So Long! Good Town

Girls and boys were in school together at Winchester on an
equality and they could hardly fail to get pretty well acguaint-
ed with each other, but they were not supposed to pair off and
spend hours together while in school, not even on 3undays and
holidays, and the rule seemed to be fairiy well enforced, and stu-
dents with good reputation were seldom criticized on account of
friendship with the opposite sex.

But the day that students went home was not treated as a school
day. The days in early June were long and usually beautiful there
and everyone seemed to be free to say good bye and get away for
home in his or her own way. The train for places like Huntland
left rather late in the forenoon and there was some time to spare.
There was little money left in pockets best known to this scribe.
In fact there was the painful necessary of speaking to Mr. Clark
a day or two before school closed. (And the deficit was paid in
September before money was used for anything else).

In spite of relative impecuniosity (only a few cents were need-
ed for railway ticket) and there was still some left in these pock-
ets. I knew there were four or five miles of fairly good road
down toward Belvidere. A girl who lived in Winchester would prob-
ably not be too busy the next day after school closed, and she
lived only about a few minutes’ walk from my boarding house and was
a chum of the younger gill at said boarding house.

There was no long-standing agreement about the future between
us and it was mainly that for about a year before this day her be-

havior at school had been what seemed to be about number one among
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all the girls, and I had little idea of when I should see her again
as 1 nad already got it into my head to go to the University of
Alabame in the fall.

At any rate a horse and buggy was soon hired and old Bay was
trotting down the road to within sight of Belvidere, one dolliar's
worth. About the only important agreement was for an eXchange of
letters now and then.

lore later along this line.

A Hot Saturday in July.

My father had had at least twenty years of experience of boys
and girls coming home from school just at the beginning of summer,
and he was thoughtful not to send people into the fields too sud-
denly. There was a shot gun in the house and he suggested that
since it was the season when the wild mulperries were ripe and
there was no closed season on squirrels, I might go up the hill
and kill us a squirrel. I did: one of the few I ever killed.

Bun had the crop almost made and he and I were soon in the
mountain cutting cedar. If anyone does not know that an Alabama
cedar rough can be a hot place, he hasn't tried it on a hot day
in July.

We hadn't been at it many days till there was a saturday noon
when we had just come out of the mountain and had not had time
to dry off or change our clothes=—and there were two men— stran-
gers—at the front gate on horse back. I found that the older one,

the spokesman, was kr. Newt Green from Francisco, Alabama.
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"Are you George Bouldin?" said Mr. Green. "Yes, sir, that is
my name.” And I locked down at my wet cotton shirt. HMr. Green,
also, seemed to see my shirt and trousers wet with sweat. ™"You
have been recommended to us as a teacher." And he told me that
they had just heard that the man who was to begin teaching their
school the following Monday had found that he could not come for
another eight or nine weeks, and they were looking for a sub-
stitube to start the school off.

At the head of Larkin's Creek there is Larkin's Cove, a rather
large community about half in Alabama and half in Tennessee and
they had built a new school-house sitting astride the state line
and this was to be the first time to have school in the new build-
ing. When I went to the new place I found a short piece of broad
poplar plank, nicely planed and on it my name with as fine a rec-
commendation as I have received in my life. It was addressed to
Mr. Newt Green, Trustee, and signed by Emmons Hudson, a former
teacher who was visiting aud found they needed a teacher at once.

Mr. Green seemed gradually to recover from his first encounter
with such a young man so wet with sweat.

"Will you be there. jonday morning, and not flicker?"

Yeg,I said I would be there.

And Bun promised to take me on Sunday afternoon and bring my
mount back home.

Sunday afternoon we went. I had to carry on horse back every-
‘thing I would need in eight or nine weeks, clothing, books etc.

I found as good a boarding place as could be found anywhere:-

With Mr. and krs. Benton Green.
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School began Monday morning at 8:00. Close to one hundred stu-
dents from about 6 to 18— something like eight full grades if it
were graded. A good attendance of parents and friends was on hand
to see the new school-house broken in.

With so many students and classes it tock from 8:00 a.m. to 5:00
p.ms to satisfy one's conscience to a degree. But what a school,
wnat a community and what an experience. In some ways the experi-
ence of a life-time. But Jjust nine weeks. It took me nearly to
September 28, my 2lst birthday. And Mr. Green said I didntt "fli-
cker." It saw me over from child-hood to manhoodl

Mr. John Clark was ready to take over his school and I borrowed
a horse to take me home and back again, for I had planned to take
the train at Huntland and go by way of Winchester to Scottsboro on

the way to the University at Tuscaloosa.

On The 0ld East Forch.

I guess it was Friday afternoon and I had ridden horseback the
ten miles back home. But it may have been Saturday or possibly
Sunday. For I had had time to take in the situation. Bunyan was
gone to Scottsboro to school. My father was 74 and getting feeble.
Mother was approaching 60. I must have had around $50 from my
weeks of teaching. Father had given me some money, I don't remem-
ber how much. His last two will be away from home in school this
year. My 2l1lst birthday will be past in a very few days and Bun
will be 17 in December. 1 guess the horse was saddled and I was
ready to go. As 1 went out on the East porch to say good bye to
mother it hit me right where I lived— This is the first time in

47 years that my parents will start a winter all alone with the
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home and farm. My mother shed no tears—1I1 shed enough for both
of us. Father's hearing was not good, but wherever he was, he
knew what was happening. 1 saw him coming out of the family room.
He had visited the old clock on the mantel, which was usually
visited by no one but him. He had taken another ten-dollar bill
out of the old purse. He came out with it in his hand and reach-
ed it out to me. He must have heard me say to my mother "I can't
go." He said "take this, go on. You might get sick. We are
used to it."

S0 I had to take the extra $10, and I had to go on to school.

Somehow, somewhere, in spite of a few headaches and a good deal
of hesitation, I had come to the conclusion that I should go to
the university, get a diploma, and then study law. I learned
later that Virgil had planned that he and I should be partners——
he with an office in Scottsboro and I with an office in Birmingham.

Anyway, I was on my way. 1 returned the borrowed horse to Mr.
Bill Green, and went by Winchester and handed Mr. Clark the money
I owed him. He was his same friendly self, but he didn't suggest
that I change my plans and stay with him. But when I saw Kiss Ela,
the only person I saw besides Mr. Clark,she said "We were just
hoping that we could graduate you some of these days." (Wonderful
folks).

I spent one night at Birmingham, and the next night arrived
by train at Tuscaloosa. I went straight to the home of the pres-
ident of the University Dr. John W. Abercrombie. He welcomed me,

Mrs. Abercrombie gave me a big red apple, and I was soon in bed,

ready to enter the University the next day.
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University, Ala. Sept.~ Oct. 1902

The university in 1902 had about three hundred students, in-
cluding a few girls, about a dozen teachers and mainly the build-
ings were fairly old, some boasting holes in the brick walls made
by gunfire in the Civil war. The Medical School was in Mobile and
the Law Schocl was no doubt the main graduate school on the campus.

After my application was accepted I immediately began to meet
the professors and arrange my courses of study. I wanted to be
counted as a junior and sought to manage to get a B.A. degree in
two years. The president told me that the teachers were sympathet-
ic and he believed it could be dorie.

My entrance was a few days late and the dormitory rooms seemed
to be pretty well filled. I was assigned to one of the rooms
commonly reserved for the Trustees. Since those rooms had been
closed for sometime and the water had not been in use, I made the
mistake of drinking some of the water and it made me sick for a
day or two. But soon I was moved to a regular dormitory and was
given as a roommate an experienced student whose name was Craig-
head. He helped me a good deal in getting fitted in to university
life.

I plunged right into the classes studying Latin (Dr. Saffold),
English (Mr. Foster), French (Mr. Forney), Chemistry (Mr. Persons),
and German (a German man) and it looked like I had found what I

wanted. There was still military training and my new gray uniform

was so attractive that I was tempted to wear it too much.
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(By that means the old students could quickly spot a new boy).
I quickly learned to wear civilian clothes except for military
drill.

I soon,for some reason, decided to give up Chemistry and stick
to the languages. When I went to the chemistry teacher about it
he insisted that I was making a mistake, he was sure my talent lay
along that line and that if I would finish along that line, he
could quickly get me a good job, with a good salary, with the
Tennessee Coal and Iron Co. I appreciated his encouraging remarks,
but I stuck to my plan to specialize in the languages.

Sometime in the week there was a meeting of a debating society
and I joined. There was a Y.M.C.A. meeting which I also joined
and attended the meetings. When the secretary would read the
minutes of the Y.il.C.A. mettings they would always begin the same
way "prayer by Chapman." That was the beginning of my acquaint-
ance with James H. Chapman whom now I have known for 59 years and
hope to know for the rest of the time. SAlabama papers please
copyt)

The First Baptist Church, Tuscaloosa

The First Baptist Church at Tuscaloosa was a relatively old-
fashioned church. The building was brick and large and well-
located. It was not surrounded by educational units. Its preach-
er was taken seriously and so was his preaching.

The first Sunday morning that I was a student of the University
of Alabama the students went in droves to the First Baptist Church.

There was 3unday School of course and 1 remember the song leader

very well and the way he led the songs, expecially "Faith is the

Victory." He was a middle aged citizen of Tuscaloosa, no doubt.



But the service at 11:00 o'clock was still the main service.

And I listened for the pastor, Dr. L.O. Dawson to read his
text at the beginning of his sermon.

The text was Mt. 9:37; The harvest is plenteous, but the labor-
ers are few: pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he
send forth laborers into his harvest.

Doctor Dawson didn't do mnay things he might have been expected
to do. He talked well, ané loud enough for the large audience to
understand every word. But he was recommending to the young men
of his congregation a life work. He didn't talk as if he thought
that was the only work in the world that needed doing. He talked

about the work he was trying to do and he gave it a high rating.

He meantioned some of the hardships the minister might expect to
encounter, He set it forth as an important work in a world where
such work is needed badly.

I thought I had come there to get ready to study law,and then
probably to study law there. But this was not the first time that
what Dr. Dawson was saying had crossed my mind.

I went back to the university and after the noon meal was over.
I went to my room and fell on my bed and thought seriously and
tried to pray.

When Monday came I took the first opportunity to go,the book
store and buy me a Bible. Not an expensive Bible, but one that
was to be my very own. Time was not heavy on my hands, for I had
to study my daily lessons, but I wanted to read my Bible, and wait-

ed for every chance to open the Bible.
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Of course I was waiting for another opportunity to hear Dr.
Dawson, and the next Sunday morning was at Church on time. I
don't know what I expected to hear. But the time when the text
was to be read came on. I had no inkling of what the sermon was
to be about, but I was listening. The pastor opened his Bible
"The harvest is plenteous, but--------

I suppose this was the second sermon on two sundays in succession
that were given from this pulpit by this pastor. It was another
good sermon on that vital theme. Not a repeating of last Sunday's
sermon, but more of the same kind.

I went back to the dormitory. I spoke to no one about it. Why
didn't 1? I don't know. But it was more serious; not less.

I did my daily lessons quite seriously. I read the Bible in
the time there was to spare.

The third Sunday came. The same text! The same kind of sermon!
I don't know what the sermon was about the fourth sSunday. I wasn't
there. 1 had to do something about it.

"I counseled not with flesh and blood." Gal. 1:16

This is what Paul said about his behavior when there was a

crisis with him. I don't remember to have recalled Faul's words
but they come to me as I write this. But there was this difference.
When my card was accepted at the University I turned over to the
proper official about all the money I had, in payment for board
and other charges.

I went to the president and told my story to date and asked
him is there was any way to get back some of the money I had paid

in. I remember with gratitude his attitude and his gracious words

to this day 8-3-0l.



He mentioned chapman and suggested that to finish the course I had
started at the university would fit in all right with my newly
chosen life work. But when we talked further he seemed to see my
sutuation very well and got most of my money returned to me.

When I met Dr. Abercrombie many years later at the First Baptist
Church of Montgomery all these things came clearly to my mind.

I went by way of Scottsboro and Hollywood back to the old home,
but I told no one on the way What I was up to. I think I had
written my parents about the change in my plans. 1 recall no word
of criticism from any member of my family, and the sympathy of all
of them has been an unfailing source of strength to me through' the
years.

I wanted to get back to Freedom, my home church. And it happen-
ed that I reached home just at the beginning of November. Most of
the country Churches were still on one-fourth time. That is, the
pastor came once a month and preached on Saturday morning and
Sunday morning. I was just in time for the Saturday morning meet-
ing. Brother J.R. Lamb was pastor and I told him privately before
the meeting began what was my business that day: To ask the church
into which I had been received about seven years earlier, and bap-
tized by pastor J.A. Eaves, to grant me license to preach the Gos-
pel. Brother Lamb heard me very sympathetically and promised to
put the matter before the church. 1 went into the meeting house

and took a seat on the same bench with my cousin Jim Hall.

In due course rFastor Lamb announced a hymn and after the hymn
called me to offer prayer. As I kneeled before my seat and offer-
ed my first prayer in gy old home church the Saturday congregation

suppressed their supprise and joined wery quietly in the service.
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When the pastor presented my request and asked if the church would
grant me a license to preach the Gospel they very promptly voted
to license me. They also voted to ask me to preach at Freedom
every fourth Sunday morning each month.

It had already been anncunced that the Beech Grove choir would
sing at Freedom that Sunday afternoon. JSince it was in that comm~
unity that I had taught that summer it proved a very happy reunion,
NMr. George Irwin, a Fresbyterian layman who was very active in
3unday School work at Beech Grove (another mame for Francisco,Ala.)
was with the choir that Sunday afternoon and when he heard what
had happemed on Saturday, he took the lead in planning to have me
preach my first sermon at Beech Grove Baptist Church the following

Sunday, the second Sunday in November 1902. Selah.



