











Arkansas and Oklahoma three times
before finally getting settled in.

Sadie met her husband, William
Asa (“Acie”) Harrell, while attending
a party with another young man her
parents had picked out for her. “My
parents didn’t approve of Acie,” she
adrnitted, “even though they hadn’t
met him.”

Since Sadie was the oldest girlin a
family of nine children, she said her
parenis depended on her help and
were reluctant for her to many and
leave home. “S0 we decided to
elope,” she said.

They married on December 26,
1910, sitting in a horse-drawn buggy in
the road. The preacher and his wife
stood in their yard during the ceremo-
ny. Sadie doesn’t remember why they
weren’t married in the house or
church.

“After they finally met him,” she
revealed, “ry family actually liked
Acie and he became their favorite
son-in-law.” At the time of their mar-
riage, Oklahoma had been a state for
only three years.

Acie and Sadie’s first home was a
two-room cottage about a rmile from
her parents’ farm in Stratford. Later
they moved to the town of Byers,
across the street from Acie’s mother.
Then, when the United States entered
World War I in 1917, Acie moved his
family to Galveston, Texas, where he
worked in a Navy shipyard until the
war ended. After that, the family
moved back to Stratford.

Except for the war years, Acie and
Sadie were farmers during the early
part of their marmriage. They both
worked hard, she said, and some-
times she even plowed alongside
her husband.

Preachers and Chicken

Sadie recalls that sometimes they
would have preachers staying with
thern during revivals, and for compa-
ny dinner they would always have
chicken. Chicken was the only meat
they had very often in those days be-
fore refrigeration, she said. After din-
ner they would hitch up the horse
and wagon, and the preacher would
ride with them to the revivai service
at the church.

Acie and Sadie had four children—
Ishmael Gartrell, Alice, Blaine Wash-

ington (B. W. for short} and Janiloy,
whois now Janilou Konopinski, a Jong-
time member at Trinity and mother of
Stan Konopinski, the church’s pastor.

In 1927 Acie and Sadie moved
their family about 50 miles to Blan-
chard, where they bought a farm.
Their cash crop was broom com.
(Yes, the stiff straws of this com are
used to make brooms.) A year later
they moved to the community of
Simpson. After that, they lived in the
Blanchard area for several years.

Just before moving to the city, the
Harrells fived in the community of
Frenny. When they decided to move,
the auctioneer for the sale of their
farm was Clay Richey, who was a
Free Will Baptist preacher at Dibhle
at the time. Clay Richey was the fa-
ther of Jack Richey, now executive
secretary for Oklahoma Free Will
Baptists and editor of The Prornoter.

The Harrells moved to Oklahoma
City in 1947, to an area then called
Prosperity Acres. Sadie has lived in
that same house 49 years. When they
first moved to the city, they went to
the Capitol Hill FWB Church, where
Ed Morris was once again their pastor.

Later, they joined the newily-orga-
nized Sunnylane FWRB Church,
where they remained members for
more than 20 years. Her husband
served as a deacon there,

Sadie Harrell has been an active
member at Trinity FWB Church since
1975. Her husband Acie died of can-
cer in 1974. Sister Harrell has always
been faithful in attendance, although
she wasn't able to attend services for
several months after she fell and
broke a hip in January 1996, Another
fall a few months ago curtailed her
church attendance again. She has
been a member of the Ladies’ Bible
Class for many years and still attends
Sunday School when she can.

Changing Times

Times have changed a great deal
since Sadie Harrell first became a
Christian. Sadie was baptized in a
creek in the middle of winter, and
she recalls having to wait a week for
the creek to thaw out.

“It was cold as ice,” she said, “but
nobody got sick.” And there’s another
difference she remembers, too. “Back
then, they always had church on Sat-

urday night, as well as on Sunday.”

She said when they first moved to
Oklahoma City, they went to the
Capitol Hill church on Saturday night
and just couldn’t understand why no
one else was there!

“And a hundred years ago,” she
added, “young folks went to church
because they didn’'t have any other
place to go."” Nonetheless, Sadie Har-
rell's faith in God has remained para-
mount to her all through the years.

Sadie has a 97-year-old sister, Vi-
vian Jones, and they always cele-
brate their birthdays together in Blan-
chard. Another sister, Oma, was al-
most 102 when she died. Sadie has
one other living sister, Estelle, next to
the youngest in the family, who is 85.
Their parents both died in a nursing
home at age 90.

Sadie Harrell has enjoyed a long,
long life. Of course, after 106 years,
she’s not able to do some things
she’d like to do. This past year was
the first time she hasn’t been able to
have a small garden. And the family
finally had to take the lawn mower
away from her!

But so far she’s still able to live in-
dependently in her own home,
where she can boil a pot of coffee in
the morning—strong, the way she
likes it—and where she can even
bake a loaf of homemade light bread
occasionally.

And, most important of all, Sadie
Harrell still enjoys going to church and
Sunday School on Sunday moming...
when she's feeling up to it, and when
the weather isn't too cold. &
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member of Trinity Free Will Baptist Church in Okla-
homa City, Oklahoma. She ond 106-year-old Sadie
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refired from Tinker Air Force Base. She edits the
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The Job Hazard
of Ministry |

By Kevin Riggs

“Get Me Out of This Church!

| Can’t Take it Anymore.”

no longer remember what she said. I vaguely recall the {:

context from which she spoke. | am confident she did {:

not mean any harm, and it's highly possible I took what {

she said the wrong way. She was not a vindictive per-

son, and she had proven herself to be among the rmost |
faithful and supportive church members [ had. Neverthe- |
less, her words pierced me lke no sword ever could. They |
hurt deeply, and I went home and cried.

After church that Wednesday night, I stood in my
driveway shooting basketball, crying, praying and, at
times, yelling at God.

“Get me out of this church,” I prayed in pain, “I can't
take it anymore.” :

“Why aren't we growing? What am | doing wrong?” %
[ asked angrily. -

This “shoot-around” with God lasted about 45 minutes,
Nothing was settled. | didn't feel better, and | received no
lightning bolts full of wisdorn, I simply grew tired and went to
bed discouraged . . . again.

In the Pit

Discouragement is the job hazard of ministry. 1 know, |
have been there, and | still struggle with discouragement
continually. I have pastored my one and only church eight
years now. That's over 400 Sundays and 400 discouraging
Mondays. [ came to this church immediately after college at
age 23, and with virtually no previous pastoral experience. |
was a prime candidate for discouragement.

A. W, Tozier said, “It is impossible for God to use a man
greatly until He has hurt him deeply.”
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[ have been hurt deeply. For over
two years [ wallowed in the pit of dis-
couragernent. Things were not going
well at church, and I was being at-
tacked by fellow brothers in the min-
istry. Some of the things | was going
through were my own fault, others
were not.

I pictured myself as a jet fighter pi-
lot whose plane had been hit and
was on its way down. | had been
knocked into a tail spin and was
fighting desperately to hang on, re-
gain control and puli out of the spin.
Thankifully, I survived . . . but not
without battle scars.

Looking back ! now know that
discouragement can be a barren
waste fand in which you feel all
alone, or it can be fentile soil in which
your faith and trust in God can grow
miraculously. It all depends on how
you deal with it.

Hard Lessons

1 do not consider myself an expert,
but I have learned some valuable
lessons, I've learned that a person
never “overcomes” discouragement.
There are no three steps, and
“presto-chango,” you will never be
discouraged again.

While you can’t permanently over-
corne discouragement, you need not
be overwhelmed by it either. You can
learn to deal with it. If you want to sur-
vive in ministry, you rnust learn to deal
with it

I have leamned, and am learning,
how to deal with discouragement.
My teacher and mentor has been the
Apostle Paul, a true expert on the
subject. The more Paul tried to do
right, the more he got himself in trou-
ble—that's discouraging. The rmore
he tried to help people, the more
they wanted to stone hirn—still more
discouragemert.

On one occasion Paul was in
prison, but instead of being discour-
aged he wrote a letter emphasizing

joy. That letter is known as Philippi-

ans, and in it I have leamed three
things that have helped me deal with
discouragement.

Remember Purpose

One thing [ have learned is that
when I am discouraged 1 must not

forget my purpose. 1 must remind
myself who I am in Christ and what it
is God has called me to do,

Paul summed up his purpose
when he wrote, “That | may know
him (Christ) . . .” (Philippians 3:10).
What helped me deal with my dis-
couragemernt was spending time
alone with God and defining His pur-
pose for my life. From that time I de-
termined that my purpose is (o love
the Lord with all my heart and love
my neighbor as myself (Matthew
22:37-40).

Now when ministry gets me dis-
couraged, [ remind myself that my
purpose is not to pastor the largest
church in the world or even in my
denomination, but to love God and
love others. If | am doing that, then |
arn successful.

Look Ahead

Another lesson is that when I am
discouraged | must not focus on my
past. It's easy to look back on past fail-
ures and realize I will never be ali God
wants me to be, The Enemy Joves to
remind me of my past, and so do oth-
er people. [ have learned that focusing
on past failures keeps me bogged
down in defeat, while focusing on
past victories keeps me from sejzing
the opportunities of today.

When [ get discouraged [ iry to
say, like Paul, “I count not myself to
have apprehended . . ."—} know 1|
have failed in the past, and 1 know |
haven’t been all God wanted me to
be—*. . . but this one thing I do, for-
getting those things which are be-
hind . . .” (Philippians 3:13).

I find that when I concentrate on
the present and plan for the future in-
stead of dwelling on my past, | am
not as likely to be overwhelmed by
discouragernent,

Press On

One final lesson 1 have learned is
that when | am discouraged the best
way to deal with it is fo firmly press

~on, 1 need the sarme determination

that caused Paul to say, “1 press on to-
ward the goal .. .” (Philippians 3:14).

When | played basketball at Free
Will Baptist Bible College, Coach By-
ron Dee} had a serles of agonizing

drills that were nothing short of tor-

ture, It was easy to get tired and lazy
during those drills. Sometimes I
would whine and complain saying,
“Coach, | can’t go on. I need to stop.”

Coach Deel would compassion-
ately respond by yelling, “Suck it up,
Kevin, and keep going.”

If there was anything I heard God
saying to me that night while shoot-
ing basketball in my driveway, it was,
“Suck it up, Kevin, and keep going.”
Sometirmes the only thing that keeps
me going is a dogged determination
that this is where God wants me.

Lightning Bolt

Not long ago a friend stopped by
my office just to talk. He brought me
a Coke, interrupted my sermon
preparation, sat down on my office
couch and started talking about
everything . . . and about nothing.

A few years earlier this man was
out of church, an alcoholic with a
couple of DUIs, and on the verge of
losing his job and his wife. Now he
has been sober for more than two
years, his job is secure, he and his
wife have two lovely children, and
they are active members in my
church.

As he sat in my office talking, I re-
fiected on where God had brought
him and the privilege I had to be
God's instrument in reaching out to
this man and his farnily. When he left
with his young son grasped around
his leg, | received that lightning bolt
of wisdom | had been looking for on
that Wednesday night in my drive-
way: Discouragernent may be the job
hazard of ministry, but the benefits
far outiveigh the danger. m

ABOUT THE WRITER: Reverend Kevin Riggs pastors
Franklin Free Will Boptist church in Franklin, Ten-
nessee. He is a graduate of Free Will Baptist Bible
College.
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print a manuscript that drops from the
sky with an unknown name attached
is like asking a child to take candy
fromm a stranger. Some strangers are
wonderful people, Others are weird.

Third is the Mother Hubbard man-
uscript sent out generically to maga-
zine editors. | know the writer got my
name off a computer list, or he didn't
do his homework when | receive a
manuscript endorsing homosexual
rministers.

More understandable, but just as
unacceptable, is a manuscript praising
infant baptism or sprinkling as a mode
of baptism. While many publications
can use this type matertal, we can’t
and I expect writers to know that.

Mother Hubbard manuscripts that
arrive in the morning mail catch the
3:00 p.m. Pony Express out that day.

All editors are selective in whom
they print. Denominational editors
must be selective, because we're ac-
countable to a constituency that
sometimes frowns on writers who
hold different theological views.

Beyond Belief

B ,

You DONT SMOKE
¢R DRINK, IOHY ARE You
OPPOSED O A SIN TAX
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Bon't think that's unfair. It's these
views that distinguish Free Will Bap-
tists from other groups.

There are times when a top manu-
script may rise above ferritorial
boundaries. But you must remermber
the odds. If a Baptist editor returns a
Presbyterian manuscript, it may not
be a rejection of its professionalisrn—
it may be denominational policy.

The Fine Print

What's the chance that you will be
printed in Contact? As Dizzy Dean was
quick to quip when players argued
with the umpire over a disputed calj,
“That guy’s got two chances—sim
and none.”

Unfortunately, but realistically, un-
solicited freelancers face a slim-and-
none shot at Contact, We print about
75 major articles each year. Free-
lancers usually write five or six. But
that changes each year.

Here’s the scoop. We publish
monthly. We assign all major articles

in advance. That means we can print
freelance material only when an as-
signed article isn't written on time.
We prefer our freelance manuscripts
short {600-800 words) and upbeat.
We prefer to buy first rights,

[ attended a writers’ conference a
few years ago and mentioned that an
alert writer could cash in on the cur-
rent news flap about presidential as-
trology. That was at 8:30 p.m. The
next morning, a grinning freelance
writer stepped up and said, “Here,
Jack. Take a look at this.”

The man had awakened early, re-
membered my statement and
whipped out a 300-word article titled,
“Presidential Astrology.” He got me,
We printed it. And we may print
yours, too. m

ABOUT THE WRITER: Jack Williams has been editor
of Contactsince 1577, He writes the monthly column,
“Briefcase.”

OH, VTS A SN TAX 7
T HoVeHT THEY
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AND “THeY WERENT ABOUT
‘D START LEGISLATING
MY SENTENCE STRUCTURE .


















































































