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PREFACE

Dr. Louie Devotie Newton, longtime pastor of the Druid Hills Baptist
Church, Atlanta, Georgia, was a leader in Southern Baptist denominational
life from the 1910's until the 1980's. His career, of over seventy years,
included service as a professor of history at Mercer University, Macon, Geor-
gia, 1913-1917; director of education and recreation at Camp Wheeler, Macon,
Georgia, during World War I; director of publicity for Georgia Baptists for
the Seventy-Five Million Campaign, 1919; editor of the Christian Index (Georgia),
1920-1929; and pastor of the Druid Hills Baptist Church, Atlanta, Georgia, 1929-
1968. Although Dr. Newton retired officially in 1968, he remained active in
Southern. Baptist life throughout the 1970's .and 1980's.

Newton is remembered for numerous achievements. He was a firsthand ob-
server and participant in the Seventy-Five Million Campaign of Southern Bap-
tists in the early 1920's and in the establishment of the Southern Baptist
Cooperative Program, also in the 1920's. He was a member of the Executive
Committee of the Baptist World Alliance for over twenty-five years; a member
of the Executive Committee, SBC, for over thirty years; and a member of the
Georgia Baptist Hospital Commission for nearly fifty years. He also served
on numerous committees throughout his career such as the Radio Commission,

.SBC; Executive Committee, Georgia Baptist Convention; Board of Trustees, Mer-

cer University; and as president of American United for the Separation of
Church and State (then called Protestants and Other Americans United). He

was the first president of the Southern Baptist Convention elected after the
Second World War and served from 1946-1948. He was president of the Georgia
Baptist Convention, 1950-1951, and vice-president of the Baptist World Alliance,
1950-1955.

The Historical Commission formally began its oral history program inter-
views in the 1970's with all the living former presidents of the Southern
Baptist Convention. Interviews with Dr. Newton were conducted at his home,
1011 Oakdale Drive, Atlanta, Georgia, and at the Baptist Hospital, also in
Atlanta, August 30, .1973; January 238, 1974; April 11, 1974; March 19, 1975;

. September 29, 1976; August 8-9, 1977; September 11, 1978; and February 27,

1981. Dr. Newton has always taken a deep interest in this project and willing-
ly devoted valuable time so that his oral memoirs would be complete and accu-
rate. He was a gracious and delightful interviewee. After the interviews
were conducted, the transcript was returned to Dr. Newton for corrections of
fact. He was,a dedicated '"corrector" of the transcript. The manuscript has
been corrected only at points of error and to improve some points of style.
The flavor of Dr. Newton's speech has been preserved carefully.

Appreciation should be expressed to Dr. Newton and the staff of the His-
torical Commission who have carefully prepared an edited transcript and final
copy. Mrs. Patricia Goeller and Mrs. Sue Jones deserve special recognition
for their careful and skillful work in transcribing and preparing the final
transcript and index for binding.

A. Ronald Tonks

Assistant Executive Director
Historical Commission, SBC
March 21, 1983
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Born: Screven, Georgia, April 27, 1892
Education:

Mercer University, Macon, Georgia, 1910-1913 - B.A.
Columbia University, New York, New York, 1914 - M.A.

Pastoral Experience:

Union Baptist Church, Screven County, April, 1929
Druid Hills Baptist Church, Atlanta, Georgia, 1929-1968
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Assistant Professor of History, Mercer University, 1913-1916

Professor of History, 1916-1917
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Newton served as a member of numerous denominational agencies and committees
as well as

President, Southern Baptist Convention, 1947-1948
Vice-President, Baptist World Alliance, 1950-1955
President, Georgia Baptist Convention, 1950-1951

He was the author of a weekly feature page, 'This Changing World," in The
Christian Index and the writer of a weekly column called '"Today and Tomorrow"
in weekly Georgia newspapers. Some of his writings have been published in
book form.
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INTERVIEWEE: Louie D. Newton

INTERVIEWER: A. Ronald Tonks

DATE OF INTERVIEW: August 30, 1973

PLACE: 1011 Oakdale Road, Atlanta, Georgia

It was a very significant step when Baptists established the Historical
Commission and appointed my dear friend Norman W. Cox whom I had the
privilege of teaching at Mercer University, as the first secretary. Then
came Davis C. Woolley, I believe, and now Lynn E. May, Jr.

Dr. Newton, what is your earliest memory?

The first thing that I can actually remember as a child was a thunderstorm.
During that storm, the lightning struck a tree, and I started running to the
house. I shall never forget that.

My father's name was William Newton and my mother, Dicey Elizabeth. Her
middle name was Elizabeth. Everybody called her Miss Dicey, including my
father. My ancestors were granted land by King George III. My father said,
"I know how to farm, therefore I will try to teach you, my five sons, what

I know." 1In every one of those little rural communities there would be a
white Baptist church and not far away there would be a black Baptist church.
My father would say, '"Now you're going to live through an era of adjustment."
I was a small boy then, and I didn't understand, of course. But there for

a while there was no issue. Father would work it out that we would often

be together, just the two of ‘us. Either William or David or Robert or Ralph
or me, just two people, you see, talking. But we didn't realize what he was
doing for us and to us. At the end of the day we would all be gathered there
in the living room with the big Bible. Five boys, scattered around the room,
sitting on the floor, you know how boys are. Well, when that clock on the
mantle struck nine, my mother would put down whatever she was doing, repairing
our socks or whatever. She put that down and picked up the Bible. She didn't
have to tell us the day was over. When she picked up that Bible, it was over.



She would read sonie passage, never long. Then my father would lead in
prayer. Now those conversations, personal conversations, and that spir-
itual hour at bedtime that was being provided for our souls was why our
home was a tremendous place. We were growing as children and analyzing
it all; we were growing spiritually as well as physically. Now we could
run, we could climb trees, we could swim, and all that. We could drive
billygoats, too.

I attended school when I was four years old. Parents got together, and
they would find a teacher and pay that teacher. We had a wonderful maiden
lady, or old maid, that taught I don't know how many years. Her first
salary was $25 a month and after a period, $35 a month. Well, in that
little one-room schoolhouse I started school when I was four years old.

My feet wouldn't reach the floor, you know, and sitting right near me
might be a boy with long trousers, long breeches, and maybe even fifteen
years old. I don't know how Miss Lizzie handled that.

That's all you called her?

Yes. She was widely known in that community. She had a horse and I can
see her now.

She rode just a horse or a horse and buggy?

Both. She would come to our place and hitch her mare to the tree. Then
she would go to my mother and say, "I want to talk to you a little bit."
She wanted to talk about one of us.

She wouldn't just come when you were bad?

She would come when she knew she could have a private talk with my mother
undisturbed by the children. She talked about what went on in our schools,
and she'd say to my mother, "I want you to help me." She might need help
with a boy whose mother was dead, or sick, or something. She knew every
child in the school and she knew everybody. '

Did the black children go to the school?

" They went for a while, but they wanted their own school and they got it.

So I went to school in that little one-room schoolhouse until Miss Lizzie
came one time to see my mother. We have at the University of Georgia
what we call "Continuing Education." Miss Lizzie was interested in the
continuing education of all of the children.

Were you the only one of the family who went on?

No, my brother-in-law, Mr. Reiser, went from a pastorate in Stellaville
to a town called Swainsboro. I went with him. Then he was called to
Sylvester. There was a man there named W. C. Underwood who had graduated
in 1902 at Mercer University and who lived across the street from the

pastor. He said to me, "If it's agreeable, I'll come over every after-
noon after I get home from school and give you some extra work to get

you ready to go to Mercer."

What did he teach?

He was teaching me three principal things: mathematics, history, and



different periods of English literature. When I was fifteen years old,
he said, "You're ready to enter Mercer." And he wrote that I was
prepared to enter the sophomore class at Mercer.

So my father took me out to the little railroad station that September
morning in 1910. As the locomotive came in, the engineer waved at my
father and the train stopped. The conductor stepped off and said,

"How de do, friend?" And my father said to him, "I want you to look
after my boy. He's going to Mercer.'" The conductor knew me; he knew
all the boys. He said, "All right." He knew I was going into a changing
world, you see. :

I went to Macon which was 190 miles, I believe. I got off the train in
the old station. It was the first time I had ever been to Macon. A
policeman directed me to the University. The first thing I saw was the
steeple of Mercer University. I stopped to talk to a man who was trimming
the grass along the walks. I offered to help him with the grass, and he
gave me a pair of overalls and a pair of old shoes, and I worked. I
asked him if he knew Mr. Bill Underwood who had sent me to Mercer. He
said, "Yes, and if Mr. Underwood sent you, then you will be all right."
He told me that I would need an application and he would fix me up with
one. This new friend was Lee Battle, who served as janitor at Mercer
for more than forty yeéars. : '

I got to know another wonderful person, Miss Sally Boone, who would always
have a big place in my life. She was the librarian. The second day I

“was there I asked Lee, "Now what are we going to do today?" He said,

"We're going to do the same thing we did yesterday. We're going to trim
that grass, and rake more trash. But before we start working, you get
some breakfast."

He was really taking care of you?

Oh yes. So we went over to the library. I had on these overalls, and

he walked in and Miss Sally said, '""Come in, Lee. Come in and tell me

all you know." He said, "I don't know much, Miss Sally. But I found

this boy." And she looked at me. You know, when a man looks at you

he makes some sort of estimate but he couldn't tell you right quick what
that estimate is. But when a woman looks at you, she not only makes an
estimate but nine out of ten times it's the estimate she's going to stick
by. So be careful how you fool around women because they are much smarter
than men. Miss Sally looked at me, and she must have looked at me thirty
seconds, looked through me, you know, and then she opened her arms and
walked toward me. I didn't know whether she was fixing to tie me up

and put me in a box and send me back to Screven County or what. She

said, "Oh, my boy, my boy. I'm glad you've come." Well, I walked out

of there, and you talk about being on the ninth cloud, well, I was on

the sixteenth cloud when I walked out of that library. Lee said, "What

do you think about her?" And I said, "I think she's marvelous. My
goodness, where did they find that woman?" And I said, "You said, 'Miss'?"
And he said, '"Yes, Miss. She has no time to think about getting married."
So we went on there and started raking, and after a while Miss Sally came
out there. She asked us to come into the library for a glass of lemonade,
which, of course, is a great southern tradition.

She said, "I just heard from Professor Steed," who was professor of English,
"that you're going into the sophomore class." 1 said, 'Well, that's what



— they told me." She said, "Now listen, I'm here every morning and night
and whenever you see a hill ahead of you, and you don't know whether you
can make it, you come down here and let me see if I can help you." Well,
now, that meant something to me, you know.

Dr. E. J. Forrester was a brother-in-law of Dr. E. C. Dargan, then pastor
of the First Baptist Church in Macon. They advised me to take three
courses, but I took four and I'll never forget it. Dr. Jameson said,

"Boy, you are tough. Do you think you can take four courses?" '"Well,"

I said, "that's all I'm here for; I want to get it as quickly as possible.'
He said, "All right. If you find it too much, take my advice and drop

one of those courses.'" I stayed three years and I spent Christmas Day

at home, the only three days I spent at home after I left for Mercer.

I worked all the summer months.

T: What did you do?

N: The first summer I was there I worked on campus--a yard man. The second
summer I was there, President Jameson picked me out to solicit students
to come and I did that the third summer. The summer I did the yard work,
I painted the inside of the chapel. I was in a pretty bad state. I went
to one of the trustees that I had gotten to know, and I said, '"Dr. Lee,
if you'll supply the calcimine and a brush, I'll paint the chapel."

And he said, "Oh, boy, son, that's too much for you." And I said, "Why
don't you let me try it?" Well, I had been when I was a boy, I had been
what they call a country journalist.

T: How did you get this job?

N: Well, I was a little boy, you know, and I said, '"I'll report the news
for your paper." And I reckon it was just a matter of experiment on their
part. So they sent me the daily paper and a big stamped envelope in which
to mail my stories. That meant I was getting three daily papers by the
time I was ten years old.

T: Was this usual or was this just your idea?

N: It was my idea. I don't know whether it was usual. We had a terrible
accident. One of the prominent citizens there had a young colt that he
was breaking. Do you know what I mean by that? He was driving a road
cart, a two-wheel job, along the road, and somebody was coming down the
hedgerow there by the road, with a basket of cotton on his shoulder.

This colt got frightened by the sight of this thing bobbing along and

ran away. Do you know what a rail fence is? That colt ran through the
rail fence and stuck a rail through the body of this man. Just imagine
the horror of that sort of thing. Well, I got home from school and
everything was in a commotion around the house, and I said, "What's the
matter here?" We had a swayback mare that was getting old and not really
able to do hard work. I ran in the house and said, '"Momma, I've got to
get to the station before the train comes in because I've got to send
this story." She didn't even answer me, she was so busy. I got on that
old horse, and she made it the best she could, six miles. And boy, I
drove her hard. When I got there I slid off and ran into the little
station, which was the post office and ticket office, and I said to the
ticket man, '"Is Number 2 gone?" He said, "No, but it's at Dover." That's
eight miles away. I tore off a piece of wrapping paper there on a roll,



and I grabbed a pencil and wrote two sentences about this man, who was

a county commissioner, and about the colt running away with him and the
fence rail being driven through his body. I could hear the train coming,
and I ran from the station and up rolled the train. The conductor got
off, and I said, '"Captain, I want you to do me a favor. I want you to
take this and when you get to Savannah, give it to the editor of the
Morning News. He said, '"What, are you crazy? What is this?" And I
said, "It's the story about a man being killed. Will you do it?" And
he said, "Yes, I will. He was my friend." So he stuck it in his pocket
and waved to the engineer, and off the train went. Well, this agent said,
"Don't you know you're crazy. The conductor going to the Morning News?
That's the last you'll ever hear of that." And I said, '"Well, that's
what you think." I got on old Maude and set out for home. The next

day the man came with the mail. We didn't have R. F. D. then, but we

had what we called a Star Route. When he came I was chopping out there
in the field and I saw him coming up and I went over there and got the
mail. I turned over the paper to see if I could find the story in the
back somewhere. I couldn't find it so I turned back to the front page
and there it was. Now that was my first front-page story.

Do you still have it?

It stayed in the family Bible a long time. I don't know whatever became
of it. I went down one afternoon my first year at Mercer to the Macon
Telegraph. I had heard in the meantime there was a man in there from
Canada by the name of George Long who had been on the Detroit Free Press.
Marvelous man. I said, '"Mr. Long, I was a correspondent when I was a
boy." He said, "You don't say so?" I said, "Yes." So that was how I
got on the Telegraph while I was at Mercer. And I worked as I told you
in the dining room.

What did you do there?

I was a part of what they called the Mercer Bureau. Those three years:
went by so fast because I was so busy. At the 1913 Commencement, Dr.
Lansing Burroughs, Secretary of the Board of Trustees of Mercer, came

to the podium and said, "I understand that Mr. Newton's parents are
here. I'm going to ask them to come down to the platform.'" And he came
down to the edge of the platform and he said, "Mother Newton, I've got
something to say that I think you'll be interested in. Your boy has won
the award of general excellence by vote of the faculty. He pinned that
medal on my mother and then he said, '"Mr. Newton, you come down here and
stand with Mrs. Newton." So my father came and then Dr. Burroughs said,
"And now, Louie, the trustees and faculty congratulate you."

Dr. Jameson who had been president of Mercer for some time had resigned
and the trustees called Dean J. F. Sellers as Acting President. He was
a great man, professor of chemistry. He was one of my dearest friends.

I was with my mother and father talking there in the college dining room
at lunch and Mrs. Sellers came in and patted me on the shoulder and said,
"Dean Sellers wants to see you. Go on over there right now." So I went
over there and Dean Sellers said, "They just asked me if I would serve
as Acting President, and that brings up another question. Of course,

you know, I recommended you to the University of Alabama, but I want you
to rethink that and help me here this year."

What did he have in mind for you to be, then?



N:

Anything from brushing shoes if necessary, anything. Dr. Sellers had B
recommended me to his dear friend Dr. George Denney, the president of )
the University of Alabama, and it was all set that I was to go to Harvard
that fall, 1913, and do my graduate work, and then come back to the Uni-
versity of Alabama and teach history. Well, I said we'd have to talk

to President Denney, because that's what I want to do right now. He
said, "Come on, let's go into the office." He called long distance

and said, "George, I appreciate all you've done, but I've got to have
this boy here with me. Would you give him a release from his contract
with you and perhaps pick it up later?" Denney said, '"yes, let me speak
to him." So he put me on the phone and he said, '"Dr. Sellers explained
to me the situation and I really think you ought to stay with him and

do what he says and maybe we can get together later and it will all work
out." Well, I never went to the University of Alabama because I stayed
there that year with Dr. Sellers. I went to Columbia University and

did my graduate work. I had asked George Long, managing editor of the
Telegraph, to write me a little note to the paper he knew best in New
York. He wrote to the managing editor of the New York World, "This will
introduce Louie Newton. Give him a hand." Well, I worked on the New
York World during my student days at Columbia and got marvelous experi-
ence. I did my work there and came on back and taught history at Mercer
until the second day of April, 1917. There were the headlines "U. S.
Declares War on Germany.'" Mrs. Newton and I were eating breakfast, and
all I knew was that story in the papers. I said I was going out to Camp
Wheeler, near Macon, and see what I could do. Mrs. Newton didn't say
anything and you know when a woman doesn't say anything she's really
talking to you. When a woman meets a situation and doesn't say anything,
you can be sure that something's going on. So I got up to go and she
walked to the front door and said, "I'll be thinking about you." I
announced to my class that day, "Gentlemen, this is the last class I'm
going to meet. I'm going immediately after this class to the president's
office and resign. 1I'm going out to Camp Wheeler to see if there's any-
thing I can do for my country." 1I'll never forget that moment. There
were those men sitting there that I had been teaching, and I knew, they,
too, were wondering what they should do.

What were you teaching?

I was teaching history, and that morning I was using Europe from 1815

to 1915 by Professor Robinson under whom I had studied at Columbia. So
then I asked them, '"Now, what do you want to talk about? Do you want

to talk about the assignment for this hour?" There was a young man in
the class about six-foot-eight inches tall. He got up and said, "Professor,
I didn't eat any breakfast this morning. I read the same headline as you
and I've got to go, too.'" Then another got up and another. Well, that's
the day I met Arthur J. Moore. He was there to volunteer his service.

I went to Colonel Thomas and I said, "Colonel, what can I do?" He turned
around and called his aide and said, '"Take this man to General Lyon and
tell him that I recommended him." And he took me across to the command-
ing officer of the 31st Division of the U. S. Infantry. And there in

the hallway I saw a young man standing whose picture I had seen in the
paper. I thought, I've seen that gentleman before. So I went to him

and said, "My name is Newton." And he said, "Yes, I know. You're teach-
ing at Mercer." And I said, "Yes." Then he said, "My name is Arthur J.
Moore." We went in together and the general said, "I talked to Colonel
Thomas and some of the other officers last night, and I want Newton to

be the education man and I want Moore to be religious director of Camp

Wheeler."

I said, "Arthur, what else can we say?"



God moves in mysterious ways. His wonders to perform. He plants his
footsteps on the sea and rides upon the storm. We've been friends through
all these years. Whether he was in Africa or wherever he was, I knew
where he was, and we kept in touch. When his dear Martha died he asked
me to be in her funeral. Then when my dear Julia died, Bishop Moore was
in her funeral service. He lives right around the corner. I wish I could
take you to see him. There we are, you see. Two men who have walked
together since 1917. And though our paths have at times been far apart,
as wide as oceans, we never once lost touch.

I'd like to ask you a couple of things while we're talking about this.
What was the attitude of people at that time? Obviously you were not
surprised at the war. What was the sentiment of the people?

Well, I'm so glad you've interjected this question. Woodrow Wilson, who
will have to be regarded in my opinion as one of the tall trees in Ameri-
can history, a schoolteacher, who had come to Mercer in 1912 while running
for President of the United States to address the students. He stood
there that afternoon in the chapel--and I want you to get this--he said,
"Young people, I congratulate you that you are going to live in an era

of peace." Here was a man who taught at Princeton University. Here was
a man who knew history, who knew something about this world, and he was
standing up thére saying that. It was the key sentence sentence in his
talk. I took that sentence and made it the lead in the story in the
Telegraph. "Young people, I congratulate you that you are going to live
in an era of peace." Now just think of it. He was elected in that year.

Was it usual for Mercer to have the President?

No, we were most fortunate in getting him. He was there to speak at a
big political rally, and we went and got him to come out and talk to the
students. He said, "Listen, young men, I'd rather talk to this group

of college students than that big crowd I have to talk to tonight in the
auditorium."

Was it a Democratic area?
Oh, sure, Democratic!
So, he would have been very welcome.

Oh, yes. He was welcome on two scores. He was welcome on the score of
being an educator, and he was the political flag-bearer of the party.
Woodrow Wilson spoke that summer what he thought was a prophetic sentence
until August 1914.

You asked me what was the atmosphere. We were led to believe and hope
that we were not going to get into this thing that was boiling over there.
We knew it was boiling, but it never dawned on us that we would get
involved. And you can imagine my amazement that August evening in 1914
when I went down to the New York World to get my assignment. '"Germany

declares war!"

This was 19147

Yes, August, 1914. We lived from that August night until August 2, 1917,
on the brink of world disaster. We knew it. What am I going to say about



Woodrow Wilson's missing the shot in his estimate? 1I'm going to say this.
It was Mr. Wilson's belief that we could be saved from war, and he was
elected on that promise.

You are saying in relation to Wilson when he was campaigning that he really
said he could keep the United States out of the war.

I don't think that he was exploiting the situation in any sense. I think
he believed it.

There's so many areas we could explore here.

By the time we got to the League of Nations, Mr. Wilson had proved that
he was not a politician, that he had lost the leadership of Congress. If
I may say so, much as I admired him, I think he made a tremendous mistake
when he did not put some Republicans on that committee to recommend the
League of Nations. You see, if he had made the Committee bi-partisan,
there might have been some hope of Congress approving the League of
Nations. When he totally ignored them, those great senior Republican
senators like William E. Borah, for example, and Senator Lodge of Massa-
chusetts, he was whipped. When he rose in those triumphant processions
in Europe and received the acclaim of the nations of the world as a great
leader, he might have won world peace, if he had been wise enough to unite
the political leaders of the United States.

Was it his personality to get what he wanted?

I think he couldn't compromise, and politics is a game of compromise. He
couldn't see it, apparently. He had said and had been quoted by every
news media in the country, "This is a war to end all wars. But he died
of a broken heart.

To make the world safe for democracy?

Yes. When he had thrown those great tremendous thoughts into the minds
of the people, he couldn't back off from it. He said, "I believe that

the League of Nations is central to this thing, and I'm going to fight

for it to the end." ‘

There are several other things we should explore which I'd like to raise
with you. You obviously knew Woodrow Wilson?

Yes, I'd seen him two or three times. 1I'd talked with him on several
occasions. I suppose the closest I was ever to Mr. Wilson was that after-
noon he spoke at Mercer University. I went with Clem Powers, my classmate,
and got him at the train and brought him to the campus. We had an oppor-
tunity to talk with him like we're talking right here, and I found him

a very responsive man, and certainly a very stimulating man. Then after-
ward I saw him on numerous occasions, recorded his addresses on several
occasions, but I never had an intimate talk with him except that afternoon,
when he was still the idealizer, you know, dreaming and believing the best.

That day you met him at the train, did he have any retinue?

He had the minimum of what we now conceive as being an entourage of the
candidate. It was a special train, I remember that, of about six or seven



cars. There were newspaper men and some notables. There was a dining
car and a sleeping car. I would say it would not be compared to the
millions of dollars being spent now in one of these Presidential campaigns.

Was Woodrow Wilson the first President you had ever met?

No, no. Don't deprive me of old Teddy Roosevelt. There was a man who
was just an answer to prayer for a newspaperman. He'd give you more
stories in the same length of time than anybody I ever saw. When he died,
and Robert Small was doing a story on the President and was suddenly
stricken ill, Mr. Wright called me and said, "'You'll have to go on the
train with the President's body and write that story." 1I'll never forget
the talks on that special train, the one out of New York to Oyster Bay,
where he was buried. You see, Teddy Roosevelt, Theodore Roosevelt, was

a rugged soul. He was a rugged individual. Don't ever get him confused
with Franklin D. Roosevelt. Franklin D. was the suave politician. 01d
Teddy was a man who brooked no possible opposition. He just walked
through it.

How did he succeed where Wilson failed?

He was a good politician in the sense that he observed the rules of the
science of politics knowing that as soon as you're in you have to admit
that there are issues and you have to admit that there are other sheep

not of this fold. And he also, I think, was a very startling illustration
of what Jesus may have meant when he said, "Be as wise as serpents and

as harmless as doves.'" He knew when to stop and get down off of his

horse and say something to a little child. Woodrow Wilson didn't, you
see. He didn't see the little child by the way, and he didn't stop.

- Once Roosevelt was speaking and there was a soldier standing at the back

of the hall. All of a sudden he stopped and looked way down at the
entrance of the hall and said, '"Mr. Usher, ask that man if his name is
Jack and if he fought with me yonder in Cuba." The man said, "Yes."

He was on crutches and he tried to salute. 0ld Teddy said, '"Just hold
everything,'" and he came down off the platform and met him halfway down
the aisle. Well, everybody was just ready to break up weeping, and he
said, "I want you to come and sit with me on the platform."

He was President then?

Yes. By the time he got him to the platform--he was running for the second
time--they were weeping so they couldn't applaud. He said, "Ladies and
gentlemen, I had rather stand by 0ld Jack than all the great warriors

laid out in Westminster Abbey and all the other fellows of fame in this
world." And that old soldier, you know, reached down and pulled out of

his pocket an old handkerchief and wiped his eyes. The meeting was over
then. What's the use of standing there and saying, "I want you to vote

for me." That was Teddy Roosevelt.

Do you remember McKinley at all?
No. When was McKinley shot?

1901.



You see, that's a little early for me. All I saw of McKinley was his
picture in the paper. My mother cut it out. I remember the night he
died; my mother had the picture there for one of the family worship
services in our home. She passed it around and said, "Look at this.
Your President."

Taft was one of my favorite people. We had a congressman in Macon named
Charles Bartlett who lived at the foot of the Mercer campus, just across
the road. Congressman Bartlett lived in a white two-story house which
is now the Alumni House. Mercer bought it after he died. So Congress-
man Bartlett gave a breakfast for Mr. Taft when he visited Macon.

William H. Taft?

William H. Taft. He was running for President, and Macon was a cold place
for Republicans. Congressman Bartlett was determined he was going to warm
them up so he said, "We will have Mr. Taft for breakfast."

Bartlett was the Democratic congressman?

Oh yes. He said, "We will greet the President of the United States in

a public meeting tonight.'" Well, old Griff, the city editor, said,
"You'd better tell our readers about the breakfast." So I went down
there and wrote the story. For breakfast that morning there was Georgia
country ham from Brooks County. Anyone who reads this or listens to it
will know that Brooks County is the home of the finest hams in Georgia.
They had Georgia country ham from Brooks County, breakfast bacon, fried
chicken, T-bone steaks, and venison, which is deer meat. Well, Mr. Taft
walked in there that morning, and all these delicious viands were on the
table. I never will forget his expression. He rolled his eyes and said,
"My Lord in heaven. Think of a table like this."

The press was let in to a little side room, and that's where we stood,

peeping in. I had a cameraman with me. - In those days the only way you
could make a photograph inside was to explode powder and the smoke would
fill the room: I had told this cameraman, "We've got to get a picture

of the President eating.'" So there was that poor boy trying to make a
picture. He finally fires the powder, and bang! the fire goes off and
everybody's talking about who's shooting the President. They had the
secret service there and they slammed into the room and said, "Who shot?"
And the boy said, "I was just making a picture." And they said, 'Well,
you'd better let us know before you shoot again." Oh, he was a wonderful
man. When he left Congressman Bartlett's house that morning, he started
back to the city, down College Street, and he passed the Appleton Episcopal
Church home for children there on College Street. These little children,
of course, were aware of the fact that the President was passing by.

This was the 1912 éampaign?
Yes, his second campaign. He was running against old Teddy.

Well, these little children in the orphan's home had picked some flowers
and there was an iron fence along the sidewalk and they were sticking
their little hands filled with flowers through the fence. We were right
behind the President's carriage, and we could see Mr. Taft stop and get
out of the carriage, a great big man. He got out and went across College

1U
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Street to these little children to receive the flowers. My cameraman
had rushed back to get his picture ready, and I said, "Oh, if I just
had him here now." That would have been a picture, wouldn't it? Well,
Mr. Taft was that sort of a man. You know as Chief Justice of the
Supreme Court he said, "I make one plea to the people of the United States
that they acknowledge and observe the majesty of the law, for this is

a land of law and not a land of anarchy." To me, he was a great man,
maybe not the greatest President, but always, whether as Chief Justice
or President, a great man. I know Woodrow Wilson was a great President.
I know it from his books, and I know it from his lectures. But he was
a cold man. He did not know how to get to people. Mr. Taft did--by
his smiles and warm stories.

What was the attitude of the church towards the campaign and Roosevelt's
chances of being elected?

We had some great preachers in Macon at that time. We had Dr. E. C. Dargan.
He was a tremendous preacher. He had been a professor in Southern Seminary.
We had a man at the Presbyterian church, Dr. Patton. There was Dr. Ains-
worth. He became bishop in the Methodist church.- I don't think that

the pulpit was at all vocal on that point. I was in newspaper work, and

I would have gotten it, you see. No, I don't remember any notable
political comments from the pulpits.

Was it assumed that Wilson would win? Of course, you were in a Democratic
area.

: Well, you know that old political phrase they use in all political cam-

paigns--"a running-ascared race." He was running scared, but I think
that the wiseacres, people who knew, assumed that he was going to win.

Teddy Roosevelt was popular with some of the people but not with the
powers that be?

He didn't want to be. Let me tell you a little human interest story.
I was a student at Mercer, and I played football. We had a football
game one afternoon, and Teddy was there. The game was just about to
begin, and we were all together on one side and the other team huddled
over on the other. He said, '"Come here, all of you." He put his arms
out like this as if he were trying to reach around the whole group and
said, "My hope is that each of you will win this afternoon." We all
waved to him as he left, and when the game ended what do you suppose
the score was in that game?

I really don't have any idea.

It was .zero-zero. You see, everybody won because no team could win
against the other team when each individual was doing his best. 1Isn't
that a good story?

Yes.

Somebody, I don't know who it was now, some thoughtful person, though,
called up Mr. Roosevelt and told him what the score was. He got up
that night before this great crowd of people to speak, and he held up



his hand, and of course everyone of us football boys were there, and he
said, "These boys are tired but I want them to come down here at the
front." We went down, and he said, "What do you suppose the score was?
You haven't seen a paper yet?" There was no radio then, you know. He
said, "When each does his best everybody wins." And the whole crowd
stood up. Now that's what I'm telling you, you see. A little human-
interest story.

He would certainly, perhaps, typify the orator.
Veréatile and original. Sometimes even shockingly so.

In talking about the political leaders in this era, and I think this is
important, did you have any contact with William Jennings Bryan?

Oh yes. Tremendous man. I did not hear the '"Cross of Gold" speech.
I wish I could have. My knowledge of William Jennings Bryan was the
time when he was Secretary of State and along in there.

You would not have remembered him in any of the campaigns then?

No. Henry Ford was so impressed by William Jennings Bryan's idea of
peace that he fitted out a ship, a peace ship. Everybody called him

a fool for sending this peace ship, and I heard Williams Jennings Bryan
sometime right after that. He said, '"Call him a fool if you will, but
that is what it's going to take to wrest this world from the clutch of
Satan's selfish schemes." He'd take words and weld them just like a
blacksmith takes up a piece of steel, puts it over his fire, and melts
it and shapes it like he wants it. I never heard a man who could take
words and use them like William Jennings Bryan.

Did you meet him personally?

Oh, yes. He was very interesting to talk to. He was a great big man
physically and we were talking about President Taft eating just now.
Man, how Mr. Bryan did eat! . When he died, the doctors said that he had
eaten himself to death. Isn't that a strange statement?

I'd like to go back to your Mercer reference and ask you one other thing.

You mentioned that you graduated in 1913 just at the time that Dr.
Jamison resigned. I gather from what you said that he resigned suddenly.
Could you relate this?

I don't know whether you want to take the time or not. I think this
might be of interest. Dr. Jamison had the thought of moving Mercer to
Atlanta through the offers of some rich men who said they would buy the
land and raise some money. :

Did he have a concrete offer? Had they made concrete commitments?

Yes. Definite. And it became a tremendous issue. Macon, you see, said
"Give up Mercer? We don't want to give up Mercer! Some smart man, I
think it was Mr. Hall, who was a member of the General Assembly, from
Macon, said, "All right, you just move Mercer to Atlanta and we'll move

- the Capital from Atlanta to Macon. Now you talk about a scrap, that was

really a battle. In the newspapers, we didn't have radio in those days,



in the General Assembly, and everywhere. When Dr. Jamison, president of
Mercer and also president of the Georgia Baptist Convention, and a very
vigorous, strong man, advocated this move, then that identified him as a
partisan in this thing with Georgians. The feeling on the Board of Trustees
and the churches was so keen on this issue, in Middle Georgia and South
Georgia also, it forced his resignation. He said, "I think if Mercer
moved to Atlanta at this time--1911, 1912--the door is open to us as
Atlanta is going to be a great city, and just think of what it would mean.
But I'm not going to tear Georgia Baptists to pieces, therefore I resign."
And he did. It was just like that. Nobody expected it. That's the reason
the trustees were caught. They thought he was going to fight to the bitter
end on it. - But Dr. Jamison was a great enough man to see that this thing
was going to tear Georgia Baptists to shreds. He said, "No, I won't stay
as president since I've declared myself so emphatically on it. 1I'll resign
and get out of the picture." He went out to Arkansas and was president of
Ouachita College a little while and then came to the Home Mission Board.

Incidentally, there's a postscript on that. Bishop Warren Akin Candler of
the Methodist Church in Georgia at that time said, '"These crazy Baptists
are giving me an idea." He called up his brother, Asa Candler, who was
head of Coca-Cola, and was the man, perhaps, who did more toward building
Atlanta in those formative years than any single individual. He said,
"Asa, I want you to give me /I won't be positive, but I think/ six hundred
acres of that beautiful land, and I want you to give me, to begin with,
five million dollars.'" Mind you, this is 1912 or 1913. And Asa Candler
said, "What in the world do you mean?" Warren said, "I mean just that.
These crazy Baptists have given me a wonderful idea. let's move Emory
from Oxford /which is forty miles away/ to Atlanta and have a great
university. "1 want you to give me the money to do it, and I've got the
brains to see it through.'" Mr. Asa used to laugh and tell me, "What

are you going to do with a brother who talks to you like that--'You give
me the money and I've got the brains.'" Well, laugh about it just as much
as you want, but that's exactly what happened. So they brought Emory here
in 1914 and when you leave here I'd like to drive you out to the campus of
Emory University and show you something. In other words, Dr. Jamison had
a great idea of bringing Mercer to Atlanta. Conceivably it might be what
Emory University is today, with the millions of dollars that people have
given it.

What happened to this money that these Baptists offered?

It was all immediately written off.

It never came to the Baptists at all?

Oh, some of them may have given a little.

What about the postscript on Mercer in Atlanta?

Well, in 1972, I believe, the thing was consummated and this little Atlanta
Baptist College which was started by the Atlanta Baptist Association was
taken over by Mercer University and became Mercer in Atlanta. They have a

marvelous tract of land out there on the expressway, on 85.

Having been involved with Mercer and with Christian education so long, do
you see this as a real . . .



Oh, I never did see the advantage in building a Baptist college for the
Atlanta Baptist Association. I said, "Gentlemen, the Atlanta Baptist
Association can't build a college unless somebody gives some real money,

and I don't see any sign of anybody coming out with any real money.'" They
asked me to serve on the committee and I went to several of the meetings.

I told them, '"You cannot build a college without real money in this day

and time, and you're talking about this highly competitive atmosphere here
in Atlanta with Emory University, Georgia Tech, Georgia State University,
Agnes Scott College, etc. You're talking about coming into this community
and building a first-class college." You see, they had started off with a
concept of three million dollars and they said, "Well, three million dollars
is something isn't it?" And I said, "Yes, three million dollars is a whole
lot to me and you, but three million dollars isn't a drop in a bucket if
you're going to be a first-class college in Atlanta.'" They said, "How much
do you think it'll take?" I said, "A minimum of thirty-five million dollars
to begin with." Well, they just thought I was a fool, and after I had
attended two or three of the meetings I sent in my resignation. They said,
"We're not going to let you resign." I said, "I have resigned." So I
haven't been on the board since.

When they became pretty well convinced that they weren't getting anywhere,
they made this approach to Mercer. Mercer finally made one response and
that wasn't accepted; then they came back and made this response in 1972
that was accepted. Of course it looks now like they might have a chance,
with Mercer's affiliation which gives them accreditation. They had no
chance at accreditation up until then, and what are you going to do with

a college that can't give you an accredited diploma. Well, they brought
this smart girl here named Jean Hendrix and she was roommate of my daughter,
Catherine, that you met here just a minute ago, at Tift College. She's

one of the finest educators in the South today without a doubt, and she

~was on the faculty at Mercer. They brought her here as dean of this new

Atlanta unit and with Jean Hendrix' wonderful ability, good sense, and
above all, Christian commitment, they might make a go of it, I don't know.
I hope so.

Does it appear to you that Mercer will now move to Atlanta?

Mercer will never leave Macon as such. They might move another unit. You
see, they've got the pharmacy school here right across from the Georgia
Baptist Hospital on the Boulevard. They might bring another unit up here,
but my guess is that Mercer will always be identified with Macon. They
are now in the midst of establishing a Mercer Medical School in Macon.

You can see they're driving down stakes for long-range plans in Macon.

We have not touched on what is to me one very, very important sector, I'd
even say facet in my life, and that was my meeting and winning Mrs. Newton.

Yeé, I'd like for you to get into that.

In Macon, at 720 College Street, lived Wesley Carstarphen, who was a
Scotchman. He married Miss Georgia Eden Taylor, who was a lovely young
woman in Macon from a very historic old family. He went into the wholesale
business and there was born to that union a little baby girl. The mother
died soon after the baby was born, and Mr. Carstarphen was left with a
little baby. What was he to do? Well, Mrs. Carstarphen had two lovely
sisters, Miss Sally and Miss Zollie, Mrs. Zollie McElroy and Miss Sally
Taylor, and they were schoolteachers in Macon, lifelong schoolteachers.
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They all got together and talked, and Mr. Wes, as we all referred to Mr.
Carstarphen, said, "Why don't you all come and live with me and help me
raise this baby?" And they did. This little baby girl grew up under the
care, love, and guidance of her two aunts and her father, who simply adored
her. Her name was Julia, Julia Carstarphen.

Well, you know what I mean when I say that "Once to every man and nation
comes the moment to decide." When I got to Mercer in 1910, I wanted to find
a church and get established, so I said to Lee Battle, my great friend, "Lee,
what is that building on the corner with a steeple on it?" He said, "That's
a Baptist church. You know, this is a Baptist institution. We Baptists
have got to stick together, so that's our church right here on the campus."
I said, "Have they got a preacher?" He said, "Yes, they've got a good one."
I said, "What's his name?" He said, "Granberry. He went to school at some
big school up in the North, and he's got a lot of learning in his head, but
the main thing is he's got the Lord Jesus in his heart." Now Lee didn't
know it, but that was what was said of John Wesley, you know, that he had
learning from Oxford in his head and the love of Jesus in his heart. So

I went over to Tattnall Square Church on the first Wednesday night of that
week that I was there. I went in there and looked around and got the tempera-
ture of things, and I said, "This looks like it's the Baptist meeting place
for me." Professor Sellers, who became acting president when I was there,
said to Mr. Granberry, '"Pastor, I want to introduce a young friend that we
have on the campus, Louie Newton." I was sitting with Dr. and Mrs. Sellers.
I hadn't met Mr. Granberry. He was one of these alert men and he looked over
at me and he said, '"Come here and let me speak to you, young man." So I
went up there and he shook hands with me and he said, '"We would like very
much to see you come into fellowship with our church." "Well," I said,

"I'd like very much to come because I'm impressed with it." So after he

got through with his devotional message that night, he said, "Is there
anybody here who wishes to present himself for membership in the church?"

I went right down and told them I wanted to get my letter from Union Baptist
Church because I wanted to join that church. Things went along pretty well.
That was in September, and I don't know when it was but we'll say mid-fall,

I was in the choir, believe it or not. Miss Jesse Rice was the director

of the choir.

One Sunday morning we were rehearsing the anthem for the eleven o'clock
meeting, and I'1l1l never forget it. I don't know whether you've ever heard
them sing that anthem "Open the Gates of the Temple." It's a very beautiful
martial thing. And we were doing that. I saw this girl come walking in
there, into the choir. Man, I couldn't have read one noté from the other.

I couldn't have told you what we were singing. I was just absolutely
arrested, you know. We got to the end of rehearsing the anthem, and I said,
"Miss Jessie, who is that girl standing there in that second row on the end?"
She said, "There's plenty of time to discuss that when we get through. We're
having a choir rehearsal now. Go back and get in your place." Well, I
thought to myself, Sister, you may think you're getting me off the trail

but before this day is over I'm going to meet that girl. So when the service
was over, to show you what a good sport Miss Jessie Rice was, she motioned

to me and said, "I want you to come here and let me introduce you to a

member of the choir who is at Tift College." And she introduced me. And

of course, you know, a woman like she looked maybe halfway over her shoulder
as if she was looking at a gnat crawling on the wall. But that didn't bother
me at all. Every time I passed 720 College Street I'd see that girl in my
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mind's eye. I got up the courage when she came home on Thanksgiving

to ask her if I could come over to see her. She said, "No, I've got another
engagement tonight and I'll be going back tomorrow." You didn't spend week-
ends like they do now, you know. So she turned me down. I decided, then,
that I would write her a letter, so I did. I said, "I want you to know how
glad I am to have met you and what a beautiful voice I think you have."

I couldn't have heard her voice because she was away down at the end of

the choir. I was trying to think of something, some peg to hang this

thing on, and she didn't answer, of course. Time went on and I was going
with another girl at Tift College, a beautiful girl named Grace Veal. So —_—
Grace invited me up there to something at the college and I went. It was

Grace's invitation but it was really to see if I could see Julia. While

we were walking around there, Grace and I, she said, "Oh, I've got a friend

here I want you to meet." She took me over there to the refreshment table,

and she said, "Julia, I want you to meet my friend, Louis Newton." And

she didn't look at me. She said, "Yes, I've seen him," as if to say,

"Please get him away from here." We went on out and I thought to myself,

Well, I wasted this night. '

In the meantime there was a boy, the son of a cotton mill operator in
Forsyth, named Will Ensign. He had a Pierce Arrow automobile. The Pierce
Arrow was the Cadillac of those days.

This was in 1911.
About 1911, I guess.
It would be highly unusual for that age. . .

Yes, but they were very rich people and they had this beautiful Pierce
Arrow. 1I'd go by 720 College Street when she was at home and there was
that Pierce Arrow sitting there. 1I'd say, Well, Louis Newton, why don't
you just be honest and admit that you haven't got a ghost of a chance to
ever get past the threshold of the door much less get in? I went home
Christmas and my mother was out in the chicken yard with her head all
wrapped up, you know, from the cold wind. I went out there. She had put
sacks over the chicken coop and she was putting a hen in the coop with some
fresh-hatched chickens. They were Buff Orpingtons. Now, I don't know if
you know chickens well enough to know what Buff Orpington is, but the
little chickens look like gold. I said, "Momma, how about giving me this
hen and chickens?" She stopped and turned around and looked at me through
the shawl she had on her head. She said, "What in the world do you want
with a hen and chickens in Mercer University?" And I said, "I've got a
special need for them." She said, "Let's get out of this cold." She got
the last little chickens up under the mother and we went on in the house.
She said, "What in the world do you want with those chickens? Are you
serious?" I said, "I'm very serious. I could use that hen and those
little chickens to wonderful effect in my opinion, a wonderful thing."
Well, she didn't say what she was going to do. Just like I told you this
morning, you never know what a woman is going to do. But I knew she was
thinking about it. .

I was going to catch the train back to Macon at ten-thirty that night, and
my brother, Bob, was hitching up to take me out to the station. My mother
came and said, "Now, what do you think about this?" She had found a hat

box, a round hat box, and she had punched some holes in it and had the old
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hen in there with the little chickens, a strong cord around it, tied both —_—
ways and she said, "What do you think about this?" And I said, "Oh, that's :
wonderful, that's wonderful." So we went on out and Bob laughed and said,

"You're the biggest fool." What do you think you're going to do with these
chickens up there?" He was later to come to Mercer, by the way, and be a
four-letter man. I said, "I've got a reason for it." The train came up

and stopped. We had to flag it down with a newspaper. You could see the

sparks from the wheels when he put those heavy brakes on. I was climbing

on the train and the conductor said, 'What in the world you got in that

box?" I said, "Oh, just something I'm taking back to Mercer." After he

got his tickets picked up, he came and sat down with me and said, "Well,

tell me about your mother, Miss Dicie." About that time the train stopped
and that old hen made a clucking call to those little chickens. The con-
ductor said, "What is in that box?" '"Well," I said, "You're already suspicious,

'I'm not going to tell you a lie about it." I said, "It's an old hen and four-
teen little biddies." He said, '"Don't you know it's against the rules to
bring animals like that into the train? You have to go back yonder and put
them in the express car." And I said, "No, sir. It may be against the rules
but exceptions can be made, and this hen and chickens will stay right here
until I get to Macon, if you don't mind."

I got off the train at two-thirty that morning and got a hack. You know
what a hack is? =~ It is drawn by an old horse. This old driver said, "Where
do you want to go, son, at this time of the morning, a cold morning?" I
said, "I want to go out to Mercer, but go up College Street because I want
to stop at 720 College." The driver was an old black man, who was my friend.
He said, "Why do you want to stop at 720 College Street at this time of the
morning?" I said, "Well, I got a reason." So we got there and he stopped.
Of course, there was no traffic. I took took that box and set it down
between the screen door and the regular door and went back and jumped in
the cab and went on out to the college. He said, "Now if I was to do what
I might do, I'd come back here and take that hen and chickens and carry
them back to my house." I said, "Yes, that's what you might do but it's
not what you're going to do because that's an important thing that I've
done there tonight." He said, "What are you driving at?" I said, "I'm
trying to get the attention of that girl and I've got strong odds against
me. Have you ever been here and seen that long Pierce Arrow looking like

a Pullman car standing there in front of the house?" '"Yes,'" he said, "I
have. Is that Mr. Wes's daughter you're talking about?" I said, "Yes."

He shook his head and said, "I don't think your hen and chickens are going
to do much with that." I said, "Well, all right. Thank you," and I paid
him.

The next morning about seven o'clock I was in the dormitory eating breakfast.
Mrs. Sellers, wife of Dean Sellers, came in and said, "You're wanted on the
telephone." I went to the telephone and it was Miss Zollie, one of these
aunts and she said, "I was just fixing to go to school, but I think you
had better come over here." So I went over there as quick as I could. All
I had to do was go through the park, two blocks. 1 got over there and
knocked on the door. Miss Zollie came and she said, "That's the cutest
thing I ever saw in my life." And she said, "I wanted you to get in here
before Julia comes down. Mr. Wes is in there. You've already got him
lock, stock, and barrel." They had this box in front of the fire, you
know, and had the top of it off and the old hen was just sitting there
proud of her little family. Just about that time Julia came downstairs.
She was laughing and joking with her aunts about something and knew nothing
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about the chickens. She walked into this living room and said, '"What's
that?" They took the top off, you know, and she didn't know I was there.
I was standing back of the piano. She got down on her knees and was just
having a fit over them. One of the little biddies had come out from under
the hen and was setting on her wing. They were a beautiful picture. Miss
Zollie and Miss Sally said, "Well, only he would have thought about it."
She said, '"'He?' What do you mean, 'he'?" Then they called me and said,
"Come on out." And you talk about the tides of history changing well, it
was just like that. Instead of a storm of coldness came a burst of sun-
shine. Well, I got out as quick as I could and went off, because I had to
meet an early class, teaching an eight o'clock class.

Oh, you were teaching by then?

Yes, I was teaching history. So she wrote me a note and sent it over there
by a boy. It said, "I want to see you tonight at seven-thirty." Begging
and pleading and conniving didn't get anywhere, but that hen and chickens
opened the door. I went over there that night and we sat there in front of
the fire, and her father said, "Well, well. That's the prettiest picture

I ever saw.'" The old aunts liked it, and she liked it.

I went on that summer back to Columbia University to do some graduate work,
and I got a letter from her about every other day. She was telling me how
the chickens were growing. - So there, Mr. Tonks, was the way I won that girl
with an old hen and biddies. I never saw the Pierce Arrow in front of 720
again. That was the end of it.

Well, we got married at six o'clock in the morning in her father's bedroom.
He got sick and Dr. Clark, the family doctor, said, "Why don't you children
go on and get married? You're planning on getting married in June and you're
all he's got. Why don't you go on and get married while he's around?" So
she thought about it, talked to her aunts, and I said all right. So he was
in bed there in his room and we went in at six o'clock in the morning. My
brother-in-law, with whom I had stayed when I was going to school, came, and
my sister. There were about five or six people there. We were married by
his bed. That was on Saturday morning about six o'clock, and we went to
Atlanta on the train and back to Macon. We couldn't afford to be very far
away on account of her father. That was April of 1915, and he lived to move

"to Atlanta with us in 1920 when I came here to be editor of the Christian Index.

He died the year Catherine was born, 1921. Well, he was a Scotchman and he
would laugh and say, "Oh, I tell you, that was a pretty smart thing--wasn't

it. You thought I was going to die and hurried up the wedding. I got my
little daughter married off to a man that I liked, and I've lived with them
now all these years." He died, you know, in our home. So then we had the

two little daughters born. Our older daughter, Eden, was born in March,

1918, and Catherine was born in January, 1921. 1I've got four grandchildren
and three great-grandchildren. So that's my family. Mrs. Newton died November
26, 1969.

She's just been dead four years, then.

Yes. I was by myself during the year of 1970. Then our granddaughter, Julie,
whose husband, George White, a student at Mercer, was sent to Vietnam in 1971
so Julie came to live with me. George came home Christmas, 1971, and was
assigned to Camp Pendleton, California. Just at that time the State Highway
Department had condemned Catherine and Morris's house as being in the path of
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this new expressway, so they had to sell it to the state and come live with
me. So that's been the solution.

One area I'd like to have you tell something about that would be of interest
is your Christian conversion and baptism and what the services were like.

My conversion was to me an almost dramatic thing. I was reared in a Christian
home, and I never knew anything but to go to Sunday School, church, and hear
the Bible read every day and to hear my father pray. When I was ten years
old, 1902, I suddenly realized that I was facing something that nobody else
could face for me. I came to what we really, I suppose, call a time of self-
accountability. We had a wonderful pastor out there at this Union Baptist
Church and he preached simple scriptural messages. He never got away from

the fact that there is no salvation apart from Jesus Christ. And I guess I
heard it four hundred times, "I am the way, I am the Truth, I am the Life.

No man cometh unto the father but by me. He that confesseth me and believeth
in his heart and confesseth with his lips that I am the Son of God shall be
saved." We had what they call a retracted meeting which was the summer
revival every July in our church. One morning I said to my mother, "Mom,

I've got to get relief from this feeling that I'm lost." She said, "Thank

the Lord. Your poppa and I have been praying for you. We're so thankful

you realize that you need a Savior." Well, that night the preacher was there
for supper with the visiting evangelist, a man from Augusta. It was getting
along towards dark and I went into the kitchen where my mother was making up
the dough for the biscuit for supper that night. She put her arm out around
me and drew me up to her and said, "I just want you to know I'm praying for
you." I went out into the orchard back of the woodshed and syrup house, and

I got down on my knees there at the foot of an apple tree and I said, "Lord,

]
Just like you had turned on a button, the whole place was lighted up. I felt
a relief and I ran into the kitchen. My mother said, "Thank the Lord." It
was then nearly dark, and I went out onto the porch. My father drew me up

to him and said, "Thank the Lord." The old pastor heard him talking to me, and

- he said, "Come round here, son." And I told him how I felt. He said, "All

right, you're ready to come and present yourself for church membership." He
asked me some questions, quoted me some Scripture. So I went down that night
and professed my faith.

Well, that was Thursday night after the third Sunday in July, 1902. I was ten
years old, and a few months over. On Friday afternoon they had a baptism in
the Ogeechee Creek which runs into the Ogeechee River, right near the church.
Every time I go out there I stop and stand there on the bank where they laid
me down into that water and was baptized. I made a commitment to the Lord
and I said, "I don't know what you want me to do but I will do what you want
me to do." Well, when I was in my sophomore year at Mercer University, Dr.
R. J. Willingham, secretary of the Foreign Mission Board, came and made a
talk at chapel, and he so moved my heart that I went down to him afterwards
and I said, "I'd like to offer myself for service as a missionary for the
Foreign Mission Board." And he said, '"'Now you're young and you're just in
your first year here at Mercer. Let's put it this way. You keep on saying
to the Lord, "I'll do what you want ‘to the best of my ability, and He'll tell
you and He'll work it out." He said, "You're not ready now to consider being
a foreign missionary, for you've got to go through college. But I'll keep

in touch with you." He was very gracious and he did. He wrote me two or
three letters. Well, it wasn't to be, you see. I was never to be a mission-
ary. I was willing to go and would have gone but those hard days came, and



N:

20

those hard years. The Foreign Mission Board had to cut down. quld War I
came, so it just wasn't to be. '

I wound up as I have already told you, teaching at Mercer. They had told

me that my place would be open at Mercer whenever I came back, if I did come
back alive. So when I came back they called me up and said, 'Your place is
waiting for you." I said, "Oh, no. . You have that wonderful man there now
who has been there since I resigned and I wouldn't think of displacing him,

so don't worry about it." I just knew I wasn't going back there. I couldn't
tell you how the Lord told me, but I just wasn't going back there. My wife
agreed, much as we loved Mercer. I had been offered a job with a bank in Macon
as vice-president, I had been offered a job with Associated Press in Australia
to open up a bureau there, and I had been offered a job with the automobile
agency in Macon to sell Cadillacs, but I knew they weren't for me.

You weren't committed to a pastoral ministry at all at this time?

No. It wasn't in the back side of my head, you see. The telephone rang about
ten-thirty one night. It was J. B. Gabrell in Atlanta. Mind you, this was
1919, and the Convention had just voted here in Atlanta to put on a financial
enlargement campaign. He said, "Mr. Newton, I want you to come to Atlanta in
the morning. I will be at the Piedmont Hotel. With me will be Dr. George

‘Truett and Dr. George McDaniel from Richmond, Virginia. We want to see you."

I went back to Mrs. Newton and she said, "That's wonderful. I just knew those
other offers weren't to be considered."

I went into the lobby of the Piedmont Hotel that morning and there sat Dr.

.Gabrell and these other men. He said, '"Do you know about the campaign the

Convention voted to put on?" I said, "Yes sir, I was here when you voted
it." Dr. Gabrell said, '"We want you to go to Nashville with us tonight to
help us with this campaign.'" I said, "I haven't even got any pajamas.'" He
said, "They sell pajamas in Atlanta, and they sell them in Nashville. We'll
take care of it." I said, "I haven't got my razor." He said, ''They sell
razors. We'll take care of it. Go to the telephone and call up your wife
and tell her you're going to Nashville.'" So I did.

That opens another chapter now, but that's the way I became connected with
Southern Baptist Convention work. Now, I should put a little section in on
how I went to the first Southern Baptist Convention.

Yes. I wanted to get that.
In 1909, I was at Sylvester with my sister and brother-in-law.
Your brother-in-law was a Baptist preacher?

Oh yes, Rev. J. A. Reiser. He was of German descent, but he was born in South
Carolina. Well, my mother wrote a letter to me and said, "I've been reading in
the Christian Index about the Convention meeting in Louisville, Kentucky, and

I want you to go. I've sold a heifer and I've got the price of a railroad
ticket." So I went to the Convention in 1909, the first Convention I went to.
Well, my mother had fixed me a shoebox full of food--ham, chicken, bread,
boiled eggs, and so on.

You were seventeen?

Yes. Of course, I didn't get any sleep. I sat up because my mother didn't
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figure for a sleeper because she knew I didn't need to spend that much money.
I got off the train at Louisville, Kentucky, that morning and found the way
to Walnut Street Church. I went in and they were getting ready for the Con-
vention. Different representatives of the Convention were there. I said to
the janitor, "Do you know a boardinghouse right around this city?" He said,
"Best one in Kentucky." I said, '"Where?" He said, "Right there. Two doors."
I said, "You reckon I could get a place there?" He said, "I don't know, but
you go up there." He gave me the lady's name, and I said, "If I can get a
place to sleep I might help you some around here with all this extra work
before the Convention." 1It's an interesting thing to me that I attended a
Convention meeting for the first time and my first conversation was with the
janitor at Walnut Street Baptist Church. He said, "You go on and see about

a place to stay because these people are coming in here now."

I went over there and this woman looked at me and said, "Who sent you over
here?" I told her, and she said, '"He's a fine man. I haven't any place for
you to sleep except a cot on my back porch back of the kitchen.'" She took

me out there and showed me a little narrow porch. She said, "I'll put a little
cot out here. It's the only thing I can do." I said, "That's fine." I said,
"Do you have any work around here I could do to pay for sleeping on that cot
out there?" And she said, '"Do you know how to wash dishes?" I said, "I've

got an M.A. in washing dishes.'" And she said, "All right, that'll be fine."
She said, "I'm going to set up lunch in about an hour. You go back over to

the church and then come back here."

I went back to the church, and I told the janitor, "Everything's settled now
and I'm going to wash dishes to pay for my sleeping over there, and I'll help
you a little." As we were sweeping up trash, I saw this fine looking old
man--to me he was an old man--and I said to the janitor, '"Do you know who he
is?" He said, '"No sir, he's one of the big shots.”" I said, "Well, I better
find out who that man is because I want to meet him." I asked a girl, I think
she was secretary to somebody, "Who is that man with white hair there?" And
she said, "That is Dr. J. B. Gambrell. Do you want to meet him?" I said,

"I sure do." So she took me over to him, and he put his arm over me--they
called him the Great Commoner--and asked, '"Would you like to meet the president
of the Convention?" I said, "I don't know whether I can stand it or not. Meet-
ing you is about my cup running over." He said, '"Come on." So we went over

to Joshua Levering of Maryland, and he said, "Josh, this is a boy from Georgia
named Louis Newton. His mother sold a heifer to buy him a ticket to come up
here and he's going to work at the boardinghouse over here washing dishes to
pay for sleeping on a cot on the back porch. I want you to meet him." Mr.
Levering was a very rich man from Baltimore. He and his twin brother were
coffee importers. Mr. Levering looked at me just as serious as a man can look
at another and said, "Tell me again, what did Dr. Gambrell say? Your mother
did what?" I said, "Sold a heifer to pay my railroad fare here.'" He said,
"And you're going to wash dishes at a boardinghouse?" I said, "Yes sir. "

He said, "I've got a job for you. I want you to be my page." And I said,

"All right. I don't know what you mean by it, but I'll do it." And then

he introduced me to Dr. Mullins, Charlie Daniel, and Dr. Frost of the Sunday
School Board. All those tremendous men. Well, I went through that Convention,
and there wasn't a thing that happened there that changed my estimate of
religion, of Christianity, and of being a Baptist. The things that my mother
and father had taught me in that simple little home on a farm in Screven County,
things that my brother-in-law and sister had taught me when I was with them in
their home, things that I learned every step of the way, were simple preparing
me for this experience in Louisville in 1909.
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George Truett was the last of the great men that I met there. I would sit there
by Mr. Levering while things were going on, and he would say, "Have you met

this man, or that man?" So he said, "have you met Dr. Truett?" And I said,
"No, I haven't met Dr. Truett." So Dr. Truett was sitting there waiting to
preach, and he introduced me to him. Dr. Truett took my hand and said, "Young
man, just keep following where He leads you, and remember this: Jesus put it
finally for all of us when he said, "Father, not my will but Thine be done."
Well, that was the message that I got at Louisville in 1909. "Thy will be
done." '

Now when I stood yonder to conduct the funeral of Dr. George Truett in the
First Baptist Church in Dallas, I didn't have any other idea than those words as
my text,"Thy will be done.'" Because I had been out there to see him three
times during the year of his illness after he left Druid Hills. He had done
his last preaching at Druid Hills. They got on the train, he and Mrs. Truett.
I called his doctor, and he met them at the station with an ambulance. And

of course he never preached after that. I went out to see him three times

and to preach for him three times during that year of his illness. He was
just dwindling away, and the great fine body that he had was nearly gone.

His voice, which was the finest voice I ever heard in a human being's throat,
was totally gone. He could only whisper. We were just sitting under that
tree out there, and he said, ''Louis, when you come to have my funeral, if you
can say in all consciousness that my thought has been to follow the will of
God, Thy will be done, then I'll be happy." Now that was the message I got at
the first Southern Baptist Convention I attended in 1909.

Did you know J. M. Frost?

:Oh, yes, indeed. And I knew his lovely daughter. Dr. Frost was a great gentle-

man. I wish you could have known him. 1In 1896 a thing happened that knowledgeable
Southern Baptists will always remember. That was the Whitsitt Controversy, a
theological controversy, which of course in this recording we can't go into.

Did you know Dr. Whitsitt?
No, but I've read records of him.
He died in 1911.

Yes, but I did not know him. He did not come to that Convention I first attended,
nor did he I don't think attend the 1910 Convention. Well, there is something
that I mentioned because people say Southern Baptists have a marvelous story.
They certainly have had some rough places in the road. I didn't refer to
something I might well have referred to, and that was the Landmark issue. Then
came the Whitsitt Controversy which was a theological controversy. In 1904,

a very historic thing occurred, and that was when we established our first
department for Negro work, to minister to our neighbor race, and I well remem-
ber it. I was so glad to see some of the developments that came out of that

in the seminary at Nashville which now, I understand, may be ultimately con-
nected with Southern Seminary. But anyway, that seminary at Nashville has

been a great factor, and the work of  the Home Mission Board with the Negro
Baptist work in the South has been a brilliant chapter.

Who has been the most important man in this area as far as the Home Mission
Board is concerned? Who was the leader?
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Of the Negro Baptist work?
Yes.

Well, I would say that William Holmes Border at Wheat Street Church in Atlanta
would be. You may remember him, I think the Foreign Mission Board carried his
picture on the front page a couple of years ago. He's a tremendous man, my
personal friend. I knew his father, pastor of the First Baptist Church for
the Negroes in Macon when I was there at Mercer. '

Is he still living?

The father? No. 1It's Dr. William Holmes's son that I'm talking about here at
Wheat Street. He's a tremendous man, and in my limited knowledge of the situa-
tion, I would say he's the most influential Negro Baptist preacher in Georgia.
There are some other very influential ones--Martin Luther King, Sr., the father
of the man who was assassinated, is an important man and an influential man.
His church is just a block away from Dr. Borders' church. I would name Dr.
Borders as the most influential man. :

While we are on the Negro Baptist work, you know that Mr. and Mrs. John D.
Rockefeller, Sr., started here in Atlanta what has now become the center of
higher education for blacks in almost the United States, Morehouse College and
Spellman Seminary, now part of what is known as Atlanta University. I was a
trustee out there for twenty-five years and I would like to talk about  that,
but time doesn't permit.

Go ahead and take the time if you have some things to relate on that.

That work began in 1904. 1In 1906 we had the first Department of Evangelism

under the Home Mission Board. Now who is going to measure the reach of that,

you see. Take a man like Dr. W. W. Hamilton who wound up as president of New
Orleans Seminary. When he was secretary of evangelism on the Home Mission
Board and all those other men that I could mention down to the most recent one,
Dr. Kenneth Chafin, and now the new man succeeding him. In 1907, under the
leadership of that marvelous layman in Knoxville, Dr. J. T. Henderson, we had
the Laymen's Missionary Movement, which is now the Baptist Brotherhood, started
under the leadership of Dr. McCullough. Then we come from the beginning of the
Brotherhood work to Dr. Carroll. I used to talk to Dr. Truett by the hour
about the great men he had known among Southern Baptists, and he made this
statement to me sitting right out there under the oak tree. We were sitting
there one afternoon talking and he said, "I will say this of B. H. Carroll,"
mind you this is Dr. George W. Truett talking, "he had the greatest mind that

I ever touched." Now, Mr. Tonks, you can take that and think about it on your
way back to Nashville. The greatest mind. You see, Dr. Truett, a young man
from North Carolina and Georgia, went out there and graduated from Baylor Uni-
versity and was offered the presidency the day he graduated. He came under

Dr. Carroll's ministry there in Waco, then Dr. Carroll went along afterwards
and established in 1908 Southwestern Seminary, which is the largest Southern
Baptist Seminary in the world. Out of that seminary has come, of course, many
of our wonderful preachers. "

I used to love to hear Dr. Lee Scarborough when we would have him at Druid Hills
preaching in so-called revivals. He would talk about how Dr. Carroll said to
him, "Lee, I want you to resign your great church and come here and take charge
of the Chair of Fire, the Chair of Evangelism." We called it the Chair of Fire.
He was almost trembling. He said, "I went there and Dr. Carroll went with
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me. We preached to the cowboys, and we preached to the men on the plains,

and we preached everywhere--to the docks and the border cities, and evangelism
has been underscored and underwritten in the life of Southwestern Seminary. I
suppose that we would all agree that Southwestern Seminary's department of
evangelism reaching its peak in Dr. Lee Scarborough's professorship of evan-
gelism would be a distinctive contribution of Southwestern. Then he became
president, of course, and was succeeded as you know by another great evangelist,
Dr. Leavell and now Dr. Naylor. I was out at Southwestern Seminary to speak
years ago when Governor Neff was in his active years, and Dr.Brooks was there

at Baylor. Dr. Truett took me all around over Texas to these places of interest
and I spoke. Well, he kept saying over and over, '"B. H. Carroll was the greatest
mind I ever touched."

Did you ever meet B. H. Carroll yourself?

No. You know he wore a long beard and he was deaf and had a horn that he would
put in his ear and you would speak through this horn. = They didn't have the
devices they now have for deafness and so you had to talk in through the horn.
He used to say laughingly that when he listened to as many murmurs from the
young preachers as he could stand, he just cut the horn off and that was the
end of it.

Now, following the beginning of Southwestern Seminary in 1908 we come to a chap-
ter which I wonder if our people may forget. In 1912 we had what was called

the Judson Centennial to raise a million dollars for missions. It was led by

a man named Dr. Louis Warren who went blind. Dr. Austin Crouch used to say to
me, ''There was the most fervent spirit in many ways that I ever met."

In 1914 the Southern Baptist Convention adopted a motion to study ways and
means of establishing a budget for all of its agencies. I can well remember
how they came up there year after year--the Home Mission Board, the Foreign
Mission Board, the seminaries--all of them making separate pleas. Somebody
said, "When will we learn that we can do more if we make a united appeal to
our people and quit worrying them with one appeal after another year after
year. So with the appointment of that committee in 1914, we had the Executive
Committee created in 1917 and budget control for all of the agencies. In the
meantime, in 1915, the Education Commission had been set up.

Did you remember agency representatives, or agents, as they were sometimes
called, coming to your little church to raise money? ’

Oh yes. And they just ran themselves to death.

What would they do? Would they come and preach?

They would ask the pastor to give them a Sunday morning and they'd get up there
and tell the people about their work and take an offering right there. Now just

imagine in this day of airplanes transportation and automobile transportation,
just imagine back yonder when those men had to travel, some of them by stage-

coach, some of them by horseback, some of them finally by trains and riverboats,

trying to reach all the churches with those separate appeals.

I think that my relation to the Southern Baptist Convention has to stem from and
feed on the impressions of 1909 when I met those great men that I mentioned
earlier like Dr. Gambrell, Dr. Mullins, Dr. McDaniel, Dr. Truett, Dr. Scarborough.
My relation to the Southern Baptist Convention stems from that occasion, 1909,

and ten years later when the Southern Baptist Convention met in Atlanta having
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already set up in 1917 the Executive Committee and a budget and adopted the
Seventy-five Million Campaign--the plan of raising seventy-five million dollars

to be divided equally between the states and the Southern Baptist Convention
agencies. That was the most dramatic hour by all means that the Southern Baptists
had ever known.

Was it an over-optimistic figure?

Well, it was over-optimistic in this sense that nobody anticipated the depression
of 1921 which was right behind the campaign in which ninety-two million dollars
was subscribed in 1919. Then came the depression of 1921 followed by the depres-
sion, of course, of 1929. Nobody could have anticipated the fact that we were
going to be using issues of bonds to pay instead of money. Oh, it was frightful.
Actually on the ninety-two million dollars of pledges we collected between
fifty-six and fifty-seven million dollars of actual money. But I'll answer

your very obvious question by asking you where would we have been if we had

not got the Executive Committee as a unified agency, and the budget as a unified
device of operation, and the fifty-six million dollars as a backlog to meet all
thost obligations. I think we have to say that if times had remained normal,

a majority of that ninety-two million dollars of pledges would have been paid.
But I can tell you that when I saw people right here in Atlanta sell their
jewelry, their personal jewelry, to try to keep their pastors paid a little
something, it was a frightful time we passed through.

This was 1921?
Yes. The depression of 1921.

This was much more serious than many people thought.

- You are of course too young to know anything about it except as you read about

it, but I want to tell you that of course the great panic of 1893 was one that
everybody still talks about, but 1921 was in many respects the forerunner of
1929.

And in some respects more serious, would you say?

Yes, it was. If it hadn't been for the Seventy-five Million Campaign we would
have been bankrupt. I want to point out to you what I think is a valuable
by-product of all worthy undertakings. I told you about Dr. Gambrell calling
me to come up here. I went to Nashville with them that night and I stayed on
trains from that night in early June, 1919, until the thing was over in the
late fall of 1919. I went to every state in the Southern Baptist Convention

a time or two with Dr. Austin Crouch, with either Dr. Gambrell, Dr. Truett, or
Dr. Scarborough. Dr. Scarborough was the General Director, and we would go
from one place to another. We always had a drawing room for Dr. Gambrell

as he was getting quite along and feeble, you know. The other men had a berth
near the drawing room. I saw those men get down on their knees in the drawing
room after the train .came in and pray for the next day, '"Lord, lead us. Tell
us what to say. Tell us how to say .it." That is the way leadership in the
work of the Lord has to come. '

You remember what Jesus said when they tried to heal a man and utterly failed.
He came and said, '"How long, how long? This demon . . ." And He healed the
man and they got apart that night and they said, "Lord, why couldn't we heal

that man?" He said, "This power cometh only with prayer and with fasting."
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I think I witnessed the fulfillment of that statement as I saw those tired

men at the end of those hard days and weeks still on their knees. Dr. Scar-
borough had a phrase, "Let us go from our knees to the ends of the earth. We
can go farther from our knees than we can any other way--prayer." If I were

to try and point out the explanation for the success of so much of our Southern
Baptist work, I would say first that it was willingness to listen to the leading
of the Holy Spirit in getting the right perspective, the right goals, the right
mission, and the right vision of what to do, and then saying, "With God Al-
mighty's help in doing the impossible thing."

I saw Dr. Truett as he stood before the Missouri convention the fall of 1919.
He was in that beautiful auditorium there in Kansas City. They had had a
hard day and everybody was tired. We got there about four o'clock that after-
noon on the train, and he had about two hours of rest in his room before we
went to the meeting. There wasn't anything on schedule for the meeting that
night except the Seventy-five Million Campaign address by George W. Truett.
He asked Dr. Gambrell to stand, and there he stood, you know, magnificent.
The people just stood up and thanked the Lord. Then he asked Dr. Mullins to
stand and Dr. Mullins stood. He asked Austin Crouch to stand, and then he
stood there and preached as only Dr. Truett can preach. He was the greatest
preacher I ever heard, I ever expect to hear.

What was the secret of his real ability?

I would say the secret of his preaching was his ability to get the people to
whom he was preaching to pray with him, for him. Invariably, now they don't

put it in the opening of many of these published sermons in books like Quest
for Souls d4nd We Would See Jesus. I wish they had done it. But he had this
sentence, "I cast myself hopefully on your prayers as a sheet anchor of strength
for this hour." My mother used to say that you cannot pray for the preacher
who preached a sour sermon, because there would be something in it that was
good. I think the answer to Dr. Truett's power as a preacher was that he

got the people in the mood of waiting before God and expecting something of

God. How he did it, of course, is hard to describe, but he did just that.

"Then the man had a voice that was superior to any I ever heard in the pulpit.

It was like a pipe organ in its tenderness. It was like a great bass viol

in its power. He ran the keyboard of every possibility of appeal to man's
thinking, to man's reason, to man's sympathy. If you sat in the presence of
Dr. Truett as he preached and were able to resist what he was saying and resist
the effect of his appeal, you were an exception and not the rule. I could tell
you many stories to verify that.

I would like for us to talk more about Truett in a little while. There are
some other events in his life that would be worth exploring.

The last ten years he lived Dr. Truett came here and preached sometime during
each summer at Druid Hills Church. We sat right out yonder under that tree
the last summer he was here, and he told me that he believed that he was a
sick man. He said, "I won't live to come back. I have an agreement with Fred
McConnell--F. M. McConnell--that whichever one of us dies first the other will

conduct his funeral. When Ferd died. I was sick in bed with flu. You called
to tell Mrs. Truett, and she had to tell you that I was sick with fever. I

suggested over the telephone to Mrs. McConnell that you conduct his funeral, and
since we had that agreement you are going to conduct my funeral as you conducted
his. Neither of us could keep our promise to the other."

From the time Dr. Truett stood in the courthouse in Marietta in 1889--Dr.
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McConnell was then with the Home Mission Board and was talking about the
mountain schools. He said, "Brethren, just let me point out one of these
students to you." The Georgia Baptist Convention was meeting there, and
George Truett was sitting on the back seat in the courthouse. Dr. McConnell
said, "George, come down here." It was late in the afternoon and he reluc-
tantly came and stood there. Dr. Truett said, "Now here is one of the men
who responded to the call of God to preach and who is preparing himself in
our school at Georgia right now." And he spoke.

Sitting on the front seat of that courthouse, of that room in the courthouse,
was Dr. J. B. Hawthorne, pastor of the First Baptist Church in Atlanta. He
was regarded as the most eloquent preacher in Georgia at that time. The word
had somehow reached the Atlanta Constitution, the morning paper here, about
some young man thrilling the Convention, so they called up Dr. Hawthorne and
said, '"Dr. Hawthorne, tell us, were you there?" And he said, "I surely was

there." '"Well, what did you think?" He said, "I quit thinking. I just
surrendered. I gave up everything. He just absolutely swept that crowd."
He said, "He's the greatest potential public speaker I've ever seen." Now

from that courthouse scene in 1889 George Truett went on and on and on. He
was pastor for forty-seven years of the First Church in Dallas, Texas; presi-
dent of the Southern Baptist Convention and the Baptist World Alliance, and
speaker on many significant occasions. For example, in 1920, when the Southern
Baptist Convention met in Washington, D. C., called the Victory Convention
celebrating the Seventy-five Million Campaign, he stood on the Capitol steps

in Washington and delivered an address.

Were you there that day?
Was I there? I certainly was.

Unfortunately, that address has never actually been recorded, and it had never
been written out.

Well, you know, they thought they were recording it and the thing broke down
and they didn't know it wasn't recorded until it was through.

Oh, I didn't know that.

You do have his address here in the ball park at the Baptist World Alliance
and his address in Paris at the joint meeting of all the Baptists in Europe.
All in all, I heard him speak in Stockholm, Berlin, Paris, and many places

all over the world. George Truett was the greatest preacher that I ever heard
and the greatest one I ever expect to hear. Now when he was elected president
of the Southern Baptist Convention he succeeded a series of great presidents.

Joshua Levering was the last of -several laymen who were president. That group
of laymen began with Jonathan Harralson of Alabama. The first presidents were
W. B. Johnson of South Carolina, R. B. C. Howell of Virginia, T. R. Fuller

of Maryland, P. H. Mell of Georgia, James P. Boyce of South Carolina. Then
you get to the end of that series and you come to that group of laymen--
Jonathan Harralson of Alabama, W. J."Northern of Georgia, Eagle of Arkansas,
Governor Stephens of Missouri, Joshua Levering of Maryland. E. C. Dargan,
Lansing Burrows, and J. B. Gambrell came in as president. Following Gambrell
was E. Y. Mullins, George W. McDaniel, and George W. Truett. Following Truett
was W. J. McGlothlin, president of Furman University who had been a professor
at Southern Seminary. Now from the time of W. B. Johnson, the first president,
down through W. J. McGlothlin, who was killed in an automobile accident, the
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Convention had had towering preachers and towering theologians and these great
laborers.

They turned to Fred Brown, and I wish you could have known him. He was pastor
of First Baptist Church, Knoxville, Tennessee, and had been a railroad worker
in his boyhood in western North Carolina. He had something that was, you might
say, similar to what Truett had, and that was moving of the spirits of men.

He had moments of eloquence like Mullins. He was a very interesting leader.
Now he didn't serve but one year. He drove up one afternoon right in this
very yard ten feet from where you're sitting, and he was so sick I thought

I couldn't get him in the house. He finally said, "I'll have to give up.

I can't go on anymore." He had driven himself to death.

Then they elected Dr. M. E. Dodd. I want to talk to you a minute about what
happened in connection with this great thing that we call the Cooperative Program,
and which was an outgrowth of the Seventy-five Million Campaign, and that brings
me to a man. You know, the history of every great movement, of every insti-
tution, is the length and shadow of a man. Now that man was Austin Crouch.

You can go there in the building in Nashville, Tennessee, when you get back

and just get a chair and sit down and look at that portrait of Austin Crouch.

He was a most interesting man, and he had a knowledge of Southern Baptist life
that few men had.

He had come from a pastorate, hadn't he?
Yes. He was a quiet man. He never raised his voice on any occasion, but he

would sit there and think by the hour. He saw the need of what he used to
call the United Way. He'd quote that scripture over there, '"The strength of

- one is the strength of ten."

Was he the mind behind this Cooperative Program?

Oh, yes. He'd talk about the limbs of the cedars in Lebanon where those storms
sweep up from the Sea of Galilee. Those limbs were joined together and they
stood against the storm. He said, "We've got to voluntarily--it can't be by
compulsion, it can't be pressure--study and pray until we see the wisdom of
working together, pulling together, giving together." A man I've spent days
and nights with in that old Sunday School Board Building on Eighth Avenue
there in Nashville, and that man was backed up by the then secretary of the
Sunday School Board, Dr. Van Ness, who had succeeded Dr. J. M.Frost and by the
secretary of the Foreign Board, Dr. Love, and the secretary of the Home Board,
all of our leaders. Dr. Crouch would take those men and sit down there. Is
there still a hotel in Nashville called Sam Davis?

Yes.

We'd go down there to that little Sam Davis Hotel which was a couple of blocks
across from the old Sunday School Board Building and eat and come right back

and go into session morning, afternoon, and night. He would say, "Brethren,

if I can get you men around this table to see what I'm talking about then I'm
not worried." He did. He got them to see it. I was editor of the Christian
Index, and there were other editors there, great editors like Dr. Wardnell of
Alabama, Dr. Routh, Porter Routh's father, editor of the Baptist Standard, the
paper in Texas, the editor of the paper in Tennessee, Dr. Cody of South Carolina,
all those great editors. They all saw what he was talking about. They were
convinced, and they told the people why they wanted the state conventions to
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join with the Southern Baptist Convention, why they wanted the churches .
to join with the District Associations. That is the greatest story I know

about Southern Baptists: how we came together voluntarily and adopted plans

which were capable of giving Southern Baptists its present growth which in

times of religious history is the phenomenon of religious history in the

world today. I will give Austin Crouch credit where credit is due. John

Buchanan and I were all over the Southern Baptist Convention with Austin

Crouch. There is his picture right up there, pastor of Southside Church.

This is when you were the publicity man?

No. I was by this time pastor of Druid Hills Baptist Church, member of the
Executive Committee, and chairman of the Finance Committee of the Executive
Committee. John was chairman of the Administrative Committee of the Executive
Committee, and we were going with Austin Crouch to all these places all over
the Southern Baptist Convention. We were on a train going into Richmond,
Virginia, one afternoon. The train stopped at some city about a hundred
miles from Richmond, and John Buchanan went out a minute and bought an
afternoon paper. He carried it in and Dr. Crouch was sitting there and

he said, "Here, Austin, look at the paper." Dr. Crouch finally opened it
but the bottom side was up. John Buchanan punched me across the aisle and
pointed, and there he was trying to read the paper upside-down. We knew
then that he had gone blind under the pressure, the drive, and work of all
those years. Well, of course, he was already deaf and now he had lost his
sight. :

" How old was he at that time?

He was seventy. We got to the hotel that night and had this important confer-
ence with the Foreign Mission Board the next morning. John said, 'We've got

to decide." I said, "John, what are we going to do? This man is blind.
Instead of thinking about going to that meeting in the morning at nine o'clock,
we ought to think of getting him to a specialist tonight." I called up my good
friend, Dr. Cousins, who was the leading Baptist preacher and told him what had
happened on the train. I said, "Now, who is the best eye doctor in Richmond?"
He said, "One of my deacons and I will go get him and bring him to the hotel."
He was that sort of man. We hadn't said a word to Dr. Crouch about this.

- This man came and we told Dr. Crouch through his listening device that we had

this specialist to see him. The eye man opened Dr. Crouch's eyes and looked,
then turned and looked at us and shook his head. Mind you, I told you that
Louis Warren went blind working on this Centennial thing, and there was another
man who had worked himself, you might say, to death for Southern Baptists in
trying to bring the Kingdom of God to pass. Oh my, I could stay here until
sundown on that one point alone. I want to give credit to all the men, women,
and young people who, seeing what Dr. Crouch was holding up for as a plan and
goal, how they could link their prayers and help and bring it to pass. Oh,

it was the most thrilling thing.

Did you know Manson Wolfe from Texas? He was really a mover to establish

the Efficiency Committee in 1914 and subsequently became active. Would you
consider him to have been a driving force, or were there others who were more
important than he?

Well, I would consider him to be one of the spokes in the wheel. I could tell
you many stories about my personal observations. You take that man Hinson
that I referred to here earlier in Knoxville, Tennessee, who was the head of

the old Laymen's Missionary Movement which is now the Brotherhood Movement.
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He had some of the initial thoughts that led to the Seventy-five Million
Campaign. He never called them this, you know, but they were there, definitely
planned.

When did you join the Executive Committee?

I guess I went on the Executive Committee, I was already on what they called
the Promotion Committee.

With Dr. Scarborough as chairman?

Yes, following the Seventy-five Million Campaign. The Executive Committee was
created in 1925. It was put into action in 1927. I was on it from the begin-
ning and stayed on it for, I think it was thirty-seven years.

Dr. Newton, you were a member of this Promotion Committee in its earliest days,
and the Convention records seem to suggest that the Seventy-five Million Cam-
paign Committee was given the responsibility for raising the funds but there

is very little explanation, that I have been able to find, as to their authority
for distributing it.

Correct.
Was it simply assumed that somebody had to decide how to divide it?

It was not even an assumption. We were moving so fast in the days of the Seventy-
five Million Campaign to win that goal and to achieve that dream that we didn't
have time to say, '"So what' and "What's next." But Dr. Crouch was the one man,
apparently, who was aware of this inevitable hour, and when the depression came
in 1921 and people were not only just alarmed but panicky over what was going
to happen, then Dr. Crouch said, "I'm not going to say 'I told you so,' but

I am going to say, 'You see now why .I have been so concerned that we do set

up this mode of operation by which we can pool the credits of the Convention
and the confidence of the people in the Convention's work.'" I can tell you,

my friend, that I have spent many a sleepless night whether in meetings, actual
meetings there, or in trains or hotels somewhere. You see, we not only had the
depression in 1921, but then we came to 1929 when the institutions owed six
million dollars and every bank said, '"We want our money.'" We didn't have any
money to give them. And when we had to go on a small committee headed by

Dr. Crouch and then later Dr. Charlie Daniel and Dr. John Cannon and Henry
Tiffin in Virginia and several others. We had to go to St. Louis, to New
Orleans, to New York, to Chicago. On top of all that, Carnes had stolen money
from the Home Mission Board. We had to take that and add it to the six million
dollars we owed. The banks were very bitter that we had allowed a man who had
spent a term of years here in the Federal penitentiary for stealing to be put
in charge of the Home Mission Board.

I was one of the three men that took a screwdriver to pry open his desk in the
Home Board office the night that we finally announced the thing.

I want to ask you about Carnes later, but you were discussing the Executive
Committee and the problems of financing. Was it just assumed that this would
be the way you would operate, that you would divide the money?

That's right. It was the formula that had been agreed upon when they came
here. But who was going to execute those funds? And there's where Austin

Crouch, of course, was the man of the hour.
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He was really the moving force to move beyond the Promotion Committee?

He's the man who moved from promotion to orderly operation. When we woke

up to how much we owed, under Dr. Crouch's leadership we made a statement

to the bankers, '"We're going to pay you every dollar of principal and interest
that Southern Baptists owe.'" They just looked at one another. You see, other
major religious groups were getting what they .called discounts, reductions

of their indemnities.

You're talking about 1930, aren't you?

Yes. We said, "We're not asking you for a dollar of discount on anything we
owe. All we ask you is to give us time." I remember there was the president
of the American National Bank in Richmond, Virginia, who was a Roman Catholic,
and he said, "Gentlemen, what collateral do you offer?" And Dr. Crouch said,
"Dr. Newton is the chairman of the Finance Committee, he'll answer that ques-
tion." I said, '"The character of Southern Baptists. We pay our debts.'" He
took a deep breath and said, '"That's something that I haven't heard anywhere;
I respect it and I'm going to trust you.'" Well, when he said that, the man
from New Orleans and the man from St. Louis--they were the three big ones--
said, "Well, if you're going to trust them, then we'll trust them."

I lived to see Austin Crouch give to these three biggest creditors, including
the First National Bank of New York City, every dollar of principal then owed

. and the accrued interest in 1943. That left us the problem of how we were

going to raise the money.

Frank Tripp was on the Executive Committee. He was a young man, a relatively
young man, and he got up one afternoon there when everybody was tired and said,
"I believe that we'll go to every Baptist in the Southern Baptist Convention and
say, 'Give a dollar, join the Hundred Thousand Club' and we can raise this
money.'" Well, the first thought was, Just listen to the young man, but some-
body got up and said, "You know, the Bible says, 'Your old men shall dream
dreams and your young men shall see visions.' This man sees a way out through
that Hundred Thousand Club." So we had Frank Tripp get a leave of absence

from his church, First Baptist Church, Montgomery, and come to Washington and
lead the Hundred Thousand Club. I wish I could reach out my hand this afternoon
to Montgomery, Alabama, and take old Frank by the hand. He did a magnificent
job.

When Frank got tired and worn out with this effort which he so gallantly led,
J. E. Dillard who was the secretary of the Promotion Committee, took it up
and carried on. Dr. Dillard was a great phrase-maker, so along about 1937 or
1938, he said to us one night in a meeting, "I've got a phrase I want you to
think about: 'Debt-free in Forty-three.' Let's take that now as our new
slogan." Do you know that in 1943 we paid the last dime on those debts with
those over-and-above gifts. I saw these gifts come and come and come. That's
why I tell you I want you to walk up and down that corridor there, I don't
know how they've got it. I haven't been there lately. But I imagine they've
got Austin Crouch's and J.E. Dillard's pictures there, haven't they? They
ought to have them somewhere around Porter Routh's office. I want you to
look at those two faces and just remember what Louie Newton told you. They
are the men that we ought to be thankful to God for, along with Frank Tripp
who had the original thought of the Hundred Thousand Club. Now the WMU--God
bless them--the WMU came in like these women always will come in if you give
them the facts and tell them the story. They came. I remember one night, I
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guess it was 1933, the darkest day of Southern Baptist history I'd say,

when those bankers were just waiting outside to let the thing fall on us,

and the women had come especially to Washington to meet us. It had come

out in the afternoon paper that the women had voted in their meeting in
Constitution Hall that day to give all their support to paying the Foreign
Mission Board debt. The Executive Committee was meeting, and we hadn't even
gone to supper. We had had some sandwiches served there where we were meeting.
Dr. Crouch looked at us--his hands were trembling--and said, ''Look, the women
put in an offering to go to the Foreign Mission Board only." So he made an
appeal to the Executive Committee that a committee be appointed to go to
Constitution Hall that night--they were having the closing session--and

appeal to the women to rescind their action of the afternoon to devote all
their efforts to paying the Foreign Mission Board debt, and join us in paying
the whole debt. Well, they asked this one to go and that one to go, but after -
a while the committee said, '"Dr. Newton, how about you going over there?" I
said, "I've been a fool many times for the gospel's sake. If nobody else

will go, I'll go." I went out and got a taxicab and went over there. A beauti-
full little girl, a page, came and opened the door. I said, "I want to speak
to Miss Mallory. She said, "You can't speak to Miss Mallory now, she's on

the platform." I said, "I have to speak to her." I wasn't about to let this
little girl ever to close that door because I knew it wouldn't do. So you
know the old story about putting your foot in the door? I put my foot in the
door and told her who I was. I said, "I've got to see Miss Mallory." She
said, "All right. I may be kicked out for letting you come in, but I'm going
to take you up there." So we went back to the stage and she went to Miss
Mallory's chair and told her I was there and wanted to see her. Miss Mallory
came, full of vim and fight. I think she must have sensed what I wanted. I
said, '"Miss Mallory, I want to make a statement to the women at the request

of the Executive Committee, of which Executive Committee Mrs. F. W. Armstrong,
your president, is a member. She said, "What do you want?" I said, '"Well,
there isn't time to talk because your speaker is now about to be introduced,
and I want to do this before your speaker." She said, "I'll go ask Mrs.
Harris. She was the president of the WMU of North Carolina. Mrs. Harris
looked at me and motioned. So I went in. Dr. Newton is here from the Execu-
tive Committee with a special message. So I got up there and I just stood and
looked at them, you know. I said, "You are here because you are committed to
Christ to do His work in His Spirit. When we read the afternoon paper the
Committee didn't even go to supper. Our situation is so serious the bankers
are sitting at the door waiting for our verdict. When we read of your decision
we said, 'We cannot talk to those bankers tonight without the backing of the
WMU.' We just can't do that, and I don't think you want us to do that. I
don't think you want us to be put in a position to do it. Suppose, for example,
that all of the deacons in all the Baptist churches in the Southern Baptist
Convention meet and decide that they're going to pay the debt on the Home
Board, then all the Sunday School teachers meet and decide that they're going
to pay the debt on something else. Where would we be?" Mrs. Armstrong was
standing right by me, a tremendous woman, and she said, "And you are therefore
asking us . . . ." I said, "On behalf of the Executive Committee of the South-
ern Baptist Convention I am asking the WMU auxiliary to the Southern Baptist
Convention to rescind its action of this afternoon and say that it will not
give its support to the payment of the Foreign Mission Board but say to us,
'We're going with the Convention to face all of our obligations and jointly
face them'."

Mrs. Harris was sitting about the fourth or fifth pew out from the platform
and she got up. I knew that as strong as she was that whatever motion she
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like I feel at this moment." She said, "I felt like we did the right thing
this afternoon, but I failed to see what this man has pointed out here. I do
see it now, and I therefore move that we rescind our action of this afternoon
and that we say instead, 'We are going with the Convention to meet and pay our
bills.'" Well, it was seconded by I don't know how many people. Now there were
some women in there who tried their dead level best to get the floor, but they
were never given the chance. She said, "All those in favor of Mrs. Harris'
motion, please stand on your feet." I said, "Now, Mrs. Armstrong," I could
say it so she could hear it, I was standing at the microphone. I said, 'Mrs.
Armstrong, one picture is worth a thousand words. If I go back over there
with a little note signed by you as president stating what you have done, it
would be worth all the words that I could speak. Just give me that in a note."
She said, "Oh, you don't trust us, I see." I said, "I trust you but I know
I'm doing the right thing when I ask you to give me that statement." Mrs.
Harris said, "I1'11l add it to my motion that the president give Dr. Newton such
a statement." She wrote it out, and I left to get a taxicab to go back into
the Executive Committee meeting. ‘

That was one time that I almost committed the sin of being proud. I felt pretty
grateful when I walked into that meeting. They said, "What's the verdict?"

I handed this note to Dr. Crouch and he got up and read it. That was a dramatic
moment in history. Can you visualize what would have happened if the women

had stuck to their first decision? It would have wrecked us.

Were the agencies competing with one another in those days?
Oh, yes.
Very vigorously?

But that was what melted us, brought us together. And that issue had to come
sometime or another. While we had voted for the Cooperative Program, while we
had voted to be together and work together, we never had actually put our hands
on our hearts and said, "And this I do from now on, come what may." But that
was when they did it.You see, the bankers were hoping and praying that we were
going to make some technical blunder that they could use against us.

What would they have done? foreclosed the institutions?

I don't know. I reckon so. I rode on the train all the way from Peachtree
Station to Washington with one of those bankers, the one from New Orleans.

He said, "I sure am glad you're on this train." I said, "Well, I sure am sorry
that I know you're on this train because I'm going to get no sleep tonight."

He said, "Well, put yourself in our place. It's not our money. It's money
that belongs to the people that back us. What would you do?" They had elected
me secretary of the Foreign Mission Board, and I can show you the chapter and
verse where they didn't ask me if I would serve or consider it, they just
elected me. I got a telegram that said, '"We have today elected you secretary

-of the Foreign Mission Board." Well, I went and talked to the Virginia Student

Convention the following Sunday at the First Baptist Church in Richmond. Dr.
Cousins who was pastor of the Second Baptist Church came out to the Byrd Hotel
on Saturday night and had supper with me. While we were sitting there eating .
supper, just the two of us at the table, the president of the American National
Bank in Richmond came in with his wife and one of the granddaughters. Dr.
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Cousins said, "Do you see that man down there? He's the president of the bank ——
that holds one of the biggest notes against the Convention and against the
Foreign Board. I want to introduce you to him when we get through eating.

So when we got through eating we walked over there, and Dr. Cousins said, "I
want you to meet Dr. Newton." His name was Gaines, I think, I'm not sure.

And he said, "He's here to speak to our students at the state Student meeting
tomorrow, but, as you know, he's the newly elected Secretary of the Foreign
Mission Board." Gaines looked at me--he must have been about seventy-five
years old--and he said, "Are you going to take it?" I said, "No." And he
turned to Dr. Cousins and said, "Why do you elect a man who's not going to
take it?" 'Well," Dr. Cousins said, "We just felt that he is the right man
for it under the circumstances. He is acquainted with all this situation on
the Executive Committee, the work and so forth. We just said, 'Well, maybe

he will take it.'" I said, "No, I'm not going to take it. I'm not going
anywhere. I'm going to be pastor of Druid Hills Baptist Church." Then this
man Gaines looked at me and said, "What are you going to do about those debts?"
I said, "We're going to pay them--every dollar, principal and interest.''He
said, "You're the man who said that to me in the bank the other day, aren't
you?" I said, "Yes sir." He said, "Dr. Cousins, I believe you're going to

do it. You know, Dr. Newton used a phrase that I want to tell you. I asked
him what collateral we could consider, and he said, "The character of Southern
Baptists."

So there we were now, with all that debt and all this problem. We came out of
it. We paid the last penny. The president of the First National Bank of the
city of New York came to Nashville to receive the last payment. His bank
received the last check. He said, "I've done this because I want to show my
appreciation to people who keep their promise." We paid every dollar of prin-
cipal and interest, and I want to give to those people I mentioned and to
innumerable others who cooperated credit for that great big victory. And I
think Southern Baptists are what they are this afternoon because we did stand
up to our promises. ' :

Let's go back a bit to the promotion campaign and the Promotion Committee that
set off the Seventy-five Million Campaign. 1I've heard it suggested that Dr.
Scarborough absolutely opposed the budgets. And I've heard that he is supposed

to have said on one occasion that it was impossible to budget. Is that true?

I wouldn't say it isn't true. I would say that it would have to be stated a
little differently. Dr. Scarborough wanted to keep away from spending the
money before we had it. Now I want you to get a psychological point. He said,
"Why should we be wasting our energy and our time talking about how we're going
to divide this money and how we're going to spend it when we haven't even yet
got it. Let's get the money first.'" That's the reason that he was put down
as opposing the budget idea. As a matter of fact, deep in his heart he didn't
oppose the budget, but his thought was, Let's not cross the bridge before we
get to it, meaning the good bridge of having the money to pay for it and then
we'll find a plan. Well, Dr. Crouch had sense enough to know not to get in an
open conflict with Dr. Scarborough, who was a towering personality. But he
didn't let up one minute in working on the plans. He went on and had the plan
ready. "

Now your involvement here with this Promotion Committee was in the period after
you had become editor of the Christian Index.

Correct. I was made editor of the Christian Index the first day of January,
1920. You see, the campaign was just over and I had worked with the publicity




through 1919, and they said, "You come and be editor of our paper which the
Convention has just bought from private owners." I went in there as editor
and I stayed on promotion until the Executive Committee was authorized and
organized, then I went on the Executive Committee.

When the paper moved from being a private paper to belonging to the Convention,
what kind of problems did you face‘and what kind of safeguards did you implement?

You see, I had never been in the field of religious journalism. 1I'd been in the
field of what you might call secular journalism. There was a good deal to be S —
thought about. Let me remind you that historically Jesse Mercer had bought the
paper and given it to the Georgia Baptist Convention. The Georgia Baptist Con-
vention got in trouble and sold it. Now it had been generations ago that it

had been sold and everybody that knew anything about operation under Conven-
tion control was dead and gone. But they dimly remembered that there was a

time when the Convention had tried to operate and publish a paper and they

were a little bit skittish about it. I knew that was true, so I said, '"Now
gentlemen, if you want me to undertake this job, which is a pioneer job, you
will have to give me a small workable committee because I want to be able to
communicate with you daily if necessary. If you're going to give me a great

big committee scattered all over Georgia, I can't do that." So they gave me

a committee of five, and I could talk to those five men over a hook-up. I had
many, many meetings with them in the Wyandotte Hotel.

What kinds of things did you have to do?

Now here's what was involved. There was a feeling that the Index privately
owned under Dr. Graham was making money, and that the Convention didn't con-
template that it would be a money-making venture but altogether a service to
the Convention. The first thing that I did, almost the first overt act of my
editorship, was to notify the Jacobs Advertising Company of South Carolina,
that all those medical ads, questionable ads, would be discontinued. I think
I gave them a month's notice. The man wrote me and said, '"You don't know
what you're talking about. You've got a contract for a year to carry those
things." I wrote back and said, 'We'll break the contract and go to court
with it, and I'll risk a jury of any twelve men or women in Georgia about
whether that is a suitable advertisement for a church paper.”

I suppose they were advertisements that now would be considered acceptable.

Correct. But before I ever did any of that I got a top lawyer to stand by me.
I said, "We're liable to go to court." And he answered, "I expect you might."
So when I got this letter from Jacobs Advertising, I answered by saying, "I
refer your letter to E. Powers, my attorney." We were classmates at Mercer.

Well, I didn't hear anything for some days, and then one morning a very nice-
looking young man walked in my office. He said, "My name is so-and-so, and

I'm from the Jacobs Advertising Company. I'm glad to see you. I want to talk
to you about those advertisements in the Christian Index." "Well," I said,
"After I got that letter the other day I referred the whole thing to our
attorney." He said, "Yes, but we don't want to be referred to the attorney.

We want to talk to you." I said, "All right, talk." I found out this boy

was a lawyer. He said, "Do you recognize the obligation?" I said, "There
isn't a word in the contract, the purchase contract, that we are under any
obligation to carry out any contract of the former owner. Now," I said, "There
it is. Read it for yourself. Find me anything in there that binds the Georgia
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Baptist Convention to fill any . . ." "Well," he said, "It doesn't have to
be written in there. 1It's a contract." I said, "It's not a contract the
Georgia Baptist Convention made." Then he said, "Well, what are you going to
do about it?" I said, "I'm not going to do anything about it. Mr. Power's
office, our attorney, is right over there and he'll do it." You could look
out the window and see his office, you know. I said, "Go over there and ask
him. He's going to tell you that we're not going to do anything about it
except throw those ads out of here this month. And if there's anything done
you're going to be the aggressor, and if you have a suit we'll meet you in
court." :

This young man said, "Have you got a luncheon engagement?" And I said, "No."
He said, "Come and-go to lunch with me." T said, "All right. You can go as
my guest. When I'm in South Carolina I'll eat on South Carolina money, but
when you're in Georgia you're going to have to eat on Georgia money." So I
took him to lunch and we didn't talk about the contract at all. He left and

I never heard another word about it and I threw them out at the end of the
month. Now that was a problem, but I had told our readers, "You're the owners
of this paper and if the readers of the paper, the members of the Georgia Bap-
tist Convention, think that we're making a mistake in throwing out these cheap
ads, write us a letter." I didn't get a thing but favorable letters, right
straight down the course. So by the time this boy came over then from South
Carolina I had a stack of letters two feet high, and I said, "If you want the
people of Georgia Baptist Convention's opinion of it, spotread some of those
letters. Just pull them out anywhere you want to." He read about two or three
of them and said, "Let's go to lunch.'" And I never heard anymore.

‘Now there were other problems. If you don't mind, let me get a copy out. Here
is the first of my editorship. I went in on the first of January, 1920, and
my responsibilities were simple. I asked B. G. W. Graham, the seller, to
write a message to Georgia Baptists assuring them that he believed that it
could be a success, see, what the Seventy-five Million Campaign has demonstrated.
Now let's turn over here, six months, and see how it looks. By that time I was
beginning to get my hands on it. By the way, you see those checks there? That's
stuff I was throwing out.

I notice you have one check mark by a bank. Were you just planning to discon-
tinue most ads?

No, no, no. This is the bookkeeper. These were good. But we were getting
some very good ads by that time, you see. We started getting the good ads
when we threw out the bad ones. This paper has faded so much that you don't
get much impression here of what I was doing, but now you see I've got better
stuff by the time you get over here. I threw away that old cheap newsprint

and started using better stock. When they said they were afraid we were going
to get a house organ and I was beginning to give them all these writers--W. J.
McLaughlin, president of Furman University, W. P. Morgan, S. F. Lowe. I was
writing some of the editorials which I always signed L. D. N. Dr. Henry
Alford Porter, who was a Canadian, pastor of the Second Baptist Church here,
was one of my directors, and he signed some of the editorials. But all of

this was in the first year. I was just beginning to get my hand on it. Now

I come to the Centennial issue which I did in my first year as editor--December
20, 1920. Now that's over a hundred pages. There was Graham, there was Van
Ness who went from the Index to the Sunday School Board, there's an old boy
wearing a beard back there. Here's my Board of Directors, Dr. Cree, Dr. Daniel,
Dr. Majors, Dr. McConnell, Dr. Porter, book editors.
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You ran a book store too, didn't you?

Yes, we owned the book store, then. Southern Baptist Convention, Dr. Johnson,
Fuller, Howell.

You did very well to get those pictures of all those people, president and
leaders.

There's my friend Lansing Burroughs. Here's where Truett was making this speech
on the steps of the Capitol in 1920. There's my friend Levering. There's my
man who was fired at Mercer, who took himself out, and there's the man I went
to, you remember, as he spoke at Mercer and told him I wanted to be a mission-
ary. W. J. McGlothlin, former professor of hlstory at Southern Semlnary. He
wrote that on "Baptists of One Hundred Years Ago."

That would be an interesting edition of the paper to turn to, especially be-
cause of the large number of pictures that you have.

B. H. Carroll, see? Scarborough, Mullins, he was the tallest theologlan we've
ever had. There's our friend Cross.

Let me also ask you about these other people here. Were there other issues
about Georgia Baptists when you were editor of the Index?

An issue that came and one which I didn't seek to evade was the campaign for
the President of the United States in which this man Smith was running.

Governor of New York, Al Smith?

Yes. Al Smith was running on a wet platform to bring the liquor back and I
opposed it in the paper not on the grounds of the Democratic Party but on a
moral issue of liquor. I lost a good many subscriptions. People were so
ardently committed to Smith because of the Democratic Party. They thought
it was politics on my part. We lost about ten thousand subscribers. I would
read every one of my editorials to my Board of Directors before I released
them, and they would give me their unanimous support. That was a real issue.
Then I was sued for $150,000 for an editorial I wrote on the Ku Klux Klan in
which I accused the Ku Klux Klan of filching the members by charging ten
dollars for a hood to wrap around their bodies and pull over their faces.

I made a picture of that cost sheet and put it in the paper, and they sued
me for $150,000. So I said, "Much as I'm opposed to the philosophy of the
Klan I also point out that this is an instance of actually filching the
people who buy these uniforms."

Did they burn a cross first?

They didn't burn a cross. They thought I would apologize; they would accept
it, thus winning a psychological point. They went to court and served a paper
on me for $150,000 libel. I sent it right on to my lawyer, Clem Powers, and
we waited and waited. One day I said, "Clem, let's have lunch. I want to
talk to you." So we went down there-and I said, "Do you know some of these
days I'1ll be dead and gone and my descendants are going to dig up the fact
that I was sued for $150,000 once and no disposition was ever made of it. I
want that thing cleared up." He said, "All right. The only trouble is that
nearly all the judges down there are members of the Klan. But I'll find out
who isn't a member and see if I can get it called before him. He found out
that Judge John Humphries wasn't a Klansman and got the case called on his
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calendar. The Klan had very fine lawyers. We went down that morning and I
had about eleven competent lawyers who had volunteered to represent me sitting
around the table. They called the case. The lawyer for the Klan got up and
said, '"May it please the court to accept a motion on the part of the Klan to
withdraw this case." Judge Humphries said, "I will accept the motion on the
following terms." He ran off about a half dozen conditions, one of them being
the payment of court costs, and then said, "Court is now adjourned.'" One of
his conditions was, "You cannot move subsequently for change of venue." I
was pretty well protected from any further trouble with these people.

Did you campaign against the Klan on other occasions?

Well, I had several articles against them, against the idea. I said, "I can
understand why the original Klan organized after the Civil War, they had to

do something to protect themselves, but this is not needed and it's going to
add to our problems. It was purely a money-making proposition, you know. You
got in and you were charged a membership fee and that was all there was to it.

Were you also involved in the antilynching?

I had editorials from time to time, but there were not many lynchings after
World War I.

You were going to mention another issue that confronted you at the Index.

Well, I had an issue with Mercer University. They had a professor there by
the name of Fox, and he was teaching some pretty far-to-the-left-field science.
He was a professor of biology, and he was going out of his way to prove that
evolution was scientifically true. He was leaving implications that every-
body who didn't accept the claims of the evolutionists just didn't know
anything. So I challenged him, saying, 'I would like to ask you a series

of questions which I will publish gladly in the Index with your answers."
Well, he never answered, but he still kept fulminating against the Baptists
and the churches in his classroom. These students would report to me, you
know, in writing. I talked to the president about it, Dr. Rufus Weaver.

I said, "Dr. Weaver, you're going to have trouble if you don't get some solu-
tion to this thing. Georgia Baptists are not opposed to teaching science,
but they don't believe in exploiting our people just because of one man's
confusion about science. The trustees met and said, '"We have asked Mr.

Fox to resign." And he did. There were incidents like that but nothing too
serious. Then I had a running, sort of a running, feud, with Harry Emerson
Fosdick, who was to me a very attractive man. I enjoyed listening to him
preach when I was living in New York. But he came down here and gave a
commencement address somewhere and made some allusions to the South that were
stinging. I wrote him a personal letter and I said, "I don't have to bolster
my admiration for you, you know what I think of you personally, how much I
appreciate you as a preacher, but when you come down here and start throwing
rotten eggs against the barn door as you did in this address, I have to tell
you that I think it's very unfortunate." So then he wrote a letter in the

.New York Times making an attack on some other group that lived in the New

England area. I had had several letters from able people commenting on the
remarks that he had made here, so I wrote an editorial which said, 'Much as
I appreciate my personal friend Harry Emerson Fosdick, I regret that he should
allow himself to go off on a tangent and in an un-called passage in his add:eSs
take potshots at Southern culture." He wrote back a very beautiful letter and
said, "I was very, very sorry about saying that. It was not in the manuscript,



39

but I just began talking and before I knew it I had talked too much." I wrote e
to him and I asked if I could publish that part of his letter. He said, '"That's
what I sent it for." But I didn't have many problems.

Did you know B. D. Gray, who was corresponding secretary for the Home Mission
Board?

I knew him mighty well.

Dr. Gray assumed the leadership in 1903 and carried it through until 1928 or
1929. What kind of a man was Dr. Gray?

He was a charming man. I can't use a better descriptive word. He was a man
with good breeding, good training, good background. He was a handsome man.

He was one of the most effective public speakers we had. He knew how to turn
a phrase. He knew how to tell a story. His secretaryship of the Home Mission
Board would have been a bright chapter but for the fact that this Carnes thing
happened. A lot of people who admired Dr. Gray felt that the Home Mission
Board should have known more about this man before they put him in charge and
turned all that money over to him.

Some have suggested that B. D. Gray trusted Carnes too much and was totally
hoodwinked by him. Was it just carelessness on the part of B. D. Gray?

I wouldn't think that was the answer. You see, when he was employed they
told him that they would require a fifty-thousand dollar bond. He went to
the Fidelity Trust Company and immediately a bond was issued to the Home
Mission Board. Well, a fifty-thousand dollar bond from the Fidelity Trust
Company is a pretty good backer. They didn't know anything about his prior
imprisonment or anything else. The man was a good office manager.

When you say 'they' do you mean B. D. Gray?

I mean the Home Mission Board members and Dr. Gray and anybody else that you
want to mention. I think even the Southern Baptist Executive Committee might
be brought in on this. I think Carnes came after the Executive Committee was
established. There was never any question raised about Carnes's former record
until this was discovered. I don't think we could claim that Dr. Gray was
careless. I don't know what the right word is. I still don't understand how
it could have been true that nobody around Atlanta told the Home Mission Board
that they were employing a man with a record.

You described very briefly and then didn't finish it exactly what happened
when the defalcation became known and when it was announced. R. G. Lee claims
that he was one of the first to point out that this man was living rather high.

Well, he may have been, I don't know. We were all concerned here how he had
built a fine home on his salary unless he had some money to come from a rela-
tive or something else. But you don't go and ask a man, "Are you able to build
a house like that?" Everybody just asks the question. For example, he came

to Druid Hills Baptist Church once when we were beginning our building about
1921 or 1922, and he put a check for $1,000 in the offering and marked it for
the building fund. He signed it "C. S. Carnes." I was chairman of the Board
of Deacons, and when we counted the money I called our pastor's attention to it.
Dr. McConnell said, "Give me that check, and I'll give it back to him in the
morning." Now he took that check and gave it back to him. His only comment
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to us was, "I don't see how a man making the salary he's making at the Home
Mission Board can be giving another church a check for a thousand dollars."

Now whether Dr. Gray was in any sense responsible for this mistake, I don't
know, but I'm telling you that they did have the $50,000 bond. When I was
called in as a member of the Executive Committee of the Southern Baptist Con-
vention along with the president of the Atlanta and Birmingham Railroad, who
was chairman of the Home Mission Board at that time, and Judge Arthur Powell
who was attorney, to pry open his desk, we found a lot of things. That was
the first time I was called in at all.

What had actually happened? How did you happen to be called?

We were called in by the Home Mission Board through the chairman, and they
said, "We want the Executive Committee of the Southern Baptist Convention to
be represented when we open his desk. Dr. Truett was president of the Con-
vention, and he was in Lynchburg, Virginia, visiting a daughter. He wired
me and said, '"Represent the Southern Baptist Convention tonight at a special
meeting of the Home Mission Board." So I went.

What did you find?

‘We had some detectives there who knew how to open metal boxes, and they opened

a number of boxes for us. We found a number of things there that were trace-
able to these banks where he had made these sham deposits. One thing led to
another until it added up to a million dollars that he had stolen. I went
out that night and told Mrs. Carnes. She was just a lovely lady, but she
said, "I knew something was happening; he couldn't be driving expensive auto-
mobiles and building this house on the salary he was making. I never knew

- what it was. I knew something was going on."

Did she not knbw also that he had been involved with the law before he joined
the Home Mission Board?

1 asked her that question and she said that she married him without any knowl-
edge of his previous record.

Did they stay together?

No. He fled and went to Mexico. They finally brought him back and put him in

‘jail. He lived about seven years and died. She never lived with him again.

I see. When did he die?

I would say he died in the late fifties.

He did serve some time. in the penitentiary?

Yes.

Basically, the Board was fired by the Convention after that. The whole Board
was replaced. Gray, of course, submitted his resignation. Were you involved
at all in the negotiations with the Executive Committee and the Home Mission

Board?

I was involved in the sense that I was on the Executive Committee, but I was
not on the subcommittee that handled that. I was only involved in opening

the desk.



41

Why do we hear more about the Carnes defalcation and hear virtually nothing
about the Foreign Mission Board problem?

Do you mean about Sanders?
Sanders, yes.

Well, the Carnes theft was a million dollars, and that was why--I could be wrong--
but I think it was in the twenty thousands, twenty-seven thousand, if I remember
correctly.

This was considerably smaller.

Of course. When I was elected secretary of the Foreign Mission Board I didn't

go into any detail about it because I knew I wasn't going to take it. The com-
mittee came down here after they announced that I was elected and stayed in

my office I don't know how long. I said, '"Gentlemen, you're wasting your

time and you're wasting my time. As much as I think of the Foreign Mission .
Board, I'm not going to discuss it with you at all because I'm not going."

They finally were convinced that I was sincere about what I was saying, and

that was it. I knew the financial condition of the Foreign Mission Board

because of my work with the Executive Committee, but I didn't know anything

about Sanders.

You mentioned your pastor returning,this'check to Carnes. Did you hear any-
thing more about this other than the fact he felt this was too much money
for Carnes to be able to give?

No, we didn't hear a thing. He just gave it back to him, thanked him, and
said, "You'd better give this to your own church." He was a member of Capitol
Avenue. We never heard anymore about it. I never knew Dr. Carnes well at all.

Was he aloof?

He was quite aloof, but he was regarded as a very keen manager, an able manager,
and the bond people commended his ability. When the thing was apprehended the
fidelity people wrote a letter to the Home Mission Board and sent them a check
for fifty thousand dollars. They were absolutely flabbergasted. They didn't
believe it was possible for them to have bonded a man who had served a term

in the Federal Penitentiary right here in the sight of the Home Mission Board.

It was terrible, really. I would like to ask you a bit more about Truett, par-
ticularly the difficulty he had when he killed a man in a hunting accident. I

. also would like to relate that with J. Frank Norris.

Well, you know, I don't like to talk about that J. Frank Norris thing because

I put it out of my mind at the time. I have no qualms of conscience about it

at all. You see, Norris made certain charges and Truett was here in Georgia.
The Columbus Inquirer published a story about this preacher and his attack on
me. He sued the Columbus paper for $200,000 and the federal man in the court
there called me and said, '"We can't summon you to come down here, but would you
mind giving us a deposition there in the presence of your lawyer because we know
we're dealing with a pretty clever man." I talked to my deacons and they said,
"Well, we don't see any harm,'" and so I gave them a deposition.

You mentioned that J. Frank Norris wanted to end the controversy with you and
that he suggested that you preach in his church and he preach in yours. You



responded and told him that you would not accept the invitation and that yo
would not invite him. :

And that was the last time I ever saw him.
Did he attend the Conventions regularly?

Yes. And sometimes he'd set up a separate show outside.. A time or two he
had the nerve to come into the Convention and interrupt, but he never got
anywhere. I went out to the Texas Convention once while I was president of
the Southern Baptist Convention, and he undertook to interrupt the services
when I was introduced. They just asked the people to stand and sing with me
while the pastors sitting around the Convention took all those men and put
them out.

What did they try to do?

They tried to get the floor, the attention of the floor.



"HISTORICAL COMMISSION, SOUTHERN BAPTIST CONVENTION
ORAL HISTORY PROGRAM

Southern Baptist Convention Presidents

INTERVIEW BETWEEN:

INTERVIEWEE: Louie D. Newton
INTERVIEWER: A. Ronald Tonks
DATE OF INTERVIEW: January 28, 1974

PLACE: 1011 Oakdale Road, Atlanta, Georgia

-1 appreciate this morning you meeting us again to talk about some of your

recollections. One thing that several have mentioned to me is your involve-
ment with the Baptist World Alliance. You had a very interesting experience
in the 1923 Alliance. What are your recollections about that Alliance and
about the other meetings of the Baptist World Alliance?

Well, I was a boy in knee breeches there in my Screven County, Georgia, home

in 1905 when my mother and father read in The Christian Index about the first
Congress held in London in July, 1905. I read everything that was published

in The Christian Index, a Georgia Baptist state paper, about the first Congress.
It is interesting from the standpoint of Southern Baptists to be reminded that
the Baptist World Alliance grew out of Southern Baptist initiative. Dr. Newton
Prestridge, editor of The Baptist Argus or The Baptist World, published in
Louisville, Kentucky, carried a series of articles in the turn of the century
about the need of a Baptist world fellowship. He was immediately joined by

Dr. R. H. Pitt, editor of The Religious Herald in Virginia, in promoting the
idea. And Dr. A. T. Robertson, of the Southern Seminary faculty, wrote a series
of articles published first in The Baptist Argus there in Louisville and then
later in a number of the other Baptist papers. In 1903, the Baptists in London,
reading these articles in the Southern Baptist papers suggesting and advocating
a world organization of Baptists, got together there in London and said, '"Why
don't we invite this initial meeting here in London?" Dr. Prestridge, Dr.
Robertson, and Dr. Pitt passed those reactions of the English Baptist leaders
on to Southern Baptists. So the call came from the Baptist Union of Great
Britain and Ireland to hold the meeting in London in July, 1905. It was held,
and Dr. Alexander McLaren, pastor for more than sixty years of the First Baptist
Church in Manchester, England, was elected the first president. At the end of
the session he asked that he not be continued as president because of his age
and his frail condition, health, and Dr. John Clifford was then elected at the
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close of that first Congress as president. -
Did you know McLaren at all? Did you ever meet him?

I never met him. I did meet Dr. Clifford, but not Dr. McLaren. Dr. Mclaren,
of course, is still remembered today as perhaps the greatest expositor among
Baptist preachers in modern times, and his seventeen-volume exposition of the
Scriptures is, of course, a must in every pastor's study and in many teacher's
studies. I have recommended and know many, many Sunday School teachers who
have bought that wonderful series of books by Dr. McLaren just for teaching
Sunday School lessons. Dr. McLaren was a great leader among English Baptists
and after that initial meeting of the Baptist World Alliance in London in

1905 was known more widely as a leader of Baptists throughout the world. He
died soon after that. Dr. John Clifford continued as president until the
second Congress in 1911. You see, in the organization of the Baptist World
Alliance it was agreed that they would meet every fifth year. Now they did not
actually meet five years after the London meeting, which would have been 1910,
but Philadelphia had invited the second Congress, and it was actually held in
1911. At that time I was an undergraduate at Mercer University. I had formed
a connection as a campus reporter on the Macon Telegraph, and they asked if I
would like to go to Philadelphia for the meeting of the Baptists there. So,

I had the privilege of being for one day in the meeting in Philadelphia in
1911, and most fortunately for me that was the day that Dr. Thomas Phillips,
pastor of Bloomsbury Church in London, preached his famous sermon--the Congress
Sermon in 1911 on "Grace and Glory.'" It is regarded as the greatest sermon
ever heard in any of the congresses of the Baptist World Alliance.

At the meeting in Philadelphia Dr. Robert Stuart McArthur, pastor of the Calvary
Church in New York City, was elected president, succeeding Dr. John Clifford,

and an invitation was extended and accepted to hold the next Congress in Berlin
in 1916. Well, everybody knows what happened in 1914 when that pistol was fired
in Sofia and World War I broke out. In July 1916 I don't suppose there was a
Baptist in the world that even remembered that we were supposed to be meeting

in Berlin that year because the world was literally one cauldron of war. After
World War I--Dr. McArthur had died--there in London under the leadership of Dr.
J. H. Shakespeare and others, they got together and said, '"Where are we anyhow with
all this horrible thing that has happened to the world, where are our Baptist
people?" There was a young man, a relatively young man at that time, J. H.
Rushbrooke, who had been asked to do some work for Baptists over in Europe before
World War I broke out. When the leaders in London got together to see what could
be thought of as relating to our Baptists throughout the war-torn world, they
asked Mr. Rushbrooke, who was a Ph.D. from the University of London, if he would
send some letters to leaders in America and other lands to see if Baptists would
be interested in trying to hold a postwar meeting. After much correspondence

it was agreed that the meeting would be held in Stockholm because Sweden had

not been in World War I. Dr. Brodie, the president of Bethel Seminary in Stock-
holm, was a well-known Baptist in the Scandinavian countries, and he invited on
behalf of Scandinavian Baptists--that would be Sweden, Norway, Finland, and Den-
mark--the Baptists of the world to come to Stockholm for this postwar meeting
which would be the Third Congress of the Baptist World Alliance. Well, as editor
of The Christian Index, beginning January, 1920, I had, fortunately, developed

a very wonderful friendship with Dr. E. Y. Mullins, president of the Southern
Baptist Seminary.

Can I get you to go back and tell me something about John Clifford while we are
talking about this?



Yes. Well, Dr. Mclaren, you see, was pastor in Manchester, and Dr. Clifford
at that time had been pastor for about fifty years of one of the oldest Bap-
tist churches in London and was a tremendous man. He was the man who led
the fight to resist paying taxes for the support of the Church of England.
They would come every year and take a chair out of his house and sell it at
public auction. One of Dr. Clifford's deacons would bid a pound for the
chair in order to carry out the letter of the law. They would then pick it
up and place it again in the house. Finally, the Prime Minister of England
got up in Parliament and said, "I cannot resist this man Clifford any longer,
and I move that we suspend the special tax for the support of the Church of
England on the people of England.'" Clifford was that type of man. He was
not a belligerent man, but he was a persistent man. He believed what he
believed and made no apology to anybody for his convictions. As president
of the Baptist World Alliance I shall never forget how he put iron into the
blood of Baptists. Now if you will look right up there, you will see a picture
of these men. Now you can say that you met Dr. John Clifford in my den on
January 28, 1974. That's Dr. John Clifford and that's Dr. J. B. Gambrell.

When we left Stockholm in 1923, E. Y. Mullins said, "I want you to go down
to cross the battle lines of World War I and then we'll go on to the Holy
Land for a few days, but we must go by London for several reasons. Chiefly,
I must pay my respects to Dr. Clifford. I had an old 3F Graflex camera

that I carried on that now historic trip to the Baptist World Alliance in
1923 and on to the Holy Land, and there is the picture that I made in the
garden of Dr. Clifford's home in 1923. Dr. Gambrell had traveled with us
from Stockholm, there he is shaking hands with Dr. John Clifford. He was
then blind--practically blind from glaucoma--and was 90 years old when I made
that picture in 1923.

Would that be the only time you met him? You had seen him, of course, at the
1911 Baptist World Alliance. .

Yes. I saw him in Philadelphia, and I saw him in one subsequent meeting
between 1911 and 1923, when the Baptist World Alliance Executive Committee
met and I was there to report that. Now that picture there, so far as I
know, is the last picture of John Clifford available because he died just
a little while after that.

Just a short time after that?
I would need to check on the date of his death.

He was a very prominent General Baptist in England. Does this come out at
all in his recorded addresses in the Baptist World Allijiance?

Now if you get into British Baptist history then we'd stay here all day. But
you are quite right, and I am glad you pointed it out. He was a General Bap-
tist, and, of course, Spurgeon and others took other positions. It was very
interesting. I wish we had time to go into that. On that very visit, by the
way, when I made that photograph, Dr. Mullins spoke at Spurgeon's Tabernacle,
the evening of the day that I made that picture in Dr. Clifford's garden.
Coming back now to this postwar meeting of the Baptist World Alliance in

1923 . . .

You said you were a good friend of E. Y. Mullins of Southern Seminary?
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