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NOT GUILTY
By EDDIE S. LIEBERMAN
Evangelist, Greenville, S.C.
Eddie Lieberman, a former Orthodox Jew, served time in a federal
prison after having been arrested six times in four states before he
was 19 years of age. While in prison, he was given a copy of the
New Testament and after about two and one-half months of reading,
he said accepted Jesus as his Savior. Later he enrolled at Baptist
Bible Institute (New Orleans Baptist Theological Seminary); Mars
Hill College, Mars Hill, N.C., Baylor University, Waco, Tex.; and
the University of Tennessee, Knoxville. He has been pastor of Bap
tist churches in Alabama and South Carolina. He is now a full timeevangelist, living in Greenville, S.C. He is scheduled to bring three
Bible studies at the opening! of each session of the Southern Baptist
Pastor’s Conference, Monday, May 31, at 9:10 a.m.; 2:10 p.m.; and
7:10 p.m.
NOT GUILTY
Text: Romans 3:23-25
A famous literary man wrote, “Give me the right word with the
right accent and I can change the world.” Well, the Christian re
ligion has the right word and given the right accent it has changed
and will continue to change men and society.
One of the words used in the Bible is “justify.” This word may
not be clear or clear enough to the man on the street, but it is a
familiar word in our courts. Lawyers, judges, juries know its mean
ing. Let me give you an example: A man is on trial for murder. The
trial is over; the jury brings in a verdict of “not guilty.” The judge
turns to the prisoner and says, “You have been acquitted. You have
been justified.” What does he mean? It means that the jury has
cleared the man of all blame. So, in the Christian religion when a
man is justified, it means that God has declared that person not
guilty of his past sins. God has cleared the person of all blame.
The question which faces us is, “How can a holy God declare a
man not guilty when God knows he is guilty and the man knows he
is guilty, and feels his guilt?” The word “justification" faces and an
swers that question. In the Book of Romans, the apostle Paul uses
the word, justify, in five ways.
The Source of Justification
First of all, Paul lets us know about the source of justification.
In Romans 8:33 he writes, “Who shall lay anything to the charge
of God’s elect? It is God who justifieth.” God alone justifies. Only
God declares a man not guilty and clears him of all blame. This
should be perfectly obvious to everyone, but it isn’t. Forever and a
day, people declare themselves not guilty by their own testimony.
The parable of the Pharisee and the Publican was directed at self
righteous people who kept declaring themselves not guilty, but they
were. It is God who justifies.
The Cost of Justification
Second, the Apostle Paul writes of the awesome cost of justifica
tion. He uses the word again in Romans 5:9. “Much more then, be
ing now justified by his blood, we shall be saved from wrath through
him.” The source of justification is God, but how can a holy God
declare a man not guilty of his sins when the man is guilty? One
of the basic laws of a civilized society is that when a person breaks
the law the lawbreaker must be punished.

Dr. James Stewart reminds us that when God forgives a sinner,
he does not let the sinner get off scot free. The sins must be paid
for. Well, they were. Christ died for our sins. How the death of the
cross mediates forgiveness may be hard enough to define: that it
does mediate forgiveness is as sure as the word of Christ Himself,
“For this is my blood of the new testament, which is shed for many
for the remission of sins.” (Matt. 26:28)
The Guarantee of Justification
Third, Paul writes of the guarantee of justification. In Romans
4:25, he uses the word again. “Who was delivered for our offenses,
and was raised again for our justification.” Last year, I sat on the
platform with a minister who received his doctor’s degree from one
of our seminaries. We were singing the chorus of a well-known hymn:
“Living, he loved me; dying he saved me; Buried, he carried my sins
far away; Rising, he justified freely forever; One day he’s coming—
O glorious day!” The minister pointed to the phrase, “Rising, he
justified.” and said, “That is the only part of the hymn not scrip
tural.” I opened the Bible to Romans 4:25 and let him read the
verse, “. . . raised again for our justification.”
The death of Christ paid for our sins. The resurrection of Christ
is God’s guarantee to us that He accepted the payment. How do we
know that the death of Jesus wiped out all of our sins? How do we
know that God has delcared us not guilty and cleared us of all
blame? By the fact that God raised him from the dead. That is why
Paul wrote, “That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord
Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised him from
the dead, thou shald be saved.” (Romans 10:9)
The Channel of Justification
Fourth, the Apostle writes of the channel of justification in Ro
mans 3:28, where he uses the word, justify again: “Therefore we
conclude that a man is justified by faith without the deeds of the
law.”
Guilt is not an invention of the Bible or of the church. The heathen
as well as the athiest feels guilt. It is universal and present in the
human soul. How does one get rid of his guilt and guilty feelings?
When I asked that question of a psychiatrist, he replied that if he
knew the answer to that he would lose eighty percent of his patients!
How does one get rid of a bad conscience and feelings of guilt.
Paul says that it is through faith in Christ. We are declared not
guilty through faith. When the Bible speaks of faith, it does not
mean faith in ourselves, or faith that everything will come out all
right at the end, or faith in faith (whatever that means). The New
Testament insists that faith must be in a Person, Jesus Christ. Dr.
Chester Quimby points out that New Testament religion is peculiar
in that it makes us give up all dependence on our efforts and makes
us depend on Christ’s work for us. Faith is putting our case in
the hand of Christ. When we do, God declares us not guilty and
clears us of all blame.
The apostle starts off three of his letters with, “Grace, mercy, and
paece from God the Father . . .” What is the difference between the
grace of God and the mercy of God? The mercy of God means that
he withholds from us what we richly deserve—punishment. But the
grace of God means that he gives us what we do not deserve—for
giveness. The grace of God means that He is always willing to give
and give and give again everything we do not deserve and never will
deserve. And he does this freely, says Paul. Oh, what a word that is,
freely. We don’t have to beg Him. We don’t have to keep telling
God how sorry we are for what we have done, as if to say to Him,
“Look. Forgive me and declare me not guilty because you see how
penitent I am.” Not at all. God doesn't justify us because we are
sorry for our sins. He declares us not guilty because of His grace,
and does it freely. He is glad to do it.
This justification is open to everyone. In the fourteenth chapter of
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every breath that I breathe if you will take me and help me. He
helped me and took me, and woe is me if I preach not the Gospel.
WHAT is a divine call to the ministry? When you say that a
friend has been called to preach, what do you think has happened
to him. There is a sense in which the call of God comes to every
man. It is the call of God to salvation to every man. All Christians
are called of God to be separate. All of God’s people are called to
be witnesses, as a primary responsibility.
But, we speak of “Call to the Ministry” in different terms to these
other things. When I say that God has called me to the ministry,
there is a particular and peculiar call. It is not a merit badge. A
person so called does not become, in a moment, one of superior vir
tue or extra-ordinary deserving. It does not set one above his fel
low. In what way is it different?
It does not differ in source. The God who speaks to one speaks
to all. The calling of God has no variable quality. IT IS A PE
CULIAR CALL TO A SPECIAL MINISTRY. Paul said that it has
pleased God, by the foolishness of preaching, that men should be
saved. It is real easy for the most of us to forget that he said, “the
foolishness of preaching.” That is the way God mans a mission field,
and the Pulpit. Every person within the reach of its ministry should
have special sense of God’s particular voice as the man preaches. I
believe there is an unnamed multitude among us who have the quali
ties of Bill Wallace to be the martyr of another century. However,
it was to Bill Wallace that God extended the call to a particular
ministry which brought him to the payment of the full price.
Society demands a called minister. The Pastor carries on his work
in the midst of mixed signals and conflicting expectations. Within
the average church are people of many different political persuasions,
children, young people who are trying to divorce ritual from reality.
The far-outs and the in-crowd, the rich and the poor. They all want
different things of Him, and in times of controversy they feel be
trayed.
Many pastors feel the economic squeeze of our modern day so
ciety. Statistics reveal that 51% of pastors serving open rural
churches in the Southern Baptist Convention are forced to resort
to secular work in order to make a living.
Ecology of our day requires a divine call to the ministry. We are
in the greatest saving enterprise in the world. We are redeemers with
a little “r”. We are called to be guides and guardians of the Souls
of men, leading them into the way of peace. We are engaged with
eternal interests, leading the thoughts and wills of men to the things
that matter most. We are the friends of the Bridegroom, winning
men, not to ourselves but to Him. We are matchmakers and are
abundantly happy and satisfied when we bring the Bride and Bride
groom together at the foot of the cross.
This is our joy, peculiar to our call. None other is like it. No other
profession has this unspeakable happiness to gather people into the
Kingdom of God.

Luke, Jesus tells one of his most heartwarming stories which illus
trates the grace of God. A rich man made a great supper and sent
out invitations to the most prominent citizens of the city. His servants
returned and told their master that his invitation had been turned
down. In anger, the master told his servants to go into the streets
of the city and bring in the poor, the maimed, the lame and the
blind. They went out and later returned saying, “Master, there is
still room.” The man said, “I am determined that my house be
filled. Leave the city and go out into the highways and hedges and
compel them to come in.”
Why compel them? Think of who was out in the highways and
hedges: the immoral, thieves, murderers, lepers, the riff raff. They
would consider themselves unworthy to attend such a feast; they
would feel embarrassed in the presence of this gracious host. “He
wouldn’t want me,” they would say. So the servants had to compel
them to come, by repeating over and over again, “Yes, he wants you
and you and you. He wants everyone of you to come. All are wel
come.” That is the grace of God at work and it is done freely.
All are guilty, but God wants to declare us not guilty. He does this
through the death of Christ, guarantees it through the resurrection,
it becomes ours through faith in Christ, and all of it freely because
of His grace. Let us reflect much on the greatness of the Lord who
invites us, and the fatness of the feast he sets before us, and com
pel others to partake of the blessedness of it.
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THE MASTER AND THE MINISTER
By HOWARD H. AULTMAN
Howard H. Aultman, former vice-president of Southern Baptist
Convention, has been pastor of First Baptist Church; Columbia,
Miss., for 13 years. Aultman was associate pastor of the Dauphin
tist Church, Holly Springs, Miss., 1944-52 and pastor of Harrisburg
Baptist Church, Tupelo, Miss., 1952-58. He is a graduate of
Mississippi College, Clinton, Miss., and the New Orleans Baptist
Theological Seminary, Mississippi College, bestowed upon him the
honorary doctor of divinity Degree in 1964. Aultman was born
June 29, 1914 and was reared on a farm in Lamar County in South
Mississippi.
THE MASTER—AND THE MINISTER
A few weeks ago I was approached by a farmer on the streets
of our town. He asked me, “What do you know for sure?” My an
swer was, “God loves you, Jesus saved me, God called me to preach
and if you don’t punch holes in your dinner bucket, your biscuit will
sweat.” He responded only to the last statement for that was the only
thing about which he knew from experience.
It is a long way from the small farm in South Mississippi, where I
was reared, to the platform of this Convention. It is a long way
from the little one room country church, that had to be “propped up
on its leaning side” every year to keep it from falling, to the luxur
iously beautiful church with its stained glass windows, carpeted
floors, and air conditioned hallways, where I am pastor today.
It is an equally long way from the old house where I was reared
with its leaking roof, holes in the floor to the beautiful large home in
which my invalid wife and our son and daughter live today.
Yet there is an eternal connection between that home and my
house, that church and my church, for it is because of that farm,
that little church, and that humble Christian home that I learned
lessons, lived a life, and was taught to listen. It was because of this
ability to listen that I heard the voice of God as He called me to
preach.
It was an early Monday morning in September of 1933 that I
prepared my dinner bucket, with its biscuit soaked in syrup, wrapped
in a page from Sears Roebuck catalogue, and a baked sweet po
tato, in preparation for the day long trip to Mississippi College.
My grandmother asked me, “What are you going to make out of
yourself?” My answer was, “I am going to be a lawyer, and a good
one. When I come home, I will have a law book in my hand.” Her
answer was, “You will do no such a thing. You will come home with
a Bible in your hand, because God is going to make you preach.”
She knew more than I, for she was right.
I was self willed and stubborn, but God brought me low in an
automobile accident. It was after four weeks of a broken body,
lacerated face and brain concussion, afraid of the dark that I cried
out, “I had rather die and be in Hell than in this condition.” I
screamed to my mother, “Why don’t you help me.” She answered
“I can’t help you.” God alone can help you and He will, if you will
ask Him. I prayed to God and asked Him to help. His answer was—
I will if you will give yourself up to me. I said—-God I will give you

MOTIVES FOR ENTERING THE MINISTRY
How does a man enter the ministry? This is of great importance.
There is a door into this sheepfold and there is “some other way.”
A man may enter as a result of some personal calculation, or per
haps from secular advice of his friends. He may take up the minis
try as a profession and as a means of earning a living. The ministry
may be a desirable social distinction, a business that offers pleasant
chances of cultured leisure, or coveted leaderships and attractive
publicity. A man may enter the ministry in order to meet a personal
ly felt religious need in his own life. (My research indicated that a
large percent of clergy of other liberal denominations enter for this
reason).
A man may become a preacher after careful consideration of com
parative advantages of law, medicine, science, or trade. The minis
try is ranged among many other secular alternatives and it is chosen
because of some outstanding allurement that appeals to personal
taste. His vision is entirely horizontal. His outlook is that of “the
man of the world.” The constraining motive is ambition, and the
coveted goal is success. There is nothing vertical in the vision.
There is no lifting up of the eyes “unto the hills,” There is nothing
“from above.” There is no awful mysteriousness as of “a wind that
bloweth where it listeth.” A man has decided his calling, but “God
was not in all his thoughts.”
Now I hold with profound conviction that before a man selects
the Christian ministry as his vocation he must have the assurance
that the selection has been imperatively constrained by the eternal
God. The man in the ministry must move like a man in secret bonds.
“Necessity is laid” upon him. His choice is not a preference
among alternatives. Ultimately he has no alternative: all other
possibilities become dumb: there is only one clear call sounding
forth as the imperative summons of the eternal God.
CIRCUMSTANCES
Now no man can define or describe, for another man, the likeness
and fashion of the divine vocation. No man’s circumstances are
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I have given examples of the varying fashions in the callings of
our God: but had they been indefinitely multiplied, until they had
included the last one in my audience to hear the mystic voice, it
would be found that every genuine call has its own uniqueness, and
that through the originality of personal circumstances the divine call
is mediated to the individual soul. It may be that the divine constraint
is as soft and gentle as a glance: “I will guide thee with Mine eye.”
It may be that we can scarcely describe the guidance, it is so shy,
and quiet, and unobtrusive. Or it may be that the constraint will
seize us with a strong and invisible grip, as though we were in the
custody of an iron hand from which we cannot escape. That, I think,
is the significance of the strangely violent figure used by the Prophet
Isaiah: “The Lord said unto me with a strong hand” He felt he
had no alternative! He was carried along by divine coercion! “Neces
sity was laid” upon him! He was “in bonds” and he must obey.
And so it is that the manner of one man’s “call” may be very
different to the manner of another man’s “call,” but in the es
sential matter they are one and the same.
Now a man who enters through the door of divine vocation into
the ministry will surely apprehend “the glory” of his calling. His
“calling” is never lost in the medley of professions. The light of the
privilege is always shining on the way of duty. His work never loses
its halo, and his road never becomes entirely commonplace and grey.
He seems to catch his breath every time he thinks of his mission,
and in the midst of abounding adversity glory still more abounds.
And, therefore, this is the sort of music and song that we find un
ceasing, from the hour of his conversion and calling to the hour of
his death. The abiding wonder was part of his apostolic equipment,
and his sense of the glory of his calling enriched his proclamation
of the glories of redeeming grace. If we lose the sense of the won
der of our commission we shall become like common traders in a
market place hawking our wares to an unresponding world. He that
would be the greatest among you, let him be the servant of all.

exactly commensurate with another’s and the nature of our cir
cumstances gives distinctiveness and originality to our call. More
over the Lord honors our individuality in the very uniqueness of the
call He addresses to us The singularity of our circumstances, and the
awful singularity of our souls, provide the medium through which
we hear the voice of the Lord. How strangely varied are the “set
tings” through which the divine voice determines the vocation of
men, as they are recorded in the Scriptures!
Here is Amos, a poor herdman, brooding deeply and solitarily
amid the thin pastures of Tekoa. Rumors come his way of dark
doings in the high places of the land. Wealth is breeding prodigality.
Luxury is breeding callousness. Injustice is rampant, and “truth is
fallen in the streets.” And as the poor herdsman mused “the fire
burned.” On these lone wastes he heard a mysterious call and he
saw a beckoning hand! For Him there was no alternative road.
“The Lord took me as I followed the flock, and said, go, prophesy!”
But how different is the setting in the call of the Prophet Isaiah!
Isaiah was a friend of kings: he was a cultured frequenter of courtly
circles: he was at home in the precincts of kings’ courts. And through
what medium did the divine call sound to this man? “In the year
that King Uzziah died I saw the Lord.” Isaiah had pinned his faith
to Uzziah. Uzziah was “the pillar of people’s hopes.” Upon his
strong and enlightened sovereignty was being built a purified and
stable state. And now the pillar had fallen, and it seemed as though
all the fair and promising structure would topple with it, and the
nation would drop again into uncleanness and confusion. But on
the empty throne, Isaiah discovered the presence of God. A human
pillar had crumbled: the Pillar of the universe remained. “In the
year that King Uzziah died I saw the Lord.” Isaiah had a vision of
a mighty God, with a vaster sovereignty, moving and removing men
as the ministers of His large and beneficent purpose. He mourned
the fall of a king, and he heard a call to service! “Whom shall I
send, and who will go for me?” One man had fallen: another man
wanted! God’s call sounded through the impoverished ranks, and
smote the heart and conscience of Isaiah, and he found his voca
tion and his destiny. “Here am I, send me!”
How different, again, are the circumstances attending the call of
leremiah! There are liquids which a “shake” will precipitate into
solids: and their are fluid and nebulous things in life, vague things
lying back in the mists of consciousness, which some sudden shak
ing or shifting of circumstances can precipitate into clear intuition,
into firm knowledge, and we have the mind and will of God. Yes,
a little tilt of circumstances, and the mist becomes a vision, and un
certainty changes into realized destiny. I think it was even so with
leremiah. In his life there had been thinkings without conclusions,
obscure moments of consciousness without clear guidance, broodings
without definite vocations. But one day, we know not how, his cir
cumstances slightly shifted, and his vague meditation changed into
vivid conviction, and he heard the voice of the Lord God saying
unto him, “Before thou earnest forth out of the womb I sanctified
thee, and I ordained thee a prophet.” It was a clear call: like light
ning rather than light: and it was greatly feared, and reluctantly
accepted.
William Carey, son of a poor weaver, a member of the Church
of England, was taught to hate dissenters; when he was apprenticed
to a shoemaker where he was associated with a dissenter whose re
ligious convictions were so alive he felt an emptiness with the con
victions of the Church of England and started going to nonconformist
prayer meetings, and then heard Mr. Ryland, a Baptist minister
preach. He was converted, baptized, and nine years later was the
first instrument of forming a society for sending missionaries from
England to preach the Gospel to the Heathen. His name is eternally
linked with Baptist Missions.
Billy Sunday was born in a two room log cabin. He never knew
his father who died in the Union Army. He was an outfielder for
Chicago Whitesox Baseball team when he was converted. The fastest
man in Baseball could run the bases in 14 seconds, was converted
after hearing Garden Pacific Mission Singers on the streets of Chi
cago sing his mother’s favorite song, “Where is My Wandering Boy
Tonight.” Through the influence and prayers of his wife he was called
to preach and held 300 crusades in 39 years. One hundred million
people heard him preach and one million were saved.
Charles Finney, coming from a poor but not pious family, never
heard a prayer in his father’s house until he prayed after he became
a Christian; nor did he ever read a Bible until he purchased one
after he had become a lawyer at twenty-nine. Divine providence had
an unseen hand in his preparation for the ministry. He was hindered
in the development of his faith by his Pastor who was inconsistent
in his faith and function as a minister. Charles was a good singer
and he was made the choir director of his church before he became
a Christian. He became a tremendous lawyer, and the pressure from
his law practice; together with the inconsistencies of his Pastor
caused him to search the scriptures for reality of life. This led to
his conversion and call to be an evangelist. He obtained a retainer
from the Lord and refused to do anything except preach.
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GOD'S PROPHET AND HIS METHODS
By IAMES E. COGG1N
Pastor Travis Avenue Baptist Church
Fort Worth, Tex.
James E. Coggin is a native of Tupelo, Miss., and has been pastor
of the Travis Avenue Baptist Church in Fort Worth since 1959.
Previously he served as pastor of First Baptist Church, Texarkana,
Tex., Central Avenue Baptist Church, Memphis, and Baptist church
es in Annona, Tex.; Nevada, Tex.; Blanchard, Okla.; Courtland,
Ala.; and Sulphur Springs, Ala. He is a former president of the
Southern Baptist Pastors’ Conference, and is the current chairman
of the Board of Trustees for Southwestern Baptist Theological Semi
nary, Fort Worth. He has also served as secretary of the SBC Radio
and Television Commission. He is a graduate of Howard College
(now Samford University) in Birmingham, Ala., and earned the
master and doctor of theology degrees from Southwestern Baptist
Theological Seminary, Fort Worth.
I have recently become pastor of a new church. Actually I have
been at this church for almost twelve years. It has a glorious history
and God has blessed immeasurably through the years. However the
last two years have brought such radical changes that it is virtually
new. Thus my message will deal with the practical aspects of the
prophet’s life. These words have to do with “what God hath wrought”
in the life of our people—the Travis Avenue Baptist Church.
Needless to say, these are the most blessed and meaningful years
of my ministry.
Ours is a metropolitan church and can be described as an “innercity” church. Economic, social, and geographical boundaries have
shifted. Thus changing our situation of ten or twenty years ago.
We were in what might be described as a “holding position” so far
as growth was concerned. But about two and a half years ago I
had a deep conviction that people can be reached “now!” On the
basis of this conviction we began to study the churches across
America which were reaching people. This led us to an intensive
study of about fifteen churches. We were searching for three things:
1. The philosophy or program of these churches.
2. Their methods of implementation.
3. Factors applicable to our own church.
This study took several months but after its completion we had
established our priority, viz., “Evangelistic Outreach”. Our church
was willing to do everything necessary to really put “outreach” in
its rightful place. This brought about some changes but the greatest
factor was that our church was determined to put “first things
3
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first.” For nineteen months now we have majored on reaching peo
ple. The blessings of God have been unbelievable. Some statistics
will be shared later.
In our visitation of the churches reaching people we found some
common factors. They were as follows:
1. Simplicity of organization and operation
The machinery was not so complex that the people could not
fully understand “why” and “what” was happening. In most of
of our churches if the people are asked, “What is the church
program?” Their answer will be the activities for the week which
are listed on the bulletin.
We discovered that mere activism is not synonymous with
evangelism. There can be meeting after meeting and much ado
about nothing while the people go unreached.
We suddenly realized that we were like a sales organization—
one sales meeting after another but the sales were lagging!
Therefore we determined to give our people an opportunity to
visit. In our program the church voted two weeks out of the
month there would be no other activities except Tuesday night
visitation and Wednesday night Prayer Service and Choir re
hearsal. On these Outreach weeks we have seen our visitation
group grow to around 300 in number. One of the most amazing
things is the consistency of it!
Simplify and give your people time to do the main thing, i.e.,
reach people for Christ.
2. The Authority of God’s Word
Wherever people are being reached there is great emphasis on
the Word of God. It must be regarded as our primary text-book.
Such statements are often interpreted as meaning we do not need
literature. The truth is, we need all the helps we can secure. Our
Sunday School Board is doing the finest job imaginable in pro
viding the materials we need. Without any doubt we have at our
disposal the very best. Too long we have blamed boards, litera
ture, etc. for our failure to reach people. This is not justifiable.
We simply need to use that which is available and give great
and increasing emphasis to the Bible.
3. Spirit of Confidence and Victory.
There is an exuberance of spirit which is contagious. Never is
there any sense of defeat. Everything is always looking up!
We must make every effort to have such a spirit in our church
es. Too long we have majored on defeats. Let our cry be that the
tide is increasingly turning and that people can be reached now!
Our congregations must come to believe this fact. When they
do then there is excitement in regard to it.
One of the great tragedies is that our chief concern has seeming
ly been at the point of declining statistics. When we believe with
all of our hearts that we need not decline then the trend changes.
We truly need to think positively as to what God is able to do
through His people.
There is nothing so thrilling and exciting as to see a church
with a feeling of expectancy. It’s God’s day—people are coming
for Bible study and people are going to be saved! Such an atti
tude revolutionizes a church. It has ours!
4. Emphasis on Results.
The Prophet’s “methods” are important but only if they are
producing results. We have been guilty of emphasizing methods
rather than results. For instance, we can have the grandest clinic
in the world on training but if it supplies no teachers, what is its
value? Likewise, we can study and restudy the methods of evan
gelism but if there are no professions of faith we need to examine
very carefully our methods.
If you have 500 for visitation and still see no increase in Sun
day School nor people being saved you have not accomplished
much.
Increasingly we seek to show our people the results of their
efforts. Success is their greatest inspiration. Seeing what God has
done thrusts us forth for greater service.
5. Compassion
This was the greatest secret in the churches visited. “Do you
really care?” should become our theme song. Unless we can
answer affirmatively there is little hope of reaching people. When
we really care then we give priority to outreach.
God’s blessings on our church have been phenomenal. Currently
we are running about 500 more per Sunday in our Sunday School
than we were nineteen months ago. In the last twelve months our
net increase in enrollment has been 500.
The greatest thing is the fact that people are coming to Christ.
Last year we had 157 professions of faith. In six months this year
we have had 287.
May God help us to be real prophets and give priority to reaching
people for Him.

HE TOUCHED ME
By LEANDRO CASTRO
Evangelist, Wichita Falls, Tex.
Leandro (Lee) Castro, a native of Corpus Christi, Tex., is a grad
uate of the University of Corpus Christi. He also attended Mid
western University, Wichita Falls, Tex. He is now and for the past
year, has been a full time evangelist, making his home in Wichita
Falls, Tex. Previously, he had been associate pastor and music di
rector of a church in Wichita Falls and a pastor of a Spanish speak
ing Baptist church in Corpus Christi, Tex.
In 1939, on November 4, by the grace of God I was born into
the physical world in San Diego, Texas. At the age of two, our
family moved to Corpus Christi, Texas, where I spent the rest of my
life till September, 1967, when the Lord called us to Wichita Falls,
Texas.
I was reared in a Southern Baptist Christian home, but that did
not make me a Christian. Some of my young friends at church got
excited about baptism and I did, too. I was baptised because my
friends were being baptised and I did not want to be left outside
the friendship circle. So, at the age of eleven I was baptised, or
shall we say submerged; yet I was lost and I knew it. I did not
realize that baptism is a picture of what Jesus Christ has already
done on the inside for a soul.
I was at church every time the doors would open. Yes, I was the
first one there because my parents took me. I was involved in every
organization and program in the church, including the W.M.U. and
the G.A.’s. What else can one do when one is but a small lad and
one’s mother is the president of the W.M.U.? All of these things
that I was involved in had not changed my insights one bit.
At home, I had two older brothers, Daniel, who is five years older
than I am, and Moses, who is four years older than myself. Be
lieve you me, it was hard to compete with those characters and
those names. Moses and Daniel could do everything around the
house, but I was a nobody. I was always disregarded by my father
and my older brothers. I often felt like Joseph when he was being
despised by his older brothers. My brothers used to call me all
kinds of unpleasant names. Among those many names, they often
used to call me in Spanish, “Chicle,” which means “chewing gum,”
because I was always trying to stick around my brothers. But they
did not want me around. I wanted to be with my brothers and play
with them. I have three younger sisters, but I did not want to play
dolls with them. My brothers used to call me in Spanish “Chismolero,” which means “tattletale”, because that’s what I really was—
a tattletale. Every time my older brothers would do something mean
or evil, I’d go tell it to my father. My father also used to call me
all kinds of names. He used to say that I was not worth a dime, or
another famous Spanish saying: “No vales un cacahuate”, which
means “You’re not worth a peanut.”
At church, I was a nobody. At school, I was a nobody, and now,
in my own home I was becoming a nobody. I wanted to belong. I
wanted to be a somebody and out of this urge of wanting to be
long, of wanting to be a somebody, at the age of thirteen I joined
an organized teenage gang of “Pachuchos” (thugs). This is the
problem with our young people today. They want to belong—they
want to be somebody at any price, at any risk, at any cost. Many
of them will join the hippie cults even though they know that what
ever they stand for is wrong. Yet, they know that there they can
belong and be a somebody.
I did not know that in Jesus Christ one can be a somebody. That
Jesus will take a nobody and make him a somebody, not just for
this present life, but forevermore. If I had known this, I would have
never joined this gang. The things we were doing were wrong, but
yet, here I belonged! I was one of them!
I was a member of this gang from the age of 13 through the age
of almost 17. We used to carry with us our switch blades, twentytwo caliber pistols, and many other instruments that we used, in case
of emergency, which we had very often. We stole many things—
money, clothing, groceries, automobiles—you name it, we stole it.
You know, in Texas for stealing an automobile if one is under the
age of seventeen, one would be sent to Gatesville, a correctional
school. And once you hit Gatesville, it’s almost as though one had
a one-way ticket, because there one learns more tricks to the trade
than ever before. Then, when you come out and can’t find a job,
you’ll go back to trying some of the junk learned from your socalled buddies. And then you are caught again. And once you pass
the age of seventeen, you are sent to the penitentiary at Huntsville,
or at Sugarland.
Many of my friends were caught and sent to Gatesville. Even to
day, some of my old friends are still in the pen for many crimes
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they committed. I am talking about boys I went to church with. One
of them, the son of a Baptist deacon, is still in the pen. Of course,
we were at church every Sunday. We were pretty religious, but like
the lost coin, we were lost.
As a gang, we were involved in a lot of gang fights. In my life,
I’ve seen many dead people, killed not by our gang but by other
unknown gangs. Have you ever seen someone being knifed to death?
Believe me, its a pretty bad sight. I saw a sixteen year old boy whose
stomach had been ripped open by a butcher knife in a fight. There
he laid in the dirt with his eyes popping out, his mouth open, gasp
ing for the last breath of air, going into hell for an eternity.
We lived at the edge of the neighborhood which was, and even
today, is considered by the authorities to be the highest crime rate
area in the city of Corpus Christi. This was the area where the gang
of the “Cuarenta” (The Forty) (named this because of forty mem
bers, all of them ex-cons) operated from. I saw a sixteen year old
girl knifed to death in front of a school house because she refused
to go steady with a “Pachuco” who later was caught and is now
serving time. And many other knifings that we witnessed in our
lives, which we’ll never be able to forget as long as I live.
After participating in my gang for three years we became in
volved in a gang fight with a rival gang. I had insulted the gang
leader of that rival gang, and suddenly, I became the main target. I
was sentenced to die—to be knifed to death with no mercy whatso
ever. This rival gang was made up of boys seventeen years and
older. Many of them had already been to the Correctional School
at Gatesville. Many of them were on probation. They were older
than we were, meaner and uglier. We were afraid of them, but
never showed it.
Their purpose was to catch me alone and slaughter me like one
would slaughter an animal. I had seen too many people dying like
this, being knifed to death, and I did not want this to happen to me.
I was afraid, but no one ever knew it except God and the devil who
wanted to destroy me.
This rival gang of Pachucos tried desperately for many weeks
to catch me alone in order to destroy me, but I was not that dumb.
I knew what was going on, and wouldn’t dare give them a chance.
One day, after things had kind of cooled off—so I thought—I went
to a night high school carnival. I was walking alone down the hall
way of that school when all of a sudden, when I turned into an
other hallway which had a door leading out, I encountered the rival
gang. I thought, “Oh, my God. This is it.” There were about ten of
them. They told me why they were after me, but I already knew the
reason. I had been dating the girl of their gang leader, and that was
an insult to the whole gang. As we talked, we became madder and
madder. We began to holler at each other and curse one another.
We all pulled our switch blades and began to swing at one another.
They wanted me outside, but I was not that crazy. Perhaps, I
thought, my gang, who were also in the building—but who knows
where?—could hear my slanderous remarks and come to my rescue.
As we swung at each other with opened, razor sharp blades, dancand prancing like fighting roosters, in the hustle and bustle as the
gang surrounded me and tried to cut at my body, two police officers
came to my rescue. I know now, as I think back, that they had
been planted there by the mercy of God.
The rival gang, perhaps because many of them were on probation,
ran out the nearby hallway door and I ran out the other way. Out
side, they saw me running through the shadows. They began to
chase me. I felt like a fox with a pack of wolves after me. I lost
the rival gang in the dark streets of Corpus Christi. I ran home,
got to my room, locked the door, and got down on my knees. For
the first time, I meant business with the Lord as I knelt down. I
prayed. “Oh, God, I was almost killed tonight. God, I don't want
to die. Please help me. I know they will get me tomorrow or next
week. Please have mercy, Oh, Lord.” I opened my old Spanish
Bible and its pages fell open to the Book of Isaiah, 41:10-13. I read
those verses again and again. “Fear thou not; for I am with thee:
be not dismayed; for I am thy God; I will strengthen thee, yea, I
will uphold thee with the right hand of my righteousness.” And on
I read, verses eleven, twelve and thirteen. And I said, “Lord, if this
is true, if you can do this for me, then my Lord and my God, I
give my life to you. Jesus come into my heart. Forgive my sins and
make me whole.” Reared in a Southern Baptist home, that was the
first time in my life I felt the touch of the Master’s hand. He touched
me and made me whole.
From that day on, my life belonged to God and no one else. You
ask, whatever happened to your rival gang? I don’t know. Read
Isaiah 41:12, “Thou shall seek them and find them not.” I was for
many a month on the lookout for them, but never laid eyes on them
again. God kept His bargain, and I kept mine, too.
The rival gang had vanished into thin air, but my gang was still
there, hanging around, not knowing what had happened in my soul.
You know, it’s hard to break away from a gang and to be turned
loose, but when I began to witness to them they dropped me like
3 hot potato. It was hard having to say no to my own gang after all

these years. It was hard to say no to all the things that were mean
and evil that we used to do.
All of a sudden, I was left alone. I was alone but not lonely, for
Jesus was with me. The hardest years as a Christian young man
were my last high school years, for I had to say no to everything
that was outside the will of my Heavenly Father. During my last
year in high school, I was able to win two of my buddies to the
Lord, and this was a great victory in my life. I remember I didn’t
go to my senior prom, because there was going to be drinking,
dancing and smoking, and I believed a Christian young man did not
belong in a place like that. It was hard, but I didn’t go. I still feel
as narrow-minded about it now as I did then.
In our family, we were very poor. I was a cotton picker, from a
long line of cotton pickers, and times were hard. I remember that I
was five years old when I began to pick cotton. I picked cotton un
til I was 14 when I found a job in a service station after school
hours pumping gas.
I remember when I was in elementary school, I could not afford
to buy a hot lunch at the cafeteria for twenty-five cents. My mother
used to fix me some tortillas and frijoles sandwiches and I used to
hide behind the school building because other boys would make fun
of me.
When I was in the first grade I did not know one word of Eng
lish. My grandparents came from Spain, and at home all we spoke
was Spanish. My older brother taught me my first word in English.
At first, I thought it was one word, but later I found out it was two
words instead of one. The word was “Becused”—that meant “be
excused” and you know what that means to a little lost first grader.
It was a word of survival. “Becused” meant may I go to the little
boy’s room. That’s what it meant to me and to the teacher.
From the age of thirteen through the age of almost seventeen,
when I was a member of this teenage gang, we were not allowed to
speak either in correct Spanish or English. We had our own gang
lingo. It was at the age of seventeen that I began to practice using
correct English and correct Spanish. This is why I have an accent in
my speech. School came hard to me, but God helped me through
elementary school, through junior high school, through high school,
and through college.
A week after I was saved, I surrendered my life to God for spe
cial service. At seventeen, I was preaching and singing for my Lord.
At nineteen, I was licensed to preach. At the same age, while in
college, I began to pastor my first little church at George West,
Texas. I stayed at this Spanish Baptist Church for one year and
then pastored the Spanish church in Portland, Texas, for three years.
When I graduated from college, I had just begun to pastor a Span
ish Baptist Church in Corpus Christi, Texas. Because the church
could not afford to support me full time, the Lord opened the op
portunity for me to teach in the public schools and, at the same time,
work with a small church. I spent three and a half years there. Then,
I was called to Wichita Falls, Texas, to come and work as asso
ciate pastor and music director. Again, I had to teach school for
the church was unable to support me full time.
All this time, I was being bugged by the Lord to do evangelism
work in the field of music. A year ago, God called me definitely to
go into full-time evangelism. I resigned from my school career, seven
years of public school work as an art teacher. I gave up my retire
ment plan to serve my Lord in a higher plane and on a better basis.
The Lord has blessed my life abundantly.
As a rookie evangelist, God has favored me. I have claimed Jere
miah 33:3. God, through my good brother and pastor friend, Dr.
Landrum P. Leavell, has given me the blessing of speaking and sing
ing before the Texas Evangelism Conference and the Pastor’s Con
ference of the Southern Baptist Convention. My 1971 calendar is
filled with thirty-four revival commitments, and I am already booking
for 1972. God has given me the blessing of working with veteran
evangelist Eddie Martin from whom I have acquired much good
evangelistic knowledge.
I thank God for all of these blessings, and want everybody to
know that without my Jesus I could do nothing. Without him, I’d
surely fail. That Jesus took a nobody and made him a somebody.

For Release After 12:00 Noon, Monday, May 31,1971

GOD S PROPHET AND HIS MESSAGE
By J. D. GREY
Pastor, First Baptist Church, New Orleans, La.
J. D. Grey is pastor of First Baptist Church, New Orleans, La.,
and a former president of the Southern Baptist Convention. Fie has

been pastor of the New Orleans church since 1937, 4 native of Kent

5

many who can condemn, but there are few who can console. The
devil and all his minions of hell are seeking to claim our cities and
our nation entirely. If we retreat into our ivory towers and hide be
hind our smugness and self-complacency, the devil will win. But
God today is still calling for prophets who will cry against the
great cities as Jonah did against Nineveh.
Consider the message that God gave to His prophet Jonah. It
was, “Preach unto it the preaching that I bid thee.” (Jonah 3:2)
Literally God was saying “the denunciation that I shall speak to
thee.” He was to add nothing to the message, he was to take nothing
from it. We modern day Jonahs are not left to our own discretion
nor must we attempt to gratify the tastes of the people. We must
preach the message God gave us earnestly and faithfully. When we
try to explain away or soften down what is severe to the ungodly,
we take upon ourselves the double responsibility—responsibility of
the salvation of souls entrusted to us and responsibility for our own
disobedience. Many among us today may be seeking to speak smooth
things but we must not please men for how can we then be servants
of the living God. We prophets today must be faithful.
Nineveh was to be denounced for sin. The unwelcomed message
must be delivered. God told Jonah to “cry against the city.” He
was to cry in compassion for perishing men as a demonstration of
sincerity to arouse a careless and sinful people.
Jonah carried no philosophy or scientific theories, no inventions
of his own, but he utttered the message of denunciation which God
gave him. We modern prophets may not be directed of the Lord
exactly as those of ancient times, but indeed we have a revelation
that God has given us. The Lord’s Word says, “If any man speak,
let him speak as the oracles of God.” The mind of God is discovered
in the scriptures. John Chrysostom said, “God speaks much and
man little.” One wise Bible scholar has admonished us that the grand
doctrines of the New Testament are eternally fixed. We must preach
them all faithfully and fully. Should we alter, add or diminish, we
do not preach unto the people the preaching which the Lord bids
us. If, instead of this, we preach another message, we shall bring
down upon us the curse and not a blessing.
Doleful diagnosticians and theological tantalizers continue to go
through exercises in futility telling us what’s wrong with our nation
and wrong with the world and what we need. Even a casual reading
of the Word of God convinces us that one thing is needed today
above all others and that is a revival of prophetic preaching, a re
vival of preaching that “cries aloud and spares not.” A revival of
preaching as Jeremiah did when God said, “Go and cry in the ears
of Jerusalem, saying, Thus saith the Lord.”
The prophetic preaching of Jonah got at the consciences of men.
He was not striving to win any popularity contest. It was said of a
preacher of another day that his hearers carried away the arrows
fastened in their consciences and thought themselves to be singled
out and never regarded others as exclusively receiving the message.
We recall that on the day of Pentecost the people in Peter’s audience
were “pricked to the heart” by his earnest, practical message.
Look at Nineveh—this great city, this heathen city, this city with
all sorts of modern inventions and educational progress. When God
wanted to reach it and bring it to repentance, He sent His prophet
to preach God’s message to them. Oh my dear brethren, if God’s
message, if God’s Word preached by His prophet got those results
in ancient Nineveh, I maintain emphatically that God’s Word when
faithfully preached by His Servants today will bring results in our
modern Ninevehs.
Let us examine our nation and world conditions today in the light
of the conditions of the days of the prophets of old. If we do, we
will readily see that our earlier statement is true about the drama
of life on the stage of time. The plot has not changed—only the
actors. The condition of man so graphically described by the Apostle
Paul in Romans, the first chapter, is most significant. His words
aptly describe the conditions that obtained during the times of the
Old Testament prophets, during the times of the apostles of the New
Testament, and verily indeed during these times in which we live.
Amos, the rugged “country preacher,” spoke as God’s prophet
against the sins of his time: voluptuous luxury, luxuries that were
obtained by dishonest trading, by oppression, invade against the
courts for having no justice, against the nobles of the land who cared
not if the country were ruined and who shut up the prophets in
prison. He condemned their licentiousness which was on the grossest
sort. He rebuked them because they observed the outward forms of
religion but neglected the spirit.
We find no tears in Amos, but there are floods of them in Hosea
and Jeremiah. Hosea was a prophet of love, but yet he prophesied
against their sin of prosperity and luxury in the court of Jeroboam
II who reigned for 41 years. Hosea spoke against their swearing,
against their lying, against the Lord; he demanded righteousness of
life, repentance and confession and told them of God’s great yearnthe love for His people, even when it has chastisement in it. The
prophet’s message must always be delivered with a sob.
God’s prophet must deliver God’s message with a holy courage
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What God said to His prophet Jeremiah 2,500 years ago is the
same thing He is saying to every preacher of His today:
“I ordained thee a prophet unto the nations.” (Jeremiah 1:5b)
The message He entrusted to Jeremiah in that far off day is the
same message He has entrusted to you and me:
“Go and cry in the ears of Jerusalem, saying, Thus saith the
Lord.” (Jeremiah 2.2a)
The mighty moving drama of life acted out on the stage of time
has never changed its plot since the first actors Adam and Eve. The
only change is in the actors. The plot briefly stated is: God gives
the rules for man’s happiness. Man defies God’s authority and breaks
the rules. God sends His spokesmen to plead with man. God offers
forgiveness through His Son. Man either accepts God’s loving overtude and is forgiven or he rejects God’s offer, abuses God’s spokes
men and perishes. In the plot the actors can be either individuals
or nations.
God’s plan has always been a man. This was true when God’s
first prophet Moses, delivering the message which God had given
him strode into the throne room of the mighty Pharoah in An
cient Egypt saying, “Thus saith the Lord, let my people go!” God’s
method was still a man as He spoke through some sixteen prophets
who were called the literary writing prophets throughout the Old
Testament. Whether these were among the so-called Major Prophets
as Isaiah, Ezekiel and Daniel, or the twelve so-called Minor Prophets,
one and all they were God’s men speaking God’s message to His
people including kings, nobility and commoners. These men were
mighty creative personalities who took up their work in soul-deep
earnest. They were inspired personalities and spokesmen for the
most high God. They did not “decide to enter the ministry” but they
were set aside to their office by Divine designation. They entered
the privy council chambers of Righteous Jehovah and were sent
out to announce His proposals for the people.
Some of their contemporaries were nothing but windbags who mut
tered for their false gods. A few of their false prophets had not
been given anything to say and went ahead and said it. These were
abhorred by God Himself and lamented by Jeremiah.
These men never failed to “tell it like it is.” They were of stout
and devout heart and in their day and generations stood up and
stood out in the grandeur of solitariness. They were straight from
the shoulder men. They minced no words. They went out with their
chins up and their faith up. If the dancing, drinking society women
of Bethel were like “fat cows,” that is exactly what Amos called
them. (Amos 4:1) Many to whom they preached, like many to
whom we preach, would much rather have a gospel of “sweetness
and light.” But that is not what they got. They took their stand for
righteousness against all the corruption of their era.
God’s man with God’s message, the prophets of old and the proph
ets of today, are to utter what they receive from God. A prophet
is not a philosopher to evolve truth but a prophet to accept the
message and utter it. He is not to be like philosophers who specu
late about the world and its ills from comfortable arm chairs, not
like those of the Middle Ages who took shelter in monasteries, but
these men went to the people, to the masses and the classes. Not
everyone listened to them, but the prophets went to them. Under
God’s call the prophets gave their work their all. They were usually
poor in this world’s goods and their lives were frequently in grave
danger, yet they had a mission to disturb sinful man. Had they not
done this there would have been as Jeremiah said (Jeremiah 20:9),
“A burning fire shut up in their bones.” As one has said, “With the
ruggedness of the deserts that often produced them, they dispensed
God’s Word as responsibly as has any group of men the world has
known.”
God’s plan was a man when He sent Jonah to the city of Nineveh.
In his first mission, God had told Jonah to cry against the great
city, “For their wickedness is come up before me.” (Jonah 1:2).
The fact it was a wicked city and furthermore a heathen city made
Jonah try to get away from God and the commission which God
had given him. Perhaps many of us today need to have a “belly of
the fish” experience like Jonah had.
God had then and still has a mighty concern for the “great cities.”
This was a proud and heathen city to which Jonah was sent. It was
a city whose inhabitants were preeminently wicked and violent. But
despite all this, God’s great loving heart reached out to them as
indeed it does to all the world. Right in the cities where sin and
wickedness abound we must today be an instrument in letting the
“grace of God much more abound.” Our blessed Lord wept over the
city of Jerusalem. Who today is weeping over our cities? There are
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and boldness, He must be willing for, yea, indeed, must invite a
confrontation with the forces of evil, vice, corruption and injustice.
He must not flinch even if this brings him face to face with the high
est authorities of his day. Look at the prophet Elijah for inspiration.
Elijah even dared to take on Ahab the king and his wicked
queen Jezebel. Elijah realized that Jezebel had slain many prophets
of the Lord and that Obadiah had hidden some of the Lord’s prophets
in a cave to escape her wrath, yet Elijah boldly confronts Ahab and
when the wicked king asked, “Art he that troubleth Israel?” He replied
like a true prophet of the Lord, “I have not troubled Israel; but
thou, and thy father’s house, in that ye have forsaken the command
ments of the Lord, and thou hast followed Baalim.” (I Kings 18:18)
Then observe the contest which followed on Mount Carmel between
Elijah and the prophets of Baal with all of Israel as a witness. The
fire of the Lord fell down upon the offering, consuming it and the
altar, thus vindicating the prophet and causing the people to cry,
"The Lord He is the God, the Lord He is the God.”
Then later you recall Elijah’s rebuke of Ahab and Jezebel over
their murder of Naboth and the theft of his property. The horrible
death that came to Queen Jezebel had been prophesied by Elijah.
II Kings 9:36-37 tells us about it, “This is the word of the Lord,
which he spake by his servant Elijah the Tishbite, saying, In the
portion of Jezreel shall dogs eat the flesh of Jezebel: And the carcase
of Jezebel shall be as dung on the face of the field in the portion
of Jezreel; so that they shall not say, This is Jezebel.”
God’s plan was a man when He sent His courageous prophet
Nathan to stand face to face with King David and rebuke him for
his double sin of having Uriah killed and taking Uriah’s wife. What
grander picture of holy courage and boldness can be found than
that one pictured in II Samuel, chapter 12, when Nathan told King
King David of his sin in a parable which he gave, then concluded
by saying (verse 7), “Thou art the man . . . I anointed thee king
over Israel, and 1 delivered thee out of the hand of Saul . . . (then
verse 9) Wherefore has thou despised the commandment of the Lord,
to do evil in his sight? thou hast killed Uriah the Hittite with the
sword, and has taken his wife to be thy wife, and has slain him with
the sword of the children of Ammon.” Then Nathan dared to give
the king the word of God concerning the terrible consequence to
this act when he said (verse 10), “Now, therefore, the sword shall
never depart from thine house; because thou has despised me, and
hast taken the wife of Uriah the Hittite to be thy wife.”
How is it possible for mere man to be a prophet of God giving
God’s message? Mainly because he is called of God to that office
and has the assurance of God’s presence with him as was abundant
in the case of Jeremiah and other prophets whom God called and
commissioned. The prophet of God will therefore bear the marks of
a prophet upon him. What are the distinguishing marks?
Dr. Kyle M. Yates wrote a book which was published by Broadman Press in 1942 under the title, “Preaching from the Prophets.”
In the introduction Dr. Yates discusses the marks of a prophet.
Among many other fine things he mentioned these:
The prophet is always an uncompromising individualist. He can
not be bound by conventions or by public opinion or be restrained
by the caution of diplomats. He is conscious of a divine call that
holds him to the task set forth by his God. Always he must realize
that he is God’s mouthpiece. The divine compulsion must be obeyed.
He is in immediate contact with God. He is the bearer of precious
secrets from the throne of God to needy men. He is usually a man
of action with a certain ruggedness of body and character that com
mands attention in any gathering. Being intense and keyed to a
high pitch, he will be apt to stir up antagonism and opposition. He
is conscious of God’s authority and backing in all emergencies. It is
usually true that he stands alone against practically all of his con
temporaries, even the religious leaders (priests and conventional pro
phets), who usually find time for social intercourse, are constantly
challenging the strange stand of God’s prophets. He is an outspoken
critic of specific evils in the social order. Kings, priests, princes, no
bles, and judges are denounced fearlessly. He does not deal in ab
stractions. Guided by the will of God he raises his voice in violent
protest against any person or institution meriting denunciation.
We modern prophets must do more than simply “view with alarm”
the moral decay, injustice, corruption, vice, crime, lawlessness, and
irresponsibility about us. We must ask if God’s prophets have been
delivering God’s message in our day as they did of old, would con
ditions be as bad as they are? Much of the responsibility for world
conditions can be placed squarely upon the shoulders of preachers.
The late and great Charles G. Finney many years ago said:
“If immorality prevails in the land, the fault is ours in a great
degree.
If there is decay of conscience, the pulpit is responsible for it.
If the public press lacks moral discrimination, the pulpit is re
sponsible.
If the church is degenerate and worldly, the pulpit is responsible.
If Satan rules the halls of legislature, the pulpit is responsible.

If politics becomes so corrupt that the very foundations of our
government are ready to fall away, the pulpit is responsible.
Do not ignore that fact, my dear brethren, but take it to heart and
awake from your slumber.”
“Where is the Lord God of Elijah?” was the question Elisha asked
in II Kings 2:14. Now please pardon us, Brother Elisha, but let us
today turn your question around and ask, “Where are the Elijahs of
the Lord God?” Far too many so-called prophets make about as
much impact upon society as is made by a rubber balloon filled with
dry oatmeal dropped on a foam rubber cushion!
Consider John the Baptist who was God’s prophet with a message.
Matthew 3:1-8 tells us of his preaching in the wilderness of Judea.
His message was, “Repent ye for the kindom of heaven is at hand.”
The words of the prophet Isaiah were used to describe him as “The
voice of one crying in the wilderness.” When the religionists of his
day came asking for baptism, he didn’t say what many of us would
have said, “Gentlemen, we are honored to have you with us and re
joice in your coming,” but rather this rugged individualist, this
prophet of God, cried out, “O generation of vipers, who hath warned
you to flee from the wrath to come? Bring forth therefore fruits
meet for repentance.”
Recall the incident when Peter and John, speaking in prophetic
manner, had preached the Word of God and magnified Jesus Christ
as Saviour. The high priest and other religious authorities took them
to task and commanded them not to speak at all or teach in the name
of Jesus. Peter and John answered like every true prophet of God
should answer, “Whether it be right in the sight of God to hearken
unto you more than unto God, judge ye; for we cannot but speak
the things which we have seen and heard.” (Acts 4:19-20)
God’s prophet and His message is abundantly illustrated in the
life and preaching of the Apostle Paul. He welcomed confrontations
in his day even though it brought him scourgings, a jail cell, chains,
and eventually death. Evaluate his life in the light of his valedictory
in II Timothy 4:7, “I have fought a good fight, I have finished my
course, I have kept the faith.”
Look again at Paul in Athens. Acts 17:16 sets the stage, “Now
while Paul waited for them at Athens, his spirit was stirred in him,
when he saw the city wholly given to idolatry.” Brethren, we today
need to have our spirits stirred within us as we see our cities and
our nation wholly given to idolatry! The stirring of the phophet’s
spirit within him will cause him to stand up, stand forth, and stand
out, to speak up and to speak out. To remain silent is acquiesence in
the conditions about us.
But was Paul content to have simply a troubled spirit? Was he
satisfied simply to “view with alarm”? No indeed. Verse 17 gives us
his reaction, “Therefore disputed he in the synagogue with the Jews,
and with the devout persons, and in the market daily with them that
met with him.” He went out into the forum, he went where the action
was. He went out into the market place after his disputation in the
synagogue. The philosophers of Athens belittled him asking, “What
will this babbler say?” But their insults did not deter him. He wel
comed the opportunity to meet with them in the midst of Mars’Hill
and declare the saving power of Jesus Christ even to those who wor
shipped at the altar inscribed, “To the unknown God.” He had but
one message to give as he spoke to the intelligentsia in that great
seat and center of ancnient learning, Athens. He preached Jesus un
to them, “But now (God) commandeth all men everywhere to re
pent.” (Acts 17:30)
Every man who accepts the call of God to preach with it accepts
the call of God to be a prophet. This is true by the very nature of
the words employed. To preach means to proclaim. The word
“prophet” represents the Greek “prophetes” which indicates, “One
who speaks in behalf of another.” There are three words in the
Hebrew of the Old Testament translated “prophet.” One of these
literally meaning “Seer” is used 11 times indicating special powers
of sight. Another one used 22 times denotes the same idea of seeing
or gazing. Another word which is found 300 times in the Old Testa
ment lays stress upon the utterances of the message and not on the
vision. Dr. Yates in his book already quoted says, “We cannot be
dogmatic about its origin, but it is most probably an active noun
from the old Semitic root Naba’, “to utter, proclaim, speak.”
Therefore, brethren, every preacher is a prophet in the sense that
he speaks for God. He must turn to the Word of God for God’s mes
sage. He must pray to the Lord for the leadership of the Holy
Spirit. He must live close to the Lord and feel always that he has a
message from God to declare. When he fails to do this, he then
does become a “vain babbler,” and is not a true prophet of the
Lord with the Lord’s message!
We who are preacher-prophets today follow in the train of a com
pany of illustrious predecessors going back not only to the prophets
of the Old Testament and those of the New Testament, but those
of post biblical days. We mention but a few:
Chrysostom, “the golden mouthed,” combined his knowledge of
Holy Scriptures with a genuine concern for people. His appointment
against his will as Bishop of Constantinople stirred up the animosity
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of his fellow clerics who had been clamoring for the position. He
brought demands against the loose living clergy of Constantinople
and placed restrictions on their way of life. The empress Euxdoxia
resented his remarks about luxurious living. He was sent into exile
where he lived until he died in 407.
“Time would fail us” to tell of Augustine, Francis of Assisi, and
of Martin Luther who drove a nail and tinned the world upside
down when he tacked his 95 theses on the door of the church in
Wittenberg.
In England a little over a hundred years later, John Bunyan, one
of our noblest Baptist forebears defied the power of the king to
preach the gospel as God’s prophet. As a result he languished in
Bedford jail for 12 long years. When offered his release on the con
dition that he cease to preach, he said, “If Charles II should re
lease me from prison this morning, I should be found preaching in
the square at Elstow before night.” In the current issue of our Sun
day School Board’s splendid publication, “Proclaim,” we are re
minded of some lines from Bunyan’s “Pilgrim’s Progress” in a
hymn which summarizes this great prophet’s life:
“He who would valiant be,
In all disaster,
Must in all constancy,
Follow the Master.”
In advocating religious liberty, our fellow Baptist prophets have
frequently withstood even kings. We think of the English Baptist
pastor, Thomas Helwys who wrote to King James I of England:
“The king is a mortall man and not God, therefore hath no power
over ye imortall soules of his subjects to make lawes and ordinances
for them to set lords over them.” For this Helwys was put in prison
and never heard from again.
We think of Roger Williams, the father of religious liberty in our
country and what he suffered in colonial America.
We think of those fearless prophets of the Lord in Virginia in
revolutionary days because they dared to speak for God to the peo
ple. 23 of them were in Culpepper jail at one time and their re
lease was effected only after the impassioned defense of them by
the immortal Patrick Henry who asked the magistrates: “For what
are these men charged, for preaching the gospel of the Son of God?”
Oh my beloved brethren, you as a prophet of God with God’s mes
sage have nothing to be ashamed of and nothing of which to be
afraid! Assure your soul in the company of the committed through
the centuries and stand fast in the proclamation of God’s message.
When you are discouraged do not offer to resign your commission,
but rather go to the Lord in faith and courage and re-sign, that is
sign again, your commission! Join that noble galaxy of spiritual
stars mentioned in Hebrews, the eleventh chapter, “God's West
minster Abbey of the Faithful.” When the author is running out of
space in mentioning them he concludes verse 32 with: “ . . and of
the prophets.” Then in the first part of verse 38 he says, “of whom
the world was not worthy.” Let us now as never before take courage
from the poem, “What One Man Can Do,” by George Liddell:
Give me a man of God—one man
Whose faith is master of his mind,
And I will right ten thousand wrongs
And bless the name of all mankind.
Give me a man of God—one man
Whose tongue is touched with heaven’s fire,
And I will flame the darkest hearts
With high resolve and clean desire.
Give me a man of God—one man,
One mighty prophet of the Lord,
And I will give you peace on earth
Bought with a prayer and not a sword.
Give me a man of God—one man,
True to the vision that he sees,
And I will build your broken shrines
And bring the nations to their knees.
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The dictionary defines morals as that pertaining to character and
behavior from the point of view of right and wrong, or that which is
concerned with the principles of right and wrong. Such a definition
makes quite clear that when we discuss God’s man and his morals
we involve most of the areas of his personal and professional life.
The subject assigned encompasses whether we are trying to be what
we say we are. It deals with the relationships of money. Sexual
morality is a subject of inquiry. Morals invade the relationship
of words, and deals with a man’s basic honesty. Morals involve the
problems of emotion, anger, and hatred. The world is an ocean of
hatred and preachers are deeply involved in it. Morals involve the
factors of envy and jealousy and these are classified scripturally as
being of serious import to the life of the servant of God. Our morals
relate to the prohibitions of the Word of God. There are the positive
commands which God has given us. In short, to discuss morals we
must deal with almost the totality of the personal life and relation
ships of the preacher.
Consider for a moment the pressures on the men of God. On
every side there are the well-known pressures of the modern world.
These are illustrated by the problems related to sexual relationships.
Our world dramatizes human sexuality. Recently on the Academy
Awards show a see-through blouse of very scanty size was worn
by a well-known actress. Every urban center sees endless manifes
tations of commercialized sexuality. The partially draped form of
the human body, male and female, is used to lure prospective pur
chasers of everything from alcohol to olive oil. Fashions flaunt
sexuality. Literature is full of morbid interest in and over empha
sized human sexuality. The motion picture industry seems to be
dominated by those who insist—not even in the name of arts—on
exposing human sexuality and its problems in every form. The sub
cultures of youth emphasize freedom of sexual relations of all de
scriptions. Serious sociologists and psychologists call endless at
tention to sexuality, its problems and its perversions.
The man of God is subjected to all of these influences as they
apply to the difficulties of the human situation. These considerations
are ever present in his counseling and pastoral responsibilities. He is
constantly in touch with a group of frustrated people in society who
have been taught to expect more from sexuality than can be reason
ably expected. The conscientious minister must deal with these prob
lems in his own life and in the life of the people to whom he minis
ters.
Sexuality was given to us by God to enrich and bless the human
personality and to provide for many human needs. Properly under
stood and used human sexuality provides man with one of the rich
est areas of his experience. Satan traditionally has taken that which
is good and twisted it, misused it, perverted it, and used it to his
own ends. Sexuality has not escaped his notice.
There are similar pressures in many human relationships. There
are problems of hostility—that simple hostility that arises from stupid
drivers of automobiles to that which is focused upon opposition in
the church. Problems of anger and hatred enter prominently into
the discussion of religious issues. There is a great deal of hatred
thinly masked under the guise of orthodoxy in the Southern Baptist
Convention today. Denominational blackmail is not at all unknown
as struggles continue in various aspects of religious life. Horse
trading of politicians which is often decried from the pulpit is some
times parallelled by the horse-trading of some of us as we pledge
others that we will support them in something IF.
The problems of basic honesty confront us on every side. There
are a thousand ways to lie. We are all familiar with padded reports
that sound a little better if the figures are rounded off. We are all
acquainted with false insinuations that leave unfortunate impressions
about our fellow ministers. We have all known those who have
failed to correct untruths and thus have left the impression of false
hood. Theological labels are carelessly used to the detriment of
many of God’s wonderful servants. One pastor, to my knowledge,
has been seriously penalized by his brethren in his consideration for
a prominent post by the fact that he had been labeled carelessly,
thoughtlessly and dishonestly as a liberal. Many careless labels are
now being thrown around concerning the classification of the
brethren according to their understanding of the Scriptures. Gossip
concerning the brethren is carelessly exchanged in many places, leav
ing inaccurate or totally false impressions concerning good and
honest people.
The modern minister’s life is filled with many personal pressures.
There is the pressure of the culture in which he lives to escape from
the harsh reality of the life which he must lead. We say to one an
other, and our people say to us, “You are just a man, live a little.”
The appeal of society is to be natural, do your thing, enjoy your-
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excuse anything that we do. If, on the other hand, we are convinced
that we are his children, that he knows our needs, and that he can
look after us, this will predetermine our relationship to money and
the problems related to monetary honesty.
We must decide in sonship, can God give power to overcome
temptation? When the pressure is on, when lust is great, when anger
is uncontrollable, or when some other temptation threatens to in
undate you, if God cannot give you strength, one should know it and
stop being hypocritical about it. If, on the other hand, one can ex
pect God to come to his rescue upon call in an hour of temptation,
it has already been determined that he need not be overcome and
helpless in the hour of temptation. If he can summon the power of the
Almighty God to his assistance in that time, enormous resources are
his. Sonship and an awareness of it is involved.
We must decide in sonship whether or not God is worthy of abso
lute allegiance. Is he supremely important in our lives? Is he, in
fact, the Master of all that we are? If he is worthy, it means that
we cannot give our lives and our loyalty to lesser causes.
Basicly, the morals of a preacher hinge on the nature of his re
lationship to God. His conduct must be measured in all of its im
plications by the question, “Is this worthy of the servant of God?”
Our conduct is so basic to our ministry that the world examines it
to see if there is anything to our claims about God. All that we say
is measured in the light of the way we act. The Scripture we preach
is believed or discredited by the nature of our conduct. The Christ
we claim to honor is glorified or shamed by what we do.
The preacher who drifts morally is headed for trouble. He needs
in his life to have made some decisions. He needs to have previously
settled moral questions and predetermined what his course of action
is going to be in a given set of circumstances.
If the matter of morality is settled previously, when temptation
comes the question becomes not whether he will give in to tempta
tion but how does he escape? The moral issues of the preacher’s life
should have been settled long ago. They will require eternal work
ing out. They will require endless adjustment in application, but the
issues should have been settled. When easy money is on the horizon
or the second occupation temptation syndrome comes to a man—
especially after he is forty—we must remember the admonition of
Paul to Timothy “do not become entangled with the world.” For the
preacher the issue ought ot be settled, “I belong to God. My time
is his, I cannot give it to lesser things.”
When sexual temptation arises—and there will be for most preach
ers, even the most ordinary of us, many opportunities and tempta
tions—prior decision in this matter is crucial. No matter what the
opportunity is, or how provocative the temptation may be, or no
matter what the chances of escaping detection may be, he has con
cluded long ago that he will not yield his body to sexual immorali
ty. The issue thus would become how does one escape the temptation,
not whether to give in to it. The escape can often come by just ac
knowledging that the temptation is there, and in the moment of
temptation ask for the help of God to escape it. The decision should
have been made long ago, “I will not sell my life, I will not com
promise my family, I will not fragment my church, I will not com
promise my ministry, for half an hour of dubious pleasure.”
In moral, professional, and ethical judgments on the brethren, we
need to have settled ahead of time, whether we will chop away end
lessly at them in order to make ourselves feel a little better or make
them feel a little worse. Or, ask oneself the question, is judgment for
bidden of God? Are we prohibited from assuming the self-righteous
ness necessary to sit in judgment on others? Do we have the com
petence to judge others either in their conduct or in their morality?
Or, have we decided ahead of time that when we see our brethren
in difficulty or error to say to ourselves, “the Scriptures admonish us
to judge not; I am not in his place, I do not understand his prob
lem, I do not have the right to make judgment. Judgment belongs
to God and thus I will pray for him.”
Any man to sit in judgment on another must have at least four
qualifications. He needs to have jurisdiction in the matter to be
judged—God does not give judgment jurisdiction to any man to say
nothing of preachers. He must have innocence, that is to say he
must not be guilty of that sin or any other sin of similar or socalled equal nature—none of us is in position to hurl the first stone
at the accused. This man must have all of the facts in the case—we
do not have the facts in any case. Fourth, he must have the wisdom
properly to weigh and assess the facts, the extenuating circumstances,
the difficulties, the temptations, and the trials—and we do not have
wisdom enough to sit in judgment on the rest of the brethren.
Thus, basicly, the issue of the morals of the man of God devolves
to what kind of person are you. Are you honest enough to face the
fact that while you are a man of God you are a brother to the rest
of us? You inhabit the same frail flesh we know. You share with us
our joys and victories and problems. In short, are you honest
enough to face up to the fact that though you are a man of God
you are still a man, with no righteousness of your own? We are a
product of the grace of God, enabled only by his power to live

self. There are those who say that this is the age of enlightenment
and preachers are no longer slaves; they have been liberated and
now they are free to conduct themselves as men.
There is the endless pressure of self-disillusionment. 1 suppose
that by now we have all discovered that we are not as saintly as
we would like to be. Anger dogs our steps. Financial pressures are
ever with us and they make the appeals of the world alluring. The
gossip directed at us tends to be disillusioning and discouraging.
Sometimes on Mondays we are filled with dispair. One man wrote
that if he had resigned and moved just six inches every time he
felt like it he would now be living in the middle of the Pacific
Ocean. I suppose we are all familiar with the feeling.
People are disappointing. They let us down. They do not measure
up to what we imagined them to be. They do not keep their word to
us. They often change sides in the middle of a discussion and the
pressure is on us.
We are constantly plagued with the problems of our own selfimage. We are endlessly being challenged, our pride is constantly
threatened. If we have not arrived at a proper evaluation of our
selves, it is inevitable that every time we hear someone preach better
than we can our pride and self image comes up for review. We wonder
why we do not make it in certain circles of life when others do. We
are concerned because we are passed over while others are selected.
We are concerned when we are criticized; our pride is ever with us.
There is the deadly monotony of routine. Fatigue seeps into our
bones upon occasions until it seems that we can hardly carry on.
There are endless emotional gear shifts which must be made at a
moments notice. In one hour you will be standing beside a hospital
bed congratulating a new mother. In the next hour you may very
well be conducting the service of a man whose body has been brought
home from Vietnam. In another you may be counseling with a
married couple concerning the problems that threaten the disinte
gration of the home. In still another you are trying to explain his
parents to a teenager. In still another you have to go home to face
the needs of your own family. In another you must be with your
books or you must be with someone else in trouble. These gear shifts
put the emotional stability of the pastor constantly in jeopardy as
he attempts to become all things to all men that by all means he
may win some. The basic pressures in all of these things for the
preacher impinges on his moral nature and his decisions.
A man of God has one principle resource—one dominating equip
ping piece of operating capital—his personal integrity. He can func
tion without recongition, with an inadequate education, with not
very much money, and he can even do the work of God without an
institutional job or a church. The man of God cannot function ef
fectively without integrity. If he does not have integrity, if he can
not sustain his own self respect; if he is unable to maintain his
operating capital intact, he will become a fugitive from one failing
situation to another. He may fool some of the people some of the
time, but if he does not have personal integrity he is doomed to
failure or to misery or to both. Immoral conduct of any character
has a tendency to destroy the resources of the man of God. Im
morality, whether it be in the form of telling untruths or sexual mis
conduct, leaves the man of God no capital to work with. It leaves
him without that which God’s people want most—a man of God,
above the average cut of a man, a man who is qualitatively different.
While they may sometimes want him to be a friend or a pal, a
hunting or golfing companion, or something else, above all, deep
down, very basicly, they want him to be God’s man. Immoral
conduct reflects upon the family of the pastor. It inevitably disrupts
the work of the church. It matters not what your conduct is, some
one in the congregation will defend you. In the process the congre
gation can be torn apart because of your conduct.
Perhaps more significant than any of this, misconduct on the part
of the preacher brings shame on the name of Jesus Christ. It hinders
the functioning and the proclamation of the gospel. Misconduct by
the man of God discredits the claim of the gospel that God has re
generative power. We are forced by the nature of things to proclaim
the power of God in human experience, and indeed God’s power is
operative in human experience. If we live an immoral life, we have
set the gospel back, and we have made its claim to change men of
no effect, at least in our own lives.
It seems requisite to me, therefore, in the light of this discussion
to consider some pretty basic protections against moral misconduct.
Of the greatest possible significance in the moral life of the minister,
is his own sense of identity. We need to ask ourselves, who are we?
Who am I? To whom do I belong? To whom is my allegiance? Of
course, as a conditioned reflex of orthodoxy, we are apt to reply, “I
am the child of God.” However, in the most basic sense, this needs
to be the identification of the servant of God. The most central facts
in the life of the minister ought to be that he is the child of God, and
a servant of God.
Properly developed, our sense of sonship involves many very basic
decisions and experiences. For example, we must decide in sonship,
can God meet your basic material needs? If he cannot, then we may
9

hour by hour and day to day sustained by his grace. We must have
his help in living the kind of live that God’s man ought to try to
live. What kind of man are you? Whose man are you?
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“GOD’S MAN AND HIS MONEY”
“Let the elders that rule well be counted worthy of double
honor, especially they who labour in the word and doctrine.”
I Tim. 5:17 (KJV)
These words are from Paul to his son in the ministry, Timothy,
and they relate to what might have been an emerging view as to
the support of the ministry. The Apostle himself was a laborer who
sustained himself by his trade of tentmaking. Yet, by these words,
the idea is conveyed that Paul’s work was establishing churches.
However, once organized the church itself should support its pastor.
In fact, Paul states that those who preach and teach in the church
are entitled to the honor and prestige of their positions, and too
they should be adequately paid! Going farther Paul indicates that
good administrators are entitled to double pay, which is clearly
shown in the context. This idea is hardly ever carried forth. In fact,
most of us would welcome the embarrassment felt by a Georgia
minister when a business man of his congregation rose, and paid
tribute to the excellent work of the pastor in the eighteen months
he had served; then moved that the church double the pastor’s sal
ary. We must admit, this does not happen everyday!
Nevertheless, the pastor is at least entitled to be adequately com
pensated, or he cannot be free from financial woes to give his best
in the ministry of the Gospel. There is no excuse in these enlight
ened times for any church to begrudge its pastor an adequate salary!
Now that we agree that the paid ministry is scriptural, and neces
sary what is God’s man to do with this money?
I. God’s man must preach and practice tithing.
If “the laborer is worthy of his hire”, then it follows, he must
earn his wages by preaching God’s message. A valid part of this
message is God’s program of finance. In short the tithe. There are
some who insist that this has nothing to do with followers of Christ.
Yet, if we will admit the truth, Jesus endorsed the tithe as about the
only practice of the scribes and Pharisees that was worthwhile.
Matt. 23:23 states that the Master took notice that they tithed even
the small produce of their gardens, and they should do so, but not
to the neglect of the weighter matters of the law, It is evident also
this was a matter observed by Jesus, for in all the charges brought
against Him, this was not included. Does it not stand to reason that
these legalists would add this to the list of accusations against Him?
This is the only place where Jesus met the pattern these people held
for the role of the Messiah.
The tithe is what may be regarded as God’s “rent” for the rest of
the material goods He gives to men. The Old Testament is wonder
fully clear, the tithe is God’s, and it is to be given to Him. There is
no indication whatever that Abraham designated what Melchizedek
should do with the tithe he gave when they met in the name of the
Lord. The author of the Epistle to the Hebrews gives added evidence
that “the tithe is the Lord’s”, with “no strings attached”. Too, it is
the place where God the Father allows His children the privilege of
helping Him in the support of His Kingdom. Any parent can under
stand this, as he allows his child to help him in some task, not be
cause the parent needs it, but so the child will feel that he is a part
of the progress. When I was a small boy, my father often took me
hunting with him, and when he made a kill, I was allowed to carry
the bird. He didn’t really need me; I had nothing to do with the
success of the hunt, but because of his love, he let me enjoy this
labor. How big I felt, but he had done all, including the granting of
the privilege in having a part in what we were doing together! Just
so, God in His love grants the joy of tithing to His children as a
privilege. This is what God counts on as He allows man to “help”
Him.
Moreover, tithing is where Christian giving begins. Not everyone
who calls himself a follower of Christ believes this. Not even every
one who says he is called of God to preach considers this as the
starting place for Christian stewardship of money. In fact, some of
them actually deride such an idea as being opposed by Christ Him
self. On one occasion, I heard a man preaching on the streets in
Mississippi on Jesus’ cleansing the temple, and the reason he gave
for the Master’s righteous wrath was that “people were going into
the temple to tithe”! Others argue that this is the old covenant, and
therefore is not binding on any under the new provided by Jesus.

If this is true, cannot we also discard what some refer to as simply
“old mores” brought down from Mount Sinai by Moses, otherwise
known as “The Ten Commandments.” The “new mortality” says we
can, but is the “new morality” anymore than immortality in psyche
delic rags?
In this passage, Paul wrote to the church at Corinth concerning
a collection. He says “Upon the first day of the week let everyone
of you lay by him in store as God hath prospered him that there be
no gathering when I come” (I Cor 16:2 KJV). This has even been
used as an argument against the matter of a Christian obligation to
tithe. Even a cursory glance at the context reveals this as a special
offering for the needy saints at Jerusalem. Still, in these words, Paul
uses a key word in describing the “treasuring” of this offering, it is
“litheto”, meaning “have the habit of doing so.” and is a present
imperative form! One might well gather from Paul’s words that none
are exempt from the tithe, and some are able to do even more.
Today, should one say, “I cannot afford to tithe, My income is too
great.” It is his loving pastor’s duty to pray that God will reduce this
one’s income until he is able to tithe. Then, he can do the least
that is expected from a "born-again child of God”, and work up
from there.
God’s man must do more than preach the tithe, he must give it
as any other! We are constantly beset by the problem of a “double
standard”, one for preachers, and another for the laity. This is gen
erally the bane of our existence, yet, we cannot do less than we de
clare that God expects from His own. For any who might argue, “I
have given my whole life”, all the more reason for him to lead the
way in giving the tithe. It has been charged that some ministers
have designated their tithes to go directly to the pastor, a gift to
themselves. Is God to be mocked in such fashion? Personally, I can
find no scriptural justification for any to be able to designate his
tithe which is God’s, least of all God’s man!
Again, it is not unknown for church members to attack the min
istry of a pastor and degrade him if he does not tithe. Remember, not
every church financial secretary, or treasurer is as judicious as the
one who was asked by a church member for the pastor’s giving
record. The inquirer asked if the preacher tithed, and the treasurer
replied, "I cannot give you his record, but you might ask him”. There
are too many who would enjoy undermining a pastor with this in
formation alone.
We are all sinners saved by grace, but we can avoid continuing
in sin to the extent that our hands are clean from the stain of theft.
In the prophecy of Malachi, the charge is made that men have
robbed God, that is, they have defrauded Him in tithes and offerings.
And what are we but men? Yes, men called to a special service,
but our hands must be clean as we call upon God’s people to give
Him His part of their material goods. Even as we expect a surgeon’s
hands to be scrupulously clean before he begins to operate.
It is imperative that God’s man support the “storehouse tithe”.
Many would pretend ignorance as to where the “storehouse” is. Yet
again, in Malachi 3:10, we read, “Bring ye all the tithes into the
storehouse, that there may be meat in mine house saith the Lord of
Hosts . . .” (KJV). There was no doubt in the church at Jerusalem
about the location of the storehouse! The Book of Acts recounts the
fact that those of the church who had possessions went and sold
them, then laid the price thereof, at the Apostle’s feet. It seems
they had a clear understanding that the “storehouse” was the or
ganized, living, working body of believers, in this case, the local
church. Is there any evidence, or reason, to change such an idea?
Still there are those who would divide God’s means by- charging
their income tax to Him, counting their contributions to the Red
Cross, or even the cost of Aunt Sue’s operation, as a part of their
tithe. Such acts merely dishonor God’s message, for these items
should come from our own pockets, not God’s.
II. God’s man must prepare and pay his way in the world.
Very few ministers can afford to pay cash for all their needs, con
sequently, we have to ask business houses and banks to trust us by
extending credit, or a loan. Often, these are members of our con
gregations who are involved, and there should be no hesitation in
this matter of business, unless we, or some other preacher has failed
to meet his obligations. Sadly, a bad taste has been left in the mouths
of some of these people because of unpaid accounts.
Now, it is my personal view, that ministers should be paid well
enough so there is no need for “ministerial discounts”, or “clergy
rates” anywhere! In short, if a preacher is worth 6,000 dollars per
year salary and 1,500 dollars worth of "hand-outs”, he is worth
7,500 dollars per year cash! Frankly, it’s getting harder to ask a
dry cleaner to press a suit for a dozen ears of corn, or a bank to
accept a hamper of okra on a car note.
The economy of our time demands credit buying by every seg
ment of our society, preachers included. However, when we must
engage in such business transactions there should be a valid recog
nition of our obligations as for any other person. There is no sound,
rational reason whereby we may declare ourselves exempt from these
debts, even though we might wish it so.
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Since our creditors have been influenced in part by our positions,
and by the basic honesty expected in our calling, they are entitled to
receive their due from our pursse. However, there have been cases
known when pressing needs of people have been presented to the pas
tor, and he has given his income completely away without regard
for his just and honest debts. As admirable as giving to the needy
may be, none can justify doing good with funds that rightly belong
to another. Simply, our creditors have every right to expect us to
deal honestly with them, and leave the playing of modern day
Robin Hoods to the Federal government.
God’s man must recognize his material limits. For, though he may
be well compensated by the standards of many, the prices of today
force him to take note of his monetary boundaries. The late Bob
Burns, a great comedian, who claimed Van Buren, Arkansas, as his
home, said he once had some neighbors whom he described as “too
poor to paint and to proud to white-wash”. Now, this is an apt de
scription of our own circumstances at times, as distressing as it may
be.
In the light of our fiscal limits, we may have to seek the under
standing of our families. The fact that we, and our families, may
associate with people whose incomes far surpass our own, often
makes it necessary for us to explain to these dear to us, that we do
have limits. We cannot always provide for all their wants, but we
can do our best to see to their needs. A minister’s family that lacks
such understanding can soon make an unnecessary burden for God’s
man.
Too, a minister may be just as foolish as any other who allows
his wants to urge him into the trap of too many small installment
purchases and finds that the payments outstrip his income. This is
a problem in our land today, buyers who fail to add up the grand
total of their installments, and find themselves too deeply involved.
There is little excuse for God’s man not to govern his desires well
in such purchases. Also, to attend school for as long as some have,
on as little money as they had, should make them sound financial
manager.
A part of our message as God’s men, includes the final reckoning
before the Righteous Judge. Can we therefore forget the reckoning
of our creditors’ accounts and thus jeopardize our standing in the
community by non-payment of bills? When the ministry is despised
because of being a poor credit risk, will the businessmen heed our
words from the pulpit? The reputation of a minister of the Gospel
as a “dead-beat” does a disservice to the Christ whose name we
bear, and harms every other one of us. Now, the occasion may ar
rive when we are unable to meet our obligations on time. However,
if we make some effort to explain, or gain more time, most business
houses will aid rather than risk the loss of the balance, and too,
will appreciate our frankness.
The high calling of Christ demands that His messengers, who are
not of this world, but who live and labor in it, are not to let mer
cenary concerns be their chief goal, but who must also judiciously
guard their reputations and credit ratings by paying their bills!
III. God's man and his commitment includes his person and his
purse.
The answer to God’s call, is the commitment of the person of the
preacher to Christ, to a separate way of life, for the cause of the
Kingdom of God. Yet, is this not the call to every Christian, to come
out from the world to a special way of life? God’s man must insist
on this in his message, but he must lead the way with his own life.
Therefore, if we are to preach to God’s people that proper steward
ship of their lives includes all they have and are, it must begin in
us.
Now, there are people who constantly complain that all they hear
from preachers is money. Still, it must be noted that Jesus talked
more about this than any other one thing, except salvation. Evidently,
the Master found men of His day much the same as they are in
our own, bound personally to their purses. How one’s person ties
in with his financial status may be a question. Yet, if the ideas of
our national and state government, some church groups, and just
plain people are to be believed, they are inseparable. For example,
the current war on poverty, the plight of ghetto dwellers, and a multi
tude of domestic social programs all proclaim that economic cir
cumstances affect the person of all men. Why then do we think we
are not affected in person and purse in our commitment to the
Saviour.
The person we know only as the “rich young ruler” would have
been happy to have the eternal life he sought from Jesus if it had
just to do with his person. The problem was, that he could not
separate himself from his purse. Thus, the Saviour recognized his
dilemma, not the fact that he was wealthy, for Barnabus had goods
too, but that it stood between the Lord and himself. Our Christ can
use anyone rich or poor, who is committed to Him wholly in
person and purse!
The man of God has a commitment to the high calling of Christ
Jesus. Again, we reject the “double standard”, but his call to preach
demands that he reach for a high standard. Yet. in this high standard,

God has not called us to be foolish. To one who says, “I count on
the Lord to provide” we must say “amen”. Still, we can believe that
God is providing today that tomorrow will be taken care of. When
Jesus fed the multitude, and then commanded the fragments to be
gathered up what was His point? Ecology? Hardly, for it is more
reasonable to believe they could still feed more people. From this
lesson, perhaps our Annuity Board was bom, and the idea that com
mitted men can put aside some of what God provides today for an
other day. Again, a valid connection between God’s man’s person
and his purse.
It is a hard fact, but true, that non-Christians hold a higher stan
dard for Christians to live by than we do for ourselves. Too often,
they expect even more, including sinless perfection from God’s man.
In the light of this view, our personal commitment must reflect our
complete honesty with both God and man. We can be “soft-hearted”
but there is no excuse for us to be also “soft-headed” in that we en
gage in deficit spending or helping the needy to the neglect of pay
ing our just and honest debts.
Yes, the world pushes the standard sternly high for one called to
preach the unsearchable riches of Christ. It also has good cause to
doubt his real commitment when he relegates his financial affairs to
being beneath his notice, and especially so when he fails to honor
his commitment to his creditors. First John declares that one who
loves not his brother whom he has seen, can hardly love God whom
he has not seen. To paraphrase this, but not distort the message,
how can we dishonor a commitment to a creditor whom we have
seen and say we have commitment to a God we have not seen?
Moreover, God’s man must lead in personal commitment for the
cause of a living Saviour. At times we find it inconvenient to have
financial limitations, to say the least. Too, it does not always lend
itself to complete happiness when we cannot provide all we might
like for those dependent on us. Just remember that Jesus has not
promised us an easy life or even happiness in this world, but He
who knew limitations of this sort has promised to walk with us all
the way!
Ever present is the commission to preach God’s message of hope
to men struggling in sin. Today, there are many young people called
“hippies”, and by other names, who are crying that their elders have
been too mercenary, they have majored too much on this world’s
goods. Is this the case? Or, is this all they have seen? Some of these
younger people do not understand that God ordained honorable
work, and the fact that someone had to thing of finances sometime,
or else there would be no “establishment” for them to kick, yet live
off of. It follows then that our message and our commitment is to
be one of salvation, and once claimed, it demands labor and basic
honesty in all our dealings with both God and man.
We have the call to conquest in our Saviour, and victory is as
sured! In the First Century, the cross met Judaism and overcame it,
in the Second, Third and Fourth Centuries it met Roman paganism
and overcame it, in the 17th and 18th centuries it met English Deism
and French Skepticism and overcame them. In the 20th century, it
met Nazism, and overcame it, today it is locked in a life and death
struggle with the hammer and sickle of Communism. The cross will
triumph! Our call to conquest is in His name without the materialism
of Communism, or the sharing of the wealth of the world equally!
The Gospel knows no rich or poor, it is for all men equally! The
only requirement is that a lost sinner put Christ first of all, or not
at all!
The commitment of God’s man demands that he, as God’s “Flame
of Fire”, not dull his witness by careless, selfish or non-scriptural
stewardship of the money God places in his hands.
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Every pastor has intoned the words, “Marriage is an honorable
estate, instituted of God, blessed by our Lord Jesus Christ, and com
mended by the apostle Paul as honorable among all men.” Further
more he has said: “Marriage is the noblest and most sacred human
relationship and it grows more beautiful and sweet with the years.”
Nevertheless there are those who prophesy the rather quick demise
of the institution of traditional marriage. A psychoanalyst and
sociologist whose specialty is cultural anthropology in a lecture at
New York University a few years ago said: “Love is a passion. And
the literal definition of passion is suffering. It is the tension between
desire and fulfillment. As love is fulfilled it ceases to exist. Hence
love and marriage are incompatible. Love is necessarily temporary,
irrational, unpredictable and frenzied. Marriage is rational and
legal, designed to keep people together who do not want to be to
gether.”
Consider first the ideal of marriage. It is of God. The home was
the first institution God made. The beautiful story in Genesis tells
us that God said it was not good for man to be alone. So He made
him a “help meet." And when man saw the woman whom God
made and presented to him he exclaimed: “This is it.” With the
woman he finds completeness and fulfillment of life which he could
never have without her.
In the beginning God made one man and one woman, not one
man and many women, or many men and one woman. Today di
vorce and sexual promiscuity are rampant and many have forgotten
if they have not denied this divine ideal. There are times when di
vorce is necessary because of the hardness of people’s hearts but as
Jesus said: “From the beginning it was not so.” The apostle Paul
instructed that each man to have “his own wife” and each wife “her
own husband” I Cor. 7:2. Every man if he would be honest with
himself would say that what he wants more than anything else in
all the world is one woman to love and to trust and to be loved
and trusted by her. The same is true of the woman. Happiness and
self-fulfillment are not being found in promiscuous relationships.
In fact, unhappiness and misery are the results.
From a Christian standpoint the man and the woman are to marry
“in the Lord” 1 Cor. 7:39. They are to believe in the Lord and to
receive each other as a gift from the Lord. So their commitment is
not only to each other but to the Lord who has made this gracious
provision for their lives. This relationship is like the relationship
between Christ and His church.
Marriage is music or it should be. Paul wrote: “Defraud ye not
one the other except it be with consent” 1 Cor. 7:5. The Greek word
translated “consent” is sumphonia which literally means “to sound
together, to symphosize.” Jesus used this word with reference to
an ..agreement” between a farmer and his laborer. The terms or con
ditions for the work are said to be sumphonia or an agreement. Also,
Jesus used the word with reference to prayer: “If two of you shall
agree on earth as touching anything that they shall ask, it shall be
done for them of my Father which is in heaven” Matt. 18:19. Ideally
then, marriage is the orchestration of divine music.
Consider next the problems of marriage. Once there was an essay
contest on marriage. The woman who won wrote only one line:
“Don’t get me stirred up.” Some couples say they’ve never had a
cross word. Don’t believe them. One man said he and his wife never
go to sleep angry. But he admitted that on many nights they lie
awake a long time. It would be unrealistic if not dishonest if we
kept our heads in the clouds, basking in the divine ideal of marriage
and refused to face the hard problems and serious responsibilities of
marriage. Some marriages are made in heaven but all marriages
must be lived on earth.
There are some problems common to all marriages and a few
peculiar to the relationship between a pastor and his wife. Money
may be the number one problem. There is a fiscal side to marriage.
The wife is often called the better half. What it means is that hus
band better have money. For her birthday give your wife something
you made, for example money. It is unfortunate when one is a
miser and the other is a spendthrift. Equally bad is the inability or
the unwillingness to live within the income of the family. A man
of considerable years wrote the song, “Silver Threads Among the
Gold.” It was a hit and from it he gained fame and fortune. And
the money soon became such a problem that their marriage about
which he had written so beautifully, broke up. There are various
ways a couple may have trouble over money—not having enough
money, spending too much money, one spending a disproportionate
part of the money, etc.
Through the years “in-laws” have been problems to married
couples. A husband makes a big mistake when he says that his
wife’s cooking is not as good as his mother’s. Also, many in-laws try
to interfere in the home life of their children which always causes
real problems.
Strange as it may seem, “little things” cause two people to grow
apart in a disastrous way. Many times a couple who fuss fiercely
over little things in a few days are not able even to recall what they

were. In little things, attitudes, disposition, moods, are determined
as well as registered.
The discipline of children is a matter of great moment. When the
parents are not agreed on the guidance and discipline of the chil
dren, great harm comes to their own relationship and also to the
children. What is more frustrating than the mother siding with the
children against the father or vise versa.
There are some problems peculiar to the relationship between a
pastor and his wife. It is easy for a wife to think her husband is
more concerned about other people than about his own wife and
family. He makes shoes for other people to wear and lets his own
family go barefooted. Once the son of an outstanding pastor and
Baptist leader came home drunk. Sadly, the pastor said: “Other
vineyards I have tended; mine own I have not kept.” Some have
said that the saddest sentence in English literature was written by
Thomas Carlyle. He was so busy and preoccupied in his literary
career that for forty years his wife was terribly neglected. Suddenly
in death she was snatched from him and it was as if his life had
gone out. Then he wrote this sad sentence: “Oh, that I had you
yet for five minutes by my side, that I might tell you all.”
A pastor’s disposition is often a problem. All day long he must
be disciplined and considerate of others, even when his normal im
pulses would lead him to explode. So on coming home he is his
mean self. What he has wanted to do to others throughout the day
and could not, he now does to his own wife and children. This kind
of behavior is hard for the wife to accept and understand. The same
goes for the children.
It is important for us to realize that a pastor and his wife are
human and that they are subject to the same emotions as other peo
ple. They can fuss and grow apart. In this terrible alienation an
other terrible problem emerges. They may want to separate, call it
quits, but they feel that this course is impossible because of their
work in the gospel ministry. In situations where others would obtain
a divorce they make themselves stay together for the sake of the
church or to keep from hurting the cause they represent and for the
sake of the children. Perhaps there is more deep anguish and trauma
in this kind of experience than is to be found anywhere else.
Consider next the importance of trying to solve the problems of
marriage. A girl who wanted a divorce was told that marriage is a
lifetime proposition. She replied, “Yes, please God, if you live long
enough.” Catherine Marshall admitted that she and her husband
had problems but went on to say that more important than the
problems was the “will and determination to work out the differences
between them.” One of the saddest things in marriage today is the
unwillingness of couples to try to solve their problems. Divorce is
the easy way out.
Christian love—the love which should exist between a pastor and
his wife—does more for the marriage relationship than anything
else in the world. Christian faith exalts a woman more than any
other philosophy or religion.
The Jewish view of woman was low when compared to the view
of Christ. The Jew thanked God that he was not a Gentile, a slave or
a woman. The Greek view of marriage was so low that it made pros
titution an essential institution. The wife was to bear children and
stay at home. Man was to find his pleasure outside of marriage.
The Roman view was equally low. In the time of Christ divorces
abounded in the Roman empire. Seneca wrote that women were
married to be divorced and divorced to be married. Women dated
years by names of their husbands. Jerome spoke of the woman who
had 23 husbands and her last husband had had 21 wives.
A pastor and his wife have an advantage. They are more locked
in the institution of marriage than are other couples. They are much
more reluctant even to consider divorce than are others. Because they
feel that divorce is hardly possible for them they may be more in
clined to try to resolve their differences and stay together and achieve
happiness.
A multitude of marriages could be saved if there was a sincere
effort on the part of both husband and wife. After all, in a Chris
tian marriage the love is agape more than it is eros. In honesty many
a person would have to say “I love me and I want you.” It is the
love of God which is beautifully expounded in 1 Cor. 13: “Love
suffereth long and is kind: love envieth not; love vaunteth not it
self, is not puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, seeketh not
her own, is not easily provoked, thinketh no evil; rejoiceth not in
iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; beareth all things, believeth all
things, hopeth all things, endureth all things. Love never faileth.”
This love is unconditional. When health problems arise—physical
disfiguration or other problems, this divine love will hold. While
Thomas Moore, the poet, was in a foreign country his wife fell
victim to a disease which left her sadly disfigured. She was mortally
afraid that her husband would not love her when he returned. A
friend communicated with Moore and told him of the situation. In
response to this development, Thomas Moore wrote the following
lines:
“Believe me if all those endearing your charms.
Which I gaze on so fondly today,
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Were to change by tomorrow and fleet in my arms,
Like fairy gifts fading away—
Thou would’st still be adored
As this moment thou art,
Let thy loveliness fade as it will,
And around the dear ruin each wish for my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.”
The love between a pastor and his wife is not only unconditional,
it is sacrificial. Paul said: “Husbands, love your wives, even as Christ
also loved the church, and gave himself for it.” “Wives submit your
selves unto your own husbands as unto the Lord. For the husband
is the head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the Church:
And he is the saviour of the body.
This love is communicative. Socrates is reported to have said of
the wife: “Is there ayone to whom you entrust more serious matters,
and is there anyone to whom you talk less.” If the pastor and his
wife will continue to talk about their problems and to deal honestly
with each other there is hope for progress. Both pastor and wife
must learn to forgive. We preach that others should forgive and
seldom think of practicing it at home where it is sorely needed.
This love in the Lord is trusting. It is eager to believe the best in
stead of the worst. It bears all things, endures all things and keeps
on hoping. It never gives up and it never dies.
Consider finally the blessings of marriage. Jesus said, “What
therefore God hath joined together, let not man put asunder.” It is
not “whom" God hath joined but the neuter “what” (Matthew 19:6).
There are many more considerations in a Christian marriage than
the personal relationship between husband and wife. What of chil
dren, schools, material possessions, civic responsibility, work, the
Christian witness and the course of history. Cicero said, “The em
pire is at the fireside.” Lin Yutang wrote: “The final test of civili
zation is the type of husbands and wives and fathers and mothers it
turns out.”
Some preachers’ kids turn out badly but most of them give to the
world its best brains, purest character and greatest leadership. Con
sult Who’s Who In America. An amazing number of preachers’ kids
are listed in this volume of honor and the recognition of their signal
achievements is enough to cheer our hearts forever.
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The only thing that frightens me any more about the needs of the
metropolis is the assignment that is mine at this moment—to attempt
to speak to you about it. Who dares to speak about the city and
its spiritual need . . . . let alone who dares to speak for God! I am
confident that there are hundreds of you who could speak to this
subject far better than I, but I am equally confident that the respon
sibility is mine. The only support that I seek in this hour is the
support of the inspiration of the Holy Spirit and of your willingness
to listen. Listen if you will, please, first to the Bible as it speaks and
I read from the Good News for Modern Man. In Luke 13:34, the
scripture says:
“O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you kill the prophets, you stone
the messengers God has sent you! How many times I
wanted to put my arms around all your people, just as a
hen gathers her chicks under her wings, but you would not
let me!”
Then from Luke, 19:41, the scripture reads:
“He came closer to the city and when he saw it, he wept
over it.”
As always the Bible speaks more clearly than any mortal man.
The Bible speaks even now with its message that is both timeless
and timely. If anything in the world is true, it is true that the bibli
cal revelation was written in the most part to the masses of people
in the cities. Looking back into the historical setting of the Old

Testament and viewing with the same perspective the setting of
the New Testament, hardly did a suburban situation exist in bibli
cal days. Most of the recorded sermons were addressed to the cities.
Most of the pilgrimages of the prophets were into the cities, noting
particularly the famous pilgrimage of the prophet Jonah who was
instructed to go into the city and to speak the words of life. What
ever relevancy of spiritual truth the scripture has had in the past,
it has had in relationship to the city. Whatever relevancy exists now,
it exists with the same pertinent meaning for the city. The Bible
speaks clearly and it speaks most profoundly to people. Cities are
filled with people. It can be said then, without any question, that
the Bible is the book for metropolis.
Our attention tonight is focused not upon the foreign situation,
the large cities of many countries . . . our attention is focused upon
our cities . . . the cities of America . . . cities by name . . . Los
Angeles, San Francisco, Portland, Denver, Dallas, Houston, New
Orleans, St. Louis, Chicago, Memphis, Atlanta, Miami and on and
on . . . . Baltimore . . . . Philadelphia and of course, America’s
greatest city, New York City. That famous center of culture, center
of finance, home of the United Nations, center of political influence.
A city of crime . . . pollution . . . of drugs . . . . a city of men
. . . . a city of people . . . . a city of persons . . . all having a com
mon malady . . . . sin. All sharing a common need for Christ . . . .
all waiting a common response from Christianity. Someone to come
and care.
Our record in the city of the past is admirable but our record
in the cities for the past thirty years is frightening. The church has
been making a mass exodus from the city. Some have left by choice,
others have left out of fear, some have left by forfeiture of re
sponsibility and failure to meet the growing and agonizing needs
of the city. I must confess that I too, am frightened by the city but
the very thing that frightens me about the city inspires me to try to
lead my State Convention in a program of ministry that will sur
round that city with love and reach in with sharing, probing per
sonal ministries that will bring the city to its knees in a cry to seek
the salvation of the Lord. Because the city frightens us so terribly,
many of us have turned our backs upon the city. We look at the city
and we see its sin . . . we look at the city and see its dirt . . . we
look at the city and see its filth . . . we look at the city and see its
crime . . . we look at the city and see its incest . . . we look at the
city and see all of its ugliness and turn our faces in horror, crying
to God, “deliver us from this iniquity” but I ask you, is it not this
very iniquity that calls us to the city? I ask you, is it not this very
human pain that demands we be there? I ask you, is it not this
very abominable situation that cries to us “come and help us”?
I never can get away from that haunting story that I heard some
one tell when I was a student in college. It seems that a younger
minister had come to an older minister friend in flight from his
pastorate. Something had happened on the church field. The church
family was in arms and they were after his hide. The young minis
ter came to the older minister and said “you’ve got to help me. I’ve
got to get away. The church is after me. They’re going to crucify
me if I don’t leave . . . . to which the older minister gently turned to
the brother and said “Well son, then count yourself fortunate for
there is another who also was crucified. The only difference is, my
son, that you are running from your cross and He moved toward
His.” Can it be that the very cross that shadows our mighty cities . . .
can it be that that very cross repels us rather than attracts us? Is
it possible that we have lived so long in the close and closed com
munion of the church that that to which the cross speaks literally
scares us out of our boots? It is interesting to note that our Lord
when He died was not surrounded by the beautiful comforts of our
church buildings and church organization. Neither was he attended
by the comfort of doctors and hospitals but He was there in the
open raw exposure of sin and all of its sadistic hatred that can come
from the human being. All that we know about the theology of the
cross speaks to us of hurt and pain and suffering and dying . . . .
consequently all that we know about the city speaks to us of the
very same thing. How strange then, that we feel God is not con
cerned about the city and that God is not in the city. It is true that
there are no fortresses there in which we can hide and it is true
that there are no holy places to which we may flee and hide from the
obscenity and the rawness and the fear of the evil that is around us.
It is true that there are no nic clean places where we can gathr
with those of our kind and share our words of comfort and en
couragement in the city. But somehow, we seemed to have missed
the whole message of the cross . . . . somehow we seem to feel that
the Christian gospel is no longer a gospel for the street . . . . no
longer a gospel for the man in the gutter . . . . for the woman in
the brothel . . . . for the man writhing in the agony of his “fix” or
his alcoholism. In the midst of all that we are doing, in the midst of
building our spires and raising our steeples and structuring our
cold stone buildings we somehow seemed to have missed the re
sponsibility to take God into all the world, including the cities. As
we begin to let the real meaning of the cross soak into our being,
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we will somehow begin to emerge with a new concept of the minis
tering church and the caring minister and of the ministering Chris
tian who came into the metropolis and who can stay and who can
speak the words of life and bring about a response from the men
and women of metropolis.
There are three or four very glaring and frightening characteristics
that emerge from the death march of the churches that leave the
city. There have been among such churches, without exception,
similar characteristics. (1) A departure from a theology that in
cludes conversion as a valid part of Christian encounter. That is to
say there has been a gross and crass departure from theology that
includes conversion and redemption and salvation. (2) There has
been correspondingly a departure from the deliverance to the people
of a biblical message with relevancy and relationship to the here and
the now. (3) There has been a common failure of such churches to
change to meet the needs of the communities in which they are lo
cated. So often the church wants to keep its door open only for
those of their own kind, without ever coming to grips with the stark
reality that the church was never put here to minister to its own
kind. It is here to minister to the kind for which Christ died. (4)
Correspondingly there has been a refusal on the part of these church
es to be open and flexible and creative and innovative in seeking
ways to communicate the gospel and to minister to the needs of
men. (5) There has been a corresponding refusal to gear the minis
tries to the time and never should this be interpreted as a departure
from the ancient truths of the gospel. The gospel is always anchored
to the rock, even Christ himself, but must always be geared to the
time and place and the situation so that it may effectively communi
cate its message to mankind. (6) And of course, another charac
teristic of these churches is the making of worship that has no re
lationship whatsoever to the now expression of life.
The few churches that are surviving in the cities . . . the few that
are digging in to stay . . . the few that are remaining on the cutting
edge are those who have declared under God that the church is here
to stay. There are those who have affirmed it as do or die. There
are those who have said “the battle is the Lord’s. Our eye is upon
the Lord. Lead us, Lord, for we know not where we go.”
The spiritual poverty of the city is so great that it demands the at
tention of our Convention. It demands priority attention. It demands
that we give attention to the investment of missions funds . . . . it
demands that we give attention to the investment of personnel . . . .
it demands that we give attention to the investment of men and
money and methods and any and everything that will bring to bear
upon the city an effective witness for Christ. I’m not at all sure
that is we could channel all of the resource of our great denomina
tion on New York City alone, that we would be able to do what
needs to be done in that city now. Multiply this great need then, by
the legions of cities across our nation, who like New York City
need the same moving power and living presence of Christ.
Enough now of background setting and history . . . enough now
of rhetoric . . . enough now of examination of the city and its need
. . . . enough inquiring as to the urban man and the metropolitan
mentality and the meaning of exintence therein . . . the hour now
comes upon us for some answer or some solution. What, for heav
en’s sake, can the ministering man do? What can the preacher,
God’s flame of fire, do about the needs of the city? What can we
say to God’s minister who looks at metropolis?
One of the things that must be said to the minister who looks at
metropolis is that the ministering one must be committed enough to
be inspired by God to minister to the city. No one can argue the
point . . . . the city is not the first choice of many as a place to live.
Few would choose to raise their children in the setting of the city
. . . . few would elect to expose their families to what is there . . . .
few would purposely choose to be there . . . . but there are those
who have chosen to be there because they are chosen to go. These are
they who are committed enough to sense that within the framework
of their whole reason for being, there is a sense of mission inspired
by God. I realize that when I say this, that it is not the most popu
lar position to take but I still believe with all my heart that God has
called and is calling men to minister. My concern is that men just
aren’t listening. Within the framework of our Christian experience
and our so-called Christian theology, there must emerge a new sense
of vitality about our reason for being. If a minister cannot feel that
his ministry is inspired by God, he has no reason for ministering
. . . . and if a man cannot look at the city and see the multitudi
nous needs and find inspiration to go and to speak, then something
is wrong with the center of that which needs to be inspired. Chris
tian ministry that is to survive in the city has to be inspired of God.
There is no way for anything else to succeed or even exist in the
city. Plans that are structured by man and government parties and
organizations have no real meaning when it comes to the hard core
meeting of human need. Only those things that are inspired of God
can answer the human need.
Not only so, but the ministering one who looks at metropolis
must assume himself under God to be creative enough to become

indispensable in his function and value in the city. The credibility
and the quality of the Christian faith that we offer the city ought to
be exhibited in the ministering one who comes to the city as an in
dispensable quality of life. There ought to be within the framework
of every Christian those qualities and that innate Christian charac
teristic that is indispensable to the society of which it is a part. As
always the church needs now and it needs in the city those to whom
it can point and claim credit for the activity of God. A redeemed
man in a society that needs redemption is an indispensable man.
He is compelled that that indispensability to be indelible in his in
fluence . . . to exert in leadership . . . . by participation . . . . by
caring and sharing, those qualities that make impressions that are
lasting and that will always remind men of the truth of the living
Christ as exhibited in one man who lives for Christ . . . creative
enough to be compassionately involved in all that is going on. We
develop our own kind of isolationism in the ministry and often equip
and insulate ourselves so that we are not really in touch with the
blood and guts of the city. Too few walk the streets and hear
the human cry . . . . too few open their hearts and minds and ex
pose them to the heartbeat and the nerve and the heartache and the
shame and the tyranny and the crass indifference of the city and
the ministering one has to be in his creativity, not only indelible in
his concern and influence but compassionate in his involvement . . .
compassionate enough that he won’t let go . . . . compassionate
enough that he can’t be frightened away . . . . compassionate enough
that he’ll not be scared to death by the men who need him the most.
Creative enough to design “handles” upon which to “lay hold” of
the problems and offer some solutions. Rather than complaining
about the facilities . . . use what is available; rather than lamenting
about the difficulties . . . seeking to supply the needs of those who
are responsive. This requires an “awareness factor”. It requires an
openness to opportunities for ministry.
Dave Wilkerson came to the city . . . with one vital “plus” fac
tor! A compassionate and creative willingness to do what he could
for those who would be done for. He had a passion for those
“street gangs” who had needle holes in their bodies, saw those holes
and serpent bites and lifted before their eyes a healing-curing-caring
Lord of l i f e ............
lim Vaus came to the city . . . his heart over-come with concern
for the Harlem delinquents and found . . . “dug-out” ways and means
of meeting that specific need.
You see, the need is there . . . the ministering one just has to relate
on a “one to one” basis as he seeks and finds ways to help.
Obviously some need to come to the city . . . to see, to care, to
stay. Others need the same creative compassion to send, to supply,
to sustain and to support. Look at the city . . . how do you “get
hold”? Think of it . . . the thousands in those secluded castles called
“high-rise” apartments surrounded by moats of indifference the
thousands of addicts; the thousands of homosexuals; the thousands
of delinquents; the thousands of homeless and parent-less; the thous
ands of eager and inquiring students; the thousands of ethnic and
radical groups and the thousands of ordinary human beings with
no special problems except a need for new life!
Again, the ministering man as he looks at metropolis must be
convinced that God is unlimitable in His resource. What can one
man do? Little or nothing. But what God can do is yet to be seen.
The man who looks at metropolis must look at metropolis with an
eye of God . . . he must view it as the object of God’s concern . . .
he must view it as the object of God’s caring . . . . he must be
convinced within his own being that God cares far more than he
and that God’s resource is adequate and sufficient for the need of
the city.
And again the ministering man must be consecrated enough to be
indestructible. He must be consecrated enough that his witness will
not tire and grow weary in well doing.
I suppose the most frustrating experience that I have ever had
was to visit in a community in metropolitan New York, to talk to
some people on the street about a church they lived next door to
and to find out in talking to them that they had lived in the same
locality for years next door to that same church and were not even
aware that it was a church. This is to say that a congregation in a
certain location existed and functioned and went on as a church but
the very people who needed that congregation and that the church
the most were unaware that it existed. How can this be? It can be
when we tend to want only our kind of people in the church and as
a result of this, the ones that we have rejected are now rejecting what
we have to offer. The ones that we turned down are now turned off.
How can we ever hope to minister to the world if we cannot min
ister in the great population centers of our nation.
What do you see when you see the city? Do you see only the crime,
the smog, the pollution, the graft, the pornography, the lust, the
sensuality, the materialism, the waste of humanity, the unrest, the
riotous situations? I submit that what you see in the city depends
very greatly upon where you stand and the vantage point from which
you look. It is strange to me that our Lord when on the mountain
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with his disciples, looked at the city and so did the disciples. They
looked down and then they looked at Him and said “O Lord, it is
good that we’re here. Let’s stay and build some tabernacles”. It is
very inspiring to me that the scripture indicates that our Lord seeing
the city set his face steadfastly toward Jerusalem and went down
into the heart of Jerusalem. Brethren, I am suggesting that our
spiritual cameras need new range finders. Our vision of God is far
too dimmed and our vision of the city is far too blurred. Christ saw
from the mountainside a city that hated him but needed him and
I suggest that we must see the city as it needs Christ today. Oh, it is
easy for the Christian and for the church in the city to leave . . .
to cry out . . . we don’t have to take that . . . we don’t have to
stand here and suffer this abuse . . . it is an accurate view and the
church has every right to take that position but I submit that it is
a view that is devoid of compassion for compassion demands just
that. It demands that we do what we don’t have to do . . . . It
demands that we pay when we don’t really owe . . . it demands
that we hurt the hurt that we don’t have to hurt . . . it demands
voluntary assumption of that which we could in good standing and
in good conscience leave alone . . . but rather because of that com
passion . . . dare to choose.
I am convinced that if this Pastor’s Conference should leave any
note at all, it should leave ringing in your ears the cry of the city
dweller . . . of the men and women and children of metropolis who
are crying to us “come and help us”. We can continue to talk about
ministry . . . . we can continue to talk about men and we can con
tinue to talk about love but perhaps Bob Rowland has captured it
most effectively in a statement entitled “Listen Christian.” It reads
and I quote:
“I was hungry and you formed a humanities club and discussed
my hunger. Thank you.
I was imprisoned and you crept off quietly to your chapel in the
cellar and prayed for my release.
I was naked, and in your mind you debated the morality of my
appearance.
I was sick and you knelt to thank God for your health.
I was homeless and you preached to me of the spiritual shelter
of the love of God.
I was lonely and you left me alone to pray for me.
You seem so holy, so close to God. But I am still very hungry,
and lonely, and cold.
So cries the man in metropolis . . . . so cries the city . . . dare
we hesitate any longer? If you do not take the message of Christ to
the city . . . who will? If the message of Christ is not for the city
. . . who is it for? If now is not the time to do it . . . . when is
the time?
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THE STORY OF M Y CONVERSION
By WALTER K. AYERS
Staff Evangelist of the Orchard Hills Baptist Church, Garland, Tex.
The only difference in Walter K. Ayers right now and the Walter
K. Ayers of 1957, I’ve met the Master face to face. And He turned
my gloom to glory, He turned my sadness to sunshine, He turned
my night to day.
You know, a preacher must always have a text. Even, Bro. Pas
tors, when I fight with my wife, we choose a text! I believe in
choosing a text.
“I am what I am, only by the Grace of God. For by Grace I
was saved through faith; and that not of myself, it is the gift
of God; not of works, lest any man should boast.”
I guess every story must have a beginning, so I’ll start at the
beginning! I was born at a very early age . . . in the sleepy little
town by the name of DeWitt, Arkansas. The fastest thing out of
DeWitt is a bootlegger one step ahead of the sheriff! The only thing
worse than being on the “other side of the tracks” is not having any
tracks in town! I tell people that our town was so small that we
couldn’t have a “town idiot”, we had to take turns. And somebody
said, “Yes, and they must have voted you idiot unanimous.”
Well, I was born in DeWitt, Arkansas, in 1937. My father worked
thirty-three long years at the Smith’s Rice Mill; he ran the pattie
machines. I don’t remember too much about those very early years.
I know this—we didn’t go to church, like any family ought to go.
We didn’t pray in my home, and every family ought to pray in
their homes, and we didn’t read God’s Bible. If we owned a Bible,
f didn’t have any knowledge of it. We didn’t know the Lord Jesus
Christ as our personal Saviour.

When I was ten year old, I remember the first time I understood
that my father and my mother would not live together. My home
had not been built upon the rock, but upon the sands. I do not know
where I learned this, nor who taught this to me, but I use to go out
in the edge of the woods and pray that my mother and daddy would
stay together.
Before I was eleven years old, my mother and my father had a
violent fight. My father went one way, my mother went the other.
I have three older brothers and one younger sister. Some of my
brothers were in service (one, they signed into the service). I can
recall that my Daddy called me to a car and said, “Son, there’s been
trouble in our home and I’m going to ‘haul out’ of here, and I won’t
be back.” And I told my Daddy, “You’ve left before, and you’ve
always come back. You’ll come back again . . . you’ll come back
even tonight!” No boys like to admit tears, but I remember scream
ing those words through my tears at him, as he went around the
corner. But he never came back to live with us anymore. The next
day my mother called me to a taxi and said “Son, I’ve got to leave.
My people have agreed to take me and the girl and the neighbors
have agreed to feed and watch after you.” So I stayed ninety-one
days in this little home alone. Sometimes when it stormed, I’d pray
to die. The neighbors were good to me. In the daytime they would
feed me and they’d get word back to my mother that I was okay.
My mother came back home and took two jobs. She worked eighthours-a-day at the local clinic and eight-hours-a-day with a private
patient. For nine years, my mother worked sixteen hours each day,
seven-days-a-week . . . . until she had a stroke. She broke down.
With my mother working sixteen hours out of the heart of each
day, I was my own boss. I could go to school when I would choose,
I could come home when I would choose, and I would get up when
I would choose. During this time, a hate entered my heart against
all forms of discipline. I didn’t like the police; I didn’t like the
school officials; the principal; the superintendents; the coaches; any
body. I always pause and say to any young heart, I’m not the least
bit proud of the terrible days that unfolded in my life. If I could
go back, I would erase them. You believe me, everything doesn’t
always “turn out okay.” By the time I was fifteen years old, I had
been expelled from school four times and told never, ever, to re
turn.
Friends would talk about how terrible it was that this young boy
had been expelled from school, and secretly in my heart, I was
thinking, “It’s not so much, for if only they knew that I was the one
who drove that car off the other night and they are still searching
for the one who stole the car. And if they only knew that I was the
one who broke into the one hundred homes, that I was the one
who broke into those stores, that I was the one who carried the
bootleg whiskey for the bootleggers.” You see, we had bootleggers
in our area, and they would make the whiskey and the young punk
of a boy who had all the answers, but couldn’t think of the questions,
I would take the chance and make the delivery.
I speak at state prisons frequently these days, and I meet many
young inmates. As I question them about their crimes, to my shock
I find many of those boys are in there for far less than what I had
done. I get on my face and thank God for sparing my life.
I stood before the judge a number of times—many times. I
smirked and made fun of the law. I fought in the streets like a wild
animal. But who can I blame for my sins? Can I blame the police?
Can I blame the school officials? No. Can I blame the church?
Friends, I could hear the church bells ringing every Sunday! I can
only blame one person . . . Walter Ayers. I hid my face from God
—I ran away from God.
I shall never forget standing before the judge the last time. I
heard him say, “Young man, I tried to help you, didn’t I?” And the
judge had tried to help me. And he said, “Young man, you fight and
you steal, and you yell like an animal. Your family is gone, and
I’m at the end of my rope with you. I sentence you to two years.” I
watched my mother as she took credit for all my sins. I watched
her as she wept and as she broke the heart of that old judge. I
heard him say “Young man, I can’t send you ‘over there’ over the
tears of your mother and these other concerned ones. But here’s what
we’re going to do with you. We are going to give you a choice for
the first time in your life. We’ll let you serve your time here . . .
or over there. You’ll report every Monday to me; you report every
Friday to the Supt. of the Schools. If you miss one time, that’s it!
If you fail to go to school one day, that’s it! If you so much as
talk back to one teacher, that’s it! Young man, you just run one
Stop Sign, and we’ll not have a court. There’ll be no trial. We’ll put
you in a car and take you on. I’m not going to lie to you, with low,
head-down shame, I left that courtroom and I knew in my heart
I could not stay out of state prison . . . two weeks, maybe three.
I went back to school. I was so far behind. I had been expelled a
long time this time. You know how old I was? I was almost eighteen
years old! And I was in the ninth grade. Some of them said they
thought I was a teacher. I thought I could never make it, and a
football coach came to me at my darkest and lowest hour. I’ve al
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ways had a warm spot in my heart for a football coach. 1 had
mauled the State Police. I stole a horse from a nearby farm, and
when the policeman caught me, I mauled the City Marshall. 1 went
down to the gym, trying to get the boy to say he let me have the
horse and Mr. Cook, Sam Cook, walked over to me. I’ve always
called him Mr. Cook. He’s the winningest coach in all the state of
Arkansas, but I always felt funny calling him anything but “Mister”.
He’ll always be “Mister Cook” to me. I thought he was going to
preach to me. Everybody else had, and now it was his turn. That
strong, dedicated man, that man of sacrifice and real commitment,
that real champion (the best man I’ve ever met), looked into my
face and said, “Walter K, son, you don’t have to walk around all
the time with your head down. You don't have to be without friends.
You could be like the other students, you could lift up your head
and be somebody!” And he walked away.
I couldn’t forget that. That night, on the edge of my bed, I could
hear those words, “You don’t have to walk around with your head
down, you could lift your head and be somebody!” I thought in my
heart, today is just like yesterday, and tomorrow will be just like
today, and there’s nothing to live for. Mr. Smart Aleck, who had
been bragged on by the thugs about how tough I was because I had
whipped some anemic, sick man in town. Mr. Tough had gone out
in the woods on many occasions and prayed to die. As I sat on the
edge of my bed, I decided I was going to listen to that coach. I was
going to choose that coach, watch that coach, live and walk like
that "coach wants me to. And friends, if it hadn’t been for that coach
who became a daddy to me, (that’s right, he may not choose me,
but I choose him) I wouldn’t be here tonight. That man saved my
life. Jesus saved my soul, but that man saved my life.
I went back to school. The Principal had already told me, “Mr.
Big Shot, you don’t need to have any books. You’re old now and
you don’t even have to answer the roll. The police make you come
to school, so young man, you just sit in the classroom and keep
your mouth shut.” I never did answer the roll, I never got my les
sons. But I went to school the next day with a new attitude. I said
in my heart, “I’m going for the first time to try to do like the other
students. I’m going to try to make some friends.” I sat in the class
room with not one, but all of my books. The teacher called the roll
and I said, “Present”, and almost scared them to death! Now you
may think I “show-boat” at this point, and young people have to
make that choice, but did you know that some of the same teachers
that I thought would laugh and make fund when I’d be in State Prison
were some of the same teachers who stayed after school and gave
their time freely to help me. I was so far behind, I thought I would
never catch up. I drove to the coach’s house every evening and Mrs.
Cook, that dear, precious wife, would try to help me. Think about it
. . . eighteen years old and down there in the ninth grade!
I was about to get discouraged and was thinking about quitting,
ane one day I walked down to the office and looked in the window.
There was a young lady that had just moved to our city some time
before, and I though she sure looked sharp to me. I’m not going
to lie about it, that gal just “rung my bell.” I thought, the other
boys have girls . . . I don’t have a girl . . . but she wouldn’t like
me. The other boys are graduating at my age, and here I am in the
ninth grade. But 1 thought if I could just walk in there and impress
her, maybe she’d say yes before she found out all this stuff. So I
walked in and told her how important I was (you know what I
mean). I told her the best thing for “thee” is “me”, you know? I
told her about all my honors, and that girl didn’t know it, but the
closest Walter Ayres had been to “honor” was when I said, “Yes,
your Honor” and “No, your Honor.” I asked her for a date, think
ing she’d say no, but she said yes. (Like to have scared me to
death) I left there with one foot saying amen, the other foot saying
hallelujah. I tell you, I was as afraid as a frog on the freeway with
his hopper hung!
The next day, as we were having a good time walking home, I told
her that tomorrow we would go out again. But she said, “Walter,
tomorrow’s Sunday and I’ve got to go to church.” I told her she
could go to church anytime, that she could go to church when she
was old. I thought the church was for the old and for the weak and
for sissies. I don’t know where I got that. I don’t know why some
people believe that today. It’s the biggest lie the devil has ever told.
The greatest athletes I have ever met in my life are young men who
are sold out to Jesus Christ. I told her the church had been there
before she got there and the church would be there after she was
gone. I told her, “It’s settled, we’re going to go out again and have
a good time tomorrow.” But she said, “Walter K., I’m sorry but I
love the Lord and I have to go to church. You could come and go
to church with me.” Well, I just told her off! I said, “Wait a min
ute, hold it, now let’s settle this right now. Let’s settle it for once
and for all, and forever. Now you make your choice, it’s either me
. . . or your church.” And you talk about taking the wind out of
somebody when she said goodby! I said, “Hold it, wait a minute,
goodby nothing, it’s a good thing I’m in a forgiving attitude.” I al
most lost my only girl on my first date. I say with shame now, that

I tried my best for a year to talk that girl out of going to church,
but praise God, I couldn’t do it. I decided I could stand anything for
one hour, and my buddies, the boys, wouldn’t see me down there,
and they won’t call me a sissy, so I decided I’d go with her.
I met her pastor. I named my little boy after her pastor, Dickson
Rial, and after Sam Cook. His name is Samuel Dickson.
Well, I’ll never forget meeting that preacher. He was about two
or three years older than I was, he walked out with a big smile on
his face, and said, “Walter K., I’ve heard a lot about you. Are you
a Christian?” My face turned red, I looked around, I stuttered, I
stammered, and I said, “Look preacher, I don’t want to talk to you
about that sissy stuff. I’m a football player, I’ll talk to you about
football.” He replied, “All right.” So I told him better still, come
Saturday afternoon we chose up here in town and in the off-season
it got kind of tough sometimes, why didn’t he get up his nerve and
come down and play with us some day. He said he’d be there next
Saturday. “Aha,” I thought, “if you do . . . if you do, I’m not go
ing to break one of your legs, I’m going to break both of them.”
He’d sort of embarrassed me in front of my girl. You could have
never made me believe that that preacher would show up . . . but
he did. He chose some fellas and I chose some.
I kicked that football off, and I could see him as he retrieved
that ball. You fellows that know football and coach football, know
what I mean when I say that I had him “zeroed in.” I was running
wide open, had him “zeroed in” and as I left the ground and got
ready for contact, some way that preacher stepped sideways. And I
hit right on my nose! He went eighty-five yards for a TD. I thought
it just couldn’t be true. That day that preacher turned me every way
but loose. He threw touchdowns over me, ran touchdowns around
me, and ran over me, too. And I said, “If that man’s a Christian,
he’s nobody’s sissy! You see, nobody had bothered to tell me that
he’d already been mentioned for “All-State” playing football for
McGehee, Arkansas. I just thought if he was a preacher, he was a.
sissy. We became buddies. If you can’t beat them, join them.
I went to hear him preach every Sunday. I went to hear him
preach for a year and seemingly, I didn’t hear a word he said. But
one Sunday, it seemed that he was preaching just to me. You know
what he said? He said that had I been the only sinner on the face of
the earth, Jesus still would have left heaven’s glory for earth’s
glooms, and died just for me. Fellow preachers, I’ve heard tapes of
George W. Truett, heard our Billy Graham and what a great mas
terful preacher he is, I’ve heard Dr. W. A. Criswell and what a
genius preacher he is. But somehow, Dickson Rial is a big brother
to me. He’s closer than a brother. He’s a friend that sticketh closer
than a brother. Somehow the line of communication from that
preacher went to my heart and to me, he’s the greatest preacher in
all the world. As the moments of invitation came, something said
to my heart, “Walter K., he’s right . . . give your heart to God.
But I held the pew, looked down, and said no. The boys would
make fun of me and call me a sissy. I wouldn’t do it, I decided,
and I was never so glad in all my life when an invitation closed. I
told the young lady after the service that that “was it.” I didn’t
know that conviction was drawing me. She reminded me of how the
church had helped my life and about how well I was doing at school,
and how I was probably going to get the football scholarship to the
University of Arkansas. I told her that I would talk to her the next
day, I didn’t want to even talk about it. I walked the floor that
afternoon. You who have been under conviction know what it is to
walk the floor and worry about a commitment that ought to be
made. I thought it was silly that I had let the preacher preach me
out of church, so I made me a little plan. I knew I couldn’t talk
that girl out of going to church and I wanted to be with her. So I
decided I’d go back over to church, but I wouldn’t listen to him.
So I got me a songbook, sat on the back row, right behind a big
tall man. If he moved his head to the right, I’d move my head to
the right. If he moved left, I’d move left. I didn’t want that preacher
to see me. I decided that when the preacher would preach, I’d thumb
through the songbook and count the pages and not listen. Well, the
singer lead the singing and the preacher got up to preach. I got out
my songbook . . . page one . . . page two . . . page three . . . The
preacher walked behind the sacred desk and I can see him as he
said, “Now I want you to lay your songbooks down!” I tell you I
thought someone had told on me. Friends, I laid the songbook down
and that preacher told me about Calvary . . . how they drove the
spikes through His hands and through His feet, for me. How they
thrust the spear through His side, for me. The gall and vinegar put
in His mouth, for me. The crown of thorns on His brow, for me.
How He was stretched between heaven and earth, as if He had no
home, for me. And at the moment of invitation I said in my heart,
“I don’t care what the boys say, they can make fun of me, call me
a sissy, I don’t care what they say, I do want to be saved!” I turned
loose of that seat ancji took one step, and I was running. I fell on
my knees before that preacher and gave him my hand, and gave
God my heart. I’ve nqVer been sorry . . . I’d gladly do it again. It
was the greatest thing that ever happened to me.
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And you say, “Walter K., that sounds all right tonight, but where
will you be ten years from right now? I don’t know . . . I don’t
know, but if I’m alive, and if the Lord tarries, I can’t tell you where
I’ll be, but I can tell you what I’ll be doing. I’ll be somewhere brag
ging on lesus.
For now I am dressed in His righteousness alone,
Faultless to stand before the Throne,
Amazing grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me.
I once was lost, but now am found,
Was blind but now I see.
I would love to tell you what I think of Jesus
Since I found in Him a friend so strong and true.
1 would tell you how he changed my life completely,
He did something that no other friend could do.
But if I had a thousand miles and every life a thousand heads,
And every head a thousand tongues,
And every tongue a thousand years,
I could never tell you how good God has been
to Walter K. Ayers. He’s been good to some people, but He’s been
REAL GOOD to me.
He helped me finish High School in three years. When we got
through, that football scholarship was waiting. They paid everything.
And He gave me the very same young lady to be my wife. Through
our love, He’s given us three precious little children—one boy and
two little girls. And at the moment that we stand to speak tonight,
I know they’re on their knees, praying for this service.
He called us to preach His Word. I wanted to be a football
coach, signed to be a coach, trained to be a coach, but I felt the
Lord call me to preach. I know I cannot preach like some men can
preach, and I’ll never be able to preach like some men can preach.
But God has given us many understanding friends. Men like you,
who open their hearts and open their churches, and say, “Preacher,
you can brag on Jesus here.” That’s the way it has been from the
beginning—from the first sermon I ever preached. It’s been a brandnew life.
I went to the University of Arkansas on that football scholarship.
Boy, I thought I was tough in that little town but that was just a
little town. I got to the University of Arkansas and I found some
boys that were REALLY tough. Have you ever been hit on the
shoulder and sprain both your ankles? They skinned me up . . . my
bruises had bruises! They shaved our heads. I didn’t argue with
them, I just got in line with everybody else. Somebody said, “Go
down to the First Baptist Church, they’re having a famous evange
list, one of the most gifted men in all the world down there. His
name is Angel Martinez, (a genius, a man that’s memorized the en
tire Bible. If you burn it, Angel Martinez can write it back, word
for word. Some men have doubted that, until they sat with him
and he quoted it hour by hour. He memorized the Law Manual,
became a lawyer. He makes straight A’s in Psychology—no way to
test him. Photographic mind.) So I went down to hear the famous
evangelist, Angel Martinez, preach. I walked in the church, looked
up on the platform, and I thought I had made a grave error. I
thought I must have walked into the bus station or something. You
know what that preacher had on? I must pause here and ask if any
body here has ever heard of Angel Martinez? or you might not
believe what he had on. He had on a pink suit! Beat anything I
had ever laid eyes on. I had on a T-shirt, no hair, a pair of levis,
and a little pair of half/side tennis shoes. I weighed 212 pounds
then, a freshman on the football team. But as that man preached, I
forgot about what he had on. He preached with the cadence only
from the Lord, the sweetest music this side of heaven, written in
the key of B—Be Saved. As he preached, I felt the Lord say to my
heart (an impression), “Walter, I want you to preach.” Preach? I
cannot preach! I can’t talk plain, I talk too fast, I stutter, no one
can understand me. I can’t preach. I’m going to coach. But Angel
Martinez said that whatever God called you to do, then God will
surely help you.
At the moment of invitation, as surely as I’m standing here, I
wish I could put it into words, but I felt the Lord had called me to
preach. I don’t feel it any more now than I did then. I felt it real
. . . so I walked down the aisle, up to the platform, and gave my
hand to Mr. Martinez. The pastor was counseling with others, and
I said, “Mr. Martinez, I’m going to be a preacher, too.” He looked
at me—tennis shoes, levis, T-shirt, no hair . . . I never shall forget
what he said, “Always look sharp, always look sharp.” I thought I
looked sharp already.
Soon school was out and I went home. I knew I wanted to do the
right thing, but decided I had made a mistake. I went to selling my
fish. I woul sell fish in the summertime to make money. I went from
football fan to football fan. I had an old stripped-down car that I
worked the fish from. This old car didn’t have} a top, didn’t have any
doors, didn’t have any windows, just me artjjl the motor! But you
know, I couldn’t keep from preaching. I’d di'ive that car alone or
have my sidekick with me, David Burks, a wonderful friend. He’d

help me sell the fish sometimes. I’d close my eyes and wave my
arms. I always liked to watch the preacher’s gestures. Some close
their eyes and some wave their arms. I’d close my eyes . . . swerve
off the road, and back on the road again. One day I said, “David,
you know the Lord's called me to preach.” “Yes,” he replied. “What
else is new?” “No, David, the Lord has actually called me to preach,
and every preacher has got to have a singer. Now, Angel Martinez
had Frank Boggs to lead his singing, and Billy Graham has George
Beverly Shea for solos, and Cliff Barrows to lead the congregation,
and David, YOU are going to be my singer!”
David had big eyes anyway. You talk about his eyes getting big!
My pastor had gone to the Seminary. When he heard about it, he
almost had a heart attack himself. But David would sit on the front
row of the church as I would get up behind the sacred desk, close
my eyes, wave my arms, and preach. I’d prepared me a little ser
mon and I would watch the clock. I could make the clock last one
hour every time. That sermon would last one hour.
Oh, I had to hold on some, and maybe repeat a little bit, but I
could make it last an hour. Old David sat down there and watched
me, and I’d say, “David, isn’t that about the best sermon you ever
heard?” “I believe it is,” he’d answer. If he’d said anything else,
I’d have worked him over. But old David got down the first and last
verse of a song, and we’d practice.
I didn’t know how to get a place to preach. I called a number of
places with no luck. 1 had a customer from the First Baptist Church
in Gillette so I called that precious lady and said. “Ma’am, I know
that you don’t have a pastor down there. It’s kind of late in the
week, it’s Tuesday, and I have my own singer and the Lord’s called
me to preach. I have a good sermon and don’t ya’ll worry about
a thing, we’ll come down and take the service next Sunday. Well,
there was a pause, after which she asked me to repeat it, and I
did. Then she said, “Well son, the men—the deacons—handle that
and they have a man coming from the Baptist Headquarters to preach
here next Sunday.” I asked, “You mean to tell me that you have a
man driving over a hundred miles one way, to preach, and I’m just
a few minutes from you? Let me come down and preach.” She told
me someday, maybe, and I thanked her as kindly as I could, and
then told David we were washed up in the ministry. I was going to
try to forget it again. The next day, Wednesday, was Business Meet
ing. The deacons stood and strangely announced that the man
from the headquarters had to cancel, and this wonderful saint of
God, that dear lady, jumped up and told of my request. After about
a thirty minute debate, they finally agreed that I could come and
preach. I didn’t even have a telephone in my home, but they told
the dear lady to get word to me to come and preach. Her nephew
worked on the police force, so she called him and told him to
come out and tell me to come down and preach. I’m sitting in
my room, minding my own business and the big police car pulls up
and stops. He opened the front door and I went out the back door.
I thought they were after me again!
Well, when they got word to me that I could go preach, I found
David and told him we couldn’t go down there half-prepared. Mr.
Cook never went to a football game half-prepared; Dickson Rial
never got up to preach half-prepared, so we had to lift our heads and
really be somebody! We went to that church at morning, at noon,
and at night. He’d lead the first and last verse and be seated. I’d
stand up in that empty church and preach that sermon and watch
the clock . . . it would last an hour every time.
I didn’t have a suit. In fact, 1 had never worn a tie in my life at
time. I thought it was sissy. My brothers still make fun of me for
wearing what they call a “choker”, but I wasn’t the only one in DeWitt, Arkansas, who thought it was sissy to wear a tie. I went to
David’s home. He had three suits, but he wasn’t very tall. He had a
blue suit, a black suit, and David had a beautiful tuxedo. It had
those things down the legs, velvet in front, and that thing that ties
around you. I remembered what that evangelist, Angel Martinez had
told me, “Always look sharp.” Why, that was the sharpest suit I
had ever laid my eyes on! But David was so short, I couldn’t wear
his clothes. I told him if I had a suit like his, we could both put our
suits on and we’d be the sharpest folks Gillette ever saw.
We got in my stripped-down car, went to No. Little Rock at the
Okay Used Pawn Shop at the foot of the bridge, and that Jew
that runs it still remembers me. He asked me $9.00 and I jewed him
to $7.00 . . . . not to rent, hey, I didn’t rent that suit, I bought it;
I had it pressed and cleaned and it was a knockout. It had those
stripes down the legs, thing that tied around you, velvet here in
front, but mine was better than David’s . . . mine had the “claw
handles.” So help me, I put my suit on and David put his on, we got
in the stripped-down and went down to preach. Somebody said later
that we looked like Heckle and Jeckle come to town. At this point,
sometimes I think we jest, we jest so much. But friends, I didn’t
wear that suit one time, I wore it ONE YEAR. I watched preachers
looking at David and me and kind of grinning, but not one of those
birds came over and told me to get that thing off!
On the way down, I told David that my sermon would last an
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hour. He could get up and sing the first and last verse and be seated,
and service will start fifteen until eleven. The Superintendent made
some announcements, they had prayer, they introduced us, and David
stood like a Pro as he led the first and last verse of that song, was
seated, and it was my turn. I got up, looked at the clock and it said
four minutes until eleven. Four extra minutes, I thought. T had a
little talk on how glad we were to be there and added what a good
job David did. Then I got down to serious business. T closed my
eyes, waved my arms, and when I looked at that clock, the hand
had moved only half an inch. I went back over the sermon again,
and friends, at the end of a long invitation, it was five minutes after
eleven. I was about to die! I thought O Lord, if He’d get me out of
there, I’d never try it again. It always had looked so easy. I had
never stood like this before. And to top it all off, a large lady stood
back there with her arms folded, looking up at the clock, and ex
claimed, “Well, we never did get out this early before.”
But some of those deacons, some of those teachers, knew what
had happened. They came down the aisle and put their arms around
me and said, “Now Walter, don’t let this defeat you. We’re going to
have a prayer meeting for you this afternoon and you come on back
here tonight and we’ll have a great service. And we did. There were
decisions made for our Saviour in the opening service of our career,
in the second service.
People gathered from everywhere to see if Walter K. Ayers was
really preaching. I went back there not so long ago and held a se
ries of meetings. The first time God saved forty-two people, the
next time twenty-something. A storm tore up my little old tent,
and my singer said to the people, “You know this boy. He’s from
here. He started his ministry right here in this area. And you good

people of DeWitt and this area ought to buy him a tent.” I thought
he was crazy.
But Bro. Mark Short, the man who’s been a daddy to me in this
work, and a great man of God, who has served Jesus for forty
years, said this to the congregation, “I know where I can get one
for $2,518.00.” One man said, “I’ll give the first hundred dollars.”
And other men went to Bro. Short and said they’d give a hundred
dollars. In a short time, my home town took up the $2,518.00 and
bought the giant tent that we use in our city-wide revival cam
paigns. Fall on your face, and I believe God’s children will pick
you up and encourage you on.
And you say that’s what you want, something free? You can have
it . . . how? Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shall be
saved. Seek and ye shall find, knock, it shall be opened you, who
soever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.
I tried the rest, but oh, thank God, I tried the best,
Take the world but give me Jesus.
I had walked life’s way with an easy tread,
Had followed where comforts and pleasures led,
Until one day in a quiet place,
I met my Master face to face.
I met him and knew him and blessed to see
That his eyes, full of sorrow, were fixed on me.
I faltered and fell at his feet that day,
My castles melted and vanished away.
My thought is now in the souls of men,
I’ve lost my life to find it again.
E’re since one day in a quiet place,
I met the Master face to face.

WMU CONFERENCE
Being a group leader developed confidence and as God opened
new doors of opportunity it became a privilege to walk through
them. Teaching Mission— the Northeast was one opportunity. When
seventy people showed up for the first study my knees began to
knock. The Holy Spirit quickly brought to mind a statement I had
read in a mission book, “One cannot trust and tremble at the same
time”. He enabled me to trust; the trembling disappeared. From this
study new group work was begun in two churches. Pastors came to
a broader understanding of group work and its possible outreach.
Dimensions of Success? Yes. But merely a beginning.
One small church after having had revival sought avenues for
growth and training. Assistance was offered through the association
and a woman’s prayer and Bible study was begun. This brought new
life and radiance to the faces of women. One man noticing remarked,
“What has happened to the women in our church?” The pastor had
the joyous privilege of explaining. This church which had little or
no concept of missions or mission outreach now has an active
Church Training Department, a WMU Director and home Bible
studies in their community.
In another church, one woman, who in years past suffered a ner
vous breakdown, found Christ. Her development for Jesus has
come through mission study and serving as Baptist Women’s Presi
dent. There has been such joy and insight that now she has opened
her home for mission action outreach. A group of women with
similar backgrounds meet weekly to study God’s word. Through this
study they are learning how to cope with life.
Sharing the exciting things Jesus is doing in and through you as a
result of study often touches the lives of others. A woman from one
of our Spanish speaking churches committed her life to Christ after
hearing someone share. She went back to her church, got her women
excited about WMU, helped revive an inactive GA organization
and started Acteens. God through His Holy Spirit reaches out and
touches lives in miraculous ways.
The following experience I share for those of you who may be
associational officers and are seeking ways to involve churches in
missions. A simplified training session was conducted with the pastor
attending. The following month a general meeting was demonstrated
and special counseling was given the WMU Director. The results:
during the week of prayer for foreign mission thirty-six hours of
prayer were pledged involving the church family—this took place
at the church; the Lottie Moon Christmas offering goal of $100.00
climbed to a peak of $200.00; eyes have been opened to see the
needs of the community and request has been made to hold a
literacy workshop. Make yourself available to assist pastors in de
veloping programs of work that will meet the needs of their people.
When did it all begin? The summer of 1965 when I attended a
mission book study in Atlanta, Georgia while on vacation. The study
book, Go Home and Tell by Bertha Smith. Dimensions of Success are
difficult to see, for God’s Holy Spirit at work through mission study
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“Go then . . . make disciples . . . teach them to obey . .
This passage of scripture has taken on a new dimension for me in
the past few years. It has come to mean ‘develop souls for Jesus’.
Development began in me. God placed me in a mission field where
my life was exposed to mission minded people; people committed to
missions; people who allowed God to channel his love and message
through them. His Holy Spirit prepared the soil of my heart, the
seeds sown took root, and God brought them to fruitage.
No success comes from within one’s self—it comes only as sub
mission is made to God and he uses you as his instrument or tool.
No garden grows without rain and sunshine. So keep in mind as these
successes are shared that along the way there has been rain and storm
clouds as well as sunshine.
One day while reading a book on prayer, God spoke to me con
cerning a Bible study in my home. Obeying this command was not
too difficult, even tho’ I knew the cost from past experience. But
when the Holy Spirit prompted thoughts of leading it—that wasn’t
easy! My immediate reply was, “Lord, I can’t!” After three weeks of
*Matthew 28:19-20 (TEV)
tucking this thought in the background, Paul’s words from Philippians came to mind, “I can do all things, through Christ which
strengtheneth me”. There at the kitchen cabinet making peanut but
ter and jelly sandwiches I yielded to his command.
The WMU Bible study was developed around the life of Paul. It
was the year of change and flexibility. This new idea we put to
task. We met weekly, in slacks, over coffee. A unity of love and
fellowship developed that caused the women to be keenly aware of
one another, of their neighbors, and of those they met in the daily
life.
The following year new faces were added and we ventured out as
a prayer group choosing for our first study The Holy Spirit in Mis
sions, by J. B. Lawrence. Today there are three other points of study
because three of these members were developed for Jesus and are
now involved in leading study groups. “God works in mysterious
ways, his wonders to perform.”
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