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THE AULD LANG SYNE OF THE
SOUTH CAROLINA CONFERENCE.

BY REV. SAMUEL A. WEBER, D. D.

An Address Delivered Before the Historical Society of the South Carolina Annual Conference,
Meihodist Episcopal Church, South, at Spartanburg, S. C.,
December 12, 1905.

It was away back yvonder while 1 was a student in Wofford College,
(in 1859,) that my noble friend, Tom Duncan, and I called to visit some
ladies who lived in a house near the present Wofford Fitting School. It
80 happeéned that the Rev. Hugh Walker, the Presiding Elder here in those
days, called while we were there. In the general conversation that followed
our cominon visit Tawkwardly made useof the expression “old ang syne.” Said
the old gentleman, (I vividly recall thedeliberate tone of his measured words)
“Why do you say “cld ang syne;' why den’t you say ‘auld lang syne’ or
old long sinee.” The little fool who was quite disgusted with the intensive
criticism of the venerable preacher has never forgotten the occasion and
its lesdon; and claims to have legs folly now in the nascent old age in the
thoughful atlention of partial friends, some of

“Whom I have loved long since, and lost awhile.”

1t was dear Bobbie Burns that used to sing:

Should anld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to min'?
Should auld acquaintance he forgof,
And days of o'lang syne?”

1t is my purpose and pleasure to talk to you tonight of the South
Carolina Conference of near half century agone. And yet I must not
begin my self-imposed taslk 'till T have expressed my sincere regret that Dr.
James H. Carlisle does not occupy the honr I shall try to fill. It was the
wish and plan of the resourceful President of our Historical SBociety that
ihe dear old doetor should address us tonight as he was induced to do
at the last meeting of our Conference here in Spartanburg, eighteen years
ago. Oh! Yes, we all so much desired to hear one who knows g0 much about
South Carolina Methodism and is so much of it.
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And now, Mr. President and Gentlemen of the Historical Society of
the South Carolina Conference, Ladies and Gentlemen, allow me to say that
I deem it a happy circumstance in the experience of your speaker for this
occasion that he first learned really to appreciate his Conference and
Church while he was a student here at Woftford College (1836-1859). I
came to college from Wesfern North Carolina—that part included within
the boundaries of the old South Carelina Conference—and had vivid
memories of the picturesque eloquence of Henry H. DuRant and the at
times irresistible pulpit-power of John W. Kelly, the only two Presiding
Elders of those days that T knew and can now remember. Of the pastors
of my boyhood, I shall mention only two. Jacob Laban Shuford took my
little hand when I came trembling forward to join the Methodist Church
fifty-six years ago. He was so much to me then: and afterwards wheu
we were members fogether of the same Conference, he uged to claim me,
and also Dr. Jesse Clifton and some others I doubt not, as his boys. While
he was living, I joyed and rejoiced in his confidence and patronizing love,
and now that he is dead, T bless God at every remembrance of him. The
only other that I shall memtion was Charles Orville Lamotte. e was
the brightest and brainiest preacher and the moslt magnetic man that we ever
had on our circuit in thoge days—days of the “auld lang syne.” Tle was
a native of Charleston and was educated at the Citadel Academy. IHe was
a beautiful speaker, sang very sweelly, was effusively polite and affable,
was the light and life of every company, was as artless and playful as a
boy, (we used to play tag and prance on stick-horses on our way to the
Wednesday night prayer meeting.) He was my boyhood's friend; was the
companion of my studies and directed my reading. It was he who induced
my father to buy for me Olin's Life and Letters, Olin’s Travels in the East,
and the Holy Land, and Daugbigne’s History of the Reformation. I used
to go round with him on his cirenit—I remember some of his preaching
'till this day. He gave me Baxier's “Call” and Alleine’s “Alarm’ when I
was a mourner al a protracted meeting at the Baptist Church in Shelby a
few years after I had joined our own Church. He joined our Conference
at Wadeshoro, N. C., in 1850, and a lew years alterwards withdrew from
the Conference and the Church. He became a lawyer and editor. The
sad mistake of his short life was when he turned aside [rom the Divine call:
“Son, go work today in my vineyard.” I feel happy in my audience tonight
insofar as it is composed of young men and youthful preachers of the gospel.
My dear brothers, as you value your happiness and usefulness in life, as
vou value your soul, 1 beg you, trifie not, not with God if He should honor
vou with a call to preach the gospel of His Son. At your fearful peril, trifle
not about a matter so solemn and momentous.

Returning to Spartanburg, 1 came here to join the Freshman class of
Wofford College in January, 1856, and to receive tuition and training for
three years and a half from Drs. Wightman and Smith, and Professors
David Duncan, Warren DuPre and James . Carlisle. The last named,
the youngest member of the Faculty then, is the only one of them that has
been spared to the country, to the church, to the college, and to me. Sam-
uel B, Jones was pastor that year (18566) of Spartanburg station. 1
remember his first sermon here from Heh, 12:1, 2. He was a young preacher
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then. He told me in after yvears that the work of this, his first station,
involving much hard work and close study, had much to do with what we all
know to have been his conspicuous success in the Conference in which
for so long a lime he was a member and an ornament. He was followed
in the pastorate here by Henry H. DuRant, to whose siriking gualities as
a preacher 1 have already made passing reference. He in turn was fol-
lowed in 1858-59 by the lovely and beloved William C. Kirkland. 1 think
of him as another Barnabus, a son of Consolation. He was my dear pastor
and just such a one as I especially needed at the critical time and erisis
of my eall to preach, He was so gentle and tender and wise. 1t must
have taken a great deal of knee drill to make him the efficient man he
was. He seemed to know just how to interpret my Savior's voice that
kept ringing in my seul: “Go thou, and preach the Kingdom of God.” He
got me first to leading in prayer in the weekly meeting in the basement
of the old Church that used to stand here, and then to practicing on the
colored people who met on Sunday afternoons in the same bhasement. It
was in the early summer of 1859 (I was a licensed exhorter then) that I
was preaching (“preaching” of my manuseript ought to be marked with
an interrogation point) to my dusky congregation on a hot Sunday after-
noon., I remember my text: and my sermon, so-called., 1t was about
Naaman washing his leprous body in the Jordan and being healed. Infer-
esting subject, to be sure, and appropriate withal. But as | have just
intimated, the weather was hol, and the ventilation (except from the pulpit)
was possibly poor, and — and and so forth, Anyway, my congregation
zot to sleep. Not the children only, but men, women and children got to
sleep. Now, what was [ to do? What except the very thing I did. (I was
voung and green, you know, and didn't know any better.) Why, I called
oul nearly at the top of my voice: “Wake up! Wake up!!"” and then when
they woke up I gave it a spiritual significance and application, e. g,
“Awnke thou'that sleepest and arise from the dead and Christ shall give
thee light.” 1 have had a good many sleepy congregalions since—little
and big, black and white; but I have never repeated this experiment of my
naviltiate, and I don't intend to do seo tenight. The fact is 1 sometimes
take sides with the pew. 1 get sleepy myself on occasions when neither
the preacher nor 1 have liberty. But dear brother Kirkland bore with me
and continued to arrange appointments for me in the basement and at
the school houses and churches around town. He was a solid and solemn
preacher. 1 remember some of his preaching yet. T need not say in
this presence that a son of his became a distingnished member of the
South Carolina Conference; that one daughter is the wile of one of our
preachers, and that another is, with her cultured and consecrated husband,
at work in omr Brazil mssion field.

1 do not consider that I am extravagant in the opinion that nowhere
in Southern Methodism did we have such a high style and type of preaching
as we had at the Methodist Church in Spartanburg in 1858-59. Dr. W. M.
Wightman and Dr. Whitefoord Smith, president and proiessor respectively
in Wofford College, and Dr. Joseph Cross, president of the Spartanburg
Female College, and co-pastor with Brother Kirkland of the Spartanburg
station, gave some of the very hest work of their lives and ministry to the
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Church here in Spartanburg in (hose days. It very frequenily occurred
that all three of these preached. I pause a moment to pay a tribute in
passing to three other Spartanburg preachers who were prominent and useful
in those days. John G. Landrum was then pastor of the Baptist Church
here, He was the most popular preacher in the Spartanburg District of
those days. Quite a number of yvears ago, his biography was published,
and a most interesting volume it is. John D. McCullough was rector of
a parish hereabouts. 1 learned to love and esteem him very highly for his
own sake and his work's sake. I considered it an honor to be permitted to
speak in memoriam  of him in a convocation of the Episcopal Church at
Yorkville a short while ago. What was once St., John's College (now Con-
verse) ought always to be spoken of in connection with his faith, and
courage, and Christian liberality. Washington Baird was the Presbyterian
preacher then. A fine old bachelor he was. He was quite liferary in his
tastes and was quite as othodox as John Calvin. He and our preachers
frequently exchanged pulpits. He was every inch a man—a gentleman.

But coming back home, it was a great privilege to worship in the
Methodist Chureh and frequently to hear Dr. Wightman, the grandest
man and greatest preacher of the South Carolina Conference; and to hear
Dr. Whitefoord Smith, the John Chrysostom of the South Carolina pulpit,
—and also to hear Dr. Jos. Cross, another Cicero in his matchless speech
and finished composition. ““There were giants in the earth in those days.”

JOSEPH CROSS,

Joseph Cross preached more frequently than the other two. As 1 have
already said he was at that time co-pastor with the saintly Kirkland,
the latter doing almost all the pastoral work and the other preaching
pretty mueh all the time except when relieved by Drs. Wightman and
Smith. He was now in his prime. Was about fifty vears old. So far as
his itinerant work was conceruned he might be called a bird of passage.
They call them giraffes now, I believe. Before he came to South Carolina,
he had served churches at the Noirth (Methodist Episcopal Church) and
in the South-west. To illustrate the extent and variety of his fields of labor,
he receiveéd young Linug Parker on probation somewhere in New York
State and a short time afterwards into full membership in the city of
New Orleans, the young man changing his residence and the preacher
changing his church coetaneously. Linus Parker afterwards became a
Bishop, but he never gave Joseph Cross an appointment, for the venerable
ecclesiastical peripatetic left us to go to the Episcopal Church, and then
afterwards left the Episcopal Church to return to the Northern Methodists,
and then later went back to the Episcopalians, in whose fold he rested
from his wanderings and finally from his labors. He came to Spartanburg
(Spartanb-o-r-o-u-g-h, he always pronounnced it) after a yvear's travel in
Europe, following a pasltorate in Trinity and Bethel Churches in Charles-
ton, where he was much more appreciated in the pulpit than out of it.
“A Year in Europe,’” his account of his European itinerary, is one of the most
interesting books of travel and incident that 1 have read. “Pisgah Views
of the Promised Inheritance’ and “The Hebrew Missionary” (a study of
the Prophet Jonah) were writien and published by him while he was a
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Charleston pastor. They arve fine specimens of good English. Though
somewhat eccentric and erratic, he was an earnest and eloguent preacher
as he was also an artless and transparent Christian man, He made mistakes
and he made friends, and these {riends regretied and deploved his mistakes,
but remained his friends.

I have a vivid memory of him as he nsed to preach in the old pulpit
of the old Church near where I am standing now. He was of slight build
and about my height, five feet and eight inches. He had a full, carefully
trimmed beard on the lower part of his face. His fine black hair was combed
straight back and was rather long. He was near-sighted and wore gold-
rimmed ‘specks. He was always dressed in clerical style, with his black
cloth coat buttoned up to the chin. He had a refined and cultured appear-
ance with the far-away look of an absent-minded student, His voice was
quite melodious and well-managed. He used it; didn't abuse it, Fe
didn’t holler when he preached. He was the best sermonizer I have ever
heard., BEach sermon was the perfection of a system. He prepared his ser-
mons most earefully. He always had them before him written in short
hand, in which he was an expert, in a small blank volume bound in black.
This little bool he held on the pulpit before him. If he wanted to gesticu-
late he would turn the opened volume down and make the gesture accord-
ingly, frequently siepping back and around in dramatic style. I saw him
once in the midst of a sermon walk down the pulpit stairs with the Pulpit
Bible under his arm, and return with it immedintely, borne on his shoulder,
descriptive of Christ bearing his eross as he toiled to the crest ol Calvary,
You have a fair specimen ol his style as a preacher in the “Methodist Pulpit,
South'" (W. T. Smithson, 1869), an elegant sermon which I heard him
preach here, scon after he had prepaved it on Acts 15:36: “For David,
after he had served his own generation by the will of God, f 11 on sleep, and
was lald unto his father's and saw corruption.” [ remember the oceasion
well, Both he and his large congregation were deeply moved fhat Sunday
morning, foriy-six years azo. 1 remember hearing Bishop Pierce and Dr.
Whitefoord Smith, just & little while before the death of the former, speak
together critically and most appreciatively of Dr. Cross' qualities as a
pulpit orator. They agreed (hat his style (his pulpit style) was about per-
fect. He wag self-educated, he was a very gifted man, to be sure,—hut
he was a close student. He wrote and edited quite a number of books—
possibly as many as fwenty, beginning with the *“Life and Sermons of
Christmas Evans”™ and closing with an autobiographical sketeh: ““The Days
of My Years.” (Gen. 47:9; Ps. 90:10). A friend of mine—a lover of good
books and a good judge—pronounces this last velume a very fine specimen of
English prose,

The doughty little Dector had his oddities and il is bhut fair to say that
these discounted his usefulness. Now and then there would be a fy in
{he ointment in his pulpit or platform work. | remember a missionarvy
society oceasion we had here in those days. Dr. Carlisle made the address.
He was at his best. He cloged his most impressive appeal by a pathetic
and very tender reference fo a recent visit to the new-made grave of his
mother, and the closing words of his speech were: “Thanks be unto God
for His Unspeakable gift!” Dr Cross followed and lifted the collection.
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And suoch a time we had of it! The Hon. Simpson Bobo presided. Mr.
Bobo wus Lhe leader of Spartanburg Methodism in those days. He was
Sunday-school superintendent, was regular at the weekly prayer meetings,
and was foremost in every good word and work. Now, he was as innocent
of perpetrating a joke in a public gervice in the Church as he was of abetting
another in such undignified profaneness. And yel next day a witty student
put the ease thus: “We had a circus at the Methodist Church last night,
Mr. Bobo was ring-master; and Dr. Cross, the clown.” The Doctor made
fun for the crowd. Disorderly behavior from the platform to the vestibule.
All the same, the Doctor got the ducats. T gave a dollar, though 1 had to
borrow the money to do it.

Dr. Cross was one of the most delightful singers | have ever listened
to. We had no organ, pipe or reed, in those days. Our voluntary choir
was composed of unpracticed voices. We had more volume then and less
melody, as the preachers would line out the hymans and all the people
would sing. The pulnit solo was abeut the only chance for exceptionally
fine music. I remember ever so distinetly how (he old-itime preacher, just
before the sermon, or immediately after, would sing all alone such pieces
as “Watchman, tell us of the night,” or

“0, what ship is this that will take ug all home?
O, Glory! Hallelujah!

"Tis the old Ship of Zion, Hallelujah!

'Tis the old Ship of Zion, Hallelujah!"

And especially well do I remember that glervious old lyric, which would
frequently be punctuated by shouts from the amen corner:

“When for eternal worlds we steer,
And seas are calm and skies are clear,
And faith in lively exercise,
And distant hills of Canaan rise,
The soul for joy then claps her wings,
And loud her lovely sonnel sings,

I'm going home.”

In connection with such singing, I am thinking of Simpson Bobo, and
David Moore, and John Archer, and Dr. Ab. Bivins, and Brothers Joe Smith
and Gus Kirby, who is still with us—Dblessings on hig frosty brow! And
Brothers Wilson and Loc¢kwood, and George Hamlin, and dear old Aunt
Betsy Wright—God rest her soul! And Brother and Sister Kiesl, “of happy
memory.” But it was of Dr. Cross’ singing that I started to speak before
I allowed myself in this spontaneons parenthesis. If seems to me [ hear
his rich, mellow, sweet voice tonight, wafted to me through all these years,
or if youn please, coming to me more directly frem the new heaven and the
new earth when he sings a new song. [t was one Sunday morning that a
visiting brother occupied the pulpit with him and preached. The litile
Doctor was observed to be taking notes, presumably on the sermon we
were hearing. As soon as the preacher finished and took his seat, up he
jumped (Dr. Cross, 1 mean) and sang the hymn he had just composed,
embodving the discourse of the vigiting brother we had all been listening to.
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T have tiarried thus long on the first of my trio because of the striking
character of the preacher and the original style of his work, and then be-
cause he is not so distinctly remembered and known as the other two dis-
tinguished preachers, who will now claim our afttention. The gilted Dr.
Cross and his equally gifted wife, Mrs, Jane T, Harden Cross, spent seven
years in South Carolina; four years in the Trinity and Bethel parsonages in
Charleston from 18562-56; one year keeping Charleston as their home, but
traveling mostly in Europe, and two years in Spartanburg, Mrs. Cross
teaching in the Female College and the Doctor engaged as we have seen.
Their short stay with us is as a dream; but they did some of the very best
work of their brilliant careers in the seven years spent in our midst—in their
professional work and in their literary work, some of this last in newspapers
and magazines and some in books on a variety of subjects in poetry and
prose,

Might T not be allowed to candidly confess to my audience that my ad-
dress is longer than I proposed when [ sat down to prepare these notes.
But so it i8. [ just couldn't help it. Please eontinue to give me your
countenance—your countenance, ladies and gentlemen, in the most obvious
significance of the word.

WHITEROORD SMITH.

Whitefoord Smith came o Wofford College as professor of HEnglish
literature and Belles Letters in January, 1856, the very time [ eame here
lo eollege to join the Freshinan class. 1 remember the flrst sermon [
heard him preach here in the old (then new) Methodist Church soon after
his arrvival, and I remember that the impression It made on me was disap-
pointing, 1 had heard of him as the most eloguent preacher in South
farolina and his first sermon here, as 1 have just suid, disappointed me. |
My boyish standard of pulpit elogquence was on the style of the Bascomese,
What I affected ‘was the meareiviclens dimamentation and (he high-
falutin bombast which had come to be too much the style of poor imitators
of the majestic and stately perlods of {he grandiloguent sermons of the
vearless Bishop Bascom. Vhat 1 heard wag greatly in contrast with what
1 expected and desired. Though very fluent, he oxpressed himself in the

prirest and simplest words of idiomatic HEnglish, See a sermon of hig In
Smithson's “So. Meth. Pulpit.” [ heard him freqnently after that for three
vears anid a half and then oceasionally as long as he was able to occupy
the pulpit, and his preaching all these years was an important part of my
education. Sometimnes he would fall below his average preaching and you
would remember but little more than the musgical tones of his wonderful
voice: but then somelimes he would rise away above this average and you
would be mightily moved by the potent spell of his irresistible eloguence.
You would never think of calling time on him, and when he was at his best
you would actually lose (he count of time. His pulnit presence was most
impressive. His fine face had always o pleasant lock and was often lif
with a gmile. His head was bald and when | first knew him he never or
rarvely wore a periwig. He scarcely ever made but one gesture. Raising his
right arm above the level of his head, his hand would tremble in mid-air
for a second or so and then he would bring it down with a jerk to the
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level of the Bible on the pulpit before him. And this gesture he would
repeat in more cor less frequency and force during the progress of his sermon.
I never saw him make a gesture for the purpose of dramatic effect. It was
only the unconscions movement of his right arm in the heat of the perfervid
periods of his eloguent speech. “Good manners” in the pulpit is what an
intelligent layman once emphasized to me as a need of the {imes. He wanted
things done decently and in order, and this was the striking way he had of
putilng it. Dr. Smith was a fine example of the strictest propriely and
decency in the conduct of public service in the Church. As much as any
mun I ever knew he seemed to fit that holy place where the aneointed em-
bassador of Christ is divinely called and authorized to deliver his message
and his sounl. I have never known a belter reader of the Bible lessons
at a public serviee; or a more impressive reader of our beautiful hymns,
for he never announced any but those of the Dbelier eclass—or a more
decorous celebrant of the liturgical offices and gervices of the Chureh. In
these several respects he was a fine example to his students and espeeially
his younger brethren of the ministry. He always read the two lessons, ope
from the Old Testament and the other from the New, appointed for the
morning service, and invariably conecluded each lesson thus: “Here
endeth the reading the first (or the second) lesson.” [t would seem in his
inlelligible reading of the Seriptures that he had prepared for this part of
the service as certainly and as distinctly as for the sermon which followed.
His reading of the hymns was in a bheautifully intoned and somewhat
declamatory style. Here he was at his best as an elocutionist. After he had
retired from all public service and was “in age and feebleness extreme,”
the late Dr, Girardean, while calling on one oceasion to pay his reverence
and respect, begged his venerable friend to read for him one of his favorite
hymns. How I would like to have been one ol the charmed cirele of that
sacred occasion, and to have heard him as for instance he would recite:

“I would not live alway; [ ask not to stay

Where storm after storm rises dark o’er the way;
The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here

Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheer.”

I must mention also his public prayers. Who that ever heard him on
such an oceasion will or can ever forget i1? He was never so powerful
as when on his knees leading the publiec prayer of the great congregation.
Here he was a student as in other parts of the service. He made large use
of the incomparable litany of the Episcopal Church. 1t seems to me [
can hear him even now reciting the Litany, as he would incorporate it in
his opening prayer., I think I have never heard such seraphic strains of
holy prayer as we had there in the concluding exercises of onr Conlerence
at Charleston twenty years ago conducted by Dr. Smith. The late Dr.
Baer sat near me on the old Trinity pulpit at the time. Turning to me at
the close of the dear old doctor's prayer he said: “That's like it used to be
when the doctor was here in his early prime.” TiL was a wonderfnl service,
that.

Though uniformly an excellent preacher, at times he preached with
overwhelming power and with instanianeous effect. When our lives are
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out of order, (let us bless God that He looks at our hearis rather than at
our lives) and the wind blows from the East, (that East wind has had a bad
repulation frem the days of the patriarch Job) yes, when such adverse
conditions as these prevail, all of us preachers are more or less affected by
them. Nor was the doctor an exceplion to this. Bul when the conditions were
all favorable, and a great occcasion demanded his best work, he freguently
preached, as [ have jusl said, with everwhelming power and with Instanta-
neous effect. Someiimes, as he would reach his climax in the old Methodist
Church here, tears would be raining down the checks of the brothers and
gisters, suppressed “amens” would be audibly whispered if not effusively
spoken by old Brother Kiest and others, while old Aunt Betsey Wright wonld
shout to the top of her dear old sweet voice. It is a happy circumstance
when preacher and congregation have liberiy al one and the same time.
“Where the spirit of the Lord is there is liberty."

He preached the commencement sermon of Woftford Callege in 1859,
It wias a great sermon, and to me it was 2 memorable service. The choir
gang before the s2rmon a hymn composed for the oceasion by Dr. Cross, to
the familiar tune “Joyfully, joyfully onward we move."” They also sang in
a way I do net hear nowadays:

“Gently, Lord, O gently lead us,
Through (his gloomy vale of Lears,

Through the changes Thous't decreed us
Till our last great change appears.”

Then the sermon: “Wateh ve, stand fast in the faith, quit yon like
men, be strong.” (1. Cor. 16:13). The preacher must have heen al his
exceptional best that Sunday morning., I never heard him to better ad-
vantage. The sermon thal day created an epoch in my experience and
opened up in dim vista the possible scenes of my life-work. [ did not
want to preach. ATl iny plans and aspirations wera in another direction.
It seemed to me that I wonld gladly have died to get rid of the call to which
1 had already vielded, but with reluciance and misgiving. [ would have been
4 veereant Jonah to have gone away from (hat sermon and service with
hesitation as to my duty and future worlk. Tven to this day, more than
forty-five yvears after the event I am describing, I thank God and take
cOuUrage.

1 iiged to hear Dr. Smith in those days of the “Auld lang Syne,” at the
close of a sermon or in the course of it, feelingly refer to his life in the
pastorate and, as if overcome by his smypathies, beg the congregatlion to
send for him if they should feel a need of him as a pastor and a sympa-
thizing friend. He would as it were turn aside from his distinetly profes-
glonal work to serve a brother, a friend who might need or desire his
personal service. T recall a cireumstance which is far too personal to he
in excellent taste. A student of those days, who was a very much woyrse
boy than the Faculty had been led to suspect, was detected in a very dis-
gracefu] breach of college diseipline. He looked forward to expulsion from
the College. He knew he ought to be expelled. He was in the depths.
To go home to his father, who was poorly able to give him the advantage
of u College education, why, he felt like he would rather be an outeast
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and a tramp than to have and to give such humiliation., Just when he most
needed friendly help, here comes a note from Dr, Smith, inviting him to
call that night and meet him alone in his study. Then and there, the
recusant and repentant boy, while bowed in praver with this man of God,
realized purposes and aspirations that have kept him, by God's gracious help,
in the way of Christian duty and service to this glad day. How glad I
am that Dr. 8mith declined a call in 1858 fo his Alma Mater (the South
Carolina College) and remained here at Wofford in the service of his
Church. Allow me further to say: We Methodists cannot sufficientiy
thank God for an institution of legrning for our boys conducted under
the auspices of the Church—our own Church. When several years ago
Dr. James H. Carlisle was called to the presidency of the South Carolina
University, T confess to the weakness of desiring him to go. Somehow 1
wanted for our Church the prestige that the Doctor’s presidency there
would give us. And assured the Docior—whom I honored more than
I honored any living man—that 1 would take my patronage past the very
doors of the University in orider to get here at Wotford, the loving watch-
care of my Church for those who were dearer to me than my own life.
I wish I could leave upon my audience tonight the profound impression that
Dr, Whitefoord Smith left upon me, as an ideal preacher of the glorious
gospel of the blessed God. His great natural gifts, his fine attainments,
the sweetness of his personal wministry, the high-toned aund generous and
unselfish work that he did for the College and elsewheie, the sweel [ragrance
of his example of holy living through so many years of service and work.
Ag we review his life, in the light of all this, let us thank God for all he
was to us, and for what in the immortality of his influence he is to us
today.

WILLIAM MAY WIGHTMAN.

William May Wightman was, as I knew him in 1856-539, a very fine
specimen of the physical man., He was then about {ifty yvears old. 1 doubt
if he had ever been seriously sick. Though a man of scholarly tastes and
studious habits, his face was nol

“Sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought.”

He was of healthy mien and had the alert and =pringy step of one who had
business and meanf business. He was of medium height and was of
symmetrical proportions with a slight tendency fto embenpoint, as the
French would say. His fine eye wonld sparkle and his handsome face would
shine in animated conversation or in the course of an impassioned sermon.
His work as a college president and professor was most satisfactory. In
addition to the details of discipline and administration, he was professor
of Mental and Moral Philosophy and Political Econoriy, In those days
each one of the classes recited weekly on the Greek Testiment. He taught
one of these classes. He taught the Freshmen the odes of Horace. He gave
our Senior class a course in French. His forte, however, was Metaphysics
and Moral Science. His students had the utmost confidence in his at-
tainments and great ability. We all thought him quite sufficient for any



11

demand of his responsible office and work, and this circumstance gave
him great power over us. And then we felt guite sure that he was the
personal friend of each one of us and that he had a lively interest and
a generous sympathy with us as of a father for his son. *‘In loco parentis’
was a favorite way he had of expressing the relation of the Faculty to
the student body. I well remember interviews of our class, as a class,
with him; and also personal interviews iliat I had with him, involving deli-
cale and vital issues, which would have been only possible under such con-
ditions and circumstances as I have just recited and described. He loved
us; and we loved and trusted him. At the close of the College year of
1858-59, both he and Dr. Smith dissolved their connection with the College,
Dr. Smith going to the presidency of the Columbia Female College and Dr.
Wightman going to Greensborough, Ala., to become Chancellor of the
Southern Universily. Dr. A. M. Shipp was elected President of the College
and Dr. D. S. Doggetl, of Virginia, professor in Dr. Smith's place. Dr.
Doggelt did not accept. This, by the way. We boys, to show our
apprecialion of the refiving members of the Faculty, bpresented on com-
mencement day a fine Bible to each of them. Mr. King, who soon after
became a victim (o the pending war, possibly the most popular man of our
class, miade the presentuation address, and euach of the distinguished
doctors made suitable reply. Dr. Wightman's speech on that commence-
ment day was one of the greal successes of his life. He was overwhelmed
by a power and influence which in turn overwhelmed the greal and elegant
audience, such as Wofford has ever had al her annual commenecements.
The memories that came crowding to him at the moment, his realization
of his success as the head of the institution, his feeling of gratitude and
dependence, his sense of personal worthiness and powet, and espeecially his
sense of God's presence then and there, all these wrought mightily upon
him and possibly he was never greater. The [ouniains of the greati deep
of his surcharged soul were broken up. No Methodist exhorter ever had
greater liberly. “Oi! lberty, what erimes have been perpetrated in thy
name!” But it was the real article that day and had the true ring. I
shall not undertake to describe the scene further than to say that at its con-
clusion and elimax, after that the great audience had been worked up to a
high state of emotional sympuathy, when ine doctor teok King by the hand,
(it's a wonder he hadn’t taken him into his arms,) that the whole of us
were swept off our feel, so to speak, into the turbulence of a good-natured
fraternal pow-wow.

The doctor's preaching in those days constituted a distinet epoch
in Spartanburg and all the swrrounding couniry. He was not only the
preacher of great sermons but he was a greal preacher. Sometimes preach-
ing in easy pictorial and tropical style, and then in the same sermon
taxing vour powers of thought to follow his meiaphysical analyses, occa-
sionally hestitating almost painfully to get the right word which he invari-
ably gob, he now appealed to your imagination and now to yvour logical
faculty and now to your experimental response, and generally reached
his elimax at the. close of the sermon.

This was not always the case. An eccentric broiher who used to
lear him in his easly minisiry was deiighted on a cortain oecasion to hear
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him after he had attained the fine reputation of several years later. His
complimentary reference to the zermon was, “Well, Wightman always was
a high-fiyer; but I notice he lights a sight easier than he used to.” He
preached two sermons on two successive week-day evenings in one of
those great revivals we used to have there in the auld lang syne. They
were both sermons of a very high order and yet they differed. The first
night he preached on "“Therefore we conclude that a man is justified by
faith without the deeds of the law.” He was at his best, his very hest,
He swung clear—swept every thing before him. The reputation of the
first night's service brought out a still larger congregation for the next
sermon, which was on the text “Hallelujah! for the Lord God omnipotent
reigneth!"” 1 remember how he started off. BSaid he trusted by the time
he finished the congregation would be ready to join in the “Hallelujah® of
the text. And yet they didn't. Dr. Cross was in the pulpit and he halle-
Injahed lustily time and again; but he had it all pretty much to himself.
But is a preacher, great or nol sgo great, apl to duplicate the elfect of a
sermon before a congregation expecting certain results? It is only your
professional pulpiteer that is likely to suceeed in (his thing, e. g., the man
who recites his sermonic masterpieces after the style of a i{ragedian, or,
better still, after the style of a comedian.

A fine specimen of his more practical style of preaching may be zeen in
the So. Meth. Pulpit, already twice referred to in this address. He was a
greal preacher because he was a great man. Himself was involved in his
work. The Holy Ghost resting on his mind and heart and life, and spark-
Jing from his eyes and shining from his face caused his preaching to he
in demonstration of power. He would have had power and been a power
in the fact of his native genins and his culiure and his magnetic personality;
but his best work—his spiritual preaching—was in answer to the invo-
cation in **Veni, Creator, Spiritus:"

“Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire,
And lighten with celestial fire,

Thou the anointing Spirit art,

Who dost thy seven-fold gifts impart:
Thy blessed unection from above

Is comfort, life, and fire of love.™

Ah, my friends, it has been a long time since—nearly fifty years—
since much that I have been telling about took place. There were no
wrinklies on my smooth face then—no gray hairs, no white beard (no beard
at all). T was voung then; but I am no longer young except in my heart
which refuses to grow old. And in my hopes. .Juvenile then; juvenescent
now. You may marvel why I remember so much of the old preachers and
their preaching. The fact is, I remember all this and I remember more.
1 used to go to Church for a double reason in the auld lang syne. I had
two ears for the sermon and a single eve for the preacher. What about
the other eye? Excuse me!
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AN sadd |orhat my limbs were ola
And said | that my blood was cold,
Aud that my kindly fire was fied,
And my poor withered heait was dead,
And that T mighi not sing of love?
how could I to the dearest theme,
That ever warmed a ministrel's dream
So foul, so false, a recrereant prove!

B * *® # * * .

“Love rules the couri, the camyp, the grnve
And men below and saints above;
For love is Heaven, and Heaven is leve.”’

Dr, Wightman was an alumnus of the College of Charleston, His
Alma Mater conferred on him its highest distinétion—the literary title of
Ll.. D., while he was President of Wofford College. Two of his class-
mates (good boys they were) answered to the names of B. T. Buist and
J. C. Furman. While he was here at Wofford, the former (Bdward T
Buist, D. D.) was president of the Laurensville Female College: and the
latter (Dr. James C. Furman) was president of the university at Greenville
that bears his honored name. [ heard the doctor once refer, in a sermon
at a revival meeting here, to the above mentioned circumstance, as an
instance of the gracious and conservative influence of early piety.

While here at Wofford he wrote for our publishing house at Nashville
his “Life of Bishop Capers’'—a noble specimen of editorial and authorial
work. More than any one else he was the successor of William Capers in
South Carolina Methodism. After Capers, he had more to do—much more
to do—than any one of his contemporaries in handing down to us, his
sons in the gospel, the high type of Methodism which signifies so much as a
moral force and a spiritual power in South Carolina. Every memory and
thought of him is a tonie, my brethren, for the work providentially set for
ns. He was a great and a good man. [ am glad of this opportunity and
privilege of refreshing your memories and of stirring our pure minds by
the way of remembrance to the end of our exemplification of his noble
qualities and the perpetunation of his useful influence.
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