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Bethesda Easter Services

A Concert of Spirituals

April 29, 3:00 pm, St. Mark's UMC, 
Easton, MD

Featuring Performances by the St. 
Mark's Chancel Choir, Handbell 
Choir, and guest artist Thomas 
Beard.

Community Events
 There will be an Activities meeting on Mon. 
April 16 at 7PM to discuss the peach festival 
scheduled for Aug. 11.

 Sunday, April 22 our regular service will be an 
"All-Music" service. It will feature special 
music performances, and a singalong based 
on hymns you choose. We will poll the 
congregation early this month for requests. 
Please join us for this exciting event!

Palm Sunday, April 1

Palm Procession & Worship, 10:00 am

Holy Thursday, April 5

Bethesda will observe Holy Thursday with a 
Covered Dish Supper April 5, at 6pm. 

The Staff-Parish Relations Committee (SPRC) 
met with District Superintendent Rev. Gary L. 
Moore on Sunday, March 18, 2012 regarding the 
selection of Bethesda’s new pastor. Rev. Moore 
explained that, going forward, Bethesda will join 
with two other churches to form a circuit-style 
appointment. Each individual church will retain 
its identity, but together the three charges will 
share a presiding minister who will oversee assis-
tants within each church.

Rev. Moore explained that many churches on the 
Route 16 corridor, like Bethesda, are in the posi-
tion of needing part-time pastors. On July 1, 
there will be two full-time pastors serving on that 
Route 16 corridor: one a traditional charge 
appointment, another a circuit appointment. The 
following churches in that corridor require part-
time pastors: Brookview, East New Market, 
Preston, Harmony, and Hobbs. Unfortunately, 
however, there are too few part-time appointees 
available to fill the increasing number of 
churches in need of them.

Rev. Moore’s proposal is for Bethesda to join a 
three-point circuit with Brookview and East New 
Market, with a full-time team that will minister in 
and to our churches and communities. The 
circuit concept keeps in place current charge 

SPRC News
structures (church administration) but connects 
them through a pastor who is assisted by others 
(Certified Candidates, Certified Lay Speakers, 
Retired Pastors, etc.). Rev. Moore believes that 
the return of a full-time pastor to this region will 
allow all three churches to minister to the three 
communities concerned more fully than even 
three part-time preachers could do on their 
own.

The implementation of Rev. Moore’s plan 
began with a meeting of all three churches’ 
SPRC committees on Tuesday, March 27 at 7:00 
PM at Trinity UMC in East New Market. Meet-
ings with other officers from each church will 
continue to take place through June 30. The 
new circuit will begin business on July 1, and 
Rev. Moore will continue to monitor it closely 
thereafter. 

The SPRC Committee encourages those with 
questions about this process to be in touch with 
its members (their names are listed below), and 
the Bugle will keep you posted as developments 
continue.

SPRC Members: Wanda Prothero (Chair), 
Nancy Bayne, Brian Carmean, Eric Cheezum, 
Rev. Cruikshank, Chris Farnell, Nancy Johnson, 
Dot Lane

The Women of Bethesda will provide a meat 
dish and beverages, and ask attendees to bring 
a vegetable, salad, or dessert. Holy 
Communion will be served after dinner.

Easter Sunday, April 8

Celebration of Christ's Resurrection, 10:00 am
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Weekly Income
Members and friends have committed $915 a week 
in subscriptions to Bethesda. Weekly income is 
reported relative to that figure, with a breakdown 
of subscription versus general plate income.

AttendanceAttendanceAttendanceAttendance PlatePlatePlatePlate PledgesPledgesPledgesPledges TotalTotalTotalTotal

Mar. 4 58 $76 $825 $1,126

Mar. 11 56 $254 $694 948

Mar. 18 52 $171 $915 $1,086

Mar. 24 42 $111 $879 $990

Minimum Expected Income (4 weeks):  $3660
Actual Income: $4150
Average Attendance: 52

Circle of  Concern
Tharon Harrington
500 S. Dupont Blvd
Milford, DE 19963

Gloria Trice
21850 Water St
Preston, MD 21655
410-673-7339

Betty Hinnershitz
2701 Choptank Main St.
Preston, MD 21655
410-673-7383

At Nursing Homes

Bea Trice
William Hill Manor
Easton, MD
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Bob McConnell
520 Kerr Ave.
Denton, MD 21629

From Your Pastor
Several years ago I heard of a 7 year old 
boy. We'll call him Donny, for want of a 
better name. Donny had memorized the 
events of Jesus' life from beginning to end. 
His pastor was so impressed he asked 
Donny to recite these events before the 
congregation on Sunday morning.

Donny agreed. In fact, he was thrilled to be 
asked. He began with Jesus' birth, then the 
family's flight to Egypt to escape Herod's 
wrath. He recalled how, when Jesus was all 
grown up, he wandered through Galilee 

preaching, teaching, and healing. Finally, he 
ended up in Jerusalem, where he got the 
Roman authorities upset. Not a good thing 
for a 33 year old to do. They were so upset 
that they killed Jesus by nailing him to a 
cross. When he was dead, they put him in a 
tomb and sealed it with a stone. Three days 
later, when some of his friends went to the 
tomb to check on it, they saw the stone 
had been rolled away. Then Jesus saw his 

shadow, and that means we'll have six 
more weeks of winter!

Yes, you read right.

Well, if Jesus hadn't been raised from the 
dead, we would be without hope. Without 
hope for divine forgiveness, and without 
hope of a life after death for ourselves. By 
messing up his lines at the very end, Donny 
reminds us of the importance of Easter.

Bill CruikshankBill CruikshankBill CruikshankBill Cruikshank

Lay Leader’s Pulpit
As humans, we can think that we have 
reached a pinnacle in life. This can be in 
our career, our personal life, or our 
spiritual life. I have thought this in my 
spiritual life, when I was younger. Ah, the 
folly of youth!

Colossians 1:9-10 talks about living a life 
worthy of the Lord. Pleasing Him in every 
way, "bearing fruit in every good work, 
growing in the knowledge of God..." This 
is proactive in nature, a pursuit that is 
never ending. We never will accomplish 

full knowledge of God here on earth and 
because we still sin, we can't please Him 
in every way. Nonetheless, scripture 
encourages us as Christians to do this. 
This is part of our spiritual journey.

Paul prays in verse 9 that God will fill us 
with knowledge of His will. Knowing 
God's will is very difficult to detemine as 
far as specifics in our lives. One word in 
that part of verse 9 that sticks out to me, 
however, is "fill." Some interpret this 
word to mean the Holy Spirit filling us. 

We need the Holy Spirit to help 

us live the Christian life and to carry us 
through our spiritual journey. 

Paul says all of this knowing that the 
church in Colosse was doing well. Their 
faith was strong, but Paul still encouraged 
them to grow in knowledge, wisdom, 
understanding, endurance and patience. 
They had not reached a pinnacle in their 
spiritual life. Nor should we think we 
have either.

Chris FarnellChris FarnellChris FarnellChris Farnell
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Shrove Tuesday Pancake Supper ~ 
Feb. 21, 2012

The Umpteenth Pancake Supper was 
a rousing success again this year.  The 
congregation outdid themselves with 
their donations of sausage, scrapple, 
eggs, pancake mix, time, and effort. 
Last year we asked for donations of 
money for the dinners instead of 
setting prices, and we took in over a 
little over $800. This year we took in 
$890.00! Not only is this a great way 
to raise money for the church, but we 
have a lot of fun getting covered with 
eggs, syrup, pancake batter, etc. 

First Annual Spaghetti Dinner ~ 
March 10, 2012

Always looking for different ways to 
serve the community and raise money 
for church, we’ve talked about trying a 

spaghetti dinner for a few years and 
decided to try it this March instead of 
the usual Soup & Sandwich day. For 
being a “smallish” congregation, we 
always seem to outdo ourselves. We 
served somewhere around seventy-five 
people, including kids. We offered 
spaghetti with meatless sauce and 
meatballs, garlic bread, tossed salad, 
beverages and dessert. We could have 
had a bake sale for all the goodies we 
received! In all we were able to 
contribute $664 to the General Fund 
as a result of the dinner.

The Women of Bethesda group is an 
amazing group of women!  If you’re 
considering joining us, please do, you 
will be warmly welcomed.

Judy NoelJudy NoelJudy NoelJudy Noel

Next month’s issue will feature shots from the 

spaghetti dinner. -Ed.

Women of  Bethesda

“He is Risen!!!”

These three words are what make 
Christianity different from any other 
“religion” in the world. Many 
prophets and religious leaders have 
died for their followers and died for 
their causes, but Christianity is the 
only “religion” that can claim that 
their leader not only died for them, 
but also came back to life. 

The exciting thing is not only that 
Jesus died and rose again, but what 
He did in between those days is 
amazing. Revelations 1:18 gives a little 
insight into happenings with Jesus 
between his death and the day of His 
Resurrection. It states: “I am he that 
liveth, and was dead; and, behold, I 
am alive for evermore, Amen; and 
have the keys of hell and of death.” 
After Jesus’ horrible and painful 
crucifixion, He went a step further. 
Jesus actually spent time in Hell in 
order to take possession of the keys 
to Hell. This may be a form of 
imagery, but nevertheless, it shows 
that after Jesus died on the cross, He 
gained the authority to say who would 
and would not gain entrance to 

Heaven. After taking the keys from 
Satan, Jesus rose up again to spread the 
news with others of His provision for 
them. He appeared to the disciples and 
to others as “proof” that he was 
indeed alive.  He asked the disciples to 
spread the words of His life, death, and 
more importantly His resurrection. 
The fact that He came back to life is 
what gives us hope and allows us to 
come back to life after we die. 

Jesus now has authority over the 
entrances to Heaven and Hell. Those 
who believe that He is who He says 
and that He not only died, but wrested 
the keys of Hell from Satan, and then 
rose to tell all about it are those who 
will be accepted beyond the entrance 
doors to Heaven. Those gaining 
entrance through the grace of God are 
those who not only believe these 
things, but who determine in their 
hearts to allow Jesus to control their 
thoughts, deeds, and lives. Those who 
do not believe or confess that Jesus is 
Lord are the ones that will be 
welcomed through the entrance to 
Hell.

Kari FarnellKari FarnellKari FarnellKari Farnell

My Testimony

Easter

Rise heart; thy Lord is risen.  Sing his praise
                                                  Without delayes,
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewise
                                                  With him mayst rise:
That, as his death calcined thee to dust,
His life may make thee gold, and much more, just.

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part
                                                  With all thy art.
The crosse taught all wood to resound his name,
                                                  Who bore the same.
His stretched sinews taught all strings, what key
Is best to celebrate this most high day.

Consort both heart and lute, and twist a song
                                                  Pleasant and long:
Or, since all musick is but three parts vied
                                                  And multiplied,
O let thy blessed Spirit bear a part,
And make up our defects with his sweet art.
 
I got me flowers to straw thy way;
I got me boughs off many a tree:
But thou wast up by break of day,
And brought’st thy sweets along with thee.

The Sunne arising in the East,
Though he give light, & th’ East perfume;
If they should offer to contest
With thy arising, they presume.

Can there be any day but this,
Though many sunnes to shine endeavour?
We count three hundred, but we misse:
There is but one, and that one ever.

George Herbert (1593-1633),
from The Temple (1633)

Christianity begins where religion 
ends...with the resurrection 

~Herbert Booth Smith 
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My Bethesda Memories
Easter Egg Hunts in the 1980s

When I was a kid, the annual Easter Egg Hunt 
was bigger than Easter itself. In all honesty, I 
don’t think I can remember a single thing about 
Easter service at Bethesda before about 1992 – 
but I sure can recall our Egg Hunts!

From the time I was very little until around 
1990, our hunts took place usually on the 
Saturday before Palm Sunday, at Mildred and 
Rudolph “Tink” Coulbourne’s farm, down on 
Choptank Road. It was a good site since it had 
both a wide front lawn, with a couple big trees 
in front of the house, and a nice side lawn by 
their garage. The eggs were hidden all over the 
place, seemingly without rhyme or reason. I 
could never figure out how the hiders 
remembered where they had put them – maybe 
they didn’t, and just relied on us kids to keep 
searching till we came up with the right amount. 

The eggs were, by and large, the real deal, hard-
boiled and dyed into springy pastels. At the end 
of the day our winnings were sent home with us, 
but we were terrified of peeling and eating them 
since they had sat outside. I’m not sure which 
was the greater fear: that they might have gone 
off, or that they might have been dirty somehow 
(shells notwithstanding). (At 34 years old I now 
know that eggs will practically last forever, in 
any form, but, thanks to this paranoia, I am still 
a little uncertain of them, even when they’re 
fresh). Not all the eggs were real; a few were 
plastic and had prizes in them, like jellybeans, or 
even money. Boy, were you thrilled when you 
stumbled across one of those in some tall grass, 
split it open, and found a couple quarters or 
even – gasp! – a dollar! I rarely won an egg hunt, 
but I had a knack for finding those little plastic 
goldmines, so had bragging rights all the same. 
Looking back, though, it’s those real eggs that I 
remember with the most fondness. It never 
occurred to me, or any of us, I suspect, how 
ridiculously long it must have taken to boil and 
dye all those eggs. There must have been 
hundreds. The older ladies of the church must 
have done all that, out of our view, the way they 
had done it for decades. We were the heirs of an 
egg-hunting tradition stretching back, probably, 
into the nineteenth century. And we were 
probably the last generation to go hunting for 
those real eggs. After us, plastic ruled the day.

Other than my uncanny ability to find those 
special eggs, I was a terrible egg hunter. It’s hard 
to describe the sweaty-palmed intensity of the 
hunting process. From the moment the ladies – 
usually our Sunday School teachers – yelled 
“Ready, Set, Go!” your heart beat like you were 
running a race, and you could hear your own 
labored breathing in your head. If it was a cool 
spring, you had the added frisson of sweating 
bullets inside your windbreaker. Because 

strip-mined of their treasures by the horde of 
kids ahead of me. I later learned, too, that I’m 
colorblind to red and orange. That can’t have 
made my task easier. Nevertheless, I was 
always convinced that, this year, my strategy 
would succeed. The only time I ever won the 
hunt, however, it was a total fluke. When the 
time came to stop looking, empty our baskets 
and containers, and desperately count our 
pickings, I was as shocked as anybody to 
come out on top. My prize for this hard-
fought victory was a plastic, spring-loaded, 
jellybean-dispensing chicken. Ah, sweet 
success! I still have my prize, and it still works 
after twenty-five or so years.

There was more to the hunt than just eggs. 
After the tallies were in and the prizes 
distributed, we would play games. When we 
were little, we played a lot of “Duck, Duck, 
Goose” and “Freeze Tag.” The latter was our 
absolute favorite at the time for some 
forgotten reason. Behind the house there was 
(and still is, I think) a low structure with a well 
under it, and a peaked, shingled roof. When 
we got older, we liked to scale this four-foot 
Everest and lord our athletic prowess over the 
little kids by sitting on the peak. If it was an 
especially warm day – and in my mind’s eye, 
most of them were – we would often lounge 
around in the backyard. There was always a 
picnic lunch to enjoy when things calmed 
down.

My last hunt was in 1990, I think. That year, 
for some reason I don’t recall, we went to 
Ruth Kleinwachter’s house on Route 16 
instead of Tink and Mildred’s. Although no 
fault of Ruth’s, the change of venue somehow 
changed the event itself. Perhaps it was me, 
too. I was 12 years old and I remember that 
awful feeling of awkwardness when you start 
to sense you’re outgrowing something. 
Suddenly it seemed wrong for me to be 
running around with a pastel-striped, straw 
basket in my hand, beating littler kids out of 
eggs. The magic was gone. Nonetheless, I 
really treasure the memories of those hunts. 
They were definitive parts of growing up in 
Preston and at Bethesda.

Eric CheezumEric CheezumEric CheezumEric Cheezum

nothing mattered excepting getting an edge on 
your opponent, that one advantage that would 
tip you off to the treasure trove in the knot of 
a tree, or the base of a bush, or hiding in plain 
sight in the birdbath. There was also a deep 
fear in the egg-hunting process, namely that 
you might, in your haste, run so fast that you 
fell and spilled your basket. Or, worse, 
bounced your eggs out behind you, for 
someone else to pick up. I was haunted by this 
latter fear, because the basket I carried was 
really wide, and clearly not designed for the 
discerning egg hunter. (There was a real 
science to the choice of your egg basket: the 
really smart kids always seemed to have 
receptacles with narrow mouths, allowing for 
optimal egg retention. My basket was perfect 
for Easter Bunny candy placement, it is true, 
but of a totally impractical design for the 
rugged terrain of the Coulbourne homestead. 
Alas, I always dropped eggs.)

Every year I came with a strategy for egg-hunt 
victory. It was always the same: I set out on 
my own, usually to the area nobody seemed to 
go to, totally focused on the minute variations 
in color that might give away my concealed 
ovular prey. The way you won was, of course, 
to have the most eggs in your basket when the 
teachers called time. So all eggs were game; 
quantity mattered more than quality. Usually 
the hard-boiled eggs ended up broken and 
squished from being hurled into my basket 
(their condition did not improve my desire to 
eat them afterwards). It’s no wonder I hardly 
ever won: I remember a couple times 
discovering far too late I was in an area where 
no eggs had been placed. Inevitably, I also 
wandered into areas that had already been 

Eric's Easter Egg Hunt prize
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Myself
by Edgar A. Guest (1881-1959)

I have to live with myself, and so,
I want to be fit for myself to know;
I want to be able as days go by,
Always to look myself straight in the eye;
I don't want to stand with the setting sun
And hate myself for the things I've done.

I don't want to keep on a closet shelf
A lot of secrets about myself,
And fool myself as I come and go
Into thinking that nobody else will know
The kind of man I really am;
I don't want to dress myself up in sham.

I want to go out with my head erect,
I want to deserve all men's respect; 
But here in this struggle for fame and pelf,
I want to be able to like myself.
I don't want to think as I come and go
That I'm bluster and bluff and empty show.

I never can hide myself from me,
I see what others may never see,
I know what others may never know,
I never can fool myself- and so,
Whatever happens, I want to be 
Self-respecting and conscience free.

Submitted by a reader.

Recent Bethesda Services

Girl Scouts past and present joined Bethesda during service on Girl Scout 
Sunday, March 11, 2012. This year marks the centennial of the founding of the 
Girl Scouts of the USA. The ladies took a moment during service to talk about 
why they joined Girl Scouts, and what they enjoyed about scouting. Back Row: 
Isabel Brannock, Dotty Wright, Carolyn Lane, Barbara Lanham, Libby 
Fluharty; Front Row: Kari Farnell (holding her sash), Gillian Cheezum, 
Susannah Cheezum, Christy Cheezum, and Judy Noel (holding her uniform).

Rev. Cruikshank reads another chapter of The God Detectives to the kids 
during the Children's Time, Sunday, March 18, 2012.

Administrative Board President Dennis Baker addresses the 
congregation about stewardship on Sunday, March 18, 2012.

Some long-term members at Bethesda might remember 
the old pipe organ that used to sit in the Sanctuary. 
That organ was installed in April 1917 – ninety-five 
years ago this month. The steel magnate and 
philanthropist Andrew Carnegie gave half the money to 
buy the organ, which was built by the Estey Organ 
Company of Brattleboro, Vermont. Join us for our All-
Music Service on April 22 to hear the full story of this 
grand old instrument!
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Outside the Red Doors

This month we wave a fond farewell to 
several mainstays of the Preston landscape. 
First: the building known as Taylor's Garage 
(See Figure 2), which was erected around 
1925 by Harry R. Taylor. By the 1980s it had 
been remodeled into a professional building, 
and housed many businesses, including a 
dentist's office, an ice cream parlor, a hair 

Perrigrine Derochbrune Taylor (born March 25, 1819), pictured at left with his wife, Elizabeth 
Covey Taylor (born October 4, 1826), was a farmer who owned a significant portion of the land 
located between Friendship and Route 16, as well as other properties. Born March 25, 1819 in 
Delaware to John and Sarah Derochbrune Taylor, Perry and Elizabeth had fourteen children: John 
Francis (1845-1847); Robert Patton Taylor (b. 1848); Alexine (1849-1882); Martha (1851-1875); 
Annie (b. 1853); Emily (b. 1854); Thomas (1856-1936); George Merrill (b. 1858); Elizabeth “Lizzie” 
(b. 1860); Sarah Ida (b. 1862); Walton Perry (b. 1864); Mary Ellen “Molly” (b. 1866); Amanda Bell 
(1867-1914); Charles Howard Taylor (1871-1873).

After an early sojourn near Tuckahoe, by the late 1850s the Taylors had settled near Friendship. 
They owned a farm adjacent to Friendship Church (and apparently donated half of the land where 
the church stands), as well as the William Plutschak, Frank Gadow, Herman Plutschak, Percy 
Lewis, and Hager Farms. In 1870, Taylor’s real estate was valued at $6,000, and his personal 
property at $2,000 – significant sums in an era when $10 had the purchasing power of about $200 
in modern terms. Some of these properties still remain in the hands of the Taylors’ descendants.

In 1886 the Taylors retired to Preston, buying the Eva Fuchs house (the grey house across Main 
Street from Bethesda’s bell tower). Perry became involved at Bethesda, and sat on the Building 
Committee that bought the old parsonage on Maple Avenue in 1891. He died December 12, 1896, 
and Elizabeth died July 11, 1908. Their influence lived on long after them, however, as many of 
their children intermarried into important families in the area. Martha Taylor, for instance, married 
Francis Nichols, for whom the region known as “Nichols” was named, and who was an important 
figure in his own right at Friendship Church. Some of the Taylor descendants are people you might 
know, such as Peggy Covey Newcomb, Calvin Taylor, the late Deacon Taylor (who was a barber in 

Preston) and the late Harry Taylor (who owned Taylor's Garage – see above).

Dora Mitchell, A History of the Preston Area in Lower Caroline County, Maryland (Denton, MD: Caroline County Historical Society, 2005 [Second 
Edition, 2006]), 71-75.

salon, and a consignment shop. The final tenant 
of the building was the Preston Gym, which 
moved out in April 2011. The garage was 
demolished March 11-18, 2012.

Second: the old barn on Helen Fletcher's farm 
(see Figure 1). Dating perhaps to the 1870s, the 
barn was broken up and burnt on March 14, 

2012.

Last but not least: the Covey Building (see 
Figure 3). Built ca. 1905 by the Preston 
Improvement Association, the Covey Building 
gained its name from its longstanding tenant 
and eventual owner, J. Lee Covey, who 
operated a hardware store there from 1913 
through the 1960s. The structure burnt 
suddenly and tragically on November 5, 2011 
and will be much missed by longtime Preston 
residents, as it surely must have been one of 
Preston's most recognizable landmarks. A full 
article on the history of the Covey Building will 
follow in a future issue of the Bugle.

Bethesda History Notes

Figure 1

Figure 2
Figure 3



7

Bethesda History Notes

1 - This may be “Revs.” The handwriting is in-
distinct, and the terms were used interchange-
ably.
2 - J.L. Kenney was a deacon in the Methodist 
church in Federalsburg. Circumstantial evidence 
suggests he was involved in racial justice efforts 
there after the Civil War, but at the moment lit-
tle concrete information is known about him.
3 - Matthew Patton (September 30, 1806 – Janu-
ary 12, 1883) was a prominent resident of the 
Friendship area, with some very strong Method-
ist connections. The third son of Matthew and 
Lydia Barratt Patton, Matthew (the son) was the 
grandson of Dr. Phillip Barratt, on whose land 
near Frederica, Delaware, Barratt’s Chapel was 
built. The chapel was the site of the famous 
1784 meeting of Francis Asbury and Thomas 
Coke that resulted in a plan to establish a Meth-
odist Church in the United States. Barratt’s Cha-
pel still stands, and now acts as the archival 
repository for the Peninsula-Delaware Confer-
ence, as well as hosting many events during the 
year. Matthew Patton was born in Dorchester 
County, trained as a cabinetmaker and worked in 
that business in Federalsburg, before making his 
way to the Friendship area. He married Martha 
Rumbold, the daughter of a prominent family in 
the region, on January 17, 1832. The two then 
gradually accumulated much of the Rumbold 

land, including several properties on Richard-
son Road now owned by the heirs of Homer 
Schmidt. In the 1870 census, Patton is listed 
ad a farmer, with $10,000 in real estate and 
$1,000 in personal property – princely sums 
for the era. The Pattons had four children – 
Robert, Emily, Lydia, and James Barratt – and 
they apparently lived in at least part of the 
house on the Lee Meredith farm, which prop-
erty they also owned. (Dora Mitchell, Preston 
History, 58, 80-81.) An excerpt from Patton’s 
obituary gives some sense of his character: “In 
1844 he was converted and united himself 
with the M.E. Church, remaining a firm and 
consistent member of that denomination until 
the day of his death. He made it a point never 
to absent himself from church except in cases 
of extreme necessity. During the greater por-
tion of his connection with the church, he was 
an acceptable classleader and steward, and his 
house was ever a welcome home for the Meth-
odist itinerant. When the temperance question 
began to be agitated Mr. Patton at once took a 
leading part as a friend of the movement and 
at the time of his death was president of the 
Friendship Temperance Society, perhaps the 
oldest organization of its sort in existence. He 
was a strong advocate of local option and la-

bored with his usual zeal and energy for the 
success of this measure. Being a forcible 
speaker, he was frequently called on to address 
the people upon temperance questions. Mr. 
Patton was always a staunch and unflinching 
Democrat, strong and outspoken in his con-
victions, yet he was respected and help in high 
esteem by men of all shades of opinion. He 
was a man of striking individuality, honest, un-
swerving, earnest, and unfaithful in the dis-
charge of every duty; – a kind husband, a good 
father, and a faithful friend. His loss will be 
greatly felt in the community.” (Denton Journal, 
January 20, 1883, 3).
4 - Perrigrine “Perry” Derochbrune Taylor 
(March 25, 1819 – December 12, 1896) was a 
major figure in the Friendship area, where he 
was a trustee of Friendship Methodist Church, 
and, later, at Bethesda as well. See page 6.
5 - William Billips (ca. 1815-1889) – often 
spelled “Billups” – had been one of Preston’s 
major landowners in the 1850s and 1860s and 
was a trustee at Bethesda in the 1870s. He is 
profiled in Bugle I:4.
6 - John Wesley “Wes” Bradley was a trustee at 
Bethesda. On many occasions he assumed the 
role of secretary for trustee meetings there.
7 - The sentence ends here in the original.
8 - The correct spelling is Poole.

August 30th 1873

The Second (2d) Quarterly Conference of the Federalsburg Circuit for the year 1873 was held at Preston on Saturday August 30th 
1873. The Rev. Dr. W. Kenney in the chair. On motion Benjamin Conway was appointed scty. No complaints, no appeals, no 
removals, no reports from Standing Committees, or Pastor, owing to the Preacher in charge absence from the Circuit.

Members present: Bros.1 J.W. Pool, J.L. Kenney,2 Daniel R. Wright; Stewards M. Patton,3 P. Taylor,4 J. Willit sic Harris, and 

Benjamin Conway; Trustees J. Noble, Bro. Billups,5 J.W. Bradley,6 Dr. Henry Willis, and7

The following amount was reported from the different appointments for the second Quarter as follows:

 From Federalsburg $75.55
 “ Friendship 30.75
 “ Preston 36.00
 “ Harmony 25.00
 “ Bethlehem 6.00
 “ St. Pauls 20.00
 “ Public Collection 7.00
   Total   $200.30
Distributed as follows:
 Dr. W. Kenny [sic] P.E. $15.00
J.T. VanBurkalow, Pastor 140.30

J.W. Pool8     Jun[ior]. “ 45.00

Next quarterly meeting to be held at Friendship Saturday and Sunday Nov 1st & 2nd.

      B. Conway, Sect.
     Coppied sic By S.H. Melson 

This month we present the second set of quarterly conference minutes from 1873 from the Federalsburg circuit. Although the meetings in this period were fairly prosaic, the 
discovery of the minutes complicates our understanding of Bethesda in this period in one basic way: the list of Bethesda’s ministers passed down for the last eighty years includes 
neither VanBurkalow or Poole. It is not known why the exclusion happened, although it seems likely that the church historian in the 1930s simply didn’t know about the 
two preachers. Another wrinkle in this issue can be found in the note below indicating that VanBurkalow had been absent. For what reason, and for how long, we will prob-
ably never know.
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P.O. Box 147
Preston, MD 21655

Visit us online at PrestonBethesdaUMC.org!

"Like" us on Facebook at 

www.facebook.com/PrestonBethesdaUMC

A "Good News Club" for kids, ages 5-12. 
Thursdays, 6-7:30 p.m. Dinner provided.

Join us for worship every Sunday at 10 a.m.


