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Chapter 2 
 

Marriage, Conversions 
and Entering the Great Work of the Ministry 

 
 I went to my brother in the store in March 1856, and while in the store I 
formed the acquaintance of Miss Tamar M. Evans,1 daughter of Mr. George and 
Rebecca Evans2 of Evansville, Columbia County, to whom I was married on the 4th 
day of April, 1857 – and she has shared most faithfully the sorrows, afflictions and 
disappointments, as well as the blessings and comforts and pleasures of life with 
me up to the present time.  Nobly have we stood together.  Up to this time I had 
been a respectable, though wild, boy.  I was exceedingly fond of sport and 
frequented the dance, the play and other places of amusement.  I was the leader 
among my associates in what we thought innocent sport.  But after my marriage I 
left off all these things, settled down, spent my evenings at home, followed my 
trade and desired to become a man.   

 It was this that saved me.  And while I would not advise marriage so early 
in life, yet to me it was a blessing.  I had become rather wicked, was getting worse, 
becoming addicted to wicked habits, and was on the broad road to ruin.  I had no 
educational advantages but the winter school which we had but three months 
annually.  And these I could not attend regularly, as I had a long distance to go – so 
I could not go while small, and when older I was frequently obliged to stay at home 
to assist in threshing grain, hauling lime, etc.  I attended regularly as I could – until 
eighteen years of age when my school days were ended. 

 When about thirteen years of age I came forward as a seeker of religion one 
night, in company with four of my sisters, at a meeting conducted by the Baptists 
in the Fowlersville School House.  But father being opposed to it, he prevented me 
from going forward again.  I think this was a great mistake in the part of father.  
Had he permitted me to continue until converted, and then at the age of eighteen 
made me the offer of going to school, I no doubt would have felt differently, would 
have accepted the offer and qualified myself for the great work of the ministry.  But 
the result was that I became more impenitent than ever, ceased to give the subject 
of religion a serious thought, discarded the Bible and all religious books and papers, 
and even doubted the Divine authority of the Bible and the reality of religion.  I 
would warn parents: do not stand in the way of your children in coming to Christ, 
lest you should become chargeable with their blood and their final destruction. 

                                                           
1 Tamar M. Evans (1841-1924) is buried with her husband in the Christ Lutheran Stone Church 
Cemetery, now on the grounds of the federal prison at Allenwood, Lycoming County.  Her 
tombstone reads “Tamer E. Dietterich.” 
2 George Evans (1809-1870) and Rebecca (nee Shollenberger) Evans (1815-1880) are buried in 
the Old Stone Church (Methodist Episcopal) Cemetery at Briar Creek, Columbia County – a 
historic site of the Susquehanna Conference of the United Methodist Church. 
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 When I was about seventeen years of age, father and mother became 
converted at a meeting in the Baptist Church conducted by Rev. E.A. Sharretts3 of 
the Lutheran Church.  Up to this time my parents had been members of the old 
church, but it was a mere name and profession – they attended the sacraments, but 
that was all.  Of the new birth or regeneration they knew nothing experimentally – 
and but little of prayer.  Up to the spring that I was fourteen years of age father 
never had worship with his family.  That spring my eldest brother, who resided in 
Bloomsburg and was a member of the Lutheran Church there, moved on the farm 
to farm for father and occupied part of the same house.  My brother held worship 
with his family, so my father thought he must try it too – but pray he could not. 

 Father purchased a family prayer book with scripture lessons and prayer for 
every morning and evening, and now he would have worship with his family also 
– but it did not go very well.  He was getting up in years, his eyes were getting dim, 
and at night he could scarcely see to read.  That was before coal oil lamps were in 
use, so we had only the tallow candle.  While on our knees praying, he would be 
obliged to lay down his book and quit praying until he would top the candle – and 
then take up the book and finish reading his prayer.  This would sometimes be 
necessary two or three times while reading one prayer, and it made it very 
inconvenient.  Finally he agreed to have one of my sisters to sit near by and top the 
light for him while he prayed.  This he continued up to the above meeting when one 
night the pastor called on him at the meeting to lead in prayer.  He attempted it, but 
it would not go.  As he did not have his prayer book with him and was not 
accustomed to praying without it, his prayer was very short.  He then arose and 
came to the altar of prayer there as a penitent with others of his neighbors – and 
mother was soon kneeling by his side.  He was out several evenings when he found 
peace by believing in Jesus and arose a new man.  Mother was also happily 
converted to God.  Father never afterwards used his pray book at worship.  He could 
pray around the family altar, or at the meeting whenever asked to do so, without it. 

 And there was some spirit in his prayers, whether the candle was topped or 
not, and he remained a praying man to the time of his death.  I afterwards often saw 
him read the prayer book, but never at worship.  I would not condemn the reading 
of such books, and they may be useful, but to depend on them is a mistake.  I believe 
with the poet that Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire, 

Utter’d or unexpressed, 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast.4 

                                                           
3 Edward Augustus Sharretts (1825-1917) was the Lutheran pastor at Briar Creek.  He was born in 
Carlisle, graduated from Pennsylvania [now Gettysburg] College, attended the Lutheran 
Theological Seminary in Gettysburg, and is buried in Berwick’s Roselawn Cemetery.  He was a 
supporter of the “new measures” within the Lutheran Church.  For an excellent treatment of this 
topic see “The Lutheran Church and Methodist Revivalism” in the 2009 volume of The Chronicle, 
pages 16-23. 
4 Verse 1 of hymn #633 in the Evangelical Hymnal. 
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Again,   The Christian’s heart his prayer indites5, 

He speaks as prompted from within, 
The Spirit his petition writes, 
And Christ receives, and gives it in.6 

And God says, in Psalm 81:10, “Open thy mouth wide, and I will fill it.” 

 Father now frequently plead with me, with weeping eyes, to give my heart 
to Jesus, but I was then entirely unconcerned.  He earnestly entreated me not to do 
as he had done – to put off to old age this most important work which should be 
attended to in the days of our youth.  He said, “O it is so hard for me now, in my 
old days, to do the work I should have done years ago.”  He never could rest 
satisfied until I became converted.  Perhaps what added to his anxiety was the 
thought that he had once stood in my way.  Parent, take warning – or tearful may 
be the consequence. 

 After we were married I made my home with my father-in-law – until 
October, when we took up housekeeping.  My wife’s parents enjoyed religion and 
were members of the Evangelical Association.  Their house was “a house of prayer” 
and a home for the preachers.  Here I was brought more immediately under religious 
influences and became acquainted with their ministers on the circuit – Father John 
Young,7 long gone to rest, and Rev. J. Clair.8  In the winter after we took up 
housekeeping, we attended a protracted meeting at the Ebenezer Church of the 
Evangelical Association conducted by the above ministers. 

 At this meeting, on Saturday evening, myself and wife presented ourselves 
at the altar of prayer as penitents with several others.  My wife was sincere, but I 
was not.  Sabbath morning we went to the prayer meeting, as they had no preaching.  
At this prayer meeting I became very much offended at the manner in which the 
meeting was conducted.  They shouted, clapped their hands, leaped and ran back 
and forth through the church, and had what they called “a good meeting.”  I was 
always opposed to such boisterous meetings.  So much excitement!  I was so much 
offended that I would not go forward again.   

The news had spread rapidly that we were at the altar, and many were 
greatly rejoiced over it.  When we returned to our home after the prayer meeting 
we found my father-in-law there.  He had heard of it and came out to help us along.  
In the evening my father passed our house on his way to church with a two-horse 

                                                           
5 The now little-used verb “indite” means to “compose” or to “put down in writing.” 
6 The common  version of verse 2 from #637 in the Evangelical Hymnal. 
7 John Young (1796-1873) was born in Northampton County, began serving circuits in 1831, and 
was assigned with J.W. Clair to Columbia circuit 1857-58.  He is the father of Elizabeth Young 
Loyer, the first resident of the denomination’s Lewisburg Home when it opened in 1916, and of 
five prominent Evangelical pastors: George (1820-1858), Jacob (1829-1895), William [aka B.W.A.] 
(1841-1911), Reuben (1839-1903) and Noah (1846-1923).  He is buried in Salladasburg PA. 
8 Jacob W. Clair (1826-1903) was born in Lancaster County PA, began serving circuits in 1854, and 
was assigned with John Young to Columbia circuit 1857-58.  He is buried in Hagerstown MD. 
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sled-load of people – something I never knew him to do before.  All were going to 
lend us a helping hand by their prayers – but only to be disappointed.  We went to 
meeting – and as we stood on the door step before entering the church, my wife 
said to me, “Are you going forward tonight?”  I said, “No.”  She then said, “Then I 
won’t if you don’t.”  I replied, “Then see that you don’t” – and we entered..   

Preaching over, the pastor came to me and said, “Haint9 you coming 
forward tonight?”  I replied, “No, Sir” – and he left.  In a few moments my wife 
arose and went forward.  I was so offended that I took my overcoat and hat and 
went home.  As soon as services were over my wife inquired for me – but I was 
gone.  Father then told her he saw me go out, and he supposed I had gone home.  
She at once thought of the remark at the door and knew there was something wrong.  
When she came home, she found me in bed and in a bad humor.  I refused to let her 
come to bed until she promised me with an oath never to go forward again unless I 
did so.  She promised me – and all was right so far as I was concerned.  On Tuesday 
evening I again asked her to go to church, but she said she did not wish to go unless 
she dare come forward.  But I desired to see whether she would keep her promise 
made to me or not, so I insisted on going.  But she said, “The preacher will come 
to me, and what shall I say to him?”  I said, “Tell him I won’t let you come.”  She 
then consented, and we went to church. 

After the sermon, Rev. Clair came to me and asked whether I was coming 
forward, and I said, “No, Sir.”  He then went to my wife, and she told him I would 
not let her come out.  He then came to me again, and we had it pretty lively for a 
time.  I then told him, as he was a single man, that he might coax her out and then 
it would be him and her – for I would have nothing more to do with her.  But if he 
left us alone, we would get along very pleasantly together.  He then wanted to come 
to our house the next day and have a talk with me – but I forbade him the house, 
and so he said he would not come, and he did not.  O surely I was under the lead of 
“the roaring lion”10 or I could not have been so cruel.  What a mercy that God did 
not cut me down as a “cumberer of the ground”11 – yet I was spared.  As I said, I 
was not sincere – nor was I under conviction. 

A few days after the above events the Lutherans commenced a meeting in 
the church of which my parents were members.  Their pastor at that time, though 
he invited penitents to the altar, was opposed to all manner of excitement or noise.  
This, I thought, would be the place for me.  At this meetings, without any serious 
impressions, I came forward to the altar of prayer in company with my wife and a 
number of my old associates.  I at once began to pray most earnestly and soon 

                                                           
9 A no-longer used variation of “ain’t” – sometimes given as “hain’t.” 
10 The devil – a reference to I Peter 5:8. 
11 A Cumberer of the Ground is the title of a once-popular 1894 novel by Constance Isabella 
Stuart Smith.  As H.A. Dietterich’s autobiography was written in 1891, however, the expression 
must have been in use before the novel.  A cumberer is a useless item, a hindrance to progress. 
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became deeply convicted.  The great deep of my heart was broken up, and I felt as 
did the Psalmist when he said, “The pains of death and hell got hold upon me.”12 

Yes, I felt of all men most miserable and “mourned like a dove and chattered 
like a swallow.”13  Sinners should not wait for feeling in coming to Christ, but from 
a sense a duty “seek the Lord”14 – and if they do so, God will give the feeling heart, 
the sin-sick soul and the contrite spirit.  So I found it.  I prayed earnestly on my way 
home, and continued to do so until two o’clock in the morning, earnestly crying to 
God for mercy and salvation – for “there was neither sleep to mine eyes, nor 
slumber to mine eyelids.”15 

 That evening already, on my way home from church, I felt “Woe is me if I 
preach not the gospel”16 – and I told my wife I must preach.  But she said, “You 
cannot preach.”  I said, “I believe I can, if they will let me – but I fear they will not, 
because I am not educated for the ministry.”  I never got rid of that feeling “go 
preach” until I entered upon the active work of the ministry – and I yet believe the 
call to the ministry should come from above, and that it is Divine.   

 In the morning when I awoke, all conviction had left me.  I had no feeling 
– all was dark to me, and my heart was hard as stone.  I was forward six evenings 
at the Lutheran meeting when I felt that the meeting was not conducted to suit me 
– and I must go to the place where I had before opposed.  A meeting now began in 
the Evansville Evangelical Church of which my wife’s parents were members.  It 
was conducted by Reverends Young and Clair.  So on Sabbath morning we attended 
preaching in the Lutheran Church at 10 o’clock, after which we proceeded to the 
home of her parents.  Here we both went to church in the evening and both came 
forward again, in company with several others.  Now the meeting could not be too 
noisy for me.  I felt that I must cry mightily to God to save me, or I must be lost.  
Here on the third night my wife happily converted, and the fourth evening 
conviction again returned to me.  The great deep of my heart was again broken up, 
and on the fifth night I found peace by believing in Jesus.  My darkness was turned 
into day, and my mourning into joy.  “O happy day when Jesus washed my sins 
away”17 and I was enabled to “arise and shine, my light having come and the glory 
of the Lord being risen upon me.”18 

 I shall never forget the hour or place where I first felt my sins forgiven.  I 
had a hard struggle, being at the altar eleven evenings, and doing but little during 
                                                           
12 Psalm 116:3 
13 An old expression based on  Isaiah 38:14. 
14 Isaiah 55:6 
15 Psalm 132:4 
16 I Corinthians 9:16 
17 This gospel song has been recorded by many artists and was popular long before its most 
famous 1969 release by the Edwin Hawkins Singers.  The words were written by noted hymnist 
Philip Doddridge (1702-1751) and popularized in the American camp meeting as adapted by  
Edward F. Rimbault (1816-1871). 
18 Isaiah 60:1 
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the day – but read and pray.  The fault was my own.  Had I trusted in Jesus he would 
have saved me sooner, for he is a present and willing and all sufficient Savior.  But 
perhaps I needed a severe struggle because I had been so wicked.  I think sometimes 
ministers make a mistake in conducting their meetings: while we should carefully 
avoid all extreme excitement and everything like wild fire and fanaticism, we 
should not be too fearful of a little excitement and noise, or loud praying and earnest 
crying unto God on the part of penitents.  No wonder the sinner should become 
alarmed and excited when he sees and feels his lost and ruined condition out of 
Christ – and should he like blind Bartimaeus cry loudly, “Thou Son of David, have 
mercy on me.”19  I will not, like the Pharisees, tell him to “hold his peace” – because 
Christ did not, but rather granted him his prayer, though offered in a loud and 
excited and boisterous manner.  And if saints should rejoice and shout aloud at the 
sinners conversion, no marvel – for “There is joy in the presence of the angels in 
heaven over the conversion of one sinner.”20 

 This was the trouble at the above mentioned Lutheran meeting, or I would 
have never been anything but a Lutheran.  But there, when we would become a 
little interested and earnest in our prayers and cries to God for salvation, then he 
would stop us and make us sit up on the seat while he would read us a long Psalm 
or talk to us until all would quit praying – and then tell us to kneel down again.  No, 
penitents do not want to be interrupted in that way – two or three times in an 
evening.  Hence we were obliged, if earnest, to go elsewhere or to give up seeking.  
And I doubt if there was one true conversion at his meeting, though there were 
twelve of us at the altar at one time.  Even at that late date, father would have helped 
me to means to prepare for the Lutheran ministry – which he would not do in any 
other church, and the consequence is that I have been crippled all my days for want 
of preparation for the work. 

 We both united with the Evangelical Association in Evansville in March, 
1858.  I then supposed all churches were alike, and having found peace there we 
united there.  I at once began to read daily the long neglected Bible, erected the 
family altar, and shaped my matters as much as possible for the ministry – though 
I said nothing about it to any one.  I superintended the Sabbath School in the Knob 
school house21 where I had gone to school when a boy, and where I received all my 
schooling.  We had a large and interesting school. 

 But now I had a new difficulty to contend with, as my father was so much 
dissatisfied at my not uniting with the Lutheran Church of which he was a member, 
that he would not speak to me and said that he would disinherit me.  But I continued 
to visit him as before, and soon after I entered the ministry we became fully 

                                                           
19 Mark 10:47 
20 Luke 15:10 
21 The Knob school house was in the northwest corner of Briar Creek township, two miles north 
of Evansville.  There appears to have been a Sunday School there, but no regular preaching 
appointment. 
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reconciled.  His threat to disinherit me he never carried out – but he was a father to 
me as before, and he would do as much for me and thought as much of me as any 
of his children up to the time of his death.  And he frequently visited me on my 
different charges. 

 This first summer after uniting with the church, I worked at my trade until 
after harvest – when I was again employed in my brother’s store in Evansville.  I 
continued to superintend the Sabbath School and to study, as much as possible, to 
the last week in September – when on Tuesday morning I stated my case to Rev. 
E.B. Wilson,22 pastor in charge of Columbia circuit and residing in the parsonage 
in Evansville, that I as a mechanic had helped to build.  I told him I felt called to 
the ministry and intended to try it in the spring, and that I desired him to tell me 
what books to get, as I intended to study all I could – and that I desired him to give 
me such instructions as he thought best.  All the books I had were a small Bible and 
a Bible dictionary.  He said I should study well the books I had, as I could get no 
better, but that I must enter upon the work at once and assist him on the circuit as 
the junior preacher, a young man,23 had become discouraged, left the field, went 
home – and he must have assistance.  He had written to the Elder for help, but he 
would countermand his letter at once. 

 I told him I could not preach, but first must study and prepare myself for the 
work as best I could.  He urged and insisted I must now begin.  I promised to report 
to him in the evening what I would do, and we parted.  About sundown I started for 
his house again to report, but met him and Sister Wilson coming up the street.  He 
said, “Good evening – and, well, what have you concluded to do?” I replied, “I will 
go along.”  He was greatly rejoiced and praised God that I had concluded to do so. 

 I informed my brother that evening of the arrangements I had made, and he 
said, “I think it will not go very well.”  But I went home, informed my wife, and 
gave myself up to the work – but O how little prepared for it, and how little did I 
know of its great importance and responsibility.  On Thursday evening myself and 
wife went to Evansville to hear Brother Wilson preach.  I took my seat, as usual, 
among the members.  But when Brother Wilson came in he took me by the arm and 
said I must go with him into the pulpit.  I declined, but he insisted – and I finally 
consented to accompany him.   After the sermon I announced a hymn and made the 
closing prayer.  This was my first time in the pulpit and I did not feel at home there.  
When I entered the pulpit it occasioned considerable surprise in the congregation, 
as none knew that I had the least idea of preaching but the minister, my wife, my 
brother, and my wife’s parents.  But now it was out: “Sure enough, Alonzo is going 

                                                           
22 Elijah B. Wilson (1818-1868) was born in Milton PA, began serving circuits in 1852, served the 
Columbia circuit 1858-60, and withdrew in 1862 to serve in the Reformed Church.  He is buried in 
Arndtsville PA. 
23 This man’s name was George P. Weber.  He had been licensed in 1858, and this was his first 
assignment.  Nothing more is known about him. 
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to preach” – and this formed the subject of conversation for some time in the 
neighborhood. 
 

First trip on Columbia circuit24 – with Brother Wilson 
 
 On Friday I accompanied Brother Wilson to his appointments.  We went to 
Whitmire school house, where he preached in the evening.  I again closed the 
meeting with a hymn and prayer.  On Saturday we proceeded to White Hall, and 
stopped with brother David Cox25 over night.  Brother Wilson preached in the 
church Sunday morning at 10 o’clock.  He insisted on me preaching, but I refused 
to do so.  I closed the meeting as usual, but could not take up courage to exhort as 
he desired me to do. 

 After dinner we proceeded to the house of brother Mench, about three miles 
from Jersey Town.  For years a regular appointment for preaching was kept at this 
house, and here at half-past two in the afternoon, the last Sabbath of the month, 
September 26, 1858, I made my first attempt at preaching – from Acts, ninth chapter 
and the latter part of the fourth verse, “Saul, Saul, why persecutes thou me?”  As to 
the merits or demerits of the sermon I cannot say – but I remember I was very much 
scared.  And there were a few young people present who were in the habit of talking 
or laughing during the service – which annoyed me very much, as I supposed they 
were laughing at me.  I afterwards learned that a “Son of Belial” (one of the boys) 
present had cut the ears off of poor puss as she lay asleep, while I preached, which 
occasioned the sport.  It is evident that neither the boy nor the cat was interested in 
my sermon.  But the boy was the worse of the two – as the cat did no harm and 
occasioned no disturbance, while the boy did both.  After preaching, Brother 
Wilson informed the congregation that they had listened to my first sermon, and he 
followed by exhortation.   There was also a minister of the Reformed Church 
present.  I do not know his name, nor do I know that I ever met him since, who 
came to me after the congregation was dismissed and spoke very kindly and 
encouragingly to me – for which I was very thankful. 

 In the evening Wilson preached in the church in Jersey Town.  On Monday 
we proceeded to Mordansville, where we stopped with William Hutchinson, who 
was married to my oldest sister – both long since dead.  Their only son is now a 
minister in the Presbyterian Church in the West.  Wilson preached here in the school 
house in the evening.  Again he insisted on me preaching, but I positively refused 
– but I closed the meeting with exhortation, hymn and prayer.  After meeting I told 

                                                           
24 The Columbia circuit of 1858 was not just the five Berwick-area churches (Ebenezer, Evansville, 
Salem, Stone Church, Summerhill) that comprised the circuit for most of the twentieth century.  
There were 17 active appointments over a very wide area to be served by two men.  The circuit 
was divided into 4 loops, and each man covered one loop each week on a rotating basis so that 
each appointment received preaching every two weeks.  The 17 preaching places are given in 
appendix A.  This trip covers LOOP B in the appendix. 
25 David Cox (1800-1879) is buried in the White Hall Cemetery. 
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Brother Wilson I would never refuse to preach again, as I felt condemned for having 
done so that evening – and I never did refuse again.  On Tuesday we returned home.  
Thus ended my first trip as a preacher. 

 When we came home the friends inquired of Brother Wilson as to how the 
new preacher got along, and his wise reply was, “O, very well; he preached once 
for me.”  “And what success did he have in preaching?”  “Very good; only he was 
very much scared,” was the reply.   
 

First trip on the Columbia Circuit – alone 
 
During the following week I purchased a colt of my father-in-law for eighty-five 
dollars, borrowed a saddle and bridle and saddle pockets of Brother Wilson, and a 
few books – which constituted my outfit.  I started on horseback, and alone, for my 
appointments in the northern part of the circuit – some twenty miles distant, to me 
a strange country and strange roads.  I was to stop over night with brother William 
Karschner.26  Wilson said I must preach three times on Sabbath – but as the 
appointments are distant, one sermon will do for all of them.  Consequently I 
prepared but one sermon, as best I could, for the trip. 

 It was near sundown when I arrived at brother Karschner’s, tired and half 
home-sick.  My colt gave out, and I was obliged to walk part of the way and lead 
it.  While sitting on the porch in the evening, I noticed a few persons enter the house 
and overheard them speak something about meeting.  I supposed from what they 
said there was to be preaching somewhere in the neighborhood – and I thought I 
would attend it.  I enquired of Mother Karschner in reference to the meeting, when 
she said, “Why there is to be preaching here in our house – and you are to preach.  
Didn’t Wilson tell you?”  I replied, “He did not – but it is all right.”  The 
congregation gathered and I preached the second time – and my only prepared 
sermon.   

 Sunday morning came, and with it my next appointment – only three miles 
distant.  All who were present in the evening would be in the church this morning 
again – and what shall I preach?  I was a sick boy when I saw the people passing 
on their way to church, and I must soon start in company with the whole Karschner 
family – and no sermon.  What shall I do?  If Wilson had but told me – but I knew 
it was only one of his tricks to put me on my guard in the future, so as to be “instant 
in season and out of season,” so I must make the best of it.  We soon started, and 
when we arrived at the Salem Church, now quite a town called Unityville, we found 
a large congregation assembled awaiting the arrival of the new preacher.  When I 
passed down the aisle I felt as if I would sink through the floor.  But I must do 

                                                           
26 William Karschner (1830-1909) was born in Danville, Montour County, and lived his adult life in 
Pine township, Columbia County.  He is buried in the Greenwood Methodist Cemetery.  He is the 
father of Rev. Lloyd W. Karschner (1858-1936) of the Wyoming Conference of the Methodist 
Episcopal Church – who would have been only a few months old at the time of Dietterich’s visit. 
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something – and the words of the Samaritan woman seemed impressed upon my 
mind, which served as a text, “Lord help me” (Matthew 15:25).  And the Lord did 
help me on that occasion in preaching, as he answered her prayer when she cried 
thus unto him. 

 After service I took dinner with brother Robins, near the church, and then 
proceeded to the Union Church27, four miles distant over as hilly a road as there is 
in the state.  I was obliged to walk again most of the way, and lead my colt – and 
consequently arrived a little late.  From there, after preaching, I went to brother 
James Kile’s and preached in the school house on the banks of the Fishing Creek 
in the evening to a crowded house – and then stayed with his brother over night.  
On Monday morning I started for home – some twenty miles distant, with two 
mountains to cross. 

 When I arrived at home I was exceedingly tired and considerably 
discouraged.  But Wilson could soon set that all right, for he was a good man.  He 
could laugh discouragement away and so present the promises of God as to infuse 
new courage into the faint heart to go forward in the work of the Master.  Thus 
ended my first trip as a minister alone, and it was not a bright one.  Yet God blessed 
me in my feeble attempts to preach and good was accomplished – for which his 
name be praised.  Amen. 
 

 
1845 Unityville Salem church of the Evangelical Association 

This is how the building appeared when Dietterich preached on the Columbia circuit.   
A vestibule-steeple and significant side rooms were later added. 

                                                           
27 The Union Church was in the village of Waller and so-called because it was not deeded to any 
one particular denomination and was open to any Christian preaching. 


