county at that
time.

It seems as if it were but yester-
day when “Frank Page,” then a young
man, my brother Jefferson, and a
young Mr. Byrd (all now dead), left
my father’s house, one morning, to go
down to the scene of operations. And
how vividly come back to me the re-
collections of those turpentine and
timber operations. Turpentine axes,

hackers, scrapers and dippers were ail
new to me; but I-soon became so fa-
miliar with them their novelty ceased;
and, after using them awhile I was
heartily sorry I ever saw one.

Hewing, hauling and rafting ton
timber was a bigger thing to me than
the turpentine business. And going
down the Cape Fear, from Averys-
boro to Wilmington, on a raft, was a
very' exciting experience to me as a
boy.

Ton timber was hewn pine logs. A
large pine squaring 12 incites, fifty
feet long, would contain 000 square
feet of timber, and a raft that was
200 feet long would have not less than
a hundred such sticks equal to sixty
thousand square feet. The saw mill
men of Wilmington would buy' those
rafts, paying from five to ten dollars a
thousand. So. a raft of ton timber
would bring from a hundred and fifty

to five hundred dollars.
Carrying a raft-over Smiley's Falls,

just above Averysboro, was an excit-
ing as well as a very dangerous af-
fair. and none but the bravest and
most skilful raftsmen would under-
take it: yet. hundreds of rafts did go
over those falls. The water had to be
a certain height before the raftsmen
would dare to cut loose, as there were
many' dangerous rocks over which
the rafts had to go. And
what made going over those
falls still more hazardous, requiring
the most skillful piloting, was the
fact that there was a. very narrow
place on the falls, where the water
was swiftest, on either side of which
were great rocks, that would have
torn a raft into shivers had it struck
one of them. Those who had frequent-
ly gone over the falls and through
that narrow place told me the run
was at the rate of twenty-five miles
an hour, and all that could be done
when the raft was drawn into the
swift current was to hold the oars
steady and let it run.

It generally took a raft three or
four days to go from Averysboro to
Wilmington, and it required about

four men to pilot it. Os course it
‘could go no faster than the current of
the river. And when it met the in-
coming tide, near Wilmington, it
would turn back unless tied to the
shore. Steamboats steered clear of
rafts for, while they could not do a
raft any damage, a raft could and
would do them a great deal.

The headquarters of those turpen-
tine and timber operations, were at
Mr. Daniel Shaw’s, on the Averys-
boro road, four miles south of Bar-
claysville. Mr. Shaw was a fine old
Scotch gentleman whom everybody
liked, and though far advanced in life
when I knew him, he was as jolly as a
boy. I think I am not mistaken in
saying that one of his daughters mar-
ried a McLeod, and that she had a
laughter who married the young man
Byrd who went down into that country

as my father’s agent in the timber
business. Having married down there
he did not return to Wake, but settled

near Barclaysville, where he became a
substantial citizen, raising up a family

of children, one of whom Is the dis-
tinguished Dr. C. W. Byrd, of Atlanta,
Ga. Since writing the last sentence
•1 doubt arises in my mind whether
it was Mr. Shaw's grandfather or his
own daughter that Mr. Byrd married,
therefore, if my old-time friend, Mr.
B. F. Shaw, of Lilllngton, a son of
Mr. Daniel Shaw, sees this. I hope he
will, for mv own gratification, as well
as for truth’s sake, settle this point

for me.
Frank Page also found a wife while

in Cumberland, the grand-daughter of
Mrs. Barclay—Miss Catherine Rabo-
teau —a very beautiful young lady,
who, though her home was in Fay-
etteville, spent much of the time with
her grandmother. It was there Mr.
Pae r e found her.

What a queenly old lady was Mrs.
Barclay, and what a popular place
was her house with travelers! From
New York to New Orleans she was
known and her house praised. She
served the best coffee, the most deli-
cious fried chicken, the sweetest blit-
ter. the richest milk and the best
biscuits —in short, it was said, she
served the best of everything that
could be had in those days, anywhere
on the stage line. As a boy. I knew

! how well I loved to go there. Mrs.
; Raboteau was her eldest daughter,!

Mrs. C. C. Barbee, mother of Messrs.
Ed. and Claud Barbee of this city,
was her second, and Miss Leocadia,
now living with her nephew, Mr. Ed.
Barbee, was the youngest daughter.

In 1852, on the election of Pierce
and King for President and Vice-
President, the people of Cumberland
county had a big jollification in honor
of the event, and as I was a very en-
thusiastic young Democrat and felt
very much like jubilating, I went with
a company of young Democrats from
the Lower Little River section to
Fayetteville to witness the celebration
of an event that had thrilled the
country from Maine to Texas. I -lo
not remember how it happened, but I
was put upon the program to make a
speech from the steps of Mr. Ra-
boteau’s residence, when the torch
light procession should halt there that
nie-ht. All the afternoon L spent in
getting iny thoughts into shape, pre-

paring a setting for one or two gopd
anecdotes, and arranging a climax
that would send the throng to the
next stopping place with a good
opinion of the young Democrat from
Wake. The moment arrived; a thou-
sand voices hurrahed for Pierce and
King. The master of ceremonies in
stentorian voice quelled the babel by
saying: “Fellow citizens, on this glad
occasion, when our whole country is
thrilled with joy. it does our hearts
good to shake the hands of gallant

Democrats who, in other sections of
our beloved old State, have been
marching under the same flag with us;
and especially is it: a pleasure to have
with us here tonight a representative
of one of-Wake county’s oldest and
strongest Democratic families, who

can toll us the good news from the
metropolitan county. It is with great
pleasure I present to you. fellow citi-
zens, Mr. K. H. Whitaker, of Wake
county.”

The throng cheered for Wake coun-
ty, and feeling the importance of the
position as well as of the occasion, I
pitched in and everything 1 was going

on all right; and almost every utter-
ance was cheered, and the way to my

climax was just as plain to me as the

nose on a man’s face, when all of 4

sudden a voice right behind me, which
I recognized as Miss Cady Barclay's,

said just loud enough for me to hear
it: ’“Why that’s Rarpeiv!” My climax

went all to pieces; but I told a joke

that made the crowd yell, in the midst
of which I retired and the procession

moved on. IfI had known that “Miss

Cadv” was there, it would liaw been

different' as it was. L was terribly rat-

tled and’ came well nigh losing my-

self. But when the account ot the

matter was published, I learned that

“the voung gentleman from Wake

made an eloquent address that thrill-
ed the vast multitude. I always had

my doubts as to whether the reporter

who wrote up the affair heard any ol

the speeches; but the readers didn't

know that. They took it for granted

that ho did At any rate, according

to the newspaper account, which the

world read I ™de a rousinff ! ),ff

speech fully sustaining the reputation

of 3£’ eloquent young Democracy of

the metropolitan county, or words to

that effect.
v„ vvorvsboro lived a very

mouthv o'd gentleman, a strict mem-

ber of tie church. who was very fond

of his <j£m* I'"1 " hcn abOUt

sheets in the wind, was exceedingly
pious and could talk religion all right,
if there was any liquor handy to re-
plenish on. It is said that ou one oc-
casion when Hon. James C. Dobbin
was canvassing the county, he stopped
for a night with the aforesaid old gen-
tleman, who had just enough liquor
in him to make him both religious:
and talkative. He kept his tongue-
running until a very late hour, when..
after taking a fresh drink he decided
to have pravers. Mr. Dobbin had al-
ready been shown his room, but,
sleepy and tired though he was, he
thought it was his duty to remain In
the family room until worship. The
old gentleman said he had lost his
spectacles, and he would dispense with
reading; so he said in a very sancti-
monious tone of voice: “Let us ail
pray!” Mr. Dobbin said afterward he
remained on his knees at least an
hour, by which time the wife and
children were all asleep—some of
them snoring. He said he could stE.nd
it no longer; so he quietly stole -out
of the room and went to bed. He
did not know at what hour of '?he
night it was when the prayer ended,
but was very sure it must have been
one or two o’clock. He did not see
the old gentleman the next morning
as the wife reported at the breakfast
table he was a little unwell.

I heard this story of him, a /hich.
if true, must have been ludicrous.
Being In Averysboro one day, sjrd as
usual about two-thirds full, some-
body hinted to him that he had more
aboard than he could carry. eh - re-
sented it and said he could wa Ik a
straight line as well as anybody. Come
one, just for the fun of tl.e thing,

took a stick and made a straight mark
on. the ground, offering to bet him a
quart of whiskey he couldn’t walk it.
The line ran across the road and tet-
anic ated at a low fence, and he was to
start at a certain point and walk to-
ward the fence. He staggered to the
starting place, took off his hat, so he
could see better and started. On this,
then on that side, he staggered; then,
ns if determined to make the trip all
right he struck a trot and drove right
ahead until he struck the fence,
which, being only about three feet
high, he fell over and plunged head
foremost into a barrel of tar which
had been buried near the fence, the
top of the open barrel being about on
a level with the gfound. That was
on Saturday. Sunday he failed get-
ting ter church; not because he had
not shaved, but because he had been

shaved too much, for every bit of his

hair had to be cut off. The old gen-

tleman did not live a great while af-

ter that; and while many thought he

was a better man. he didn’t brag on
his religion, as he did before his duck-
ing in line barrel of tar.

Avery viboro used to be one of the
toughest' places in Cumberland coun-
tv but, I' see that near there the town
of Duke is being built, and millions
of money are to be spent in that lo-
cality. Th-ere’s enough water power
at Smilev’g Palls to run all the ma-
chinery tha~f can be operated there,

"What a change the enterprise of these

latter days is making everywhere. I

am glad that I have lived to see the
beginning of those things which are
to come. It vis hard to realize that
Solomon In all his glory, was a de-

(Contirmad 0:1 Page Six..)

Dobbin & Ferrall
123 and 125 Fayetteville St., at TucKer’s Store

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.

WE GIVE GOLD TRADING STAMPS, GOOD AS GOLD. OCR GOLD TRADING STAMP BOOKS

HOLD 500 STAMPS, AND A BOOK WHEN FILLED WITH DOBBIN & FERRALLS GOLD TRADING

STAMPS, WILL BE AC’CEIM'ED AT OFR STORE FOlt $2.50 IN ANY MERCHANDISE YOU MAY SELECT

FROM OCR FXTIRE STOCK, OR WILL BE TAKEN AS $2.50 IN PART PAYMENT ON ANY ARTICLE YOU

MAY SELECT: OR WE WILL REDEEM THIS BOOK WITH $2 IN CASH —IF YOU PREFER THE CASH.

Start a Book at Once.
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Trunks, Suit Cases, Bags, etc.
Our Department is the largest in Hie City ami the best cqiiipi>etl to serve your travelling requirements.

This season will be a great one for travellers. The St. Louis Great Fair, the Mountains and Seashore Resorts

and the Elks’ Convention at Cincinnati and other great attract ions surely will induce travelling. To complete

a traveller’s outfit one must lmve a TRUNK, a SUIT CASE or perhaps a .BAG. For many years we have

handled a line of trunks, suit cases and lmgs that we can recommend to our customers —the wear ami tear of

a trip does not injure them —they are thoroughly honest in every way—and our prices are reasonable —in

fact we can save you money on this line ol goods.

TRAVELLER’S OITI THINGS.

LADIES’ TAILOR MADE SUITS..
Made of water proof and dust-

proof mohair.. Blacks, Navys. and
Mixtures—Gun Metal effects—

Short ami Medium l ength Coats,

$12.50 to $25.00.

SEPARATE SKIRTS

For Tra telling—Mohairs, Voiles
and Etandnes—all dust and water*
proof.

TRAVELLER’S OI TFH TINGS.
GLOVES—

Washable Kid, $1.50 pair.
Washable Lisle, 50c. pair.

HOSIERY—

Black. Tan, (.tin Metal Lisle.

Gauze, thread and Egyptian Cotton.

25c., 50c., 75c. pair.

SUMMER UNDERWEAR.

Lisle Thread l iuler V ests, 10c., 15c.,

TRAVELLER'S OUTFITTINGS.
CM FREITAS—

A very necessary article 4—Price
running SI.OO to $12.50.

SUN SHADES—-
SI.SO to $5.50.

LADIES’ MUSLIN UNDERWEAR.
Gowns, Skirts. Chemise, Drawers,

Corset. Covers—
Black and Colored Petticoats,

Dressing Sacqucs, Kimonos.
SMALL BAGS—

Small Bags. Wrist Bags, Purses —a
splendid line of newest, up-to-date
shapes.

Belts and other Leather Goods.

TR AVIvIjLFR'S O UTFITTINGS.
*

MEN’S FURNISHINGS.

The best lines of Negligee Shirts
in Gun Metal effects, SI.OO and
$1.50.

BALBRTGGAN AND LISLE FN-
\VEAIt—STRFT< 11 SKAM

DRAWERS.
Neck Wear, Collars and Cuffs,

Susjjenders, Garters, etc.
SHOES.

Men's, Women's and Children’s
shoe» —Easy Walking and Dress
Styles.

DOBBIN ® FERRALL
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