
VACATION BIBLE SCHOOL NEWS

•Bethesda took a special collection onMay11 to supportUMCORrelief efforts, in thewake
of the recent tornado damage in the Southeast. That offering yielded $356.00. Thanks to all
who donated.

• Theministrymenus that were distributed in church onMay 18will be dedicated during the
June 1 service. Ministry Menus will be available on that day if you did not receive one. They
will be collected through June 15. May we commit once again to offering our prayers,
presence, gifts, service, and witness to the Lord through this special act of worship.

•Wewill again run a game booth at the Preston Carnival this year. Carnival week isMonday
through Saturday, June 16 through 21, from 6 to 11 pm. Volunteers are needed to man the
booth for the duration of the week. If you can help, contact Eric Cheezum.
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We have yet another opportunity for service this summer, and some of our youth are
responding yes to the call. July 26 through August 2, a group will head to Cherokee, NC.
Theywill stay at theCherokeeUMCand serve thepeopleof the community.Theolder youth
will work on construction and younger youth will lead a vacation Bible School for the
children of the area.
At the time of this writing ChristianHandy, Cris Guerra, andHunterGuerra are planning

to attend. There are some that are still considering the trip. This is a wonderful chance for
our youth to become the hands and feet of Christ. They will share in the life of the church
there and learn more about the Native American (especially Cherokee) culture.
You will soon hear of fundraising for the trip. I hope that you will join us in supporting

these youth and their heart to share the love of Christ with others. We hope to have them
share more about the trip after they go.

Bethesdawill again be lending a handwith Immanuel Lutheran's VBS this year. It will take
place June 23-27, from 6-8:30pm. The theme this year is "Son Treasure Island," by Gospel
Light. As usual, dinner will be served nightly. Immanuel is currently in need of one teacher
and helpers in all areas; any time that volunteers can give that week would be greatly

appreciated, whether it is one night or
all week. If you can help, would like
more information, or would like
to register your child, please

call Karen Lyons, at
410-310-1488, or
Carole Greenage, at
410-924-2104.

NEWS BRIEFS
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“The secret island had looked
mysterious enough on the night they
had seen it before - but now, swimming
in the hot June haze, it seemed more
enchanting than ever. As they drew near
to it, and saw the willow trees that bent
over the water-edge and heard the sharp
call of moorhens that scuttled off, the
children gazed in delight. Nothing but
trees and birds and little wild animals.
Oh, what a secret island, all for their
very own, to live on and play on.”

Enid Blyton (1897-1968),
from The Secret Island (1938)

PASTOR'S MESSAGE

WEEKLY INCOME
Date Attendance Plate Pledge Total
5/4 49 $471.00 $885.00 $1,356.00
5/11 53 $546.00 $895.00 $1,441.00
5/18 87 $411.00 $910.00 $1,321.00
5/25 44 $419.40 $1031.00 $1,450.40

Required Income (4 weeks @ $1450 per week): $5,800 Actual Income: $5,568.40
Avg. Attendance: 57 Avg. Weekly Income: $1,353.63 Per Capita Income: $23.85

At Home
Betty Hinnershitz (410-673-1016)

2701 Choptank Main St.
Preston, MD 21655

Gloria Trice (410-673-7339)
21850 Water St

Preston, MD 21655

At Nursing Homes
Tharon Harrington

The Pines
610 Dutchmans Lane
Easton, MD 21601

Virginia Quinton
610 Dutchman's Lane

Room 319B
Easton, MD 21601

Bea Trice
William Hill Manor
Easton, MD 21601

Out of Town
John Legates
505 Academy St.

Cambridge, MD 21613

William Evey
28 Adamsville Road
Colrain, MA 01340

CIRCLE OF CONCERN
Just a few hours ago we finished our last Confirmation Class. This is a class that I always

enjoy teaching. It is a class that allows youth to explore what it means to be a Christian and
what it means to be a United Methodist. We talk about concepts like creation, sin, death,
grace, repentance, trinity, etc. These are big topics, and they have great meaning and
significance in the life of a Christian. It always amazesmewhen I teach this class the growth
that happens and the lights that go on throughout the process.
June 1 these young men and women will join the church along with some newmembers.

This is a huge step in their faith journey, but it is only a step. Each day we all make a decision
as to whether we will follow Christ. We are called to a daily surrender of self. Jesus said,
“Whoever wants to be my disciple must deny themselves and take up their cross daily and
followme" (Luke 9:23). This is easier said than done at times. For our youth, they are living
in a culture that challenges their faith. Iwant to invite you to joinme in praying for our youth,
that they draw closer to God as they daily take up their cross.

Pastor Karen

For you have been called to live in freedom, my
brothers and sisters. But don’t use your freedom to
satisfy your sinful nature. Instead, use your freedom

to serve one another in love.
(Galatians 5:13)

CARD OF THANKS – AFTER PROM PARTY
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REMEMBERING THE PRESTON LIBRARY

The term “primary source” comes to
mind when I recall my days working at the
Preston location of Caroline County Public
Library. I knew the place well and worked
there until its closing in the mid-1990’s.
When I started working for Caroline

County Public Library as a twenty-four-
year-old in January 1985, our Preston
location was called the "Preston Deposit."
An unflattering name probably, but in
library jargon it simplymeans a small library
branch. Later we called it "Preston Mini-
Branch"whichhad amore appealing ring to
it.
The building, which still stands on

Chambers Street next to the old firehouse,
is a small, square brick structure with two
rooms. The Town of Preston allowed us
(rent free I think) half of the building which
was about the size of an average bedroom.
Insidewere shelves, a desk, a landlinephone
and a clicker counter which we used to
tabulate the number of patrons and items
checked out.
Outreach Services, as it was called back

then, included weekly bookvan
(bookmobile) stops in Marydel,
Henderson, Goldsboro, Greensboro,
Hillsboro, Ridgely, Bethlehem, Choptank,
Jonestown, and the Preston Mini-Library,
which was open Wednesdays from 9:30
a.m. to 5:00 p.m. The bookvan in the
beginning was a Ford Econoline modified
by Turtle Top with a high roof to allow
patrons to stand. There was no air
conditioning except for the cab when the
engine was running, so summer stops were
broiling. It heated nicely with a small
propane heater used at the stops.
Some stops were busier than others and

most were very busy during the summer
months when school was out. Preston was
almost always busy, which is why it had
longer hours than any other bookvan stop.
During the summerwe scheduled stops at a
migrant camp which was somewhere
between Preston and Hurlock if memory
serves me correctly, though this was only
around 1985-86.
A typical Wednesday went as follows: I

would leave the Denton/Central Library
around 9:00 a.m.; drive to Preston; unlock
the padlock of the building; turn on the
lights and heat or air conditioning; set the
due date on the rubber stamps for two
weeks forward (two weeks was the loan
period then), bring in the the canvas tote
bags of the patrons' title or subject requests,
new books and supplies which I loaded in
Denton, and then open for business. I
would rotate books between the bookvan,
Preston, and storage area in Denton,
because demand was high and it kept the
collection fresh with new and different
titles.There were often people waiting in
cars outside, andmost patrons drove rather
than walk.
I remember scrambling to get ready for

the rush of people entering that very small
building.When I firstwent toPreston, Iwas
told by staff who had worked there that it
was a very busy place and the patrons (as we
called customers then) were active readers
and very civic minded individuals. That all
turned out to be true. Additionally, their

intellectual level was high, and they were
interesting conversationalists. The Deposit
had a very social aspect to it in that regulars
would expect to meet each other
there…...particularly in the morning to
discuss local news, business, politics, etc. It
was not long before I generally knew when
Mrs. --- or Mr.--- would arrive, and often I
would have new books pre-selected for
them because their reading preferences
were memorized. Typically, older patrons
came in the morning; stay-at-home moms
(more then than now) came latemorning to
noon; and school-aged kids arrived just
after school. We had a library
“page” (usually a high school student) who
would arrive at 3:30 and keep the branch
open until the 5:00 p.m. closing. I would
leave at that time to take the Bookvan to
Jonestown which was approximately a 45-
minute stop. The page would count/
tablulate/alphabetize the cards and tally the
traffic on a card stock formwe used for that
purpose. If memory serves me correctly,
Preston at its peak averaged between
110-180 checkouts on Wednesdays…..a
very high number considering the town’s
population and the size of the branch. All
itemswere rubber-stampedwith a due date.
The Mini-Branch had no restroom, but

the Fire Company (which was next door)
gave us a key and allowed use of their
restroom. Our policy was to lock the
branch door when we used the restroom,
but in Preston, at least in those days, it

Top left: the shingle that used to hang over the town library. Above: the bookmobile, parked in Preston
ca.1980. Photos courtesy of the Caroline County Public Library.
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wasn't really necessary. On pleasant days I
would prop the storm door open and
sometimes neighborhood cats and dogs
would pay a visit. Occasionally, we would
offer storytimes and puppet shows from
the Bookvan which had amakeshift curtain
we would mount across the open side
doors. Pat Reinhardt (Pat Mueller), who
was from the Preston area, was a dynamic
storyteller and puppeteer.
I never went hungry in Preston. The

people/patrons were extremely kind tome.
I looked younger than I was when I started
working for the library, somaybe thatwas it.
The grandmotherly types took to me and
treated me as if I were their own grandson.
I’m not sure why, but they would bring me
everything from candy bars to cooked
dinners, desserts, andmore.Never once did
I solicit for food, but it came to me
nonetheless. Every week I could count on
Mrs. Ruth Aiken to bring me a Klondike or
Dove Bar, and onmy birthday she'd bring a
chocolate cream pie which could have won
a best pie contest at a county fair. When I
would return to Denton at the end of the
day with my stockpiles of food, the staff
could not believe the bounty I would bring
back. There weren't many places to eat
lunch in Preston, so it worked perfectly.
These are but a few of the interesting

people I had the pleasure of working with
on a weekly basis: Ruth and Donn Aiken
were a very cosmopolitan couple for such a
small town. Mrs. Aiken had lived in New
York and either acted on, or was involved

with, Broadway. Without fail, she would
bring theNew York Times bestseller list, cut
out from that newspaper (where did she get
theNew York Times in Preston?). They were
wonderful people; Edgar Wrightson was a
retired cannery employee who was a
walking encyclopedia of Eastern Shore
canneries. Someone should have
interviewed him regarding canneries
because he had a wealth of knowledge; Carl
Jones was a WWII vet who had a heart of
gold but had a sarcastic humor which didn't
endear him to some of the patrons; Tom
Trice was also a WWII vet who owned the
corner market at Rt.16 andMain Street. He
participated in D-Day; Eleanor White had
purchased the market from Mr. Trice and
sold it to a Korean Family while I was
working in Preston; Budne Reinke was an
eccentric pharmacist who owned the
Preston Pharmacy. He asked the toughest
reference questions imaginable, and there
was no Googling an answer in those days!
He often wore a purple, velvet, cowboy hat
which needless to say stood out in Preston;
Eleanor Cheezum was a very kind
grandmotherly woman who had a genuine
concern for everybody she met; Dorothy
Davis was a Preston native who became a
teacher or professor at a New England
college and returned to Preston after she
retired. Shewas a brilliantwoman and knew
classic literature better than anyone around.
There of course were many more patrons
than this. These individuals just stand out in
my memory.

REMEMBERING THE PRESTON LIBRARY (cont.)

Below and at right: Richard Smith and the
Preston Branch building in 2014.

In themid-1990's, theMini-Branch began
to see a decline in use as many of our older
patrons were dying off and not enough
younger families were replacing them.
Additionally, budget cuts became a reality
and forced the closure of the Mini-Branch,
with the Bookvan replacing it. It parked in
front of the closed building. Hours at
Prestonwere also reduced. I remember that
most of our patrons were extremely
displeased about this, and, though I
strongly advocated to keep the branch
open, I received an earful from the patrons
for a long time. It was not something I
wanted to happen, but I was powerless to
stop it. The Mini-Branch was a source of
pride for this small town, aswas the Preston
News & Farmer, which I think ceased
publication around the same time. In 2013,
our last bookmobile was sold and services
were consolidated to our Denton,
Federalsburg and Greensboro branches.
Today, with an upwardly mobile, daytime
working population and increased
technological requirements, the Preston
Mini Branch would be an impossibility. In
addition to small downtown businesses
closing, the loss of small town libraries is
yet another blow to downtown America. I
am thankful I had the opportunity to be a
part of Preston's history with Caroline
County Public Library and tomeet somany
of its interesting residents.Thosewere great
times indeed.

Richard O. Smith
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My father, Edgar WilliamsonWrightson, known by friends and business associates around Preston as “Kirby,” was born March 5, 1902
at the Wrightson home farm on Backlanding Road.1 His parents, Arron Kirby (1871-1956) and
Emily May (1873-1950) Wrightson, were given the farm by May’s father (my great-grandfather),
William W. Williamson. The farmhouse was in rough shape when the family went there. One had
towalk over part of the house that had collapsed to get to another part of the house. One of the first
things done on the farm was to build a serviceable barn. My other great-grandfather, W.W.
Wrightson, hired two men with a skiff to collect stones from the banks of Hunting Creek for the
foundation.
There were four other children besides my father: William, Miriam, Nina, andMay. The children

walked to Preston to attend school. My father went through the sixth grade but skipped the third
grade. He later attended the Maryland Institute in Baltimore, and studied drafting at night school.
He worked for the American Can Company during the day on can closing machinery. When he
eventually got a job drafting he found it did not suit him and continued working instead for the can
company. He worked for some years servicing can-closing machines in Western Maryland. When
he tired of "living out of a suitcase" he returned to Preston, where we worked for his father in the
general store that my grandfather opened when he sold the farm in 1916.2 My father was too young
to go into the army for World War I, and too old for World War II, although he served with the
"Home Guard" during World War II. He talked about guarding the Conowingo Dam, and then
being stationed at the Easton Armory where he was a "Sergeant at Arms." My father ran several
canninghouses for their owners, farmed the farmwhere I grewup3 (withmules), andeventuallywent
to work for Sisk and Son in 1937, where he worked until 1972. After he retired my father continued
topursuehis lifelong loveof fishing and gardening.He alsohelpedmymother, Frances (1920-1989),
in her catering business, barbequing many chickens and providing her with vegetables from his

gardens. He died on November 25, 1992 and is buried beside my mother, at Bethesda.

Charles Wrightson

NOTES
1. This farm is now known as the McMahan Farm, and is on the left just before Backlanding bridge, heading south.
2. After leaving the home farm, the Wrightsons purchased the old Williamson house – today better known as Dora Mitchell’s house – and
associated property from their niece, Carrie Hassinger. They lived there until 1921, when they bought a house closer to the center of town,
with a store next door in which Arron Kirby ran his business and May had a boardinghouse. Eventually Arron Kirby rented the business
toManville Arnie, and opened a hardware store in the formerDennis building (now the consignment shop) across the street. (Mitchell, PH:
passim.) When the Wrightsons retired, they lived in one of the houses next door to Bethesda.
3. This farm is known presently as the Wrightson Farm, and is located on the south side of Route 331, between the town and the former
Preston Trucking site.

MYMEMORIES OF "KIRBY"WRIGHTSON

REMEMBERING EDGAR "KIRBY"WRIGHTSON

Edgar "Kirby" Wrightson, on the occasion
of his 80th birthday.

I graduated fromNorth Dorchester High School in 1967. In August of that year I began working at A. W. Sisk & Son in Preston. Some
of my duties were taking memos in shorthand from the various salesmen in the office, and typing them on a teletype machine to be sent
to the Aberdeen, Maryland office. During this time most of the secretaries were all together in one room, known as a "steno pool." Dottie
Maguire was the personal Secretary for Mr. Ireland, and Mildred Korte was the personal Secretary for Mr. Blades.
During this time I was assigned toMr. Wrightson. He would dictate into a transcribing machine and I would get the disc and play it back,

while typing it out. The material I handled included letters, contracts, and bills of lading, and I did filing in the office, too. Mr. Wrightson
was wonderful to work for. I particularly remember one time Mr. Ireland was dictating a memo to me, and Mr. Wrightson was there in the
room with us. I was trying to get it all down as fast as I could in shorthand. Thank GodMr. Wrightson was there because it was a very long
memo about various things, and I was having difficulty getting it all done and deciphered to send off on the teletype. Mr. Wrightson came
down to the teletype roomandstood therewithmewhile Iwas readingmyshorthand tohim, and if somethingneeded tobe fixedor corrected
he was right there to help me until I was able to get it sent off to Aberdeen. I have never forgotten his kindness and thoughtfulness to me
that day.
At Christmas time we would have an office party, and I remember Frances Wrightson, Kirby’s wife, would cater it. The food was always

very good. She also grew gladiolas during the summer, and I remember I bought some of them from her for my mother.
Mary Cheezum
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REMEMBERING KENNY ANDMIDGE LANE
We received many responses to the brief article about the Lane house in last month's issue. According to the family, the Lanes moved
into the house on Main Street around 1941-1942. Below are two pictures of Kenny and Midge that they sent to share with the
congregation. Thanks to Margaret Lane Powell, Deb Powell Townsend, and Nancy Messick Weishaupt.

FIRE & RESCUE APPRECIATION SERVICE, MAY 18

Above, Preston Volunteer Fire Company and Rescue Personnel. Back row, from left: Roy Bradley,Tom
Fisher, Donnie Cheezum, Mike Bradley, Jenny Kenton, Andy Garey, Christian Helwig. Front row, from
left: Ricky Bennett, Alan Kenton, Russell Dukes, Bob Wahl, Jeff Covey, Troy Brooks (with thanks to
Dianne Garey). At right, Donna Lane's special sign for the day.
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According to Dora
Mitchell, Preston’s first

public librarywas established on the second
floor of the home of Dr. James R. Phillips
by his daughter, Elizabeth (PH: 174). A
Preston Library Association was eventually
organized in January 1898. Its initial thirty-
five members were to be assessed dues of
twenty-five cents, proceeds to support the
purchase of books. The group's librarian
was Mattie Douglass, daughter of James H.
Douglass, and its books were initially
housed in the latter’s library (Denton Journal,
January 22, 1898, 3). In June 1910, the
PrestonNews reported, "A circulating library,
containing 35 volumes, of the Maryland
State Library Association, has been
receivedby thePrestonLibraryAssociation
and is atDr.Phillips' office.Thesebooks are
for the use of the public, and can be had
upon the payment of a small fee."

HISTORICAL
TIDBIT

The second Saturday in
August is a big day for the
church. The annual
Peach Festival will be
taking place at the
Preston Fire House from

9 am to 2 pm. This is our
time to come together to work for its
success. It has become a social event that
many people look forward to. In weeks to
come you will have a chance to sign up for
a three-hour shift. There will be plenty of
jobs available. Also, we will need a lot of
baked peach items, especially pies and
cobblers, as well as little bags of cookies or
brownies, etc., that can be sold for 50 cents
to $1. If you have any suggestions or
comments, please contact Kay at
410-673-7288 or Donna at 410-673-2161.

PEACH FESTIVAL NEWS

By Lynn Gipson
Reprinted from the Talbot Guide and submitted by
a reader.

Jacobwas sittingon thegroundonenight,
staring up at the sky. He had a question for
Jesus.
He asked, "Dear Jesus, who am I?"
Jesus replies, "Why you are Jacob, of

course, why do you ask?"
"Well, I don't think Mommy and Daddy

know who I am anymore."
"Why, of course they know who you are,

Jacob, they are your parents," said Jesus. "I
don't think so," said Jacob, "they're always
fighting, so they forget I'm even around. I
get up in the morning, they're fighting. I go
to sleep at night, they're fighting. I spend the
day outside so I don't hear them. "
"What do they fight about?" asked Jesus

knowing the answer.
"The kid, that's me I guess, just the kid.

They fight about who's going to get the kid,
they don't call me Jacob anymore, that's
why I asked you who I am. Daddy wants a
divorce, and they yell a lot about who's
going to get me. I'm sick of it all."
Jesus paused for a moment, then said,

"Well Jacob, youmust pray forDaddy, he is
very unhappy inside andhe just needs to ask
me to come into his life, and when he does,
I will."
"What should I say in my prayer?" asked

Jacob.
"Just pray for him to come unto God,"

said Jesus.
Jesus knew all along about the trouble in

Jacob's life, but he let Jacob talk as a way to
help him sort things out.
Jacobprayed that night for his daddy.The

next morning his parents were fighting
again. Mommy started to cry and went into
her bedroom. This time Daddy packed his
suitcase and came into Jacob's room to say
goodbye.
"Who's gonna get me?" asked Jacob.
"You'll live with yourmommy for awhile,

until we can decide," said Daddy.
"What aboutme?Nobodyhas askedwhat

I want," said Jacob
"Well, you're just a kid, your mother and

I will decide what's best for you."
"I'm not just a kid, my name is Jacob, and

MY NAME IS JACOB
you need to come unto God, Daddy," said
Jacob
Daddy smiled sadly and said, "See you

later, kid," and picked up his suitcase and
walked out the door.
Jacob startedprayingmorning, noon, and

night for his daddy. His mommywas sad all
the time. Daddy had been gone for weeks
now and she cried every night. Jacob could
hear her in her room as he prayed.
Then one night the phone rang and it was

the police. Daddy had been in an auto-
mobile accident and was in the hospital.
Mommy called a neighbor to stay with
Jacob and rushed to be at his side.
Mommycamehome later and saidDaddy

was okay, just some broken ribs, and he
would be coming home the next day.
"Is he coming home to stay?" asked

Jacob.
"Yes," saidMommy, smiling, "andhe said

to tell you he came unto God. What does
that mean Jacob?"
Jacob smiled and said nothing.
The next day Daddy came home with

bandages around him and went straight to
Jacob and hugged him as much as he could
with broken ribs.
"I'm sorry Jacob, but you'll be happy to

know that when I was in that car wreck, I
saw Jesus while I was waiting for the ambu-
lance, he just appeared and toldme to come
unto Him, and I did."
The next day was Sunday, and Jacob,

Mommy, and Daddy went to the little
Church down the street.When theminister
asked if anyone wanted to come down to
the altar and give their lives to Jesus,
Mommy and Daddy both got up and told
Jacob to come with them.
Daddy andMommyknelt before the altar

and prayed for forgiveness, and Jacob said
a prayer of Thanksgiving. The preacher
prayedwith them, asking Jesus keep them in
his fold.
When theywere done, the preacher asked

Jacob what his name was. Before he could
answer Daddy responded.
"This is my son, Jacob."
Jacob smiled at knowing who he was

again.

TRINITY UMC VBS
Trinity UMC in East NewMarket will offer
"Workshop of Wonders" Bible School
Monday through Thursday, June 16-19,
from 6 to 8 pm. All kids from age four
through fifth grade are invited. There will
also be classes for adults and youth. The
four-day program will conclude with a
cookout Thursday night.

Annual Conference is June 5-7. Watch sessions
online at http://umc.adobeconnect.com/pendel
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