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 BRIEF ANNALS  
 
 OF MY HORSE AND BUGGY DAYS 
 
 (1898 - 1906) 
 
 by Joseph V. Adams 
 
 
 Author's Introduction (1941):  The following pages  are 
not to be taken as anything more than a brief accou nt of just 
a few of the numerous experiences of my first eight  years in 
the ministry of the Central Pennsylvania Conference  of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church. 
 
 I have learned that my children and grandchildren have 
expressed the wish that I give them these happening s in order 
to get a better idea of what it meant to me as I tr ied to do 
my "bit" in some of the more exacting fields to whi ch I was 
assigned at the beginning of my career.  What I sha ll say 
therefore is not to be understood as any attempt on  my part 
to write my own biography, but rather to satisfy th e desire 
of family to know some of the peculiar situations t hat 
confronted me in the lonely fields to which I was a ppointed 
from 1898 to 1906.  These years were "my horse and buggy 
days."  What I shall say, therefore, may be of litt le or no 
interest to any but my own family.  
 
 
 The Preparation 
 
 Graduating from the Bedford high school in May 189 3, I 
began arrangements to enter the preparatory school at 
Dickinson College in Carlisle the following Septemb er.  Even 
though I had taken the Classical Course in order to  prepare 
for the work of the Methodist ministry, it was at o nce 
apparent that my high school had not offered the re quired 
classes to admit me to the freshman class.  I had t aken 
enough mathematics, English and history, but I had taken no 
Greek and not enough Latin.  And so I was required to attend 
the preparatory school for one year -- which proved  
sufficient for me to enter the freshman class in Se ptember 
1894 without any conditions. 
 
 With regard to finances, I should say that no youn g man 
of modest or even moderate means who went out to co llege in 
1893 was at all certain that he would be able to re main 
there.  As the country was trying to emerge from a widespread 
panic, employment of the lucrative type was almost impossible 
to find -- especially for a student available only for a few 
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months in the summer.  As a rule, the folks back ho me had to 
make great sacrifice to keep a son in college. 
 
 I was fortunate enough to have earned two scholars hips 
-- one from the Job Mann Trust Fund, and another th rough the 
college.  In addition, I was able to borrow money f rom the 
Loan Fund of the Church's Board of Education.  My p arents 
made the greatest sacrifice, however, by advancing me the 
funds which they could spare out of their income of  their 
years of retirement.  From these various sources I received 
enough to enable me to stay at Dickinson for the en tire five 
years -- one year of preparatory school, and four y ears of 
college. 
 
 During those years I tried to be alert to summer 
opportunities to earn what I could toward the follo wing 
year's bills.  In the summer of 1894, I taught in a  Normal 
School.  In 1895 I kept books for my brother's bake ry 
business in Bedford.  In 1896 I again taught at the  Normal 
School and did some other tutoring.  In the summer of 1897, I 
was asked by the District Superintendent of the Jun iata 
District to take several small churches which had b een set 
off from other appointments and to make a circuit o f them.  
We called it the Tatesville Circuit. 1   
 
 In addition, I accepted each summer every invitati on I 
received to speak for ministers who wished me to ta ke their 
work for a Sunday or more, and I accepted just as g ladly the 
meager compensation which the majority of them offe red me for 
my services. 
 
 A preacher who had become a widower, the Reverend 
William Norcross (father of the honored Dr. Wilbur F. 
Norcross who is now a member of the faculty at Dick inson 
College), wrote to me one day saying, "Brother Adam s, I want 
to get married next week.  Would you come and trave l my 
circuit (Wolfsburg 2) while I am on my trip?"  In the letter 
he said that he would let me have suitable compensa tion.  
While I covered his work for the required time, I h ave yet to 
receive that "suitable compensation."  I never sent  him any 
bill for my services, for I early learned that the saying 
that "Two can live as cheaply as one" is a fallacy.   I 
reasoned that the good man needed all his salary to  keep that 
new wife in the tinseled splendor of the itineratin g life of 
a circuit preacher. 
 
 In March 1898 I entered the Conference and receive d my 
first appointment under the Bishop -- serving the B elleville 
Circuit from College until my graduation that June,  when I 
took up residence on the circuit. 
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 The Actual Work of Being a Preacher 
 
 The time had finally come to try my hand at actual ly 
being a preacher.  I soon found out that it was muc h 
different from being a student, reading books, taki ng 
examinations, joining a fraternity, singing in a co llege glee 
club, and conducting a church choir.  At college, I  had been 
President of the Musical Organizations of Dickinson .  I had 
trained some of the more backward of the fellows in  vocal 
music, and I had been the chap whom Dr. Edward Reed , 
President of the College, was accustomed to lean up on when 
anything musical was to be put on around the instit ution.  I 
had had all of that for five years, and now it was time for 
something new. 
 
   Once when Charles Burns, 3 who later became a Bishop, 
developed an affliction in his throat, it became ap parent 
that he would have to relinquish his duties as lead er of the 
choir at nearby Allison Memorial, the college churc h.  I 
received a note from the Dean, Dr. J. Henry Morgan,  asking me 
to come at once to his office.  Having no idea what ever what 
it was all about, I reported to his office as direc ted.  He 
informed me that he had heard that I was singing te nor in the 
church choir at the First Presbyterian Church.  Thi nking that 
I was now in for a trouncing from that austere man,  I 
admitted singing there.  He then asked me if I was being paid 
for my services there, and I indicated that I was.  When he 
discovered that I had to depend upon such efforts t o keep 
myself in college, he became more sympathetic and a sked if I 
would consider taking charge of the college church' s choir if 
I could count on being paid as much as the Presbyte rians were 
then paying me.   
 
 After considering the situation for a day or two, I 
announced to Dean Morgan, who was Chairman of the M usic 
Committee at Allison Memorial, that I would do as h e asked 
provided I could give the Presbyterians thirty days  to find 
another tenor.  He readily agreed to that, and I im mediately 
set out to take over the Methodist choir.  This pos ition not 
only gave me the salary I had been receiving, but a lso 
allowed me to use my glee club training to good adv antage in 
the church.  I retained this position for the balan ce of my 
time at Dickinson. 
 
 These were some of the things I missed immediately  
after going out into the active pastorate.  I misse d 
Professor Harry Foght, that wonderful organist who 
masterfully accepted every work I set before him.  I missed 
the trained voices of that fine church choir.  I mi ssed the 
large audiences that frequently filled that church to hear 
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our Oratorios and Cantatas.   
 
 But now I was going out to be a preacher.  My past  
experiences became merely enrichment to my preparat ion for 
the new task awaiting me. 
 
 
 Belleville (1898-1899)  
 
 My first appointment under the Bishop was a three- point 
circuit 4 in the Kishacoquillas Valley in Mifflin County -- 
right out among the Amish.  Methodists were scarce there in 
1898, and it was hard going.  The charge paid me th e handsome 
salary of $400 a year -- quite a compensation for a  man who 
had put thousands of dollars into his preparation!  When I 
remarked that to my District Superintendent, he rep lied that 
I should do my best and that he had the intention o f finding 
a better place for me "someday." 
 
 In order to have someone to share the delicacy of that 
big salary, I got married immediately after Commenc ement and 
upon taking up residency on the charge.  Nettie Bre ngle of 
Bedford was willing to help me "balance the budget. "  She was 
an excellent manager.  While we did not have many o f the 
present-day luxuries for our little table, we had a mple food 
and had good times preparing and eating it together . 
 
 I had made it known that my parishioners could exp ect a 
bride at the parsonage, and the good ladies of the Society 
made it clear that I could count on them to do anyt hing they 
could to get the little parsonage ready.  In this m atter, 
however, I determined to do a great many things for  myself.  
I proceeded to clean the place that was to be my fi rst 
parsonage.  I got new paper and did the papering my self.  I 
built "cozy corners," bought cheap drapes and made cushions. 
 I cleaned the stoves, polishing them to reflect ne w glories. 
 All this I did before calling the ladies in to eva luate the 
situation. 
 
 When the ladies arrived at the appointed time, the y 
looked in astonishment and exclaimed, "Why, Mr. Ada ms, what 
is there here left for us to do?"  I slyly looked a t the 
front windows and pointed to their bare frames; the y at once 
realized what I wished them to do.  They asked if I  had 
curtains.  I said that I had, but that I had not ye t tried to 
put them up.  This they did, singing as they worked .  Then I 
showed them the bare floors and shook my head to in dicate 
that I had no carpets.  The President of the Societ y remarked 
that if that were all, it would certainly not take long to 
have the parsonage ready for that bride.  The carpe t man was 
summoned, and soon there was carpet on the floor. 
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 The day of the wedding came, and later that aftern oon 
one of the members, Mr. Joseph H. Biglow, met the b ride and 
groom when the train arrived at Lewistown and escor ted them 
in his carriage to the parsonage.  Here the Ladies Aid 
Society, along with the official members of the chu rch and 
their wives, were waiting to welcome us to our firs t 
parsonage.  A sumptuous meal was ready, and then th at was 
followed by a more formal reception.  This consiste d of the 
usual -- but hearty -- introductions and good wishe s. 
 
 One of the official members came to me and announc ed 
that Mr. Will Allen, the leader of the local band a nd also 
one of our members, wished to know if he could brin g the 
local band to serenade us.  I expressed the notion that such 
would certainly please the bride.  In about an hour  the 
street was filled with interested citizens of all f aiths, and 
the band was at the front of the assembly ready to give the 
serenade.  It consisted of a well-selected program of band 
music which was enjoyed by all. 
 
 At the close of the program I was advised that the  band 
wished the pastor and his bride to appear.  This we  gladly 
did and were more than repaid for any embarrassment  it 
occasioned when the final number was the familiar w edding 
march, "Here Comes the Bride," which had fallen on our ears 
earlier the same day when the Rev. Dr. Emory Steven s5 
performed the ceremony at Bedford that sent us on o ur way 
together. 
 
 This concluded, the crowd gave us a rousing cheer of 
goodwill and dispersed to their several homes, leav ing us to 
begin quietly our parsonage life together.  In a fe w days the 
Chickering Square Piano arrived, which Nettie's par ents had 
given her in her childhood.  When that piece of fam iliar 
furniture was finally placed in our new home, the w hole place 
was cozy and home-like at last. 
 
 A few days later I had plans ready to make a compl ete 
visit of the circuit, and I arranged to take Nettie  with me 
to the services of each church on the charge.  She was 
gracious in manner, young, beautiful and talented; she soon 
became the charming friend of folks on the entire 
appointment. 
 
 Her training as a musician -- both at the piano an d in 
voice as a soprano -- soon became a great asset to my work.  
She sang in the choirs of the circuit, played the 
accompaniment when the regular organist or pianist was 
absent, and rendered valuable aid in the training g roups for 
choirs and activities among the young.  She was eva ngelistic 
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in temper, and in my revival meetings she was often  among 
those consecrated workers who "brought sinners to 
repentance."  She was especially seen among the you ng people, 
trying to bring them to decision for the Master.  I n this she 
succeeded admirably.  The Epworth League had been h er field 
before leaving home, and when she entered my work w ith me she 
gave valuable assistance to many Chapters where the  interest 
was all but gone.  In addition, she had a class in Sunday 
School and was frequently sought after to restore d iscouraged 
workers in that field. 
 
 I have often wondered if the average church has ev er 
taken time to evaluate the service a preacher's wif e 
typically renders to the cause.  These talented and  
consecrated women of the denomination's parsonages go to the 
fields to which their husbands are assigned without  ever 
being consulted -- and almost before their personal  
belongings are hung up in the house that is to be t heir home, 
they are active in all that pertains to the work. T hey make 
the concerns of the charge their own concern and en ter at 
once with an abandon of all things personal into th eir 
husband's professional duties.  They are truly a hu sband's 
"helpmeet" for the Master's sake. 
 
 At this first appointment of mine, it was our good  
fortune to have as neighbors Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Hor ton. Mrs. 
Horton's name was Nancy, and the entire community 
affectionately called her "Aunt Nancy."  At the tim e we knew 
this good old couple, Nancy was 81 years old.  She was 
unusually active -- as was her husband, who was the n 82 -- 
and no one could have been more interested in the w ork of the 
church than were these two beautiful souls. Mr. Hor ton was a 
member of the Lutheran Church, Aunt Nancy was a Met hodist, 
and neither of them missed very many services of th eir 
respective churches.  One of Aunt Nancy's chief del ights was 
seeing that we always had something good to eat.  O ur back 
porches adjoined in such a manner to make it easy f or her to 
tap on our back window; when we heard that faint li ttle tap 
on the widow, we knew something was about to happen .  Imagine 
our young eyes looking out to find what Aunt Nancy was 
passing over by our window on her broom -- it was f requently 
a plate of cookies, and just about as often it was a pie pan 
holding a lovely pie fresh out of her oven and all ready for 
our dinner. 
 
 As the appointment was a circuit, it was necessary  for 
me to have some way of traveling over the country t o reach my 
churches.  After being appointed to the charge in M arch, I 
would go by train from Carlisle to my work and was met there 
by some member who would drive me to the various 
appointments.  When I began my regular work there i n June, 



 

 
 
 9 

however, I was compelled to make other arrangements .  This 
was early solved by a good member who happened to h ave 
several excellent driving horses. 
 
 He came to me and said that he would like to have the 
privilege of furnishing me with a horse and buggy f or my 
first year of ministry.  He assured me that it woul d cost me 
nothing -- not even feed, shelter or shoes.  I than ked him 
and assured him that as a farmer's son I knew horse s very 
well and would give his horse every care while I ha d him in 
the travel of my circuit.  I found out later that M r. 
Fleming, the owner, had the very commendable habit of making 
matters pleasant for his minister in other ways tha n the 
furnishing of a horse.  One thing I am sure of is t hat 
whatever his motive in doing so great a favor, he m ost 
certainly helped me "over the hump" that first year  when my 
income was so very small.  I have sympathy for the minister 
denied the privilege of at least a few years out am ong the 
country folk.  The simplicity of their lives and th e fewness 
of their wants have the effect of teaching one the lesson of 
contentment. 
 
 Here now is my story of a snow drift.  One day whe n I 
was taking Nettie with me to call on Miss Ella Hurl ey, who 
lived a considerable distance from town, we suddenl y came 
upon deep drifts in a desolate place at the top of a hill 
about a mile from her house.  I noted at once that the horse 
was going to have heavy going, but I thought that w ith a bit 
of urging he could "make the grade."  When I gave h im the 
line, he plunged forward and out went Nettie and I into the 
snow drift.  I quickly "righted the sleigh" so it w ouldn't 
hit Nettie as it passed over her head.  The horse w as 
manageable at once, so neither of us could do much else 
except laugh heartily as we pulled each other out o f the 
drift.  The incident became fun, as becomes newlywe ds, when 
Nettie remarked sweetly as I tumbled back into the sleigh, 
"You know, dear, I think some times that you are a better 
lover than you are a driver."  We were soon back on  our jaunt 
to Miss Hurley's home at the bottom of the hill, an d even my 
borrowed horse seemed to have enjoyed the experienc e. 
 
 And here is the story of my first purchase for my new 
wife.  We had driven the buggy to Lewistown to have  the 
dentist extract a molar for Nettie.  When she had r ecovered 
from the effects of that experience, I thought she was 
deserving of something nice.  This is what is was - - two and 
one-half yards of red and black plaid for a shirt w aist, 
which would now be called a blouse.  And this is wh at I paid 
-- 2.5 yards @ 25 cents a yard, making the total am ount just 
63 cents.  How does that compare with purchases whi ch the 
hubby now makes for the wife? 
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 Finally, during my first year there I had my first  
"run-in" with a so-called "rich man."  He owned abo ut 
everything around the place -- a bank, a store, a t en mile 
railroad, several farms near the town, a great town  property, 
several sections of land in Iowa, and similar secti ons in 
North Dakota.  He was a great traveler, and he alwa ys wore a 
high silk hat.  He went to Conference every year to  tell the 
Bishop all about himself and to dictate the appoint ment of 
the preacher.  When I knew him, he was 80 years of age. 
 
 One day he approached me on the street and said th at he 
wanted to talk with me concerning a very important matter.  
At first I though he meant something relative to th e work of 
the church, but it was not that.  "Brother Adams," he said, 
"I have just been down to several of my farms in th e valley, 
and I have decided a very important matter.  I have  decided 
to build for myself down there on one of the more p rominent 
fields a high shaft as a monument to my honor."  As  he 
concluded that remark I was looking toward the grou nd in 
perfect shame for such selfishness and egotism.  He  noted 
that I had no remark ready.  He waited.  Finally he  said, 
"What do you think of that proposition?" 
 
 When I could compose my feelings, I answered him t hus: 
 "Brother Watt, I am a young man and do not yet kno w much.  I 
have very deep feelings, however, about the needs o f the 
kingdom of Christ right here in our own town.  I ha ve 
reverence and respect for your age -- but I abhor y our 
judgment."  That hit the old man pretty hard, and h e winced. 
 As he said little and made no attempt to interrupt  me, I 
continued: "Brother Watt, that is not the kind of m onument 
you should build here.  The kind of monument you su ggest is a 
most selfish thing for you even to consider." 
 
 He then showed some animus and made as though he 
thought it was presumptuous on my part to cast any aspersion 
upon his wisdom.  But I held my ground with the mis er.  It 
was well-known in the community that the very churc h of which 
he was a member was just about ready to be consider ed unsafe 
-- so poorly had it been kept.  And here was what I  then put 
to him:  "Brother Watt, the kind of monument you sh ould build 
here is this.  Go down to the most desirable corner  lot you 
own in the borough and build there a modest but com modious 
church -- one which the members can afford to maint ain after 
you are gone -- and GIVE IT to the congregation fre e-title." 
 To this he replied, "I never thought of it that wa y."  As I 
left him standing there on the street, I said, "You  will 
think of it now."   
 
 He never did build the monument in the field, but he 
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did build the church in town.  It was given WITHOUT  
ENCUMBRANCE to the congregation.  If rich people wo uld not 
make an idol of their gold, they could make life ea sier for 
God's people.  And so that first eventful year pass ed very 
rapidly.  When the time for Conference came my Supe rintendent 
was ready to make good his assurance to find me a b etter 
appointment. 
 
 
 Pleasant Gap (1899-1900) 
 
 This was a circuit of six churches 6 that paid a salary 
of $600 per year.  New problems immediately present ed 
themselves, particularly with regard to the matter of 
transportation.  No longer having the favor of the borrowed 
horse, I had to arrange differently.  I bought a yo ung mare 
four years of age -- just "trained to shaves" as th e jockeys 
would put it -- and ordered a buggy to be built acc ording to 
certain ideas that I had for such a vehicle to be u sed 
professionally.  I ordered the harness and other eq uipment to 
go with this fine animal and the new buggy, and in a few 
weeks I was all set.  My mother advanced the cash w ith which 
I could "keep even with the world."  Nettie and I w ere very 
happy and somewhat proud of our new transportation when all 
of this stood out front of our parsonage, but proud er still 
when we went in style and comfort to our work on th e charge. 
 In time, we had our obligation all paid back to my  mother -- 
minus a liberal gift from her to help us along. 
 
 Another problem to be met was the finishing of the  new 
parsonage which the congregation had built in antic ipation of 
receiving a married man.  Much hard work was left f or me -- 
papering of the entire house, decisions regarding t he heating 
stoves, finishing the porches, grading the lawn, bu ilding the 
fence, etc.   
 
 The grading and sodding of the lawn was the greate st 
job of them all.  I borrowed a one-horse wagon with  spade, 
straight-edge and other tools.  I went to Axemann, a village 
two miles distant, and secured the right to roll th e sod from 
the basin of an abandoned mill dam.  The sod was cu t, rolled 
and loaded into the wagon.  Our "Birdie," the new h orse, had 
no trouble bringing it load after load up to Pleasa nt Gap, 
where I was to lay it on the graded yard around the  
parsonage.  It took 2400 square feet of sod to cove r the 
portion of the yard fronting on the street.  The ci tizens 
said that when I laid the last of the sod I sat on the 
wheelbarrow, gave a war-whoop, and threw my old str aw hat in 
the air.  It was such a heavy job that I guess a ce lebration 
was in order, and that was the way I marked the ach ievement. 
 To this day that yard is beautiful in summer -- du e in part, 
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at least, to the labor of my preacher hands. 
 
 But I must tell more about that new horse of which  we 
were so justly proud!  Birdie, as her former owner had named 
her, was a black mare weighing 1200 pounds.  Canadi an-bred, 
spirited and speedy, she needed watching because of  her youth 
-- she was "quick on the trigger."  I was to drive her for 
seven years, and I was never able to allow her to s tand 
untied.  Locomotives and automobiles (which, of cou rse, were 
not around when I first purchased her) were "bug-be ars" to 
her.  Long country drives were what she enjoyed mos t, and she 
disliked town life. 
 
 Birdie was compassionate and obedient.  Seldom, if  
ever, did I see her ear flopped back -- as if angry  -- when 
we were traveling.  Typically, those ears pierced t he wind as 
though she could see better when they were turned i n that 
direction.  She certainly had the capacity to sense  every 
travel situation.  Frequently when I was very weary  after 
preaching and the long drive after the service -- s ometimes 
nearly asleep from the lonely trip -- she would sud denly 
spurt out with increased speed and pass other vehic les as 
well as if I directed her with the touch of the rei n.  She 
became a great favorite among the country folks, an d little 
children would come out to look at Birdie.  People of the 
various hamlets always knew that I was in the commu nity if 
they saw Birdie tied at the little church or at the  corner 
store. 
 
 She was never sick during the time that we owned h er, 
and the care she always had may account for that.  I had 
numerous good blankets for her.  A light chest blan ket was 
used when she had to do hard winter night driving.  In very 
cold weather she was clothed first in a very lightw eight 
blanket, with the harness adjusted over the blanket .  Because 
I had a "box-stall" for her, she always had the com fortable 
freedom of not having to be tied up to her manger f or the 
night.  Her shoes were always properly adjusted to her feet, 
and on icy roads she had the adjustable caulks inst ead of the 
pointed steel shoes.   
 
 My brother Frank, who was an experienced horseman,  
taught me how to prepare the mane and tail when enc ountering 
muddy roads, rain or wet snow.  The mane and tail w ere 
carded, brushed and braided; and the fetlocks were cropped.  
This not only made travel easier for the horse but also 
contributed to the trim appearance of the animal.  When 
Birdie came out in her shiny harness and looked at you from 
those wonderful eyes -- one on either side of that beautiful 
white maple leaf gracing her forehead -- you could not help 
liking her a lot. 
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 The part I took in her care also included a trip t o her 
stall every night just before I retired.  She seeme d to 
anticipate my coming.  My welcome was her familiar soft neigh 
as she pushed her smooth nose up by my face.  I gav e her a 
drink of clean fresh water, placed a supply of swee t-smelling 
hay in her manger, and then gave her a liberal dept h of clean 
straw for her bed for the night.  If she had to be cared for 
in some stable other than her own, I was particular  that she 
received the same care.  This kind of attention kep t her a 
"good horse."  When she came out to the road the ne xt 
morning, she was ready for the trip and usually got  me there 
on time. 
 
 The entire circuit was served with revival meeting s 
that year -- running from October to March, except for the 
week between Christmas and New Year.  The open wint er roads 
were in poor condition, but Birdie and I went the r ounds with 
the Gospel and the Lord was good to his people. 
 
 On May 13 there was at the parsonage what Walter 
Winchell calls a "blessed event."  Nettie and I had  agreed 
that were the little one a girl her name should be "Henrietta 
Evelyn."  The first name was selected to honor Gran dma 
Brengle, the other on account of its euphony and it s relative 
rarity of general use at the time.  The young mothe r was at 
once surrounded by a number of lovely Christian wom en of the 
town of Pleasant Gap.  They did many nice things fo r her 
during the entire balance of the year while little Henrietta 
was so new to this big world into which God had all owed her 
to come. 
 
 I might remark here that I was at the time doing 
graduate work and compelled to do late reading.  It  was 
frequently my chore to care for the baby by night i n order 
that her young mother might have a suitable rest.  One of the 
ways I did this was to stretch a huge hammock diago nally 
across the dining room where I studied, and when He nrietta 
wished to practice her solo I would swing her by th e aid of a 
rope tied to one of my feet.  That was what you mig ht call 
"swing music." 
 
 Late that autumn, when I had inaugurated special 
evangelistic meetings at the various appointments, I was on 
my way one evening to preach at the Weaver Church f ive miles 
south of Bellefonte.  The work to that moment had n ot been 
succeeding well, and I was disposed to be greatly c oncerned. 
 I had had conflicting emotions and convictions reg arding my 
lifework before, and it was not to be wondered at w hen the 
old struggle came up that evening.  Wanting to go i nto the 
study of medicine, I had taken two years of classes  in the 
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chemical laboratory in what was the equivalent to a  pre-
medical course.  I had not confided this to any but  my 
parents, but this night I was to make the final ana lysis of 
my convictions. 
 
 I got out of my buggy, tied the reins about my lef t 
arm, and knelt in a fence-corner by the road.  I do  not 
remember what I said to God there, but I do recall that that 
night when I made the altar call about twenty peopl e came 
forward without undue urging to kneel for prayer.  Never 
after that had I any misgivings as to my call to th e 
ministry, and the whole circuit of six appointments  had a 
nice ingathering of persons who professed faith in the 
Saviour. 
 
 The end of the year came all too soon, and I was 
selected by the Bishop to go to the Blackwell Circu it to fit 
into what the District Superintendent called "a del icate 
situation."   
 
 
 Blackwell (1900-1903) 
 
 In due time I had my little family comfortably set tled 
in the parsonage at Blackwell. 7  Before Nettie and I had 
eaten our first meal at the new appointment, howeve r, I knew 
what the "delicate situation" was.  But I was young  and 
vigorous and ambitious to succeed.  Nettie was opti mistic and 
hopeful, and as soon as her house was set in order she at 
once gave herself to every assistance she could ren der. 
 
 I recall that our transition to Blackwell was atte nded 
by much anxiety.  I had left the horse at Pleasant Gap in 
order to assist Nettie and the baby make the trip b y train.  
The horse was to be brought by a young man whom I c ould trust 
with the responsibility of the drive.  Train servic e was 
poor, however, and the five hour wait at Jersey Sho re 
Junction proved to be one of the most trying experi ences of 
the move.   
 
 Arriving at Blackwell late in the evening of that March 
day, bleak yet with winter, gave us anything but a pleasant 
outlook.  We were met at the station by three women  -- good 
enough at heart, but with little semblance of refin ement -- 
each wearing an apron.  They showed us the way up t o the 
parsonage.  Although a fire had just been built in the 
kitchen range, the entire house was still damp from  recent 
scrubbing earlier in the day -- in places the floor s were yet 
wet!  The house in general presented a cheerless ap pearance. 
 I at once busied myself building fire in the livin g room 
stove, and otherwise did what I saw to do to keep N ettie from 
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crying.  A hasty tour of the upstairs revealed that  there was 
need of very much to make my family comfortable.  A  lady 
schoolteacher from the local schools came in and pr epared for 
us our first meal -- consisting of fried eggs, pota toes 
boiled in salt water, bread and coffee.  That first  night was 
pretty blue.   
 
 The next day I called Mr. Franklin, a miller whose  
place was across the ravine from the town, to come over. He 
proved to be an understanding kind of man, and for the three 
years that I was there he was always interested in our 
family.  He made note of what he considered absolut ely 
necessary to make us comfortable.  He told me later  that he 
went to the people and said to them, "It is clear t hat these 
new people at the parsonage have not been used to l iving as 
we live.  We must make them at least comfortable no w, and do 
all we can to keep them happy while they are with u s."  That 
Mr. Franklin's words had the desired result was sho wn by the 
fact that in two or three days a wagon drew up in f ront and 
unloaded things which, with what we owned, made the  place 
livable. 
 
 Earlier I mentioned a so-called "delicate situatio n" -- 
the term used by the District Superintendent when h e 
announced to me that I was being sent the Blackwell  charge. 8 
 This was it:  
  1. The big circuit was cut right through by a ser ious feud 
over a scandal which involved the most prominent fa mily of 
the circuit.  It would not have been so bad had not  the 
family involved had so many contacts through marria ge over a 
wide area of the circuit. 
  2. The parsonage was heavily in debt. 
  3. The Cedar Run Church, one of the best and the most 
recently built on the circuit, was so deep in debt that the 
creditors had already instituted proceedings to hav e the 
sheriff sell the property. 
  4. All the other churches on the circuit needed r epairs.  
Needless to say there awaited on this new field a r eal 
challenge to all the devotion, diligence, tact and business 
management that I could muster.   
 
 I began with the most serious condition -- viz., t he 
Cedar Run Church.  I contacted the Honorable H.T. A mes in 
Williamsport, who had been retained by the trustees  of the 
church, and ascertained all the needed facts.  I pr oceeded to 
get people on the appointment to underwrite the rem aining 
obligation.  I found four men each of whom was will ing to 
place personal notes sufficient to cover the amount  against 
the property.  In this manner I stalled the litigat ion, and 
the sheriff did not get the chance to tack up his " For Sale" 
notice on that door. 
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 The next to tackle was the scandal.  That was not so 
easy -- in fact it took two and a half of my three years 
pastorate there just to "get through the hide."  Bu t I 
finally got down to "the principals" and won out at  last. 
 
 The debts and important repairs on other propertie s 
were taken care of in their time.  When I left at t he end of 
three years, no debts remained and all the properti es 
presented a neat appearance. 
 
 The Blackwell parsonage occupied the most desirabl e 
location in the town.  The house was on a high prom ontory at 
the confluence of Pine Creek and Little Pine Creek -- in the 
center of a tract composed of what would amount to about two 
and one half city lots.  A nice sloping terrace sep arated the 
lawn from the driveway into the barn.  Of course, a  vegetable 
garden and a henery were necessary appurtenances of  the 
property.  Just off the back porch was a drilled we ll 80 feet 
deep.  By this well I planted a thrifty apple tree,  and the 
last time I was in the village that tree had grown 
sufficiently to cast friendly shade over the platfo rm that 
covered the well. 
 
 One day after Henrietta had come to the age when s he 
was able to do some traveling on her own, her mothe r allowed 
her to play with her dolly on the platform of the w ell.  I 
had opened the gate of the chicken yard to permit t he 
chickens to enjoy the tender grass of the lawn.  A big 
plymouth rock rooster ventured to visit Henrietta, who was 
sitting on the platform.  She laughed with childish  glee as 
he spread his great wings and crowed for her entert ainment.  
The rooster then risked coming near enough to peck her big 
toe -- I guess he thought it was a grain of corn!  Henrietta 
did not like that and gave her mother an alarm.  Mo ther, like 
a good hen herself trying to protect her young, was  soon by 
her side to defend the little one who had so nearly  lost a 
big toe to a saucy rooster. 
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 Nettie and the Reverend Joseph V. Adams in late 19 07,  
 with Henrietta (age 8) and infant Mary Margaret. 
 
 At the Mount Pleasant appointment there was a very  
commodious and well-equipped edifice.  But the trus tees had 
allowed the property to go without paint on the ext erior for 
so long that it just had to have attention.  They d emurred.  
I replied that it was their responsibility and that  the 
community would hold them accountable.  "But where is the 
paint to come from?" they asked.  I told them there  were 
merchants who were yet in the business of selling p aint. "But 
who will do the work of painting?" they cried.  I a nswered 
that as scarcely anyone had any work in that whole region, I 
thought that enough men could be lined up for the j ob -- if 
for no other reason than to keep them out of mischi ef. 
 
 Then they looked up at the building's high tower a nd 
shook their heads.  "Who will paint that tower?" th ey asked. 
I replied that they would paint it.  While they all  balked at 
climbing the tower, they said that if the majority were in 
favor of painting the property that they would do t heir part 
in painting the lower portion of the building.  I t old them 
that I would come to the community and conduct a re vival 
meeting at night for two weeks and help with the pa inting 
during the day until the work was done.  That close d the 
deal, for the whole board voted favorably to painti ng the 
property.  I said nothing further at that meeting a bout the 
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tower, but I decided to challenge them concerning i t when the 
time came. 
 
 The time to consider the tower came quickly, for t he 
work of spreading that first coat of paint went fas t.  We had 
all the volunteers we needed.  One day the matter w as brought 
up as we sat on the benches near the barrel of pain t.  "Who 
will paint the tower?" they said.  "Men," I answere d, "you 
are all just 'little tenderfeet' -- your mothers ou ght to be 
here to lead you home, for fear the big bear will g et you -- 
I will paint the tower."  I told them that it was t heir duty 
to provide the lumber for me to build my own scaffo ld as I 
went, and that when I got it built as I wanted it I  would 
paint the tower.  You should have seen them scurryi ng to get 
that lumber. 
 
 The next morning the lumber was on the ground read y for 
me to begin the scaffold.  Quite an audience came t o see how 
the preacher could build a scaffold.  Finally, the entire job 
was completed.  I was very tired from the labor of those two 
weeks -- painting during the day and preaching each  night.  
Human nature is a queer animal! 
 
 It was at this appointment that Brother Harry C. 
Burkholder, 9 who followed me on the Blackwell Circuit in 
March 1903, had the following experience.  On the f irst round 
of the circuit he entered the pulpit at the Mount P leasant 
Church and announced the first hymn.  No one went t o the 
organ to play the tune, and no one "struck up" the tune from 
the audience.  Mr. Burkholder sat still, but was ge tting more 
nervous each moment.  Thinking he had not been suff iciently 
clear, he finally announced the hymn again.  Still there was 
no response.  Telling me of the experience later at  
Conference, he said he arose and announced, "Dear f riends, 
you will have to understand that I cannot sing like  Joe Adams 
sings, and I cannot play the organ like either he o r Mrs. 
Adams can play -- there is no music in me whatever.   If you 
want music you will have to provide it by yourselve s."  He 
then sat down. 
 
 After an embarrassing moment was had by all, Mr. 
William Emmick finally arose and said, "Good Lord, what is 
going to become of us this year?" and sat down.  Br other 
Burkholder then proceeded without any music that da y.  I wish 
to say, however, that while Brother Burkholder had no music 
in his system, he certainly had other points of str ength 
which made him a very valuable man with high genera l 
acceptability on the circuit.  I know of no man who m I should 
rather have had follow me on that appointment -- he  was a 
princely man and a good preacher. 
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 In this region we could reasonably count on having  
about six weeks of good sleighing each winter.  The  second 
winter I traveled the Blackwell Circuit was very se vere. One 
morning I drove to the Oregon Hill Church, seven mi les 
distant from the parsonage.  When I reached the top  of the 
mountain I knew I was in for drifts that day, but I  went on 
to the church.  There were only about a dozen peopl e there, 
and when the service ended some of the folks wanted  me to 
tarry with them and get word to the Mount Pleasant Church 
that I would not be there for the usual 2:30 pm ser vice.  I 
replied that I thought I could make it all right. 
 
 I went to the shed where Birdie was tied and found  her 
very cold and pawing to get under way.  I took the outer 
heavy blanket from her back and turned her into the  road. She 
leaped forward to get her bearing in the howling st orm. Right 
in the village at Oregon Hill the wind did not seem  so 
severe, but when I got into the open where there we re no 
trees or buildings, I found myself in the teeth of one of the 
most severe storms of blizzard proportions that I h ad ever 
driven through. 
 
 The folks had warned me about the drifts and, sure  
enough, as soon as I reached a point about one mile  from the 
village I found the drifts getting deeper.  I could  see very 
little ahead, but from the motion of my horse I kne w she was 
beginning to take her big body higher in the air wi th each 
stride.  When she reached a point where the builder s of the 
road had made a considerable "cut," the drifts sudd enly 
became impassable and she plunged into snow that co mpletely 
swamped her body.  I threw my heavy robes aside as quickly as 
I could and leaped out over the dash of the cutter to reach 
the animal's side.  I had to keep her from flounder ing about 
to extricate herself from the drift before she hurt  herself 
or wrecked the cutter in such an effort.  When I re ached her 
bridle I had no difficulty quieting her, for she al ways 
expected me to stand by her bridle when she was ala rmed for 
any cause. 
 
 Birdie immediately quieted and stood still.  I dre w 
from the cutter two of her heavy blankets and cover ed her, 
wondering what my next hurried move should be.  I n oted that 
while the bank was quite high, the slope to the top  was not 
too steep for an attempt to get out by climbing to higher 
ground where the wind had swept the ground nearly c lean of 
snow.  I made loose the traces and drew the cutter from the 
heels of the horse.  Knowing that this exposure to the severe 
cold meant much to the horse and the driver, I dete rmined 
that every split moment called for action.  I noted  that by 
working fast while the horse was yet quiet and need ing no 
attention from me, I could hope to get out. 
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 I always carried a short-handled shovel in my cutt er. I 
jerked it out and hurriedly prepared just enough of  a path up 
the bank that would allow the cutter to be drawn up  to the 
barbed wire fence that enclosed the large open fiel d.  I 
turned the cutter about and got the vehicle at last  to the 
top of the bank.  I then returned to Birdie and too k her down 
some distance along the fence, where I fortunately found a 
narrow gate.  I got her through and brought her bac k to where 
I had the cutter on the outside of the fence.  But could I 
lift the cutter over the fence? 
 
 I unloaded from the cutter what I had of blankets,  
books, etc.  I turned the vehicle on its side, with  the 
runner toward the fence.  With little effort I soon  had the 
cutter on the field side of the fence.  The horse w as again 
hitched to the cutter and I commenced a journey acr oss the 
field in the general direction of the church, which  was about 
four miles distant.  After driving a while, I encou ntered 
another barbed wire fence.  Employing the same tact ics with 
this fence as I had with the first one, I continued  through 
the storm.  The only way I had of determining that I was 
going in the right direction was the general outlin e of 
whatever field I was in at the time. The snow was l ike flour 
and so completely filled the air that the visibilit y was the 
worst I had ever encountered in a storm. 
 
 Finally I came upon another fence.  It was in such  poor 
repair that I determined to cut the wire would not,  under the 
circumstances, be too much damage to another man's property. 
 I pulled the tool box from its place under the sea t of the 
cutter.  With the aid of a pair of pliers and a sho rt iron 
bar, I soon had taken down the wires of that fence.   I said 
to the horse, "Come on, Birdie, lift high." She obe yed and 
was across the fence without any damage to her legs  from the 
cruel barbs of the fence. 
 
 In about twenty-five minutes I could see through t he 
storm the outline of a house, though it was somewha t out of 
the general direction in which I thought I should b e 
traveling.  But I turned that way and finally came to a small 
settler's property.  There I encountered a board fe nce with 
an opening large enough to admit only the body of t he horse. 
 Unhitching Birdie, I led her through the opening i nto what 
might be called the dooryard of the property.  By t hat time I 
had been noticed by some children at the window, an d they had 
called their father who came into the yard to inqui re what 
this was all about.  Though my heavy traveling coat  
completely covered my face -- only my eyes showed a bove the 
turned-up collar -- he recognized me when I spoke.  He came 
to my assistance and we soon had the cutter over th e fence.  
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He insisted that I come into the warm room of his h ome while 
he would take the horse and care for her while the storm 
raged.  His good wife prepared for me a bit of hot coffee and 
gave me something to eat.  He cared for Birdie in t he barn. 
 
 When I had taken some rest, I again made ready to go.  
He said that if I would take the farm lane that ski rted his 
fields to the right, and go through a ravine that w as 
somewhat covered by brush and a few trees, I would come out 
on a road leading from a town called Liberty.  That  road, he 
said, would then bring me out to the main township road that 
would bring me to the Mount Pleasant Church. 
 
 I finally got to the church -- but my trousers wer e wet 
up to my body from wading in deep snow for two hour s, and my 
heavy coat and traveling boots were frozen.  I drov e to a 
home near the church, where I placed Birdie in the barn so 
she would be out of the storm while I was in the ch urch.  I 
entered the church only to find a small number asse mbled for 
the services.  I hung my coat and boots near the st ove and 
entered the pulpit with clothing dripping wet from melting 
snow.  After a brief period of devotion, without pr eaching a 
sermon, I resumed my drive home by way of Dixie Run  Road.  
That took several miles off the regular route and a t the same 
time avoided the hill country where I feared I woul d again 
encounter drifts.  I was thankful to reach home aga in, and 
doubly thankful that I had not taken Nettie with me  that 
terrible day. 
 
 The roads of that period were of dirt, not as they  are 
today.  They were very dusty in the dry season and very rough 
in the spring, when the snow melted and the frost l eft the 
ground.  Sometimes, as in the case of the Dixie Run  Road, the 
highway had been hurriedly built by lumbermen to us e for a 
brief season while they took lumber and bark from t he forest. 
 In swampy locations roads were often made by layin g long 
slender logs across the path of the road and then c overing 
the logs with a thin treatment of rock and soil.  T his type 
of road, called a "corduroy road," was extremely ro ugh -- 
especially after years of use.   
 
 All hill roads were built with high cross gutters,  at 
stated intervals diagonally across the road, that s erved as 
waterways for the excess rain to leave the highway without 
washing away the road itself.  There was no chance for a 
vehicle to travel with much comfort to the passenge r, and the 
horses had to learn at what speed they could safely  take the 
hill downgrade without falling or stumbling over th ese humps 
in the path of the roadway.  Because most of the ro ads within 
the Blackwell Circuit were of the crudest types of 
construction, winter driving with an abundant depth  of snow 
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on the ground was by far the easiest on both the pa ssenger 
and the horse. 
 
 Such was the road I had to travel each week betwee n 
Blackwell and Cedar Run. To add to the inconvenienc e of this 
trip, the road passed through what was then called "The Cedar 
Run Narrows."  This very dangerous portion of road passed 
swiftly up a steep grade until it reached what I wa s informed 
was a height of 88 feet above the New York Central tracks.  
The road had never had any guard rail to reduce the  danger of 
travel on it, and this difficult section was about one mile 
from beginning to end.  When I first went to Blackw ell, I 
allowed Birdie to rest for a week before I used her  traveling 
the circuit.  During this time I used another horse  
accustomed to the road and tried to get myself acqu ainted 
with the dangers it presented and the best way to t ake the 
grades and curves.  When I finally took Birdie out on the 
road, I myself was rather well "broken in." 
 
 When someone asked me what Birdie was going to do about 
the road, I replied that she would do as she was to ld.  As 
she reached the dangerous portion of the road, I al ighted 
from my carriage and walked by her side until she h ad gotten 
out of the narrows.  Rather than have her get nervo us and try 
to turn around at some narrow point in the road, I employed 
that method each time I traveled the road for a per iod of six 
months.  The first time or two she was compelled to  do it 
alone she was still a bit disturbed.  Thereafter if  I noticed 
a train approaching on the tracks far below the hig hway, or 
if I saw another vehicle approaching me from the ot her 
direction, I would still alight from the buggy and go to her 
bridle.   
  
 Night driving was always hazardous in this whole 
region.  I had a District Superintendent who was su rprised 
that I traveled alone.  One day he came to the char ge and 
said that he had been thinking of my drives and tha t he had 
an announcement for me.  He was going to require th at I 
purchase for my protection a good, new, high-powere d 
revolver.  He said that he did not want to worry ov er my 
safety.  To satisfy his wish, I went to a merchant and 
purchased a gun that was a .38 caliber five-repeate r -- some 
gun for a Methodist preacher to carry around in the  Lord's 
work!  I never had any occasion to use it.  Aside f rom a bit 
of practice shooting one time on the Fourth of July , I have 
never even fired it.  I still have some of the orig inal 
supply of ammunition. 
 
 Hazardous features of driving in such a country ar e 
many, some of which I seldom if ever mentioned to N ettie. In 
addition to the icy roads, fallen trees, or broken equipment 
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far from home, there was the wildcat -- or catamoun t -- that 
frequently infested the barren regions of that sect ion of the 
state.  It was no rare thing to hear the wildcats c all to 
each other from one side of a ravine to the other.  I 
frequently saw them, by the light of my large drivi ng lamp, 
cross the road ahead of Birdie. 
 
 Coming from a section known as "Beulah Land," a re mote 
section on the top of a high mountain near Cedar Ru n, I saw 
bear on several occasions.  Once in the daytime, wh en I was 
at the head of a funeral procession, I came to what  was known 
as the "oxbow" -- a swing of the road around a narr ow ravine. 
 At the apex of the curve was a watering trough whe re 
everyone had the habit of pausing to allow their ho rses have 
a drink of good mountain water.  Birdie had taken h er drink 
and was back onto the path of the highway to resume  the trip 
down the mountain to the cemetery at Cedar Run.  Ju st as she 
came out on the "straight-away," she saw something which she 
did not like in the road ahead.   
 Although already into her usual downhill jog, she came 
to a sudden stop.  I drew up the rein and said, "Wh at's the 
matter Birdie?"  She looked around as though she wa nted to 
say, "Please come up here to my bridle."  I alighte d from the 
buggy.  As I reached her bridle, I looked down the road to 
see a black bear seated comfortably in the sun in t he middle 
of the road.  The bear looked around at me, stretch ed himself 
up on all fours, and leaped across the road into th e 
underbrush.  In a wink, he was out of sight.  Birdi e could 
have given that funeral procession some real excite ment had 
she decided to suddenly turn around in her tracks a nd run in 
the other direction.  Fortunately, she was a good h orse and 
did not do anything of the kind.  All she wanted wa s that I 
should come to her bridle -- and I did. 
 
 I was coming from a distant point on the circuit o ne 
bright autumn day when Birdie stopped suddenly and,  as usual, 
turned her head to look back at me.  Surmising that  some 
objectionable thing had crossed her path, I leaned far out of 
the buggy to see a good sized dark object in the mi ddle of 
the road.  I sprang to the ground, and by that time  the 
object started to move.  It proved to be a group of  rattle 
snakes having an "annual conference" out in the bri ght warm 
sunshine.  They had sensed our presence and were be ginning to 
separate.  Several more vicious snakes in the group  began 
making their characteristic noises with their rattl es, but 
soon they all disappeared into the brush by the sid e of the 
road.  Birdie and I had a conference of our own and  we 
decided to let them "make their own appointments." 
 
 One of the disturbing things about night driving a t 
that time was the wandering cattle which farmers or  settlers 
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would not be able to account for at the end of the day. 
Frequently a cow or a calf, or both, would be resti ng either 
in the middle of the road or in the brush so near t o the road 
that their move for quiet when they sensed others w ere near 
would invariably startle my horse.  Sometimes it wa s very 
hard to determine whether the disturbance was quite  that 
innocent, and even Birdie's driver would be somewha t nervous 
until her legs took us far out of reach of any poss ible 
danger.  On several occasions the wheels of my carr iage 
barely missed hitting cattle resting on the highway  at night. 
 
 As though I did not have enough circuit to take ca re 
of, I got the John Wesley idea that "the world is m y parish." 
There were two settlements within reach of Blackwel l that I 
felt should be given the Gospel.  One was the Beula h Land, to 
which I have already made mention; the other was An sonia, a 
small station on the railroad to the north of Black well.  I 
went to the Beulah Land and found about twenty fami lies there 
and a little school house; I had no difficulty secu ring 
permission to open the school house for the purpose  of 
organizing a Sunday School.  The Methodist Book Con cern in 
New York provided a modest allowance of free litera ture with 
which to begin, and as far as I know that Sunday Sc hool still 
operates in that far away place. 10 
 
 I must tell you how hungry a preacher can get when  he 
is out evangelizing.  I got on the train one day an d went to 
Ansonia 11 to make -- as the experts now label it -- a 
"survey."  I found there a lot of scattered little houses, no 
hotel, no school, only one little store near the st ation, and 
very poor people.  When I went from door to door to  announce 
my mission, no one was deeply impressed. There was no 
encouragement whatever to start any mission work th ere.  I 
gave out several small tracts and a few copies of t he New 
Testament.  I assured the more interested ones who had been 
at least decent in their meeting me that they shoul d take up 
the matter with their neighbors -- I was willing to  return if 
they wanted me to, just so their children might get  some 
Christian influences.  The day wore away; while I h ad landed 
there at 8:30 am, it was now 4 pm and I had not had  anything 
to eat.  I thought when I left home that I could ce rtainly 
find a hotel or some kind family that would give me  something 
to eat.  But not so -- there was "no room at the in n." 
 
 When I went down to the station to get the train h ome 
at 4:30 pm, I found a dirty old station -- smelly a nd foul -- 
and the man there who sold me the ticket.  There wa s also one 
other man, a lumberman, who was there to go some pl ace other 
than Ansonia and who had somewhere secured some eat s for his 
trip.  If you have ever seen a lumberman in his wor king 
attire, you will understand how he could make himse lf 
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comfortable anywhere -- in a corner, on a bench, un der a 
bench, or even sprawling out full length on a dirty  floor.  
In this case the lumberman had not even taken the t ime to sit 
on the dirty old bench that ran along the wall of t he 
station; he had deliberately slouched down by the w all, just 
like an old broom that had not been set quite right  leaning 
in a corner.  That's what he reminded me of as he s at flat on 
the floor with his big caulked-heel shoes and his s tuffed 
heavy pants covering muscular legs that stretched o ut toward 
the middle of the floor.   
   
 It was what he was doing there that was of special  
interest to me -- in view of the fact that I myself  had not 
had anything to eat since Nettie had gotten me my b reakfast 
in the morning.  He was eating -- munching in a mos t 
contented manner portions of his eats that he had b rought 
with him.  At the time, it looked like the best foo d I had 
ever seen -- a long piece of strong cream cheese, a  bag of 
crackers, and a bologna sausage about one foot long .  He 
showed such real relish and enjoyment eating that f ood that 
it made me so downright hungry that my mouth watere d.  My 
train ride home that night seemed like the longest I had ever 
taken.  Imagine my keen appreciation for the clean wholesome 
supper that Nettie had ready for my enjoyment upon my arrival 
at the manse. 
 
 Nettie was anxious to go with me to the various 
appointments of the circuit, and she went just as s oon as the 
baby could conveniently be taken in the buggy or cu tter. She 
assisted me in the music and otherwise interested h erself in 
the people and their way of living.  Nettie made fr iends 
everywhere on the circuit, and Henrietta was in gre at demand 
-- everyone wanted to see the baby.  One man, a hus ky butcher 
whose place of business was in Hoytville -- a town about 
seven miles from Blackwell and where we had to go i f we 
wanted a piece of fresh meat -- became a great admi rer of 
Henrietta as a singer even when she was so little t hat her 
words were not yet distinct.  The first money Henri etta ever 
earned was pennies she received singing for this bi g man, Mr. 
Charley Miller.  She sang; he paid. She sang again;  he paid 
again until it looked as though she might "break hi m up."  He 
liked it, and Henrietta liked it, too.   
 
 And what fun we all had on the sleds!  I hauled Ne ttie 
and Henrietta through the snow until my legs ached.   But what 
fun!  Sometimes I gave them the snow on purpose by just 
letting the sled upset a bit.  I took Nettie and He nrietta on 
the hand-sled many a night to the neighbors. There was not a 
place that we were not welcome.  The home life of t hese 
simple people was ideal in the sense that the famil y was 
together much more than the modern family is -- no movie, no 
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bridge party, no gambling den, no wild dance hall.  There was 
drinking, to be sure, but the Constable had little trouble 
keeping the peace.   
 
 Earlier I referred to the scandal that had done so  much 
harm.  The big man in that affair was Mr. James Bla ckwell, 
whose family had figured unfortunately in the troub le.  
Although a member of the home appointment at Blackw ell, he 
refused to attend there or anywhere else on the cir cuit until 
the last half of my third year.  He then began to c ome to 
hear me at one of the other appointments. At the th ird 
communion of my third year, he came to communion an d had his 
whole family with him.  That was a great day in Zio n at the 
church -- to see that man and his family present at  a 
communion!  When I came out of the church to get in to my 
carriage for the trip home, I noticed that he was w alking.  
His home was about three miles from the church.  Wh en I asked 
him to allow me to take him home, he initially demu rred; but 
when I assured him that I would really like to do i t for him 
very much, he got into the buggy.   
 
 We were riding along without very much, if anythin g, 
important to talk about when he spoke these words t o me:  
"Brother Adams, I have been waiting for some chance  to tell 
you something.  I presume that you will not be with  this 
charge much more than till the end of this conferen ce year, 
and I want to thank you for the way you have handle d my 
case."  He paused to cry a bit and then recovered t o 
continue.  "When you first came to my home in the c ountry the 
first year you were here, I thought that your hand was going 
to be against me the same as the hand of the minist er who 
preceded you on the circuit -- but you have handled  me just 
right, and now I feel that I am again restored."  W hen he 
alighted from my buggy at his gate, he said that th is had 
been the happiest day for him and his family in fiv e years. 
 
 That next March I was sent elsewhere.  About the f irst 
of September I received a message from Blackwell, e ndorsed by 
Brother Burkholder who followed me there, that the recording 
steward had died suddenly and that it was the desir e of the 
family that I should come and preach the funeral se rmon for 
Brother Franklin.  I made certain that it was agree able to 
the pastor that I should come.  When I arrived ther e for the 
service at the church, the first man to greet me wa s Mr. 
James Blackwell.  He met me in the vestibule of the  church 
and greeted me by placing his arms around my neck a nd kissing 
me on the cheek.  Between sobs, he again thanked me  for being 
patient with him during the long years it took to i ron out 
his differences so that he could seek his restorati on to the 
work of the church.  It pays to be patient. 
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 Since this paper is being prepared particularly fo r the 
information of the children, both of whom are girls , and 
since girls as a rule are interested in what people  wear, I 
tell now how I dressed myself when I was a preacher  in the 
"horse and buggy age." 
 
 I was particular about my general appearance, and 
perhaps a little "apart" from the general men on th e 
circuits.  It has always been my habit to shave eve ry day. I 
tried to go into my pulpit a bit neater than men us ually go 
to their engagements on the street.  If there was s uch a 
thing as a man "dressing up to his profession," I b elieve 
that I would have made a good grade on the examinat ion. 
 
 I always drove with gloves on my hands.  In winter  I 
used two pairs of gloves -- one large enough to go easily 
over the pair next to my hands. The gloves allowed me to 
appear with clean hands after handling the harness and other 
equipment about the carriage.  I always washed my h ands 
before administering the holy sacraments -- and thi s custom I 
continue to follow even though I have no barn equip ment to 
handle. 
 
 It is my former winter garb that I particularly wi sh to 
describe.  In cold weather I wore two overcoats.  T he one 
next to my pulpit clothing was a lightweight overco at, such 
as men usually wear as a "topcoat" in the spring.  My father 
had sent off to Wanamaker's in Philadelphia for a l arge 
"stormcoat" -- often called the Ulster.  It was ver y large, 
but not too large for my purpose since I wore the u nder coat. 
 The big garment was double-breasted and had a flow ing skirt 
and wide sleeves with liberal collars, or "turnover s," which 
could be rolled down over the hands. The collar pro per was 
wide all around the shoulders and could be turned u p to hide 
my face -- except for the necessary room for my eye s to peek 
out over the top edge.  A broad band with two big b uttons 
made the collar secure against the strong winds of winter.  
The coat was heavily lined throughout and padded at  the 
chest.   
 
 I wore no hat, but rather used a fur cap that coul d be 
turned over my ears.  I wore heavy underwear made o f wool -- 
no BVD's had any place in my outfit when I went for th to my 
circuit, nor any silk stockings, nor any soft shirt s.  My 
shirts were the so-called "boiled shirts" -- white material 
made to have, when properly ironed, a stiff bosom a nd high 
starched collar.  My inner coat was the Prince Albe rt, 
double-breasted, as was also my vest.  My tie was t he broad, 
double-width English cravat -- tied by hand, and th at was 
quite a trick to do.  It was then topped by a stick pin of 
suitable design.  My shoes were patent leather, and  my 



 

 
 
 28 

overshoes were the heavy storm boot worn by men who  had a 
great deal of experience in the winter elements.  T he latter 
were not commonly worn except in severe weather.   
 
 All the heavy garments were necessary because this  was 
before we had anything like closed carriages -- and  closed 
automobiles had not yet been invented.  I have ofte n wondered 
why I was so dumb as not to at least think of makin g a 
homemade closed buggy.  How dumb I was to drive eig ht years 
in a buggy that opened right out into the biting wi nter wind! 
 There was just one thing that I did think of that may be 
said to be a little bit of an improvement in that d irection: 
I was able to design a large square of carriage rub ber big 
enough to be spanned from one side of the vehicle t o the 
other.  Then I inserted a lug on the top-bow at eit her side 
at a convenient height, so I could look out over th e rubber 
blanket when it was hooked up on the lugs.  For hea t in the 
buggy I had a foot-heater that usually kept me warm  for up to 
two hours.  I also had the floor of the vehicle wel l-
carpeted.  Even with all these helps, my heels were  frozen 
and I developed chilblain on two different seasons.  
 
 I have often wondered if all the fuss over how I 
appeared in public ever got me anywhere -- especial ly when I 
can all too often look around to find some man in t he work of 
the conference, whom some District Superintendent o r Bishop 
has had in his vest pocket, who could "make the gra de" for 
advancement even if he did have remnants of stale f ood on his 
lapels, wrinkles in his sloppy dress, and baggy pan ts on his 
legs. 
 
 Did you ever see a portly man climb a Christmas tr ee? 
One of my memories of Blackwell involves that very scene. It 
was the custom there each year to bring into the ch urch the 
largest Christmas tree that the double doors would allow.  
One particular year Fred Barton, something of a loc al 
"character" around the town, came to me and asked w hether he 
could be permitted to play the Santa Claus that alw ays 
appeared at the annual church celebration.  I knew some 
things about this man -- he was jolly-hearted, but he was 
also a great user of hard cider during the winter. He was not 
cruel -- in fact he was well enough liked in the co mmunity to 
have been chosen postmaster -- and he was a member of the 
church, but he was not regular and could not be dep ended upon 
for church things.  I replied, "Fred, I do not know  about 
that.  I happen to know that you drink. If you were  to be 
indulging at Christmas, you would likely make a foo l of 
yourself."  He seemed to be pretty hard hit that I should 
know about his habits.  He made all sorts of promis es that he 
would certainly not be so foolish as to be drinking  on that  
evening, and that he would be very happy if I were to allow 
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him to so serve.  I made the mistake of yielding to  his 
uttered good intentions. 
 
 That evening when we went over to the church, and were 
getting ready for the exercises to begin, I noted t hat dear 
Fred Barton was missing.  Calling one of the neighb ors aside, 
I asked if he knew anything about Fred.  He replied  that he 
did not, but that he would gladly go to find the ma n if I so 
wished.  Everybody in town carried a lantern at nig ht, and I 
happened to have mine in my hand as we spoke. I han ded it to 
the men appointed to find Santa Claus with the foll owing 
instructions: if they found him and he was drunk, t hey were 
to help him home and we would do without a Santa th at 
Christmas; if they thought that he was in fair shap e, they 
were to bring him directly to me. 
 
 They found him just as the service was to begin an d 
brought him directly to me in the corner of the roo m.  
"Fred," I said, "you have been drinking."  At first  he denied 
it.  Then he confessed that he had had a little cid er. Not 
showing evidences of intoxication at the moment, he  said, 
"Mr. Adams, please let me go ahead.  I will be alri ght."  
Somewhat against my better judgment, I allowed him to retire 
to put on his costume. 
 
 Fred was a handsome man -- jolly disposition, glib  
tongue, fat round face, and beautiful teeth which g reatly 
enhanced his genial smile.  When he would laugh, yo u just had 
to laugh with him.  His broad legs and well-rounded  belly 
made one think of Clement Moore's The Night Before Christmas  
poem.  As he came out from his dressing room, he wa s the best 
Santa Claus I had ever seen.  When the time came fo r him to 
distribute the gifts to the little children, he nam ed them 
all cordially and made every one very happy. 
 
 The Christmas tree in the corner was a tall spruce  that 
reached the ceiling, its full branches swept agains t both 
walls.  It was beautiful.  When the moment arrived for Fred 
to complete his distribution of the candy and gifts , however, 
his hard cider began to do its work.  He suddenly d eveloped 
an obsession that it was his duty to climb that tre e.  
Although I leaped forward to prevent him from so do ing, he 
eluded my grasp.  Before I knew it he was actually standing 
on the heavier lower branches of the tree.  He star ted toward 
the upper branches and had his one foot on a higher  one when 
I saw that the tree was going to topple. I had been  with the 
men when they placed the tree in the church, and I knew that 
their work was secure for the normal purposes of a Christmas 
tree -- but Fred's weight was too much. 
 
 The church was lighted with several large, oil-fil led 
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Rochester lamps that hung from the ceiling -- one o f which 
was not far from the top of the tree.  When Fred's big body 
swung the tree out from its mooring, the top of the  tree hit 
the lamp.  It arched first to one side and then to the other, 
like a long measured swing that children enjoy in a  park.  By 
this time I had Fred out of the tree.  Other men re ached the 
tree to keep it from causing further damage or alar m, but the 
big oil lamp high above the reach of all continued to swing 
from one side to the other.  The audience was in ne ar panic. 
 
 I did what I could to keep the people calm -- tell ing 
them that it was just as well that no one could gra sp the 
lamp, as such interference with its motion might ca use a more 
serious situation.  Having done that, I took Fred i n hand.  
Leading him toward the door I said, "Fred, you have  disgraced 
us all tonight.  Go home now, but do not try to be that kind 
of a Santa Claus again."  After the meeting quieted , the 
exercises were resumed.  I decided that as long as I was the 
preacher in Blackwell, there would not again be a F red Barton 
playing Santa Claus. 
 
 It was while I was the pastor at this appointment that 
I performed my first wedding.  Up to then I didn't have the 
authority to officiate at weddings, but I had recei ved full 
ministerial powers when I was ordained as an Elder at the 
Conference during which I was assigned to Blackwell . The 
bride was the beautiful Maude Blackwell.  Her famil y was very 
poor, and she was the "packhorse" for the entire "f reinshoff" 
-- she always seemed to have the burden of all the work.  The 
morning I was to officiate at her wedding, I had a call to 
the section of the town in which she lived. When I passed by 
her house, I noticed that the family seemed to be a way and 
there was no one anywhere about the place. I wonder ed if I 
had made some mistake about the plans.  Checking on  the 
arrangements, I confirmed that this was the day the  couple 
had said they would come over to the parsonage. 
 
 When I returned past her house about an hour befor e the 
time set for the wedding, I saw Maude come to the b ack porch 
with a long-handled mop that she seemed to have bee n using 
somewhere in that modest home.  She seemed a little  
embarrassed for me to have seen her on her wedding day 
handling so humble a thing as a dirty wet mop.  Thr owing the 
mop to the top of the porch roof, however, she chee rfully 
spoke to me as I passed her gate.  All this one hou r before 
she was to appear before me to be married!  Even th ough she 
apparently had no attendants to assist her into her  wedding 
gown, I thought, she had the marvelous understandin g and 
lovely character with which to start a new life. 
 
 Another of my Blackwell Circuit experiences that w ill 
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not soon fade from memory came late one winter nigh t just as 
Nettie and I were about to retire.  A message came that I was 
wanted at once at the Leetonia appointment, over to ward 
Potter County and about fourteen miles from the par sonage. 
The urgent errand was to come to the bedside of a m an who was 
said to be dying.  I replied that I would have to t ake care 
of my horse and could be there in about two hours a nd a half. 
 That arrangement was satisfactory.  While Nettie p repared a 
"lunch" for me, I went to the barn to harness and f eed the 
horse before returning to the house to get ready to  start. 
 
 The road was about as icy a one as I cared to 
undertake, and the air was filled with the crisp fr ost that 
goes with usual midwinter nights.  In fact the seve ral men 
who met me at Leetonia remarked that Birdie had sud denly 
changed color from black to white -- so covered was  she with 
the frost and the frozen moisture from the breath o f her own 
nostrils.  They took the animal to a barn -- having  been 
instructed by me that I would not likely return hom e after I 
made the call, but that I would remain over night a nd return 
by daylight. 
 
 I entered the room, found the man very ill with 
pneumonia, counseled with him, and asked both him a nd his 
wife if there was any particular service that I cou ld further 
render.  They replied that even though he was not i n any way 
connected with the Methodist Church -- having been born in 
Switzerland of parents who were Lutherans in that c ountry -- 
he had called for me with the view of requesting th e sacred 
rite of Christian baptism.  This was arranged for, and he was 
baptized in his home at the early hour of two in th e morning. 
 I then repaired to a home in the membership -- tha t of 
William Naegley, the superintendent of the Elk Tann ing 
Company -- where a room was always kept ready for m e and my 
family when it was convenient for them to accompany  me to 
that distant appointment.  The next morning at eigh t I again 
called on the sick man and found that he had rallie d somewhat 
during the night.  I drove back home.   
 
 Two days later I was called that the man had died and 
that I was requested to preach the funeral sermon a t his 
house at 8 am the next morning.  I left early that morning 
and reached the house at the hour arranged for.  Mr . Naegley, 
whom I mentioned above, was standing at the door to  receive 
me.  He said that I was asked to preach at the hous e at that 
hour and then to accompany the body to Germania, a town in 
Potter County about fifteen miles distant.  I repli ed that it 
seemed a bit queer to ask me to travel that extra d istance, 
seeing that I had already driven fourteen miles to make it 
there by 8 am.  He said that I would be requested t o make the 
trip nonetheless -- and that I was expected to prea ch another 
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sermon in English at the German Lutheran Church in Germania, 
and that that pastor was to preach a sermon in Germ an at the 
conclusion of my address.  I consented to do so, pr ovided 
that I should have an escort to show me the way ove r the 
barren mountains that were to be traversed and that  I should 
not be detained by having to accompany the body at a slow 
speed.  This arrangement was agreeable to the famil y. 
 
 I arrived in Germania and was directed to the vill age 
hotel, where I rested for several hours until the f uneral 
party arrived.  My horse was taken care of in the c omfortable 
stables of the hotel.  After dinner, when the sexto n 
announced that the party had arrived for the servic e, I went 
to the German Lutheran Church.  I removed my heavy garments 
and driving boots and took a seat at the right of t he altar. 
 The German Lutheran minister entered from his robi ng room 
and passed me, without saying a word, to go to the choir to 
speak to them concerning the service.   
 After the ushers had shown all the people to their  
places, the Minister came over to me and without an y 
expressions of professional courtesy said, "I will speak up 
there (pointing to his high pulpit), and you will s peak down 
here (pointing to the altar)."  I quickly discerned  his 
sectarian frost, and it was clear to me that he did  not want 
me in his pulpit.  Under the circumstances, I assen ted as 
politely as I could.  The matter did not come up, o f course, 
but I was itching to prove to his satisfaction the 
historicity of my ordination quite as well as he co uld prove 
his own. 
 
 
 
 The service proceeded as he had directed, with him  
ascending his pulpit and pulling out a huge manuscr ipt that 
he read from word for word.  At the conclusion of h is sermon, 
which as I have indicated was in German and for the  
convenience of the German-speaking relatives of the  deceased, 
I stepped up -- not behind  the altar, but in front of  it -- 
and stood by the casket. 
 
 In my opening remarks I observed that I had alread y 
preached a sermon at this man's house before drivin g to 
Germania, but that in order to conform to the wishe s of the 
family I would now deliver another sermon for their  comfort. 
 I likewise said that in the Methodist Church the m inister is 
very frequently called upon for extempore addresses , and that 
this sudden addition to my duties that day had not disturbed 
me in the least.  I also said that if they were jus t as well 
satisfied, that I would speak to them from the floo r of the 
sanctuary.  I announced my text, Ecclesiastes 12:7 -- "Then 
shall the dust return to the earth as it was: and t he spirit 
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shall return to God who gave it."  I proceeded to g ive to the 
sorrowing the assurance of hope in the unfailing ca re of the 
Almighty both for our humanity and for our souls af ter death. 
 As I recall, I preached for about twenty-five minu tes and 
then concluded with a suitable benediction. 
 
 When the German Lutheran minister descended the st eps 
of his pulpit, I approached him and asked him to ac company me 
to the place of interment.  To this he bruskly repl ied, "Too 
cold to go.  I guess you can take care of it."  I c lothed 
myself in my heavy coat and boots and left the chur ch.  I had 
to trudge through deep snow to reach the grave, as the storm 
had drifted the snow since the sexton had cleared a  path 
earlier in the day.  I gave a simplified form of bu rial and 
then returned to the hotel for my horse. 
 
 I was alone on my return trip, since the man who h ad 
shown me the way in the morning lived in Germania a nd was 
remaining there after the funeral.  I had no troubl e finding 
my way back to Leetonia -- though the going was dif ficult at 
places in the hill country.  Arriving at Leetonia I  went to 
the home of Mr. Naegley, who had been expecting me to stop 
there on my way home.  He took my horse, and I rela xed some 
at his home while she rested in the barn.  He wishe d me to 
remain over night, but I had to be going on as I wa s 
preaching at revival service that night at Blackwel l.  I 
drove home and arrived in time to meet my appointme nt there 
that night.   
 
 
 
 That day I had preached two funeral sermons for th e 
same man, given one evangelistic sermon, and travel ed fifty-
six miles -- twenty-eight going, and twenty-eight r eturning. 
 In addition to that I had impressed into my mind t he very 
unfortunate memory of intolerant sectarian bigotry -- the 
snappy attitude of that German Lutheran preacher.  That night 
as I thought it all over, I concluded that if all s ervants of 
the Most High were like than narrow man, then Chris tianity 
would stop tonight. 
 
 Having consulted with my District Superintendent t oward 
the close of the year regarding appointment matters , and 
having received the usual noncommittal replies, I s ettled 
down to return to this big circuit if it could not be 
improved by my assignment to some other field.  Con ference 
was to be in Altoona that year.  As Nettie's home w as in 
Bedford, and as she was annoyed with a severe cold,  it was 
decided that she should spend conference week with her 
parents in Bedford.  And so she and baby Henrietta went 
thither while I went to conference. 
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 The Reverend Amos Baldwin, one of the Superintende nts 
of the Conference at the time, had been brought up in the 
Fulton County town of McConnellsburg.  The church t here was 
to have a change of pastors that year, and he had b een asked 
by officials of the McConnellsburg Church to be on the 
lookout for a man whom he considered to be the man for them. 
 He approached me about the appointment.  As it wou ld bring 
me nearer to Bedford, where both Nettie's parents a nd my 
parents were yet living, I said that I would be ver y glad to 
go if it were the wish of the Bishop to appoint me there. 
 
 It turned out that way.  Nettie remained in Bedfor d 
while I returned to Blackwell to prepare to move.  My 
appointment was announced, and we were now to live in the 
county seat of Fulton County. 
 
 
 McConnellsburg (1903-1906) 
 
 This move was to prove just how versatile a Method ist 
minister is supposed to be.  At Blackwell, I dealt every day 
with folks who were hard-working laborers -- some i n the 
woods as lumbermen, some as track hands on the rail road -- 
all of them sincere, big-hearted souls that Nettie and I 
learned to love.  We had every reason to think that  they held 
us in high regard.  The new work would introduce me  to 
merchants, farmers, school teachers and bankers.  I n 
addition, all but one of the entire number of lawye rs of the 
Fulton County Bar were members of the McConnellsbur g Church. 
 The transition was noticeable. 
 
 The move was not uneventful.  A year or so earlier  one 
of the country churches on the Blackwell Circuit ha d asked me 
to help them select a new reed organ.  It was sent to the 
parsonage from the factory in Chicago.  In order to  make the 
handling easier for the trip up the mountain to whe re the 
church was located, I had the men unpack the organ at my 
house.  Not knowing at the time just what use I wou ld ever 
make of the huge packing crate, I kept it stored in  the barn. 
 When I came to the labor of moving, there was that  big 
crate.  I thought it would be a dandy box in which to pack a 
lot of our belongings. 
 
 I rolled the crate into the parlor and removed the  lid. 
 Then the fun began!  I carried a little of everyth ing from 
every corner of the house and dumped it into that b ig box -- 
it took a lot to fill it.  It never occurred to me how I was 
going to handle it when it was finally filled. It r eminded me 
of the man who was said to have built a boat in his  cellar, 
and then could not get it out when it was finished.   It was 
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not quite that serious with me and my crate.  I had  brought 
it through the door into the parlor, and I would ge t it out 
some way -- even if I had to bring around a derrick  from the 
rail-road. 
 
 Finally I got everything ready to move to the stat ion. 
I can still hear the men laugh when they saw that b ox.  They 
jollied me a lot about it, and we had a lot of fun that day. 
 To take the crate out they used the same rollers f or the 
crate that they used for the Chickering piano.  It rolled all 
right, and it went whizzing down the oak plank that  bore it 
to the bed of the wagon that was to haul it to the station. 
 
 Do not understand me to mean that this big crate h eld 
all the property Nettie and I had gathered up since  we went 
into housekeeping.  We had oodles of other stuff, t oo -- 
books, dishes, bedclothing, garden tools, stable eq uipment, 
the piano, a big crate of some fifteen live hens an d 
roosters, and a lawn mower that someone stole from me one 
night in my later years as a city preacher.  Many t hings go 
into a preacher's moving -- not only his meager phy sical 
possessions, but also some of the stuff that abidin g 
friendships are made of as well.  The itinerant min istry of 
the Methodist Church is very severe in some respect s -- I 
have frequently said that it is a military ministry , since 
the men come and go when they are ordered by the Bi shop. On 
the other hand, our ministry has compensations that  no money 
can buy -- like the very wide variety of social con tacts in 
genuine friendships that it affords.  The following  incident 
illustrates what I have just described. 
 
 After our "flittin" was finally on the train, I st ayed 
at one of the friendly homes in which Nettie and th e baby and 
I had spent many enjoyable visits during our three years at 
Blackwell.  When the morning dawned to start the lo ng trek to 
McConnellsburg, I went to the barn and harnessed Bi rdie.  I 
led her to the buggy, and she backed up for her tra ces to be 
adjusted to the vehicle.  I was taking one last loo k about 
the property, as one does when leaving a dear spot,  to be 
certain that nothing was forgotten.  As I was about  to enter 
the buggy I saw Ransom Franklin, the Quarterly Conf erence 
steward whose death was mentioned earlier, enter th e driveway 
of the property.  He approached me, and I noted tha t he was 
deeply affected by the prospect of my leaving his c ommunity 
forever.  I already had the reins drawn to give Bir die the 
order to go when he stepped between the front and r ear wheels 
of the buggy.  With one hand he held my hand, and w ith the 
other he covered his face -- wet with his flowing t ears of 
regret at my going, mingled with his sincere love o f his 
minister.  Neither one of us spoke.  With a wave of  my hand I 
bade him farewell and Birdie sprang forward.  We we re soon 
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back of the hill to the south of the village -- nev er again 
to see Ransom Franklin until that day when I went t o lay his 
faithful body tenderly in the grave. 
 
 That was a sad day's drive for me.  The first day 
brought me as far as Lock Haven, where Birdie and I  stopped 
at the hotel.  The next day brought us to our forme r 
appointment at Pleasant Gap, where the good parishi oners 
entertained us -- if for no other reason than to se e Birdie. 
Mr. Corle liked us so well that he got up early the  next 
morning to wash my buggy.  "Birdie deserves to draw  a clean 
buggy," he said.  The next day took us to Marklesbu rg, about 
four miles out of Huntingdon, and the fourth day we  drew up 
in front of my parents' house in Everett at about 5  pm. I 
allowed the horse to rest that next day in my fathe r's barn, 
while I went on to Bedford to assist Nettie and the  baby 
prepare to accompany me to our new home in McConnel lsburg. 
 
 We returned to Everett by train and then drove tog ether 
to McConnellsburg.  We had been directed to the hom e of Mr. 
John Greathead, a hardware merchant, where we were to stay 
until the parsonage could be made ready for our occ upancy.  
The entire trip from Blackwell to McConnellsburg ha d covered 
233 miles in the five days of actual driving.  The horse had 
had the day's rest in Everett en route, but I notic ed that 
she was very weary by the time we arrived at the ne w 
appointment.  I placed her in the stable at the par sonage and 
allowed her to rest for a week, during which time I  secured 
another horse for my use on the charge.   
 
 The circuit had three churches 12 for my shepherding -- 
McConnellsburg, Fort Littleton and Knobsville -- an d I 
noticed at once that I was to have release from the  very long 
drives that had thus far been my lot since entering  the 
Conference.  While the normal work required less dr iving, a 
condition arose almost immediately that added great ly to my 
travel.  The District Superintendent 13 Dr. George Stevens was 
compelled to relinquish all labors on account of a serious 
illness which lasted through the first nine months of that 
year.  He communicated with me and asked that I hol d all 
Quarterly Conferences and perform all other adminis trative 
duties of his office for all the appointments west of 
Chambersburg to the western boundary of Fulton Coun ty -- this 
took me over a good portion of Franklin County and all of 
Fulton County.  Later in the year, when he again re sumed his 
duties, I was expected to meet him in either Fort L oudon or 
Mercersburg and take him to any of the western appo intments 
that required his presence. 
 
 On the Blackwell Circuit I had been the only Prote stant 
minister within a radius of many miles -- and was j ust about 
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as near to being a country doctor as one could be.  Here on 
the McConnellsburg Circuit I was not only pastor, b ut also 
presiding elder as well.  I certainly had to spread  myself 
over a lot of territory, and I often had to employ the 
services of a horse other than my own to cover the work.  In 
addition, the holding of Quarterly Conferences late  into the 
evening often made it necessary for me to remain in  cold 
rooms overnight.   
 
 At one point in the drive to Fort Littleton, the r oad 
made a very steep descent -- necessary in part beca use of the 
right-of-way of the South Penn Railroad, which Andr ew 
Carnegie decided to abandon in the building stage.  I often 
wondered whether at some distant day that right-of- way might 
be made use of for good purpose.  I used to hear th e settlers 
talk about the tunnels which were partly blasted ou t through 
several mountains which the right-of-way traversed,  and of 
what a great disappointment it had been -- due to t he loss of 
land and the low damages collected -- to all the fa rmers 
whose property it crossed when it was decided to ab andon the 
project. 
 
 It was a matter of great interest to me this past 
autumn to see the consummation of the dream of the State of 
Pennsylvania when Nettie and I had the joy of drivi ng a 
distance of 85 miles from Carlisle to Bedford on th e new 
Super Highway -- using a somewhat speedier mode of travel 
than what I employed while pastor of the McConnells burg 
Circuit, and piercing all the mountains at no great er than a 
three percent grade anywhere on the highway -- the 
achievement of which was once thought impossible.   
 
 When I was stationed at McConnellsburg, I had to c ross 
the Tuscarora Mountain to reach Mercersburg and For t Loudon. 
In addition, Kittatinny and Blue Mountains begin ju st north 
of Fort Loudon.  Now one traveling the new Turnpike  drives 
through first Blue Mountain and Kittatinny Mountain  and then 
through Tuscarora Mountain as he proceeds westward from 
Carlisle toward Bedford and Pittsburgh. 
 
 When I had any errand to the west of McConnellsbur g, I 
had to drive over Sideling Hill and Rays Hill mount ains -- to 
say nothing of what was known as Scrub Ridge and Me adow 
Ground Mountain, which are really a part of the ran ge 
included in Sideling Hill.  The new Turnpike passes  through 
Sideling Hill and Rays Hill. 
 
 The roads in my horse and buggy days were of the o ld 
stone and dirt construction.  The highway running e ast and 
west through McConnellsburg was known then as the 
Philadelphia-Pittsburgh Pike and was a toll road --  you paid 
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for the privilege of jostling over the mountains on  stony and 
rutty roads. 
 
 Transecting this Philadelphia-Pittsburgh Pike in t he 
center of McConnellsburg was the township road runn ing due 
north and south known as the Mount Union-Hancock Ro ad.  This 
road enabled me to reach my many farmer members thr ough the 
entire valley, particularly to the north.  The road  also took 
me to Knobsville, seven miles north of McConnellsbu rg, and to 
Fort Littleton, six miles still farther north -- in  the 
general direction of Burnt Cabins and Mount Union.  In 
addition to McConnellsburg, however, I served only Knobsville 
and Fort Littleton -- the other two mentioned towns  being 
connected with other pastoral appointments. 
 
 Several years after I left the appointment, the ea st-
west pike was developed by the state into what we n ow know as 
the Lincoln Highway.  Even though traveling it does  require 
the climbing of steep grades -- and sometimes the o verheating 
of motors -- it continues to be a great favorite, e ven since 
the opening of the Super Highway, with motorists wh o enjoy 
the mountain scenery. 
 
 
 
 It was not until very recently, however, that the Mount 
Union-Hancock Road was improved into anything like a modern 
highway.  The state was beginning to plan the const ruction to 
improve this road when I was living in McConnellsbu rg, but 
you should have heard the howl the farmers put up.  "Not too 
much," they cried, "for this will greatly increase our 
taxes."  They forgot that it was the purpose of the  state to 
get the farmer out of the mud.  They thought that t hey could 
get along in the mud because their fathers had.  Th ey 
couldn't see that what they were paying in wear and  tear on 
the horses, harness, wagons -- and even themselves -- might 
be better paid in the form of taxes to get to town and back 
without being all exhausted from the journey. 
 
 It was the old-time construction -- not only the l oad 
he drew but also the road he endured -- that made a  horse so 
very weary.  Fortunately for me, I knew horses from  my 
childhood and was familiar with their needs.  I kne w what 
harness was best for ease of travel, and Birdie was  equipped 
with two complete sets of stout harness -- one was a lighter 
set known as the breast-strap draying harness, whic h got its 
name from the broad breast strap against which the animal 
threw her weight while pulling a load; the other se t was a 
heavier one known as the collar set, which got its name from 
the large cushion-like collar that went completely around the 
animal's neck at the body of the horse.   
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 The collar-set had much heavier traces than the br east-
strap harness because it was used when the road was  rutty or 
deep with mud, as the ordinary country road had the  habit of 
being before modern road construction was adopted.  I usually 
used the lighter set in summer when the road was be st and the 
heavier set in the winter and spring when the drift s were 
deep and the frost was heaving the ground.  Another  
consideration is that a traveling horse has better "wind" 
when equipped with the collar, since it does not te nd to cut 
off the wind as does the breast-strap.  I tried to observe 
that and usually made the decision based on the loa d the 
horse would have to draw over a period of time. 
 
 Listening in these present days to what we call th e 
"Socialized Radio Program," I wonder whether "Dr IQ " would 
have in his audience in New York or some other big city any 
who could answer this question: "What is the differ ence 
between a saw-buck and a buck-saw?"  It is not like ly that 
persons who have always had the convenience of a ni ce warm 
house heated by coal from a furnace would be ready to answer 
that correctly.  But in Fulton County -- at the tim e that 
Nettie, Henrietta and I lived in McConnellsburg -- everyone 
would know how to answer that question. 
 Fulton County is the only county in Pennsylvania h aving 
no railroad.  The county likewise has no coal depos its and is 
hemmed in on both sides by high mountains. In those  days 
there were no trucks which could make the grades wi th heavy 
loads of coal.  Teamsters hesitated to haul in coal  from the 
Broad Top mines, and there was no more of a disposi tion on 
the part of teamsters to give that service from Cha mbersburg. 
 Even if the haul could have been made, the price w ould have 
been prohibitive.  All this meant that everyone use d wood for 
fuel, and the farmers and woodsmen of the county ma de a 
practice of marketing wood for this purpose. 
 
 At the parsonage we had a cook stove, parlor stove , 
sitting room stove, and a stove in my upstairs stud y.  I 
purchased wood by the cord -- a legal unit measured  as 
follows: length 8 ft, width 4 ft, height 4 ft.  The  logs of 
hard wood -- usually, oak and hickory -- were cut i n the 
forest in four foot lengths and hauled to the custo mer in 
that form. When the dealer piled the wood up agains t his shed 
or fence, he laid the logs together horizontally as  compactly 
as he could.  With the above dimensions, the cord e qualed 
8x4x4 = 128 cubic feet of fuel.  It was up to the c ustomer to 
have the logs cut to convenient form for his stoves . 
 
 Here is where the saw-buck and buck-saw come in.  The 
saw-buck resembles an upside-down bench with crosse d legs. 
Where the leg timbers cross, a crotch is formed.  A  log to be 
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sawed into the desired lengths for stove uses is dr opped into 
the crotch and held firmly by the crossed legs whil e the 
sawing is done.  A buck-saw is a saw with very shar p teeth of 
equal depth covering its whole length.  The teeth a re set 
wide to allow for ease in drawing the saw through t he log, 
and the saw is held taught in a frame. The handle o f the saw 
is an extension of this frame and is to be taken ho ld of by 
both hands.  When the log is correctly placed in th e saw-
buck, one man may safely operate the buck-saw. 
 
 Our stoves took two lengths of wood.  A four foot stick 
of cord wood had to be sawed through twice to make lengths 
for the cook stove.  These billets then had to be s plit into 
convenient pieces.  Logs that had knots where the c uts were 
to be made were sawed through only once -- at the c enter -- 
and used in the heating stoves, since these stoves had longer 
fire boxes than those used for cooking.  It should be clear 
that I had no difficulty getting exercise and neede d no 
gymnasium or golf course!  My exercise came strictl y from 
good old-fashioned labor at the woodpile.  I was yo ung and 
vigorous, and I managed to endure it.  I took pleas ure in the 
size of my wood pile, and it really helped me to gr ow up in 
more ways than one.  
  
 We were favored at McConnellsburg with the tender and 
respectful friendship of Mr. and Mrs. Charles B. St evens. 
Their home was always open to the Adams family, and  many were 
the occasions when the family elected to tarry ther e. One day 
it was necessary for Henrietta, who was then about four years 
old, to be "farmed out" at the Stevens' home while Mother and 
Daddy drove to make a visit.  While the child was a  guest at 
the Stevens' that day, she discovered how to turn t he metal 
balls from the two supporting rods of the comfortab le Morris 
Chair that was a part of the living room furnishing s.  She 
took the balls, prepared a soft nest in a cushion, placed the 
balls on the cushion, and sat on them.  When Mrs. S tevens 
entered the room, Henrietta began to cackle and imi tate a 
hen.  Upon being asked what she was doing, our daug hter 
replied, "I am laying an egg."  Mrs. Stevens deligh ts to this 
day in telling how Henrietta laid the egg. 
 
 One Watch Night service at the church in 
McConnellsburg, it became necessary to take Henriet ta with us 
to the church.  Although it was rather late for the  little 
miss to be out, Nettie was taking part in the servi ce and 
could not conveniently arrange differently.  While the 
service was in progress, Henrietta developed measle s and her 
body became completely covered.  When the service w as 
dismissed, we rolled her in a shawl and carried her  to the 
Stevens' home, where we were to usher in the New Ye ar with a 
midnight lunch.  Finally, we rolled up Henrietta ag ain and 
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took her to her own little bed at the manse. 
 
 One summer night we were returning from the church  
after a service and passing the home of Mrs. Cook, a 
Presbyterian neighbor who was one of Henrietta's mo st 
affectionate friends and admirers, when the child l ooked up 
at her mother and said, "Mama, I smell 'nanas."  Mr s. Cook, 
who was sitting in the shadows on her porch with fr iends and 
eating a banana, called to her and answered, "Yes, Henrietta, 
you do smell bananas -- if you come here and give m e a hug, I 
will give you a banana."  Needless to say, Mrs. Coo k got her 
hug and Henrietta her banana. 
 
 Late one autumn, on my regular drive to a distant 
appointment, I had occasion to call on a farmer who m I found 
out in his field.  When I was about to drive out of  the field 
to resume my trip up country, he remarked that it w as near 
supper time and that he would be pleased if I were to tarry 
for the meal.  I accepted.  At the table, I noticed  that the 
lady had served wonderful country butter; when I wa s out at 
the barn getting ready to go, I asked if they would  sell me a 
roll of the kind of butter they had served at suppe r.  He 
returned to the house and got the butter; I paid hi m for it 
and hastily left for my appointment.  That night I returned 
to the parsonage telling Nettie that we would have wonderful 
butter for our breakfast.  In the morning when we c ut the 
roll of butter, what do you think met our eyes? -- a roll of 
mashed potatoes with a veneer of good rich country butter!  
While I never asked for an explanation, suffice it to say, I 
never again bought butter at that farm. 
 
 Toward the end of my second year on this circuit, I had 
occasion to call on a rich farmer member a great di stance 
from the parsonage.  I had a funeral that day below  
Needmore, 14 in the southern section of Fulton County, and 
could reach this farmer by turning into a private r oad on the 
way.  It was four in the afternoon when I arrived a nd met the 
farmer at his barn, and he asked me to come in and take 
supper with him.  Almost in the same breath, he ass ured me 
that my horse would be cared for while we were talk ing 
matters over -- I thought that meant he would have one of his 
sons or one of his employees about the farm feed an d care for 
Birdie.  When I came out, however, I discovered tha t Birdie 
had patiently stood at the gate all the time withou t having 
received even a drink of water.  Although I was tha t rich 
man's pastor for another year from that date, I nev er again 
visited him -- not only the Servant must be fed, bu t the 
Servant's steed as well.  I led the mare to the tro ugh for a 
drink of water, but I had yet eight miles to drive before she 
could eat.  I never got even a thank-you for my lon g drive to 
Needmore to bury the dead, and I have always felt h urt that I 
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drove a hungry horse part of the way. 
 
 Near the end of my third year on the McConnellsbur g 
Circuit, I began to take stock of just where I was in my 
career.  The people here had been very kind, and th e 
following I had both in the town and in the surroun ding 
sections greatly encouraged us.  That year I tried an 
experiment in Christian Education which I had never  before 
seen tried anywhere else.  To encourage youth who w ere at the 
point of decision for Christ, I organized what I ca lled 
"School Youth at Church" -- the idea being to take the school 
children at 4 o'clock and give them a real church s ervice. 
The response was encouraging.  Parents liked it, al though 
some leaders were suspicious that I was trying to s lip 
something by them that smacked at being "a bit of 
innovation."   
 
 
 One day at this session an altar call was given, a nd 
about fifty young lads and girls approximately four teen years 
of age came to meet me at the altar.  There was no one urging 
them to come, and no one went out into the audience  to coax 
or coerce.  The news spread like wildfire in the 
congregation.  The next Sunday I announced that par ents and 
teachers were entirely welcome to come to the servi ce at 4 
o'clock each school day.  Many came.  Among them wa s Mr. John 
Greathead, a sincere Bible scholar and an exemplary  
Christian.  After the benediction, he tarried and a dmitted 
that he had been one of the ones that had looked wi th some 
suspicion upon the endeavor. Now, he said, he was r eady to 
assure me that he thought I had approached the matt er of 
evangelism for youth in a most sound psychological fashion.  
"Brother Adams," he concluded, "if I know anything about 
pedagogy, I would have to say that you met every pr inciple." 
 That ended all controversy, and at the next Commun ion the 
altar was lined from one side of the auditorium to the other 
with forty-eight young persons there to take the sa cred vows. 
 
 Ten years later, after I had passed on to another 
parish, we had an invitation to come and visit Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles Stevens.  The evening we arrived for the vi sit, Mrs. 
Stevens approached me at the car before we even ali ghted and 
said, "Mr. Adams, I will have to know just how long  you can 
stay with us."  Her procedure was a bit queer as sh e spoke, 
but I replied that I had an engagement at Everett t he next 
night.  At this she demurred, saying, "That will ne ver do -- 
you and Mrs. Adams must stay over tomorrow night, f or the 
reason that a party is already planned."  I asked, "What 
party?"  "When you were our pastor here ten years a go," she 
said, "you held a meeting for the youth and a numbe r united 
with the church.  These young people learned that y ou and 
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Mrs. Adams were to be here and have gone ahead and planned a 
reception for you on our lawn." 
 
 I said, "So be it!"  I went to the telephone to ca ll 
Everett and cancelled my engagement there for the n ext night. 
 That evening there were about forty young men and ladies -- 
now ten years older, which put them all well over t wenty 
years of age -- assembled there at that home to giv e us 
welcome.  On inquiry among them separately as to wh at part of 
the church work they were involved in, I found that  all had 
taken their vows seriously.  Some taught, some sang , some 
ushered, and some had even become officials in the church.  
"Yes," to utter it boldly, "that little bit of inno vation 
paid." 
 
 
 
 Among the persons of adult age who professed savin g 
faith that year was Professor Charles Barton, Count y 
Superintendent of the Schools.  He and his wife had  been 
raised in Newport, Pennsylvania, and he had very co ngenial 
associations among the crowd of other professionals  in the 
church.  While he and I never discussed the matter of 
appointments, when the time of Conference rolled ar ound I 
received an official invitation from Newport to bec ome pastor 
there.  The invitation was accompanied by a most fr iendly 
letter from Dr. William Evans, the Dean of the conf erence 
cabinet, and endorsed by Dr. George Stevens, the Di strict 
Superintendent.  I never knew what part, if any, Pr ofessor 
Barton had in my appointment to that splendid churc h in 
Newport.  I do know that Dr. Barnett H. Hart, one o f our 
honored ministers who has since retired on account of ill 
health, employed his good offices on my behalf to s ee me 
appointed to Newport -- though I never knew that un til after 
the appointment was finally made.  Dr. Hart's inter est on my 
behalf was due to the fact that his brother-in-law Mr. 
Gilbert H. Frank, a banker in Newport at that time,  had asked 
Dr. Hart to interest himself in having what he thou ght to be 
a suitable man sent to Newport. 
  
  At Christmas time of our third year on the 
McConnellsburg Circuit, the congregation at the Kno bsville 
appointment  desired that we should be present for the usual 
old-fashioned Christmas entertainment.  Nettie was busy with 
plans for our own home doings for the season, and s he felt 
that she could not go with me to this affair.  Henr ietta was 
keen about going, however, and away we went in the cutter 
over the seven miles to Knobsville.  I noted on our  trip up 
the valley that there would likely be a storm that night, but 
I gave it no further thought until someone entered the church 
and announced to me that there was a severe storm a ccompanied 
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by rain and hail breaking over the valley and that I had 
better remain over the night. 
 
 After the services, which had lasted until quite l ate, 
we went out to go home.  At this appointment, it wa s the 
custom that the minister's horse be given the place  nearest 
the corner of the church property.  This was said t o be the 
most convenient for him -- both in coming to the ch urch and 
in leaving the warm room after preaching.  It was, however, a 
place where the horse was always exposed to strong winds in 
the event of a storm.  This time I found Birdie ver y restless 
and anxious to get started.  Her heavy blanket had already 
become frozen, and her mane and face were covered w ith ice.  
I hurriedly laid the blanked on the ground to bend it to some 
convenient form in order to fit it into its place i n the 
undersections of the cutter.  One of the men came t o the 
bridle and released the straps from the hitching po st.  
Birdie by this moment was wild to go.  I drew up th e reins 
and off we darted onto the open road. 
 
 Mr. John Fraker, a member who happened to have his  huge 
family umbrella in his hands, came running up to me  as I 
approached where he and his family were gathered an d said, 
"Brother Adams, take this umbrella and hold it over  
Henrietta."  It was already raised and already quit e heavy 
with ice.  Birdie was about all I could handle as s he plunged 
forward, but there was my baby for me to care for, too. As we 
dashed against the storm at such a speed, the umbre lla became 
more and more unmanageable for one hand.  Henrietta , tucked 
down snug under the blankets by my side, said, "Dad dy, isn't 
this fun!"  I said, "Henrietta, this is fun alright !" -- but 
I did not tell her in what danger we happened to be .  
Although I tried to anchor the umbrella with one ha nd and 
drive with other, I soon found that out of the ques tion. 
 
 I reasoned that Birdie had driven this road for th ree 
years and certainly knew it well enough to take us home 
safely.  In order to give the child and myself some  
protection from the storm, which by that moment had  acquired 
blizzard proportions, I wrapped the reins about my right arm 
-- to have them near if needed -- and gave the hors e no 
further attention.  That great animal maintained he r high-
speed trot all the way.  Where the road was blown c lear I 
could hear her tap-tap, tap-tap, tap-tap, tap-tap.  When she 
hit the drifts I could feel the cutter rise and rol l, and 
sometimes I could hear her snort as though she were  just 
enjoying the lot.  I did not look, nor did I give h er any 
direction -- I just expected that she would bring u s out all 
right. 
 
 It seemed only a short period of time until we wer e at 
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the turns of the road near home.  My "Dietz Tubular  Lamp" 
driving lamp at the driver's side of the vehicle wa s covered 
with ice and gave no light.  There was no moon; dar kness 
surrounded Henrietta and myself.  She asked, "Daddy , are we 
soon home?"  I replied that we were.  Just then Bir die 
rounded a corner suddenly and it seemed as though w e were 
upsetting -- but the cutter was soon arighted by th e strong 
shafts at her side.  Then she stopped suddenly in h er tracks. 
 I looked out, and we were at our gate at home!  I leaped 
from the cutter, hurriedly placed the reins around the 
gatepost, and carried Henrietta to the door -- wher e Nettie 
was waiting, just as she had to wait so much during  my years 
on the circuit.  As she gave Henrietta the welcomin g kiss 
that only a mother can give, I returned to Birdie - - who was 
al-ready pawing to complete her journey to her stal l.  When I 
groomed her and gave her her warm blanket for the n ight, I 
said to her, "Birdie, you are a good horse."  She g ot an 
extra depth of straw to sleep on that night, and sh e was 
permitted to rest the following day.  Yes, Henriett a and I 
had quite a Christmas party. 
 
 One Sunday morning later that winter, I went to th e 
barn to care for the horse preparatory for my regul ar trip to 
preach at the Fort Littleton appointment.  I groome d and fed 
her, adjusted the harness, and placed my robes in t he cutter. 
 Returning to the house, I then shaved and dressed and ate my 
breakfast.  As I returned to the barn to prepare to  go, I 
noted that high winds had driven the snow which had  fallen 
throughout the night into high drifts. I opened the  door of 
the carriage room, where the cutter stood facing th e street. 
 I placed the bridle on the horse and went, as usua l, to 
raise the shafts of the cutter for Birdie to back i n and 
said, "Come on, Birdie."  She obeyed, and was about  to back 
into the shafts, when she suddenly got the impulse to "take a 
spin" all of her own. 
 
 Before I could reach the bridle, Birdie had leaped  from 
the carriage room just about as free as any horse o n the wild 
plain.  She dashed around the corner and down throu gh the 
town too fast for any mortal to pursue.  I heard se veral men 
here and there along her path, seeing what was happ ening, 
call to her -- but to no avail.  She literally went  like the 
wind and was out of my sight.  By the time I reache d a corner 
two blocks away, I got a glimpse of her black form -- she was 
going as fast as she could put her feet to the snow -covered 
road.  The blanket I had set over her back earlier that 
morning had long since fallen away; the traces of h er harness 
which I had loosely looped into the breech-band wer e flying 
in the air.  She looked like a big black ball forci bly 
projected across the pure white snow of the past st ormy 
night. 
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 She soon reached the tollgate at the end of a mile -long 
straight stretch of the Pittsburgh Turnpike.  The k eeper 
there saw her coming and diverted her into the barn yard -- 
thinking he could get near enough to her bridle to get 
control.  Birdie, however, circled the straw stack two or 
three times at a high rate of speed and darted back  out on 
the road -- fortunately, she decided to head back t oward 
town.  By this time I had three other men.  When we  tried to 
head her off, she plunged across the drifts on to t he 
pavement in front of Stouteagle's Grocery Store.  I t seemed 
at the moment that she wouldn't be able to avoid go ing 
through the plate glass window of the store!  Fortu nately, 
she was watching her step and that calamity did not  occur.  
  
 
 
 Then she circled us men a couple of times as thoug h 
taunting us and saying, "Come on, boys, catch me if  you can!" 
 After extending her romp to the Presbyterian Churc h, she 
returned and raced back toward home.  In her rush, however, 
she mistakenly turned down the wrong alley and got strained 
up to her belly in a snow drift behind the Fulton C ounty 
Jail.  When I -- all puffed out -- reached the jail  and saw 
the predicament Birdie was in, I called the sheriff  from his 
house and said, "Sheriff, I guess I'll have to call  on you to 
help me arrest Birdie."  He responded at once, and together 
we got near enough to put Birdie "under the strong arm of the 
law." 
 
 In addition to being pretty well tuckered out, she  was 
really stuck in the snow.  It was one of those high  creations 
that only a strong wind can make in a jiffy when co nditions 
are just right.  Completely buried to her body, she  could not 
move.  We tramped the snow and soon got her turned around.  
She was now docile as a lamb as she walked with us back to 
her own stable.  Reaching the door, she turned arou nd and 
backed unaided into the shafts of the cutter.  The sheriff 
adjusted the traces while I put on my heavy storm u lster, fur 
cap and driver's gloves.  When I was tucked up with  my robes, 
he handed me the reins.   
 
 As I drew the reins up taut, the sheriff gave the horse 
a sound slap with his open hand on her rump and sho uted, "Go, 
Birdie!"  She plunged forward and almost upset me a s we left 
the barn.  When we swung around the parsonage corne r, the 
cutter was on one runner.  Pretty well acquainted w ith such 
tricks of a speedy horse, I soon righted the vehicl e.  I had 
the road almost to myself that cold morning, and Bi rdie made 
good use of that freedom.  Many were the times in t hat twelve 
mile run to Fort Littleton that day when both runne rs were 
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off the ground together.  Birdie had put her speedy  legs into 
her highest trotting gear, and there was no "SLOW" sign in 
her program until she drew up in front of the churc h in Fort 
Littleton on time .  Verily, she knew how to "deliver" the 
message of the Gospel. 
 
 It was not long now until the end of the conferenc e 
year, since the order in those years was to close t he year 
March 1.  As the final days of the year rapidly pas sed, the 
affairs of the charge were closed quite satisfactor ily from 
all three of the appointments.  The District Superi ntendent 
came to hold my Fourth Quarterly Conference and sai d to me 
that it was his intention to find a better appointm ent for me 
if possible.  In as diplomatic a manner as he could  muster, 
he let me know that I had been suggested for either  
Wrightsville or Newport and that it would likely tu rn out 
that I would go to one or the other of these points . That 
announcement made it quite clear that I was to get away from 
the circuit life. 
 
 The Conference of 1906 was to be held in First 
Methodist Episcopal Church of Tyrone.  To reach Tyr one 
conveniently, I would travel by way of Everett.  Ac cordingly, 
on the day before the opening of Conference, Nettie  and 
Henrietta and I set out to drive to Everett. The pl an was 
that Nettie and the child were to spend the week in  Bedford 
with the Brengle family, the horse was to stay in t he stable 
at my parental home in Everett, and I was to go to 
Conference. 
 
 A deep snow of the wet kind had fallen the night b efore 
we started for Everett.  At first the going was not  so bad, 
for portions of the road were broken by vehicles th at had 
passed by earlier in the morning.  When we arrived at the 
foot of Sideling Hill, however, it was clear that w e were to 
have hard traveling.  The snow was very deep, and - - except 
for the light sled of the mail carrier -- the road had not 
been driven that morning.  We were traveling by bug gy instead 
of cutter, since the return trip one week later wou ld very 
certainly have to be made on wheels.  Because the t racks of 
the sled were narrow, at least one wheel of the bug gy had to 
make its 
own path up the mountain through the deep snow.  Wh en we came 
to a point known as the "lower lookout" about half way up the 
east side of the mountain, I alighted from the bugg y and 
walked by the horse in order to lighten the load.   
 Suffice it to say, I would have appeared very un-
attractive attending Conference after that exhausti ve 
experience.  As I recall, I remained at home in Eve rett to 
rest until it was just necessary to go in order not  to be 
marked "absent" at the roll call in Tyrone on the f irst day 
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of the session.  When the Bishop read the appointme nts, I was 
sent to Newport Church -- as hinted several weeks b efore.  At 
adjournment of the Conference, I returned to Everet t and had 
Nettie and Henrietta meet me there.  We then drove back to 
McConnellsburg to prepare to move on to our new hom e in 
Newport. 
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 "Birdie"15 

 
 She traveled my circuit on scheduled time. 
 The folks knew that services would begin on the mi nute. 
Her familiar, kind face and spirited trot were know n 
everywhere her 
master labored -- and second only to his zeal was h er effort 
to 
 cover the earth with the knowledge of the truth. 
Verily, her feet were shod with the preparation of the 
Gospel...  
 J.V. Adams 
 
 
 In due time we were ready to go.  A complete visit  to 
all three churches of the circuit to give a final m essage 
before leaving, including a number of fine meals in  the homes 
of good friends, constituted our rather informal le ave-
taking.  But what about Birdie?  She had hauled me about for 
one year at the Pleasant Gap Circuit, three years a t the 
Blackwell Circuit, and three years at the McConnell sburg 
Circuit.  During seven years of travel she had fait hfully 
taken me every where I needed or wished to go.  Wha t was I to 
do with her now that I was going to my first statio n 
appointment -- where I would have but one church, a nd not 
necessarily have to have a horse. 
 
 I decided on the easy way to let Birdie out of the  
picture.  My brother Frank lived in Everett, my fat her had 
always liked Birdie, and my mother was yet living - - the 
horse was to go to Everett, for at least a while!  I sent for 
my brother to come to drive her thither.  He was hi ghly 
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pleased to know of my decision, as it allowed my fa ther to 
use the horse to give my mother the advantage of a drive in 
her invalidism.  I loaded up the necessary barn equ ipment -- 
only the cutter was sold -- and Frank prepared to s tart. 
Birdie was turned into the street to make the trip over the 
mountains.  It was hard for me to see her go down t he street 
and out of sight.   
 
 My horse and buggy days were ended!  Birdie remain ed in 
their possession until her days of travel over thos e hard 
roads were completely done.  I believe that if ther e is  a 
Horse Heaven, then this faithful black steed is the re.   
 
 
 FOOTNOTES 

1. The circuit referred to is apparently the Everet t Circuit, which was 

formed in 1897 and consisted of Black Valley, Baugh man's Chapel, Riverside 

and Tatesville.  Only the Tatesville church, which was detached from 

Everett and Tecumseh, remains today.  Erected in 18 97, the Riverside 

Church, later renamed Earlston, probably provided t he justification for 

forming the new circuit; the 1925 journal, page 59,  authorizes the sale of 

the building, which is now used for storage.  Baugh man's Chapel, which was 

taken from the Clearville Circuit, was apparently s outheast of Everett; the 

1927 journal, page 426, indicates the work was aban doned then and the 

building sold.  While the journals contain scattere d references to Black 

Valley, which extends southwest from Earlston, no d efinitive information 

about this church is known to exist.  Readers with knowledge about 

Baughman's Chapel or Black Valley are asked to cont act the conference 

archives. 

2. The Wolfsburg Circuit included five appointments : Cumberland Valley 

[Burning Bush], Mt. Smith, Rainsburg, Trans Run and  Wolfsburg.  Except for 

Mt. Smith, which stood west of Bedford by the exist ing cemetery of that 

name and whose erection (1884, page 51) and abandon ment (1955, page 56) are 

noted in the journals, the same churches now consti tute the present 

Wolfsburg Circuit.  

3. Charles Wesley Burns (1874-1938), a fellow stude nt of Rev. Adams, was 

from eastern Pennsylvania.  Admitted to the Philade lphia Conference in 

1899, he transferred to the Minnesota Conference in  1916 and was elected a 

bishop in 1920.  He is buried at First Church, Germ antown, in Philadelphia. 

4. The circuit was comprised of Allensville, Barrvi lle and Belleville.  The 

journals indicate that the work at the first-named locations never was 

strong and that by the early 1920's (1922, page 62)  Allensville was no 

longer having regular preaching services and the Ba rrville building was 

being used by "progressive Mennonites."  Permission  to sell the respective 

properties is recorded in the 1925 (page 63) and 19 51 (page 55) journals.  

After being served from Reedsville and/or Milroy si nce 1923, Belleville has 

been a station appointment since 1972. 
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5. Emory Miller Stevens (1858-1937), namesake of Ha rrisburg's Stevens 

Memorial Church, was the Juniata district superinte ndent when he married 

Rev. and Mrs. Adams.  A very prominent conference c lergyman, he spent 19 of 

his 45 pastoral years in the superintendency, servi ng almost every district 

of the conference.  In addition, he was elected to five consecutive General 

Conferences.  A school teacher before entering the ministry, he was known 

for his work in Christian education. 

6. The six churches on the circuit were Axemann, Co leville, Forge, Pleasant 

Gap, Rock and Weaver.  Pleasant Gap is now a statio n appointment, Axemann 

and Weaver are a two-point charge, and the other th ree congregations have 

ceased to exist.  Sale of the Coleville property, j ust west of Bellefonte, 

was authorized in the 1925 journal (page 59), and t he building now houses a 

Wesleyan Methodist church.  The Valentine's Forge s ite is now occupied by 

the Titan Metal Plant.  The Rock Church, which was dedicated October 21, 

1883, was reported sold in the 1917 journal (page 3 3) for $383.50 and is 

now a Rockview Penitentiary barn. 

7. Blackwell has been a part of the Morris Charge s ince 1917; the present 

parsonage is the former Dodd Mansion, now connected  via a Sunday School 

room to the Morris Church.  The former Blackwell pa rsonage is "the house 

with all the lawn ornaments" at the eastern edge of  town.  The Blackwell 

Methodist Episcopal class, the oldest in the area, was organized in 1859 

and met in a schoolhouse until the present building  was erected in 1892. 

8. In 1900, there were six appointments on the circ uit: Dixie Run, Oregon 

Hill, Cedar Run, Leetonia, Blackwell, Mt. Pleasant.   The Dixie Run 

appointment was organized in 1892 and met in a scho olhouse near the Dixie 

Run Camp Meeting Grounds, which were dedicated abou t 1880 by the Methodist 

Episcopal Church.  By 1912 the enthusiasm for camp meetings had diminished, 

the buildings had fallen into decay, the people of the area showed little 

interest in religion, and the appointment was disco ntinued.  A modest frame 

church at Oregon Hill, which stood on the lot just east of the present 

independent church there, was dedicated in 1891.  T he appointment never was 

strong and the conferences of 1913 (page 44) and 19 18 (page 34) authorized 

sale of the building and lot respectively.  The Ced ar Run Church was 

erected in 1897.  By 1917 the congregation had dwin dled, services were no 

longer being held at Cedar Run, and conference reor ganized the circuit --  

Blackwell (erected 1892) and Mt. Pleasant (erected 1893) were placed on a 

charge with Morris, as they remain to this present day; Leetonia (an 

appointment organized in 1879 that had no building and that met at a 

schoolhouse) and Cedar Run (now a building with no congregation) were to be 

supplied by students.  Sale of the Cedar Run buildi ng was authorized by the 

1918 annual conference (page 39) and it is now a pr ivate residence that has 

maintained its church motif.  Leetonia was supplied  until 1921 when, 

despite reporting church and Sunday School membersh ips of 84 and 178 

respectively, the appointment was dropped. 

9. The story of Harry C. Burkholder (1869-1940) des erves special mention. 

According to his conference obituary, he was born n ear Bellwood (Blair 

County), was raised to physical manhood working on his father's farm, 
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"attended the local rural public school very irregu larly," and married 

"when not yet of age."  While employed in the Penns ylvania Railroad shops 

at Altoona, he was soundly converted and convinced that he was called to 

preach. Although lacking adequate money and proper education, he entered 

Williamsport Dickinson Seminary in 1897 and graduat ed to accept his first 

appointment in 1901.  His wife died while they were  serving the Blackwell 

charge, and her obituary appears in the 1906 confer ence journal.  Rev. 

Burkholder remarried while pastoring the New Bloomf ield Charge in 1907. In 

1918 he moved to Portland, Oregon, to "his almost a mazing career in 

religious and philanthropic finance" that took him to every state in the 

Union except Nevada and Louisiana.  He was starting  a campaign for a 

Methodist Church School in Athens, Tennessee, when he died in 1940. 

10. The conference journals contain no documentatio n regarding a Methodist 

Episcopal Sunday School at Beulah Land.  An interes ting local tradition 

states that the name Beulah Land owes itself to an early traveler loudly 

singing the gospel song of that name as he walked a cross that plateau. 

11. Until conference lines were redrawn in 1962 to follow the state 

boundaries, Blackwell was on the northern fringe of  the Central 

Pennsylvania Conference.  Ansonia was officially wi thin the bounds of the 

Gaines Charge of the Genesee Conference, and it was  served irregularly 

starting about 1880.  Phelps, Dodge & Co. had erect ed a frame 

(Presbyterian) church in Ansonia in 1840, and the M ethodist Episcopal class 

there met in that building as a branch of the Dexte r ME Church of Delmar 

Township.  Apparently the conference boundaries wer e somewhat fuzzy, for 

the Gaines Charge of the Genesee Conference also pr ovided ministerial 

support to Leetonia in the early 1880's. 

12. The Cito appointment so closely associated with  the charge had not yet 

been established, and the Methodist families living  in the cove south of 

town had to travel to McConnellsburg for church.  S ummer Sunday Schools 

there were begun in at a nearby schoolhouse in 1908 , a revival was 

conducted at the Cito A.M.E. Church in 1910, and th e present building was 

erected in 1911.  Rev. Adams was invited back to pr each at the dedication. 

13. McConnellsburg was near the western point of th e Harrisburg District, 

that formed a triangle along the bottom edge of the  state.  Following the 

mountains, it extended from Liverpool, Harrisburg a nd Airville on the east 

across to Harrisonville.  The district parsonage wa s in Carlisle. 

14. Needmore was taken up as an appointment in 1917  and served from 

Harrisonville.  In 1975 the building was sold to th e Needmore Bible Church, 

which later erected a new structure south of time.  The former Methodist 

building now houses school district offices. 

15. The man in the picture is the father of J.V. Ad ams.  The picture is 

believed to have been taken at the latter's home fo llowing Birdie's 

"retirement." 


