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UMCOR is the United Methodist Com-
mittee on Relief. Wherever disaster
strikes or humanitarian relief is need-
ed, anywhere in the world, UMCOR is
one of the first agencies on the ground,

helping in the aftermath. 100% of UM-
COR contributions go to UMCOR's work. Navigate to
umcmission.org/our-work to make a donation direct-
ly, or via a check written out to Bethesda, with "UM-
COR" in the memo, and placed in the offering plate at
church.
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11

Women's Christmas Party
Home of Charlotte Morris, 12:30 p.m.

Nativity Escape Room,
Fellowship Hall, 6:30 p.m.

Town Parade – Serving Hot Chocolate
PES Donations Due

Bell Rehearsal, 6:30 p.m.
Bell Rehearsal, 6:30 p.m.

Christmas Eve Service, 7:30 p.m.
Christmas Day Combined Service

Sanctuary, 10:00 a.m.
Praying in the New Year, 11:30 p.m.

New Year's Day Combined Service
Sanctuary, 10:00 a.m.

Community Prayer & Bible Study, 6:30 p.m.
Paint Night, Fellowship Hall, 6:30 p.m.

2nd Annual Toy Show
Fire Hall, 9:00 to 3:00 p.m.

T – F, 12:00 to 3:00 p.m.
Phone: 410-673-7538

Email: office@prestonbethesdaumc.org

Office Hours: M – Th, 10:00 a.m. – 7:00 p.m.
Home Visitations: F, 10:00 a.m. to 2:00 p.m.
Phone: 410-673-7538
Email: pastorpaul@prestonbethesdaumc.org

Jo Benner, Admin. Asst.

Paul Lewis, Pastor

Contemporary Service

Sunday School/Nursery

Bible Study

Traditional Service

OFFICE & CONTACT INFO

SUNDAY SCHEDULE
We are here to pray for you! If you would
like to put a prayer request in the bulletin,
contact Pastor Paul or the church office by
the first of each week.

HOW TO SUPPORT UMCOR

9:00 a.m.
Fellowship Hall

9:00 a.m.

10:00 a.m.
Fellowship Hall

11:00 a.m.
Fellowship Hall

https://pr
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Join us for another paint night on January 20, 2023at 6:30 p.m.Asusual,
the charge is $25, and that fee covers all supplies for the night. Pre-
register at this link: https://forms.gle/wLq8uUniZZGBNsQR7

WEEKLY INCOME • NOVEMBER 2022
Service
Date
11/6
11/13
11/20
11/27

Attendance
9:00 11:00
15 18
11 28
14 21
12 15

Plate
Total*
$60
$337
$189
$125

Pledge
Total*
$790
$2,380
$995
$2,605

Weekly
Total
$850
$2,717
$1,184
$2,730

•Weekly income required to meet budget: $2,810.00
•Average weekly income for year: $1,501.60
*indicates total from both services

The ladies of the church will hold
their annual Christmas party this
yearonFriday,December9at 12:30
p.m., at the home of Charlotte
Morris. It will be a covered dish
luncheon. Bring a $15 gift for the gift
exchange. Let Charlotte or Donna
know if you are planning to attend.

NEWS BRIEFS

It's not too late to buy
apoinsettia for the al-
tar. If you want one,
let Donna Lane know
ASAP.

Love puzzles andmysteries? Bring your upper-
elementary and middle school students to
Bethesda for anengaging "escape room"ex-
perience – right here in Preston! Work with
your team tosolvechallengesabout thestory
of the nativity to solve additional tasks. This

event is planned for December 9 at 6:30 p.m. in
the Fellowship Hall. Pre-registration of your team is requested to
ensure that we have enough supplies and materials. The cost per
teamof up to four participants is $10. Pre-register online by clicking
this link: Nativity Escape Room. Contact kari21632@yahoo.-
com or susanmccandless10@gmail.com with questions.

December
Rehearsals

12/15.....6:30 p.m.
12/22.....6:30 p.m.
Performance

12/24.....7:30 p.m.

news & notices

We are collecting
Christmas gifts for
a family at Preston
Elementary School
again this year. Gift
items are displayed

on a Christmas tree in the Fellow-
ship Hall. Pick one (or more) off the
tree and have fun shopping. If you
want to give a donation, we will do
the shopping for you. All items
should be at the church no later than
December 14. Please do not wrap
the items. For more information,
contact Kari Farnell.

The town Christ-
mas parade will take
place December 11.
As in the past,
Bethesda will have a
free hot chocolate ta-

ble. If youwant to help serve, let Kari
Farnell or Pastor Paul know.

https://forms.gle/eww1uNSwfB4Zj9rz5
mailto:kari21632@yahoo.com
mailto:kari21632@yahoo.com
mailto:susanmccandless10@gmail.com
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Our church has provided holiday
food boxes for years to families in
need at Preston Elementary School.
We donated twelve boxes again this
year for Thanksgiving. Turkeyswere
donated by someone else, but the
boxes contained much more than
the traditional dinner items. Pastor
Paul and Donna Lane delivered the
boxes on Friday, November 18, and
they were distributed to the families
that day. The staff was very appre-
ciative of our donations.

around bethesda

At Bethesda's paint night onNovember 18, sixteen painters raised $400.
The proceeds will be split between the church and the ADK sorority's
Longest Day Alzheimer's research fundraiser. Thanks to all participants!

Above: students paint sun-catchers during Sunday School.
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Sing to theLord, all theearth;pro-
claim the good news of His salva-
tion from day to day. Declare His
gloryamong thenations,Hismar-
velous works among all peoples.

(1 Chronicles 16:23-24)
Now thatwehaveentered the holi-

days, things are going to get even
busier than usual at Bethesda!
In November we had a slight

breather: we focused on being
thankful for all that God has given
us. One way to do that is through
service to others. Accordingly, the
church supplied Thanksgiving din-
ners to families from Preston Ele-
mentary School, as has been our
custom for many years. On the
same theme, our special event for
the month was another Paint Night.
Fourteen aspiring painters gathered
together to paint a cutewinter scene
of a polar bear drinking a mug of hot

chocolate, and helped raise almost
$400, which will be split between
Alzheimer's research and programs
here at the church.
Now onto the Advent and Christ-

mas seasons! By the time you read
this, Bethesda will have hosted two
sessions of the Gingerbread Bash,
where participants will build Ginger-
breadNativity setswhile hearing the
story of Jesus’ birth. This will be alot
of fun, and we look forward to show-
ing off pictures of the nativity scenes
in next month's issue!
Ahead of us, on December 9 at

6:30 p.m., we will host a Nativity Es-
cape Room where participants
solveamysterybygoing insearchof
clues around the church. Thiswill be
a funevent for all ages, but especial-
ly for your upper-elementary and
middle-school aged kids. To regis-
ter, use the link in the article on page
3, or get in touch with me or Susan
McCandless.
Bethesda will also participate in a

couple town events. We will provide
free hot chocolate and popcorn at

"ChristmasDaze" on December 3,
and we will also provide free hot
chocolate at the townChristmas pa-
rade onDecember 11. Hopefully we
won't be rained out at the latter
again, like last year!
Finally, as we have done for many

years, we are collecting Christmas
gifts for a family at Preston Elemen-
tary School. You can find the re-
quested items list in the Fellowship
Hall or by emailing Kari Farnell at
kari21632@yahoo.com or texting
410-200-5815. Items are due to the
church by December 14. We will al-
so provide Christmas dinners for
families.
Although we are all very busy at

this time of year, please remember
to take a moment each day to re-
member that Christ is, as the saying
goes, the reason for the season. All
theworkwedo is for his glory, and to
further his kingdom here on earth.
Come, Emmanuel, come!

Community
Corner

with Kari Farnell

around bethesda

Julia Yuker (left) and Suzy Staehlin pick up trash on Payne Road.

CARING FOR
GOD'S CREATION

END OF YEAR GIFTS
2022 has been a difficult year for

Bethesda, financially. Giving trends
have been a real rollercoaster ride,
troughing and spiking alongside the
uncertain economy.We are grateful
for the loyalty of our donors, who
give selflessly to keep the work of
the church going at a time when the
community needs us most. Unfortu-
nately, operating costs, especially
for heating oil, continue to balloon.
As we approach the end of the year,
please consider making a special
donation to help Bethesda cover
those costs. As ever, all contribu-
tions are tax-deductible. More than
that, however, they are profoundly
appreciated, and the lifeblood that
makes ourwork in Preston possible.

The Finance Committee

mailto:kari21632@yahoo.com


6

“Come in!” exclaimed the Ghost. “Come in! and
know me better, man!”
Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head be-

fore this Spirit. He was not the dogged Scrooge he
had been; and though the Spirit’s eyes were clear
and kind, he did not like to meet them.
“I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the

Spirit. “Look upon me!”
Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one

simple green robe, or mantle, bordered with white
fur. Thisgarmenthungso looselyon the figure, that
its capaciousbreastwasbare, as if disdaining tobe
warded or concealed by any artifice. Its feet, ob-

servable beneath the ample folds of the garment,
were also bare; and on its head it wore no other
covering than a holly wreath, set here and there
with shining icicles. Its dark browncurlswere long
and free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye,
its open hand, its cheery voice, its unconstrained
demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round its
middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword
was in it, and the ancient sheath was eaten up
with rust.
“You have never seen the like of me before!”
exclaimed the Spirit.
“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.
“Have never walked forth with the younger

members of my family; meaning (for I am very
young) my elder brothers born in these later
years?” pursued the Phantom.
“I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am

afraid I have not. Have you had many brothers,
Spirit?”
“More than eighteenhundred,” said theGhost.
“A tremendous family toprovide for!”muttered

Scrooge.
The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.
“Spirit,” said Scrooge submissively, “conduct

me where you will. I went forth last night on com-
pulsion, and I learnt a lesson which is working
now.To-night, if youhaveaught to teachme, letme
profit by it.”

Much they saw, and far they went, and many
homes they visited, but always with a happy end.
The Spirit stood beside sick beds, and they were
cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at
home; by strugglingmen, and they were patient in
their greater hope; by poverty, and it was rich. In
almshouse, hospital, and jail, in misery’s every
refuge, where vain man in his little brief authority
had not made fast the door, and barred the Spirit
out, he left his blessing, and taught Scrooge his
precepts.

In this excerpt from A Christmas Carol (1843),
Charles Dickens (1812-1870) provides us with
a timely reminder that mankind is our busi-
ness, especially during this time of year when
want is mostly keenly felt. With illustrations
from the original edition by John Leech.

A Lesson from

Charles Dickens'
Christmas Carol
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It was a long night, if it were only a night; but
Scrooge had his doubts of this, because the
Christmas Holidays appeared to be condensed in-
to the space of time they passed together. It was
strange, too, that while Scrooge remained unal-
tered in his outward form, the Ghost grew older,
clearly older. Scrooge had observed this change,
but never spoke of it, until they left a children’s
Twelfth Night party, when, looking at the Spirit as
they stood together in an open place, he noticed
that its hair was grey.
“Are spirits’ lives so short?” asked Scrooge.
“My life upon this globe, is verybrief,” replied the

Ghost. “It ends to-night.”
“To-night!” cried Scrooge.
“To-night at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing

near.”
The chimes were ringing the three quarters past

eleven at that moment.
“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,”

said Scrooge, looking intently at the Spirit’s robe,
“but I see something strange, andnot belonging to
yourself, protruding fromyour skirts. Is it a foot or
a claw?”
“Itmight beaclaw, for the flesh there isupon

it,” was the Spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look
here.”
From the foldings of its robe, it brought

two children; wretched, abject, frightful,
hideous,miserable.Theykneltdownat its
feet, and clung upon the outside of its
garment.
“Oh, Man! look here. Look, look, down

here!” exclaimed the Ghost.
They were a boy and girl. Yellow, mea-

gre, ragged, scowling, wolfish; but pros-
trate, too, in their humility. Where grace-
ful youth should have filled their features
out, and touched them with its freshest
tints, a stale and shrivelled hand, like that
of age, hadpinched, and twisted them,and
pulled them into shreds. Where angels
might have sat enthroned, devils lurked,
and glared out menacing. No change, no
degradation, no perversion of humanity, in
any grade, through all the mysteries of won-
derful creation, has monsters half so horrible
and dread.
Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them

shown to him in this way, he tried to say they were

fine children, but the words choked themselves,
rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous
magnitude.
“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no

more.
“They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down

upon them. “And they cling to me, appealing from
their fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is
Want.Beware themboth, andall of their degree, but
mostofall beware thisboy, foronhisbrow Isee that
written which is Doom, unless the writing be
erased. Deny it!” cried the Spirit, stretching out its
hand towards the city. “Slander thosewho tell it ye!
Admit it for your factious purposes, and make it
worse. And bide the end!”
“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried

Scrooge.
“Are there noprisons?” said theSpirit, turningon

him for the last timewith his ownwords. “Are there
no workhouses?”
The bell struck twelve.
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Rev. Seely Bunn served Bethesda quite early in
the church’s history. Hewas appointed to the Caro-
line Circuit in 1796, just eleven years after Frazier’s
Chapel was constructed, and only one year before
the congregation incorporated and formally be-
came known as Bethesda Methodist Episcopal
Church, in 1797.

BornAugust1,1765 inPoughkeepsie,NewYork,
Bunn was the second child and first son of Ben-
jamin and Elizabeth Seely Bunn. The Bunns had
eleven children, but only four survived into adult-
hood. In the 1770s, the family settled on the frontier
of western Pennsylvania, then, the following
decade, relocated southward to western Maryland,
before finally settling permanently in Berkeley
County,Virginia.Pioneer lifewasharshanddanger-
ous, especially in territory contestedbyAmericans,
British, and Indians, and theBunnswould have had
little opportunity to accumulate significant wealth.
Despite such humble origins, we know that Seely
and his brother, Benjamin, Jr., learned to read and
write, and Seely served as his father’s executor
when the latter died in 1795 – evidence, perhaps, of
abent towardeducationandupwardmobilitywithin
the family.

For his own part, Seelymarried into a life of rela-
tive means. His wife, Susanna Turley (1767-1864),
was the daughter of a Virginia planter, and, as one
genealogist puts it, evidently “the Seely Bunns
lived a life free from care and want.” Among their
property were numerous slaves, some of whom
were manumitted while the Bunns were alive, and
some upon Susanna’s death, thirty years later.
Seely and Susanna had no children.

Bunn converted to Methodism April 29, 1789,
joined the ministry on probation in 1792, and en-
tered into full connection in 1794, duringwhich time
he served circuits all across the Philadelphia and
Baltimore Conferences. Writing in 1878, Rev.
Robert J. Carson noted that Bunn had “encoun-
tered, as was the common lot of his contempo-
raries, many hardships, growing out of the then un-
settled state of the country, and other causes. His
field of labor in some instances embraced part of
the frontier settlements, where he was exposed to
savage cruelty, and had to sleep in thewoods, with-
out any covering but its foliage.” Susanna, his “re-

fined and wonderful” partner in this difficult itin-
erant life, according to a Bunn family historian
“apparently was a cultured and devoted help-
mate, well adapted to the role of ‘preacher’s
wife.’”

Remarkably, a small selection of Bunn’s let-
ters survives in the collected correspondence of
one of his fellow circuit riders, Rev. Daniel Hitt.
They reveal a thoughtfulbut tentativepersonality,
effusively self-effacing, full of doubts about his
own worthiness and ability to preach the gospel.
“O! that I was more assiduous in doing the work
there is for me to do,” Bunn exclaimed in Decem-
ber 1792. It was a refrain he often repeated. In
August 1794, he wrote, “O! that I may ever be
thankful for the multiplicity of his [God’s] invalu-
able favors tomeanunworthybeing: I thinkwithin
these few months God has in a measure revived
his work in my Soul; but I still see a necessity for
a deeper work; and have reason to bemoan my
slothfulness, & short comings. –Alas!My heart is
hard, and very deceitful; I feel that every inordi-
nate affection is not brought into sweet subordi-
nation to my Master’s will; but there is [sic] many
things within me yet contrary to holiness. – pray
for me brother that I may not stop short of full
salvation.” In February 1796, during his time on
the Baltimore Circuit, Bunn lamented that he felt
“ashamed of my small progress in religion. – I
have the old Song yet, i.e. I am short of that holi-
ness, which is my privilege to enjoy.”

As aminister, Bunn seemed to project his own
feelings of inadequacy onto his parishioners. “I
see many poor contumacious Sinners in the way
to hell,” he observed early in his first year in the
itineracy. “O that I could sympathise more for
them; I am afraid some of them will remain per-
verse till they are damn’d.” On the Redstone Cir-
cuit, a vast area that took in the frontierwestof the
AlleghenyMountains, fromwhat is nowWest Vir-
ginia in thesouth, toPittsburgh in thenorth,Bunn
came head-to-head with Calvinist evangelists in
September 1793. “I hope there will be good done
in some places,” he lamented, but many of these
Presbyterians were “very malignant, & prevents
[sic] ourprosperityall theycan; theyarevery thra-
sonical behind our backs, but very pusillanimous
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before our faces.” There was cause for optimism,
though: “I observe that somebegins [sic] to see it,
& makes [sic] further enquiry; & that God may
arise &maintain his cause, despise not our pauci-
ty, but add to our number.” His appointment to the
Rockingham Circuit, in western Virginia, in 1794
was even more congenial. “I have precious sea-
sons here,” Bunn told Hitt, “there seems to be
much Love & Christian fellowship amongst most
of ourbrethren;would toGOD I couldsay itwasso
amongst all; but that artful fiend, keeps lurking
about, watching for opportunities to scatter his
foul seed in theChurch; but blessedbeGOD, he is
not as successful here as in some places.” After
he hadmoved on from the circuit in early 1795, he
was able to report, “The work of GOD has revived
in Rockingham; I added many the last Quarter I
rode there, & I hope the work will still go on.” His
tenure on the Baltimore Circuit was another let-
down, however. “[T]here is no great ingathering:
there has been a few converted, & but few,” he
complained in February 1796. “[A]s for some in
this circuit, I have great fear for them.”

Bunn’s reflections on his stint on the Caroline
Circuit are preserved in two of his letters to Hitt.
“The people in the Circuit are needy, & religion

dull among them,” he wrote in February 1797,
“though bless God, there is a prospect arising, & I
believe that God will work here.– O hell! hell! hell!
youmust give back!” It is not entirely clear what the
“prospect” was that he referred to, although at the
endof his letter hewrote, “Thepeople are very sick-
ly, here, & die wonderfully:– The mortality is great,
the people ought to be good: May God have mercy
on them.” Reading between the lines of Bunn’s
ratheroverwroughtprose, it seems likelyhe regard-
ed thismortalityasanopportunity todrivehomethe
importance of the Gospel to his Caroline County
flock. Whatever the circumstances, by the end of
the year, havingmoved on to the Huntington circuit
inmodern-dayWest Virginia, Bunnwasable to con-
clude, “I had glorious times on the Easternshore
[sic].”

By all accounts, Bunn was a vigorous and con-
victingpreacher, in spite of thewitheringself-doubt
his letters evince. Jesse Lee, the famousMethodist
itinerant,wasa friend toBunn, and inMay1799both
men attended a church conference at Baltimore at
which Bunn preached a sunrise service. Lee later
observed in his journal, “He gave us a good dis-
course, and it had some weight on the minds of the
people.” A more detailed, if less congenial, report

DESCRIPTION OF CAMP
MEETING PREACHING
BY REV. SEELY BUNN
~ AUGUST 8, 1809 ~

There we stayed about an hour,
during which Mr. Munn [Bunn], a
blacksmith at Georgetown, one of the
most eminent preachers of the
Methodists, spoke with immense ra-
pidity and exertion to the following
effect. Indeedwhat I shall put down is
literally what he said as far as it goes,
although not one-fourth of what I
heard of the same sort, out of his
mouth.
It appeared that his subject was the
preaching of St. Paul before Felix
andFestus.Hewas in themidst of his
discourse,whenIheardhimexclaim:
“Temperance, temperance, tem-

perance, I say, and so says St. Paul; temperance—not self-denial, no, he asks no favors of you, no, only temperance,
and what is temperance? Paul had no communication with women, none at all. Peter carried about with him a sister
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namedLucilla; I suppose shewashiswife, else hehadno
business with her. This I call temperance. One woman
was enough for Peter, St. Paul wanted none at all. This is
temperance inwomen—faithful to onewoman, yourwife.
Then temperance in eating; eat enoughanddrink enough
toenjoy it, not togluttonyordrunkenness. St.Paulasksno
favors of you; eat while it docs you good,” etc., etc. Then
he spoke of the judgment to come. “That's the point, the
judgment to come.When the burning billows of hell wash
upagainst the soul of the gluttonand themiser,what good
do all his victuals and his wine, and his bags of gold? Do
they allay the fiery torment, the thirst that burns him, the
parching that sears his lips? Do they frighten away old
Satan, who is ready to devour him?—think of that.
There's the judgment to come, when hell gapes and the
fire roars.
Opoor sinful damned souls, poor sinful souls, all of you,
will ye be damned, will ye, will ye, will ye be damned? No,
no, no, no, don't be damned; now you pray and groan and
strive with the Spirit.” A general groaning and shrieking
wasnowheard fromall quarters, which the artful preach-
er immediately suppressed by returning to his text. “And
it was with Festus, he trembled, he trembled, he trem-
bled.”During thesewords the preacher threwout bothhis
arms sideways at full length, and shook himself violently,
soas tomakehisarmsquiverwithastonishingvelocity.He
must have practiced this trick often, for he introduced it
with great success and propriety several times afterwards.
“He trembled, every bone shook; he strove, he strove with
this spirit, andhewasalmostovercome;butheconquered,
he was afraid of the Jews, saving grace was not for him,”
etc.
At this part we were turned out. On reaching the upper
part of the camp, I found him further advanced in his
business. A general groaning was going on—in several
parts of the camp women were shrieking, and just under
the stage there was an uncommon bustle and cry, which I
understoodarose fromsomepersonswhowereundercon-
version.
Hewas preaching thus: “There, there stands an uncon-
verted coxcomb; dress is his god and his delight; will it
help him then when he must face the fiery gulf, when he
cries mercy, mercy, mercy, and there is no mercy? When
hell burns and roars, what then is his smartness and his
buckishness.Ofnouse,none,notany, anyuse toallayhell
fire, which calls for him to devour him. But there I see
another—a woman. Oh, how grace strives and the Spirit
works! Oh for power, power, power; see how her bosom
heaves and throbs, how her whole frame is agitated, how

the tears start in her eyes, how they burst forth! O my
brethren, pray for her, pray for her; see how she trembles,
how she trembles [there he repeated his trembling], how
she trembles. And now comes the stroke of grace, the 255
stroke [every time he pronounced the word he struck his
right hand into his left palm so as to produce an astonish-
ingly loud clap], the stroke again and another stroke, an-
other stroke [repeated about twenty times]; and now it
works, it works, it works.OGod! for power, power, power,
power, power, power, power, power, power [roaring like a
bull]. There it is, now she has it, she has it! Glory, glory,
glory, glory,” etc. By this time the noise of the congrega-
tion was equal to that of the preacher, and he took the
opportunity to receive and drink a glass ofwater, ofwhich
he seemed to stand in very great need, for he was quite
exhausted.
He then proceeded in amild voice. “And nowGod bless
you, my dear souls, my dear, dear fellow-sinners; I have
onlyone favor toaskof you,onlyone favor;Godbless you,
my dear souls, don't refuseme,God bless you, don't; only
one favor, only one, one small favor which I beg and en-
treat you to grant; andpray,mydear brethren, pray donot
be so hard- hearted as to refuse me; it is only one favor,
only one; do not refuse it; God help you my dear
brethren.” These repetitions occupied a long time till ev-
eryonewas silent and curious to knowwhat the favorwas.
“Only one small favor—praywithme, praywithme [rais-
ing his voice by degrees to a perfect roar], pray, pray, pray
withme.Ohhow it stirs, ohhow it presses andworks upon
you. As sure as God is in heaven, He is here and presses
us to pray. Are there not 256 twenty, not thirty to joinme?
God bless you, don't refuse me; so pray. God is here; He
will have it; don't strive with the Spirit. Give it way, there
it comes; I know it, I feel it as sure asGod is in heaven. See
how you resist; but you can't resist, give way; and now for
power, power, power,” etc.
He soon again exhausted himself and drank somemore
water. After which, in the true bathos style, he said in a
colloquial tone that the managers would go round and
collect money for the expenses of establishing the camp,
the balance to be applied to the building of a meeting
house in the neighborhood.

Excerpted from The Journal of Latrobe: Being the Notes
and Sketches of an Architect, Naturalist and Traveler in
the United States from 1796 to 1820 (1905), by Benjamin
Henry Latrobe
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comes from Benjamin Henry Latrobe (1764-1820), the architect who designed the US Capitol Building.
Writing in his diary on August 8, 1809, Latrobe described visiting a Methodist camp meeting near
Washington,D.C.,wherea“Mr.Munn” (historiansbelieve thiswasBunn;“Munn” isprobablya transcrip-
tion error) delivered a fiery sermon. Latrobe was skeptical of the charismatic style of Methodism, and
of the campmeeting format more generally, and faithfully recorded asmuch of the sermon as he could,
alongside his own acerbic observations on the proceedings (see inset). In Latrobe’s rendering, Bunn’s
manner in thepulpit is by turnsboth theatrical anddreadfully earnest, combining a sternmoral rectitude
with an almost pleading, wheedling manner that seems consistent with the tone of the letters to Daniel
Hitt. The juxtaposition of styles perturbed Latrobe, a restrained Englishman, but it was probably pretty
typical of American Methodist preachers in that era,
when the campaign towin soulswas counterpointed by
the business of building a church in the wilderness.

There are no known portraits of Bunn, although La-
trobe’s journal entry describing the camp meeting he
visited included a rudimentary image of the preacher.
Nevertheless, we know something of Bunn’s physical
stature froma fewsources.Byall accounts, hewasabig
man – big enough, in fact, that his contemporaries re-
garded him as “corpulent.” Thanks to Jesse Lee, we
know how much Bunn actually weighed. During their
mutual visit to Baltimore in May 1799, Lee recorded an
amusing episode, in which “four of the largest preach-
ers amongst us went to a friend's store, and were
weighed. My weight was 259 lbs., Seely Bunn's 252,
Thomas Lucas' 245, and Thomas F. Sergent weighed
220; in all 976 lbs. Awonderfulweight for fourMethodist
preachers, and all of us travel on horse back.” Although
Lee made light of Bunn’s stoutness, it does seem to
have been a contributing factor in ending his tenure in
the itineracy. In 1809, Bishop Francis Asbury lobbied to
havehimappointed to a station inBaltimorebecausehe
“cannot ride a circuit if he had a horse,” and no other
station churches were available elsewhere. The Bunn
family history attributes his retirement directly to “local
affliction and corpulency.”

Whatever the reason, in 1815 Bunn was superannu-
ated and retired to Charles Town, West Virginia (then
still part of Virginia) where, thanks to his wife’s wealth,
the Bunns lived in comfort and ease. Of those years, an
acquaintance of the family later reflected that Bunn
“spent the remaining years of his life preaching Christ
and doing good as opportunity offered, endearing him-
self to all, by his blameless deportment and fervent piety.” Bunn was mortally injured on November 18,
1833 after hewas thrown fromhis carriagewhen the horse drawing it was spooked. He died at the home
of his friend,WilliamGrantham, in neighboringMiddleway, andwas buried in theMethodist churchyard
inCharlesTown.According tooneaccount, theBunns’ slaveswere “greatly distressed”by the accident
and Bunn’s death, which coincided with a particularly active light show from the annual Leonid meteor
shower. Of Bunn’s “dyingmoments,” one obituarist wrote: “The doctrines of the gospel he had so long
and so zealously held forth to others sustainedhimwhile passing from time to eternity, and enabled him
to proclaim victory through the blood of the Lamb.”

Bunn's obituary in the Virginia Free Press,
November 21, 1833
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Light and darkness! What do you feel when you hear those words?
Do you not have an immediate mood response? Darkness is associ-
ated with fear, danger, gloom, coldness, disaster, death, shadows,
lostness, alienation, and overwhelming evil. The first thing we do
when we walk into a dark room is turn on a light. Light means safety,
life, direction, warmth, beauty, color, variety, purpose, purity, joy,
fellowship, healing, and overwhelming goodness.
The Bible has hundreds of references to light and darkness. God’s

first recordedwordswere "let there be light."God is Light. Satan is the
prince of darkness. Sin is hidden by darkness and exposed by light.
Wewere born in darkness and born again into light. The contrasts are
sharp, unmixed, with no shadows. Light is good, darkness is evil. We
need light to live. Our spirits need light, too.
Jesus is our light in our spiritual darkness. In the Gospel of John,

Jesus celebrates the Feast of Tabernacles, which commemorated
the Israelites' time in the darkness of the wilderness. One of the
traditions at this event was the lighting of giant lamps in the women’s
court of the Temple. The people sang and danced before God, re-
membering that he had been their light in the pillar of cloud and fire
during their wanderings. It was here that Jesus declared the second
of His great “I AM” statements: "I am the Light of the world. Whoever
follows me will never walk in darkness, but will have the light of life."
There can be no physical life without the light of the sun, and no

spiritual life without JESUS. The darkness cannot overcomehim.No,
not ever. Let there be light!
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