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Chapter 3 
 

Second Trip as a Minister Alone, 
First Sermon at Home, End of the Conference Year 

 
 On the following Saturday I went to brother Henry Seybert’s,1 in 
Salem township, stayed with him over night, and preached in the Moores 
school house, at ten o'clock, Sabbath morning.  Here I also was a stranger. 
During the previous week, I had been in the neighborhood, to purchase a 
buggy.  I bought a second hand buggy, and hitched my colt to it.  The colt, 
had never been in harness before, and immediately after leaving the place 
where I had made the purchase, I had a long and very steep hill to ascend.  
When about half way up the hill, my colt became discouraged, and stopped.  
It was so completely discouraged, that I could neither coax nor drive it out 
of the spot without using violence – which I would not do.  When I had 
been t here an hour or more, trying to get the colt to go, a man and a boy 
who were cutting corn nearby, came to my assistance – but all in vain.  The 
colt would not go. The man, a stranger to me, then began to catechize me by 
asking the following questions: “Don't it make you mad at the colt for not 
going?”  I replied, “No, as it does not know what we want it to do, and it has 
become entirely discouraged.”  “But don't you think it would go if you would 
get right mad at it, and scold it?”  I said, “I think not.”  “But why don't 
you swear at it and whip it, and make it go?”  I again replied, “I do not think, 
that would make it any better.”  So I unhitched the colt, and left the buggy.  
And it was to my advantage in the end, as I afterward purchased another 
buggy to a better advantage. 

On Sabbath morning this man came to preaching, and when the 
minister entered the house he recognized in him at once the man with the 
stubborn colt.  He was a member of the M.E. church and a good Christian 
man.  After service he came to me and in a most pleasant manner made 
apology for it·.  He said he had remarked to his boy, “That must be a good 
man, or he would not take it so patiently.”  At half past two o'clock I preached 
in the Summerhill church.  Here I was partially acquainted.  From there I 
proceeded to Evansville, and stopped with my Father-in-law, a class leader 
for many years in this church.  I preached in this church in the evening.   

                                                           
1 Henry D. Seybert (1813-1866) had deep Evangelical roots.  His mother Eva Zimmerman Seybert 
(1768-1824) was a sister to Evangelical preacher Leonard Zimmerman Jr. (1783-1840) and the 
daughter of German immigrant Leonard Zimmerman Sr. (1743-1812), one of Jacob Albright’s 
earliest supporters and in whose house Albright often preached.  See Stapleton’s 1896 Annals of 
the Evangelical Association, page 262.  Henry, unfortunately, experienced a tragic demise.  He 
had been drafted late in the Civil War, and his oldest son Charles went in his place.  Charles died 
during the Battle of Petersburg and is buried in Hopewell VA.  Henry never forgave himself for 
allowing his son to go to war in his place and committed suicide by hanging.  He is buried in the 
Summerhill Cemetery. 



18     The Chronicle 

When I arrived there it was near sun down, and the people were 
already wending their way to church to hear the new preacher who but a few 
months ago had opposed the church, and would have blotted it out of existence, 
if it had been in his power to do so.  Here the first person I met at the gate 
was my wife.  She had said she did not wish to be present the first time I 
attempted to preach at Evansville – but when the time came she could not stay 
away. The next, was my brother-in-law, Silas McMichael,2 married to my wife's 
eldest sister – both long since dead. He had come some four miles on foot to 
attend church, and now felt most deeply for me. He sat on a chair just inside the 
door, with his elbow on his knee and his head resting in his hand, almost in 
tears.  When I came in, he said without looking up, “O, Brother Dietterich, they 
will scare you out, tonight. They are coming up from the river – persons who 
have never been in the church before. The church is full now, and it is not dark 
yet.”  I replied, “Let them come – they can't scare me now, as I have gotten over 
that.”  At the proper time we proceeded to the church, and found it filled to its 
utmost capacity – and many outside, unable to gain admittance.  Here I had 
clerked in the store.  Here I had been a leader among my associates in vice.  Here 
I got my wife.  Here I had been converted and received into church but abou t 
seven months previous.  Here I had my school mates and acquaintances, brothers 
and sisters to preach to.  In short, here I was at home, and it was a great undertaking 
for me to attempt to preach to them.  I made my way to the pulpit, through the 
crowded aisle, as best I could.  The members were all present, but all felt most 
deeply anxious for me and could not look up, fearing lest I should fail, and they 
go home mortified on my account.  

I felt calm, trusting in God, to help me.  I read the 135th Psalm for 
the evening lesson, gave out a hymn, helped to sing it, and we then knelt in 
prayer.  When about half through with the prayer, I felt the mighty power of 
God fall upon me – the Baptism of the Holy Ghost – and I was ready for 
work. I took for my text John 9:35, “Dost thou believe on the Son of God?”  
And if the Lord ever “spake through lips of humble clay” he did it that night.  
It was the Lord that preached, and not I.  It was a success. I never preached 
before or since that it appeared to go as it did that night.  The friends soon 
began to look up.  God's power was manifested in the whole congregation.  
His name was glorified and his people built up in their most holy faith.  Aged 
sinners trembled, old formalists could not understand it, and many of my 
associates in sin were deeply affected – and a goodly number of them became 
converted during the protracted meeting that winter.  

 

                                                           
2 Silas McMichael (1829-1863) married Ann Evans (1834-1862).  Not much is known about this 
couple, and the dates given are approximations – even their place of burial has not been 
determinable.  They had at least one child, James Curns McMichael, born in 1854 and named for 
prominent Methodist preacher and district superintendent James Curns (1824-1891) who served 
the Berwick circuit 1852-54 as a young preacher on his second appointment. 
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O the wonders of divine grace.  It was a great mystery to all – how a 
wild and comparatively uneducated young man could become converted and 
in a few months, preach with such power.  And to none was it a greater 
mystery than to myself.  But it was the "Lord's doings – and it was marvelous 
in our eyes." Wonderful, indeed – so it appeared to me, so it appeared to all.  
I continued to preach regularly on the circuit until conference, which met in 
Baltimore, Maryland, the first Thursday in March – but on account of a 
severe cold, I was sick and unable to attend.  

We had two Quarterly meetings on the circuit after I commenced 
preaching, one in Jerseytown, and the other in Evansville.  At the last named 
Quarterly conference, in February 1859, I received my first license as a 
preacher – signed by Rev. James Dunlap,3 P.E. and Rev. E.B. Wilson, 
preacher in charge of Columbia Circuit.  Rev. Samuel E. Davis4 of Luzerne 
County received license at the same time.  Columbia Circuit was quite a 
large field at that time. We preached at Evansville church, Summerhill 
church , Moores school house, Ebenezer church, Whitmire's school house,  
Heimbach’s school house near Danville, White Hall church, Menche's 
private house, church in Jerseytown, Mordansville school house, 
Karschner's private house, Salem church, Union church, Robinson school 
house, Wagoner' s school house, Richart's school house, and Fishing Creek 
school house – seventeen appointments in all, with preaching at each every 
two weeks, requiring an immense amount of traveling.  The Circuit was 
divided at the following conference and Columbia and Montour Circuits 
were constituted.  

At the Union Church, and Fishing Creek, we met with considerable 
opposition from a sect calling themselves “The Christian Church.” They 
deny the Divinity of Christ and teach immersion to be the only scriptural 
mode of baptism – and some of them, at least, believe immersion to be a 
saving ordinance.  They unchristianize all who are not immersed.  Some of 
them are very bold and insulting. They would even dare to rise up in the 

                                                           
3 James Dunlap (1809-1884) had been superintendent (then called “presiding elder”) of the 
Susquehanna District 1849-53 and then was returned to that position 1857-58.  He later moved 
to Naperville IL and transferred to the Illinois Conference. 
4 Samuel E. Davis (1835-1902) would serve Evangelical churches for 41 years – in Central 
Pennsylvania, in the Pacific northwest, and back in Central Pennsylvania – before retiring in 1900.  
Even though both Davis and Dietterich received their quarterly conference licenses in February 
1859, they had different fates at the March 1859 annual conference.  Davis was admitted to the 
conference on probation, while Dietterich (likely because of his shorter history as a member of 
the church) was placed under the supervision of the district superintendent – but each was given 
an appointment.  Davis’ start in the conference, however, was not without a little drama – as the 
March 1860 conference enacted the following.  “Whereas S.E. Davis entered into matrimonial 
connection during the year, contrary to Discipline; therefore, resolved that this conference 
disapproves of his conduct in this respect, and that therefore his probation is to commence from 
this conference.” His family and home church, Davis Chapel, are discussed in Appendix B. 
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congregation and contradict other ministers while they were preaching.  
The first time I preached through there, some of the friends apprised of me 
of this fact, and said I should not be surprised if they did so for me.  I  
simply told them, that they had better not attempt it, or I would have the first 
one who did attempt it arrested for disturbing the meeting – and they 
would be obliged to pay their fine. When they come to hear me 
preach they must listen to what I have to say, and if I go to hea r them, I 
will do the same.  And I never had any trouble with them, as they knew 
better than to try it.  

At Fishing Creek, we always had a full house, and most excellent 
singing.  The second Sabbath evening I preached here, while reading the 
first hymn, two young men came in.  One stepped up and sat down behind 
me in the stand; the other passed around in front, came up and sat down on 
the other side of me.  Both stood u p and sang out of the same book with 
me.  I felt considerably alarmed at this boldness on their part, and 
supposed them to be ministers of the above denomination – and I felt that I 
was unprepared to meet them.  After prayer I turned to one of them and 
shook hands with him, while the congregation sung a hymn, and asked him to 
preach for me, stating that I had already preached twice that day, had traveled quite 
a distance, and I was tired – but he refused.  I insisted – but in vain.  I then told 
him he must close the meeting for me – he refused again. I then said you must 
do one or the other – either preach for me or close the meeting with exhortation, 
hymn and prayer – if you wish to remain with me in the stand, or you must 
leave here.  He was glad to take his seat in the congregation, and while I was 
talking to him the other one had quietly slipped down into the congregation also 
– so I had the stand to myself again, and proceeded with the services.  I was 
afterwards informed that they were two of the worst rowdies in the neighborhood, 
and expected to have some sport sitting behind me, where I could not see them, 
while preaching.  But I had nipped it in the bud for them, and they never 
attempted anything of the kind again, but behaved themselves like gentlemen, 
afterwards. 

I preached ninety-seven sermons up to the meeting of Conference, 
and one funeral sermon for an aged lady, Mother Harris, at Summerhill.  
She was seven ty-five years of age.  I do not remember the amount of 
salary received, but the friends at Evansville and Summerhill made me 
a Christmas present of a suit of clothes, which I very much needed, and 
most thankfully received.  We held a number of meetings during the 
winter, all of which were attended with more or less success, and a goodly 
number were added to the church – some of whom have crossed over to the better 
land, others are yet on their way, while others no doubt returned to the “Flesh Pots 
of Egypt."  

One neighboring young man with whom I was well acquainted, a sister of 
mine being married to his brother, and with whom I had labored at the altar of 
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prayer but the meeting closed and he gave up seeking before he became converted, 
came to an untimely death but a few weeks after the meeting closed – by being 
thrown out of a sled backwards, while under the influence of liquor.  And he died 
wi thout hope.  O how terrible, thus to die – terrible for the young man, and how 
sad for his parents and friends. 

We now lived in the house of James Kocher,5 my brother-in-law. Here 
our oldest son, James Eugene,6 now in the Lutheran ministry, was born December 
4th, 1858.  

Thus closed the Conference year – truly a remarkable one to me. I had 
been a member of the church but one year, and had preached six months of that 
time, and had been instrumental in leading a goodly number to Christ.  Truly "God 
moves in a mysterious way, his wonders to perform” and “chooses the weak things 
of this world to confound the mighty.”  O how great is his salvation – how 
great things it had done for me. “It is by the grace of God, I am what 
I am" and I would exclaim with the Psalmist, “Not unto us – not unto 
us, O Lord – but unto thy name be all the glory.”  Some would say, “Why 
he is a self-made man" – but I say, “No, I am a grace-made made man.”  
Grace made me what I am.  Thank God for it.  Amen. 
                                                           
5 James Kocher (1818-1897) was married to Sarah Ann Dietterich (1819-1888).  They had seven 
children, including an infant less than one year old, when they shared their home with Rev. and 
Mrs. Dietterich – and one of their children was named Adoniram Judson Kocher, after the noted 
pastor and missionary Adoniram Judson (1788-1850).  The Kochers are buried in the Fowlersville 
Baptist Cemetery.    

 
6 J. Eugene Dietterich (1858-1938) served as a Lutheran pastor in the Philadelphia and Pittsburgh 
areas for over 50 years, and as president of the Philadelphia Lutheran Conference, before retiring 
in 1934.  He is buried in Whitemarsh, Montgomery County PA. 


