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LEWIS P. MAPLES
OME eight years ago there came 

into the Foreign Mission Rooms 
one day a brother who asked 
for a conference with me. He 
was plainly clad, and his per­
sonal appearance showed that

he was a man inured to a simple life. His 
name, I learned, was Lewis P. Maples, 
of St. Peter’s Street, Richmond, Va. His 
home on St. Peter’s Street was in an 
humble negro section of the city.

Brother Maples informed me in a few 
words and promptly after our introduc­
tion that he wished to make a deed to the
Foreign Mission Board of a house and 
lot. I looked at him, and I must have 
looked inquiringly, for I was wondering 
whether this man, so evidently a poor 
man, had and could afford to give a house 
and lot to the Foreign Mission Board. 
I have seen a few people who in a ner­
vous state have made known their desires 
to do big things for Christian causes 
when they did not have that which they 
proposed to give. I wondered whether 
this poor man was laboring under some 
such delusion. After conversation with 
him, however, I found that he was a very 
sane man and knew very well what he 
wanted to do and how to go about it. 
I sent him to the Foreign Mission Board’s 
lawyer, therefore, who drew the deed 
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which transferred to the Foreign Mission 
Board a little house and lot on Claiborne 
Street, from which the Board has since 
that time received a rental of $6 per 
month.

When the 75 Million Campaign was 
launched, Brother Maples made a pledge 
which for one in his circumstances was 
an exceptionally large one. This pledge 
was for $100 a year, and he paid this with 
great conscientiousness.

Some two years ago he came to see me 
again and proceeded to tell me that he 
wished to make his will and convey to 
the Lord’s work his estate, and that he 
wished me to be the executor of his will.

I was constrained to do what I have 
not often felt it my duty to do: I told 
Brother Maples that I doubted he ought 
to do as much as he was doing for the 
Lord’s cause and that he ought to take 
better care of himself. He smiled and 
said he was doing only what he wanted 
to do. He had evidently found in Chris­
tian giving his chief joy. I sent him to 
the Board’s lawyer again, who wrote his 
will in accordance with his wishes. That 
will bequeathed to the State Mission 
Board of. Virginia $500, to the Home 
Mission Board of Atlanta $500, and the 
balance of the estate to the Foreign Mis­
sion Board of the Southern Baptist Con­
vention. He insisted that the lawyer 
should specify in his will that the execu­
tor should not give bond and that no 
appraisers of his estate should be em­
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ployed. These conditions were in accord­
ance with his lifelong habit of economy 
and his desire to save for the Lord’s cause 
as nearly as possible every dollar of his 
estate.

In October, 1924, while I was away 
from Richmond attending the Missouri 
Baptist General Association and on a visit 
to Louisville, Ky., to make some mis­
sionary addresses, Brother Maples laid 
down his earthly armor and took up his 
harp of praise. Upon my return to Rich­
mond I was informed that he had died 
and advised to look into his affairs at 
once. I learned that he had died in the 
country some fifteen miles from Rich­
mond, his health having so seriously de­
clined in recent months that he was com­
pelled to retire from his little business 
and to seek the open country. The treas­
urer of the Foreign Mission Board took 
me and the Board’s lawyer out to the 
place where Brother Maples died. I 
found a plain, unpainted, unceiled frame 
shack about ten by twelve feet, with a 
woodshed in the rear, and a small roof 
at the side under which was a workman’s 
bench. The shack was built in the corner 
of the woods on a negro’s forty acres. 
This negro told me the story of Mr. 
Maples’ coming to the country and of his 
last days, He said that he had slept at 
first on his porch and that his wife had 
cooked for him awhile without making 
any charge. He had, however, advised 
Brother Maples to take better care of 
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himself and had hauled to the corner of 
the woods the lumber out of which the 
shack was built. Brother Maples built 
the shack with his own hands and with­
out help. He furnished it with a cot on 
which to sleep and with a little wood 
heating stove on which he did his cook­
ing. He sawed his wood and stacked it in 
the shed. In the daytime he put his cot 
in the woodshed and brought it at night 
into the little room where he slept.

On this visit I got a new and lasting 
impression of his economy and of his 
stewardship. In the little shack were a 
few cans of goods on which he seemed 
principally to subsist, the tools with 
which he worked, his Bible, his Sunday 
School lesson help, and a few personal 
belongings, some of which seemed to be 
mementos of other days. A tin of stewed 
beans, a part of which he had eaten, was 
still by the stove.

As October days advanced, this good 
man found that the tide of his life was 
ebbing low. While yet sufficient strength 
remained, he made his own coffin and the 
box to contain it, and had them ready 
for his burial. He paid his 1924 Cam­
paign pledge of $100. On October 21st 
he left the shack for his mansion.

I have been to the little store on St. 
Peter’s Street where for many years he 
conducted a little grocery business among 
the poor negroes of that locality. The 
house in which he lived and conducted his 
business has two rooms, one of them 
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about ten by twelve feet and the other 
perhaps a little smaller. In the front 
room he kept his store. In the back room 
he lived, cooked his meals and slept. He 
has left a name among the negroes, 
among whom he exemplified the Christian 
life and exercised his stewardship. They 
tell us that he was their friend, and such 
a friend! He would sell the poor sewing 
woman a single sewing needle, the chil­
dren two cents’ worth of sugar, or three 
cents’ worth of beef. He recognized their 
poverty and sought to serve them accord­
ing to their financial ability.

In the sixty years of his life he accu­
mulated property and cash which will 
yield, when the estate is finally settled, 
a total sum of a few thousand dollars. 
That he accmulated so much in a business 
so insignificant and conducted on such 
charitable lines is a marvel, but the ex­
planation is found in the fact that for 
many years he did not probably spend 
fifty cents a day, or perhaps not half that, 
on himself for living expenses. No tenth 
of his income to the Lord satisfied him. 
He gave and gave liberally and cheerfully 
while he lived and left the balance to the 
Lord when he died.

I do not know how this brief record 
of an humble layman who exemplified 
Christian stewardship may appeal to 
others, but he who writes these lines will 
never while he lives wish to get away 
from the lessons and inspiration of the 
humble life of Lewis P. Maples. He lived 
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humbly and cheerfully.' He did not seem 
to realize that he was sacrificing for 
Christ, he so much enjoyed his partner­
ship with his Lord in Kingdom building.

He had a great passion for Foreign 
Missions, and from the first acquaintance 
and until the other day I have wondered 
where this man of such humble spirit, 
living in the midst of such environment, 
got his foreign mission vision and in­
spiration. Referring to the case the other 
day in a public address, a gentleman came 
forward at the close of the service and 
said, “I can answer your question. Broth­
er Maples got his foreign mission vision 
and had kindled his foreign mission pas­
sion twenty years ago in a Sunday School 
class of the Pine Street Baptist Church, 
Richmond, Va.” Many who read these 
lines will know that Dr. J. B. Hutson, 
long-time member and many years the 
President of the Foreign Mission Board, 
was in those days the pastor of that 
church.

Lewis P. Maples may seem to some to 
be a life too humble to receive the atten­
tion which is here given him. Be it so, 
but be it also remembered that there are 
first who shall be last, and last who shall 
be first. If Lewis P. Maples practiced 
such a stewardship and took so complete­
ly and practically into his life and plans 
the great lost world and Foreign Mis­
sions, what would he have done if he had 
possessed what many possess who will 
perhaps read these lines? I am not in­
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formed that Brother Maples ever owned 
a horse or any form of vehicle which 
could minister to his comfort or recrea­
tion. All that such comforts would have 
required he put into his Lord’s treasury. 
May the God whom he so passionately 
loved, and Foreign Missions to which he 
so liberally gave, become more real obli­
gations to the men and women of our 
Southern Baptist Churches! And may 
the inspiration which they draw from 
this humble life help to build that monu­
ment to the Lord upon which Lewis P. 
Maples set his heart. Having ceased 
from his toilsome, patient, simple life, he 
is living and will for many years live in 
many of the lands of darkness which 
have long waited for the benediction of 
the gospel to which he would by his gift 
and by his bequest give wings. His life 
will be either an inspiration or a rebuke 
to men and women who have means 
which he never possessed. He knew no 
luxuries, no gilded casket holds his dust, 
no marble shaft marks his grave; but 
Christianity and Christian obligation 
were real to him. He would be willing 
that the deeds of those who have more 
than he should outshine his if only there­
by Good News can be carried further than 
he could send it. To him Foreign Mis­
sions was the incomparably greatest and 
holiest enterprise in the world.

“Well done, thou good and faithful ser­
vant, thou has been faithful in a few 
things.”
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