Grace Wright Collie remembers the songfests that were held in the
early 1900°s, These were held at either the Church or one of the homes
on Sunday evening. Grace remembers, especially, those that were held
in her own home. Her mother, Ada Gower Wright, would play the piano,
Charles Edward McCullers would play the violin, and the melodious
voices of David Cullom, Jim Edmondson, MarcellusWhitaker, Ed MeCullers
Dick Taylor, and her father, George Wright, would swell on the airin
such volume that the very house trembled. Of course, the wives :and
children joined in too, but with her, the ring of the men's voices lingers
yet. These songfests were also held, at times, in the home of Mr. and
Mrs. J. F. Batts at which time Mrs. Batts (nee, Florence Crocker) per-
formed at the piano. The home of Mr. and Mrs. W. E. McCullers was
another favorite place in which to meet in the fellowship through music.
Mra. Collie also recalls her most embarrassing moment at Mt. Zion. She
climbed over the picket fence surrounding her grandfather Anderson
Gower’s grave and caught the ruffles of her dress on the iron spikes and
practically tore it off. Her grief was almost uncontrollable when she was
taken home and thus missed the Sabbath services.

Also, in the early 1900"s, I recall those glorious summer Sundays
when we children who lived over in Wake County would start out walking
the two miles to Mt. Zion; the Batts, McCullers, Brady, and Penny chil-
dren were first. A bit farther down the dusty road into Johnston County,
the Sanders, Carroll, and Williams children would join the throng, all
led by **Mr. Ed" McCullers, a very **Pied Piper" himself, leading the
voung ones to the Lord’s house and on to Glory Land. He would often
take the smaller ones, *in turn®, in his arms and carry them part way
up Buffaloe Hill which was, in those days, quite steep. | remember how
“out-of-breath™ he would be when it became my turn to be carried near
the top of the hill. The other fathers, (in order to be at hand in case
there was trouble with the steeds), mothers, and babies would follow
along in buggies and wagons drawn by horses and mules. To me, as a
child, the animals held Sunday School, too, as thev whinnied to each
other from their “hitching’ trees in the Church grove. Of course, after
the first decade of the 1900's, there were the Model “*T" Fords to chug
along the dusty roads.

And there were the Children’s Days of long ago as recalled by
Lillie Godwin Franks. The mothers would dress their little ones in their
finest clothes in honor of the day and to the Glory of God; the little
girls in purest white, all curled and beruffled, with wide satin sashes
and bowsin pastel shades, and the little boys in their *Lord Fontleroy®!
suits, all beruffled, too. We little ones would gather in front of the Altar
and sing our songs and speak our “‘pieces” with that Holy feeling one
always has in the presence of the Lord. [ remember well my first
“apeech’ which was as follows: (aver)
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‘Tu.-c- fittle eves to look to God;

Two little ears to bear His word;

Two little bands His work to do;

Twe little feel His way pursue;

One little tongue to speak the truth;
One little beart for Him and His youth;
Take them, dear [esus, and [et them be
Always obedient and true to thee',

(What a wonderful world we would have today if all we adults, as well
as our children, would only vield ourselves, *‘thusly®, to God each day).
After the Children’s Day program, we would enjoy dinner on the grounds,
(the men being careful to spread hay for their tethered horses), after
which, if our Pastor was present, we would go back into theChurch for
the sermon. If he could not be with us, one of the Lav Speakers would
bring the message. The ones | most vividly recall were Alfred Dickerson
Taylor; my father, William Edward MeCullers; George A. Turner; J.
Millard Turner; and Columbus Marcus Batls.

Lillie Wrenn Ogburn, (Mrs. T. Chester), who now is a member of
the Garner Preshyterian Church, gives this reminiscence of the Christmas
programs of the early 1900°s. *1 will always remember the Christmas
trees we had. There was no electricity in the country in those days, and
the trees were lighted with little wax candles. Most of the decorations
were popcorn ropes,. and many colors of crepe paper streamers draped
around the tree. The odor of the burming candles was so sweet to me
that I can almost smell them now,
more than fifty years later. Some
of the grown-ups exchanged gifts
and, of course, all the children
received a gift and a bag of fruit,
candy, and nuts. Mr. “Jim°®
Middleton, a member of Holland's
Church, was Santa Claus for us
for many wyears, and was truly
loved by all the Mt. Zion people®.
Mrs. Ogbum also remembers, as
one of her first Sunday School
Teachers, Sarah A. Smith Brady,
iMrs. H. B.), who was very much
loved by all the little ones. She,
too, recalls the many Friday after-
noons on which she helped her
older sister, Cleo P. Wrenn, clean
the Church in preparation for the
following Sunday services. There

James M. Middleton
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