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ODDS AND ENDS
A. LUTHER. Last Wed. afternoon, I went to 

the Brown Theater to see the Play, "LUTHER." I 
retain my Brazilian Baptist feelings strongly enough 
never to set foot in a theater, unless it be for a re
ligious meeting of some kind, or a play of a religious 
nature. This is the third time in seven years of re
tirement that I have felt the impulse to see some 
religious play. I have before me the program for the 
“LUTHER” performance, mainly advertising the 
Brown’s other attractions, or paid ads. The program 
of “LUTHER” shows the usual carelessness or ig
norance of public writings on religious themes. The 
first statement of the “SYNOPSIS OF SCENES” pre
sents Luther as coming out of “The convent of the 
Augustinian Order of Eremites at Erfurt.” Now a 
convent is an organization of nuns. My dictionary 
says: “Convent . . . Community of nuns, group of 
women living together who devote their lives to 
religion. Building or buildings in which they live.” 
Now what on earth would Luther be doing, living in 
a house of nuns? Then the program says: “Scene 2: 
Eremite Cloister.” More stupidity!!! The dictionary 
says: “Eremite, hermit.” “Hermit, person who goes 
away from other people and lives by himself.” Now 
how could you live in a cloister (defined as convent 
or monastery) BY YOURSELF? Nine tenths of the 
real history of Luther is not even hinted at in this 
miserable play. But the people who attended were 
all nice. I did not know a single one of them. I asked 
for the cheapest ticket and climbed the winding 
stairs to a seat where my head was very near the 
roof. But it was a most admirable audience! The 
play was less so, in decency. Such phrases were used 
as: “empty as a nun’s womb,” “as far as an angel 
could piss,” and so on. The first scene is a prolonged 
quarrel between Luther and his father, which clari
fies the situation, but omits most of the history. Nine 
tenths of the real history of Luther, and of his mean
ing to the world, you would never know, or get even 
a hint of, by any such a play.

B. DR. CONNER. As soon as I saw the ad of 
the biography of my beloved teacher, Dr. W. T. Con
ner, I walked over to the Baptist Book Store to order 
a copy. Happily, it was already in stock. I read it 

carefully, much of it over and over again. The more 
I read it, the more I felt sorry it had even been 
written. It strikes me as a disservice to the good 
name of Dr. Conner and a betrayal of the confidence 
of the family in their entrusting to the biographer 
the private diary of the great teacher. From this are 
published derrogatory and insulting remarks which 
Dr. Conner wrote, in the privacy of his diary, against 
colleagues in the faculty. I think Dr. Conner would 
have cut off his hand, rather than let it write such 
insults to colleagues, if he had known these super
latively private thoughts of his were to be broadcast 
to the world in a book.

The author represents Dr. Conner as having “at 
no time in his adult life ... a robust physical 
strength,” p. 140. Well, in my years in the Seminary, 
Dr. C. B. Williams and I played tennis against Dr. 
Conner and Happy Ingram or some other student. 
As his long arm, raised above his towering figure, 
drove the ball he served right on the white line close 
to you, you would never have thought of him as 
lacking “robust physical strength.” Here was no 
weakling!

The author has other ignorance of his subject 
and of the Seminary history. He says on P. 128 that 
“for a number of years it (the Seminary, W. C. T.) 
maintained its program of studies without having a 
formal course in ecclesiology.” No. Jeff D. Ray was 
the head of that department when I came to the 
Seminary. And that was before its first building had 
all its roof on. Dr. Scarborough facetiously remarked 
that “Dr. Jeff D. Ray has gone to Chicago to study 
the country church,” so was away from his classes 
in ecclesiology. But they were taught most faith
fully. I took the course under C. B. Williams. And 
we had it straight from the Greek. We used the word 
CONGREGATION as the English meaning of the 
Greek word ekklesia, and the Baptist sense of church 
life and its responsibilities of autonomy and varied 
duties of witness, morals and cooperation of the 
churches was engraved on our consciences with an 
earnestness that was to be fruitful in all our lives 
over many continents.

The author is just to Dr. Carroll in most of his 



references to that great soul, on ps. 41, 45, 48, 49, 50, 
51, 56-57, 65, 83 and 90. But there is a covert sneer 
felt throughout the book against the strong doctrinal 
qualities of Baptist thought and life in the South. 
What a pity! For example, he says on p. 89, “He ad
mitted that in his youth he had been influenced with 
such works as "Theodosia Ernest." Now what is 
wrong with having been influenced by that great 
book? It was written to portray the great struggle 
investigators go through with, in coming by Bible 
study to full acceptance of Bible truth, obedience 
and life, whereby their consciences force them into 
Baptist church life and all it involves. I have known 
many people who bore witness to that effect of read
ing "Theodosia Ernest." We have similar books on the 
mission fields of Southern Baptists in many lands. 
Over fifty Roman Catholic priests have been con
verted by reading their New Testaments and then 
sought for a life and doctrine in conformity with the 
will of our Lord which is therein revealed. Many of 
these men have become Baptists by reading my books 
in Brazil. There is no full acceptance of, and obedi
ence to, the New Testament without a man’s accep
tance of the truths and obedience to the revealed will 
of God therein set forth. There are many parts of 
this biography which identify a full Baptist faith and 
life, begotten by the New Testament in the soul, with 
an evil spirit of sectarianism that is left open to a 
contemptuous sneer. If our brother does not feel that 
being a Baptist, by conviction, is the normal life of an 
obedient believer on the Savior, then why does he 
not leave the Baptists and join something he can 
believe in with all his heart and mind? We should 
have far more respect for him if he did.

This biography of Dr. Conner is a sneaking ef
fort to indicate in Conner’s mind an approach to 
points of view that today belong to modernists, or 
gradually lead, on to their conclusions. So it en
deavors to destroy the very position that the great 
doctrinal teacher and his Seminary colleagues sought 
to spread over the whole world by means of the stu
dents who came to Fort Worth to study. The insinu
ation is even made that Dr. Conner may have as
similated some of the ideas of the Campbellite school 
in Forth Worth called “Texas Christian University,” 
p. 137. Loathsome idea, and a lie if there ever was 
one!

There are three pictures of Dr. Conner in the 
book. The worst, perhaps, is the principal one, op
posite p. 64. It shows his eyes as small and beady, in 
one corner of the sockets. They, not the rest of the 
face, seem a bit cynical. The second best picture is 
on the cover of the book, but is slightly marred by 
the way the rectangular drawings on the cover shape 
his features accordingly. The best is opposite p. 80, 
where he stands in the midst of his colleagues of the 
Southwestern Seminary faculty.

Perhaps an illustration of the drive Conner’s in

fluence on a student had in inspiring him to pro
longed efforts and high achievement may not be out 
of place. One night a group of us met to go over the 
part of Strong’s Systematic Theology on which we 
would have to pass an examination next day. At the 
close, I said: “Fellows, we can’t possibly pass. We 
don’t know all that and never will. Suppose we just 
refuse to take the exam tomorrow and agree to take 
the course over next year.” But they came back with 
“Never say die. Up man and try.” And so we did. The 
next day I got a grade of 100 on my examination 
paper, the first grade of 100 he ever gave. So he 
created in one the expectation of firm endeavor 
which would lead on to maximum achievement.

What a pity such a life of Conner was ever writ
ten. Oh! That some Baptist stalwart from Ft. Worth, 
that great Texas city, would yet write a worthy life 
of Dr. Conner.

C, CATHOLIC ART ON THE COVER OF 
"THE COMMISSION." I wrote to Dr. Cauthen and 
two of his colleagues a joint letter, protesting the 
Romanist picture of the Easter issue of our great 
missionary magazine. There is a man rising out of an 
American grave that is surrounded by a stone wall. 
It seems to me that the man is nearly twice as long 
as the grave, so would have to have been doubled up, 
to get him in the grave originally. And he has a 
shepherd’s crook far longer than he is. It must have 
been broken to have been in the grave. And there 
is an angel on one side, whose face is that of an 
American maiden who has just come from the beauty 
parlor, and has wings seemingly made of turkey 
feathers. On the other side, the most prominent 
thing noticeable are the buttocks of a Roman Soldier. 
You wonder, after looking at these Easter drawings: 
“Didn’t the artist own a Bible?”

Dr. Cauthen is loyal to his colleagues. He was 
not the editor, so was not responsible for the picture, 
but was just and considerate of the editor and the 
artist as well as courteous to the critic of the picture. 
Baker James Cauthen is like that always. I never 
knew him to be disloyal to the truth, doctrinal or 
factual, in any utterance. And he is a man who, be
fore a vast Convention, at an hour when others in his 
position might have wanted to make a notable 
speech, chose rather to forego that opportunity and 
use the occasion for a great hour of prayer for mis
sions that turned that great occasion into a wonderful 
prayer-meeting. All considered, I think that was the 
greatest hour for missions I ever saw.

D. SIMILARLY, LET ME SAY A WORD OF 
THE FALSE BUT BEAUTIFUL ART OF THE RUS
SELLVILLE CAMPBELLITE CHURCH. They had 
a colored painting of the "Last Supper" which won a 
place in the special Easter Edition of the “Courier- 
Journal” and “Times” here in Louisville. The oldest 
apostle is pictured as very bald. But Jesus and his 
apostles were young men. The apostles were to give 



themselves to very hard work and witness for de
cades, John, the youngest, till near the close of 
the century. Jesus and some others in the picture 
have bushy red hair that comes down to the shoul
ders. Again one wonders: “Don’t they own Bibles?” 
Our Bibles, by inspiration of the Holy Spirit, tell us: 
“Doth not even nature itself teach you that, if a man 
have long hair, it is a shame unto him?” (I Cor. 11:14) 
Could Paul have written that, if his Savior, the per
fect Man and supremely our Example, was a long
haired creature? Impossible. He knew Jesus. He 
said: “Have I not seen Jesus Christ our Lord?” (I Cor. 
9:1) If Jesus was a long-haired being, then Paul 
would have cut off his hand rather than write that 
“if a man have long hair, it is a shame unto him.”

You may ask: “Well, how did our artists ever get 
the habit of painting Jesus with long hair, if the New 
Testament considers long hair a shame for a man to 
have?” My friend, paintings of Jesus never came 
from the real New Testament. It has none, in the 
original Greek or early copies thereof. Paintings of 
Christ are immoral. The moral law said: “Thou shalt 
not make unto thee any graven image, or any like
ness of any thing that is in heaven above . . . Thou 
shalt not bow down thyself to them nor serve them,” 
Ex. 20:4, 5. Christ is in heaven. Every image of him 
is a gross immoralty, without excuse. But Romanism 
has promoted this idolatry since the Middle Ages. 
The Popes were kings as well as priests. They had 
courts, like those of other kings. In those days 
courtiers wore long hair, so the pope’s courtiers 
(clerics) wore long hair, too. And the artists painted 
Jesus and his apostles according to what was the 
honorable idea of men at court, as they saw men 
every day in their environment. That is why Jesus 
and his apostles are made in the image of these Cath
olic courtiers of the Middle Ages, a Bibleless set of 
idolaters.

E. THE GREATEST TRIBUTES MY MIS
SIONARY LIFE HAS EVER HAD. This is not 
meant as either vanity or boasting. Our generous, 
missionary-minded people are always enthusiastic 
about the lives of devotion which their missionaries 
live on the foreign fields. Thousands of times have 

our people so spoken, as I visited their churches all 
over the nation on my many furloughs during my 41 
years of service in the labors of a Brazilian field. But 
two such tributes stand out in my memory above all 
others. One came from the lips of my pastor, in 
other days, Dr. John Soren, President of the Baptist 
World Alliance. Speaking to the Long Run Associa
tion, meeting in this city a year or two ago, and see
ing me in his audience, Dr. Soren said: “When you 
mention the name of Dr. Taylor in Brazil, the Bra
zilians immediately think of ALL THE TWELVE 
APOSTLES.” I could hope that my life might also, 
in some ways, remind them of the life and teachings 
of the apostle Paul.

The other tribute that I most appreciate was 
paid me by a Brazilian colleague, a preacher, teacher, 
lawyer, former student of mine, editor, writer and 
member of the State Senate in the capital city where 
he lives. Dr. Ebenezer Cavalcante. He wrote, in the 
JORNAL BATISTA, of Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, these 
words (translated into English herewith): “The emi
nent Dr. William Carey Taylor, Baptist missionary of 
the Board in Richmond, left in Brazil a work that 
needs to be made known . . . Capable of being moved 
to tears, such is the sensitiveness of his superior 
spirit ... he has the loyalty to face facts with the 
coolness of an analyst. He knows in whom he has be
lieved, what he has believed and why he has be
lieved. He is a believer in his soul, in his mind, in 
life and in actions. His faith penetrates all his being, 
justifies his life, informs his actions. He lives, feels 
and acts in the functioning of his faith. All of him is 
in his faith, and his faith is the faith of the saints, of 
the brave, of the toilers, of the heroes. His name goes 
well with the Eleventh Chapter of the Epistle to the 
Hebrews.” These words, from my pastor in Rio and 
from a colleague and former student of mine, awaken 
in me most gratitute as summaries of the meaning 
of my life in Brazil.

William Carey Taylor

41 Years Southern Baptist 

Missionary in Brazil


