
SUSAN 1 

 

 

... 1952 the same year the infamous evangelist, Billy Graham, 

concentrated full time on preaching. He helped to bind together a 

vulnerable nation through religious revival. Many believe that his 

success was directly related to the cultural climate of post World War II. 

He spoke out against communism. In 1954 Graham stated that either 

Communism must die or Christianity must die because it is actually a 

battle between Christ and the anti-Christ. 

 

With the advent of nuclear weapons and the demonstrated fragility of life, 

people turned to spirituality for comfort. And Graham illuminated their 

path. He helped to bind together a vulnerable nation through religious 

revival. By glazing over the finer points of Christianity and focusing on 

more moderate doctrines, he made evangelism enticing, non-threatening, 

and easy to swallow, and in a lot of ways gave definition to easy 

believism. His mission to present the gospel and get people say they're on 

their way to heaven permeated the focus of many fundamental churches, 

particularly the Southern Baptist denomination with which Billy Graham 

was associated. 

 

As a result of the success of Billy Graham, many other evangelists and 

pastors adopted and adopted his mode of operation in order to bring in 

the sheep. This is often referred to as the first gospel wave that swept 

over America in the '50s and continued on into the early '70s. People, 

please, do not misunderstand my remarks. The biographical remarks 

were taken from an article written of Billy Graham. We all believed that 

people were genuinely saved as a result of the ministry of Billy Graham. 

But I want to also say that many thought they were saved as a result of 

his ministry as well. 

 



Here's the dilemma his type of evangelism created: A, genuine salvation 

experiences occurred, and B, professions of salvation made but no 

outward change in living their lifestyle, and C, lack of assurance of 

salvation as a result of poor follow up in discipleship. In my neck of the 

woods, the at least he is saved mentality, which the Billy Graham 

Association innocently created, helped people rationalize sinful lifestyles, 

making valid emotional experiences and equate them with regeneration, 

and issued fire insurance policies, the fire insurance policy mentality 

amongst churchgoing people. Just say the sinner's prayer, and you're 

guaranteed a home in heaven. 

 

I was born and reared at the mouth of a holler called Owl's Branch 

[SOUNDS LIKE] 00:03:06 in Dorton, Kentucky. After World War II, my 

father attended Berea College, majoring in Science, and returning to the 

high school from which he graduated to teach Chemistry, Biology, 

Physics, and coach basketball. Living in Appalachia, we were surrounded 

by a culture much like the one you would find in a foreign country. We 

were isolated from big city influences and big city opportunities. Full of 

traditions, superstitions, and a different way of thinking permeated the 

area. 

 

It is easy to see how this culture and way of thinking and living evolved 

into what my dad called the hillbilly mentality. My dad's definition of 

hillbilly mentality was this: A, you follow the loudest and most 

intimidating leader, whether right or wrong. B, education is not 

important; ridicule those who want to pursue higher learning. C, make 

the most money you can by honest or dishonest means, whichever may 

work for you. And D, entitlement. If you have money, you are entitled to 

special consideration. If you did not have money, you were entitled to 

special consideration. 

 

Religion was and still is important in that area. The old regular Baptist 

was the primary established church. An occasional Methodist could be 



seen. And hark, in the big towns of Jenkins and Pikeville, there were 

Catholic churches. But my parents and paternal grandparents broke 

away from the mold and supported a mission established by the 

Christian and Missionary Alliance called the Beefhide Gospel Mission. My 

dad told our family that we were not going to be a part of the 

shenanigans that went on in the regular Baptist churches. My 

understanding of Baptist church shenanigans was singing every song to 

the tune of Amazing Grace, exuberant yelling, walking the aisle to get 

saved, long hair on women, baptismal regeneration, snake handling, the 

laying on of hands, and preachers who foamed at the mouth. 

 

So I agreed with my dad and thought it was a good idea to stay away 

from those shenanigans, especially the snake part. The Christian and 

Missionary Alliance commissioned Margaret Wearley as well as other 

men and women missionaries to come to Eastern Kentucky and present 

the gospel to the hill folk and establish bible-teaching churches. Besides 

the chapel they organized, they ran a camp called Camp Begomi, B-E for 

Beefhide, G-O for gospel, and M-I for mission. It was every child and 

young person's delight from all over Eastern Kentucky to spend a week 

there. Good food, games, swimming, crafts, bible-teaching, and 

tabernacle evangelistic services every evening to present the gospel and 

to get children saved and on the way to heaven. 

 

The difference from other evangelical endeavors in the manner of the 

established regular Baptist churches was that these men and women 

attempted to educate their children in the Bible after we returned home 

from camp. Sunday school with the glorious flannelgraph stories, 

vacation bible school with the bible lesson and missionary story, arts and 

crafts, and my very favorite, pioneer girls. The year I remember so 

distinctly was the year my dear friend, Sandy, this is hard because 

Sandy passed away at the camp. She was eight. Because I was seven, I 

had to wait an entire year. She walked forward during one of those 

evangelistic meetings, got saved, and came home and told me about it. I 



told her that I wanted to get saved too. And her answer, "You can't. You 

have to go to camp to get saved." Well, that didn't sit too well with me. 

And I got upset and I went home, knelt by my bed and prayed my version 

of the sinner's Prayer. I don't know how to get saved, but I wanna be 

saved. So save me. I went back to my friend, Sandy, told her what I've 

done, and she matter of factly told me that I wasn't really saved yet. 

 

What a long year it was until the next June. I was ready and waiting for 

the Camp Begomi bus at seven a.m. and was the first person down the 

aisle to get saved the first night of evangelistic meetings. When the 

counselor talked to me about why I came forward, I told her that I 

wanted to make sure I had done it right. Well, praise the Lord. There is a 

new name written down in glory, and it's mine. 

 

Well, I drove my brothers crazy. During the summer, our coal house was 

empty so I converted it into a tabernacle. I made a podium with benches 

for my dolls. I preached salvation to them in a variety of ways. I covered 

my dad's tools with signs. Sow god into your heart. Hammer Satan out of 

your life. And the creek was real handy for baptismal services. My 

parents were concerned that I would end up in Africa as a missionary. 

 

I attended camp for ten straight years. For six of those ten years, I went 

forward with tears, sincerely wanting to make sure I was doing the 

salvation thing right. Those blessed missionaries failed in a basic point of 

discipling me, the teaching of doctrine. First of all, the doctrine of 

justification, the doctrine of soteriology, which is the doctrine of 

salvation, which includes assurance of salvation, the doctrine of 

sanctification, and the how to live not just a saved life but a sanctified 

one. 

 

When I was 14 we moved to the ends of the earth. Actually, to the other 

end of the state, Louisville, where my father took a teaching position at 

Seneca High School, the largest school in the state. My graduating class 



was 588. I attended a series of revival meetings with a friend. And the 

first night, the evangelist said, "If you can't remember the date you got 

saved and have it written down in the front cover of your Bible, you are 

not really saved. Because salvation is such a memorial event, you will 

remember the time, date, month, and year." Well, it was as if I've been hit 

by a bolt of lightning, and I began to cry. My friend asked me what was 

wrong. And I told her I thought I don't think I'm saved. I remember 

kneeling by my bed, but Lord, what was the date? Was it in June? Was it 

July? Sandy came back from camp on a Saturday. Was it a Saturday 

that I knelt by my bed? All this time Lord, if I would have died, I would 

have gone to hell. So guess what I did again? Walked the aisle, knelt, and 

prayed the sinner's prayer just to make sure. Thank you, Lord, for saving 

my soul. Again. I wrote the date of that salvation event now. 

 

What's wrong with this picture? The first evangelical wave, evangelistic 

wave, preached the gospel. Go forward. Fill out a response card. Walk the 

Romans Road. Pray the sinner's prayer like a tsunami. And I was part of 

that spiritual damage left on the shore. How many other people were 

feeling the same as I? Getting people saved and on the gospel express to 

heaven, repeating the sinner's prayer, walking the aisle, writing down the 

date on the cover of your Bible, read your Bible, pray every day, and 

you'll grow, grow, grow. Now what? Where was I supposed to go from 

here? This was a form of spiritual insanity. 

 

I returned to camp as a counselor that summer after this new birth 

experience, and was asked by Ms. Wearley to give my testimony. Well, I 

stood up in the tabernacle and gave my testimony of how I was saved at 

the age of 14 on such and such date. After the service was over, Ms. 

Wearley asked to speak with me in her cabin. I was scared to death. That 

woman was to be feared. It was there in her cabin that she asked me 

where I had gotten the notion that I had just recently been converted. 

Well, the story came out. And it was then she explained to me about 

justification and assurance of salvation. On my walk back to my cabin, I 



remember saying, "Lord, why wasn't I taught that seven years ago? Then 

all of the grief and heartache I had experienced over the years would 

never have occurred." I had kept returning to the cross, preaching the 

gospel to myself, reliving the salvation experience frequently, and had 

missed the peace and joy of assurance of salvation, kingdom living, and 

abundant life in Christ. I was one of those caught in that first evangelical 

wave and floundering because I lacked biblical education and doctrine. 

 

A family who lived next door to us back in the hills was the Wright 

family. They were the wrong family to be friends with. We children always 

thought that Mrs. Wright was possessed because of how she acted when 

we came on their property uninvited. Her seven children were meaner 

than junkyard dogs. Henry pushed my brother, David, off a culvert and 

almost broke his back. Henry stole my father's entire paycheck. And the 

twins, Debbie [SOUNDS LIKE] and Tiny [SOUNDS LIKE], pushed me off a 

cliff. But the oldest son, Lovell, was the one everyone gave space. He was 

the purest definition of hillbilly mentality. He was loud, intimidating, he 

quit school at sixteen, ridiculed those who pursued education, and he 

had a definite attitude of entitlement. Oh, he had walked forward at the 

old regular Baptist church his parents were members of. He was 

baptized, and he was on his way to heaven. 

 

Well, Lovell moved to Detroit, and it wasn't long before the news got back 

to the family that Lovell will be coming home. In a casket. He was caught 

stealing a car, drove down a dead end alley, ran from the police, and was 

shot when he didn't stop when asked. Back then funerals were held in 

homes. The living room of the Wright's house was turned into a funeral 

parlor. Red velvet curtains were mounted behind the casket. And then 

the casket rested on a black and gold stand, and electric candle lobbers 

stood at the head of [UNINTELLIGIBLE] 00:14:39 and it give the room 

this eerie red glow. All of the smell of flowers mixed with cigarette smoke 

and it created a sicky sweet smell. It made it almost impossible to stay in 

the room for very long. Well, the old regular Baptist preacher stood by 



the casket and he preached his heart out. He foamed at the mouth. He 

spit into his handkerchief. He mopped the sweat off of his brow as he 

continued for over an hour expounding upon the goodness of Brother 

Lovell, how he was resting in the bosom of Abraham. In the background, 

Mrs. Wright was wailing and trying to climb into the casket to be buried 

with her son. 

 

Lovell stayed in the living room of the Wright's home for three days before 

he was laid to rest in the family cemetery at the head of Belcher Holler. 

The older women of the church sat together in the amen corner, amening 

the pastor, waving their fans that have been provided by the funeral 

home as briskly [SOUNDS LIKE] 00:15:36 as they could. And I heard one 

elder woman turn to another and say, "Well, Mrs. Coleman, [SOUNDS 

LIKE] at least, he was saved." 

 

The next day my dad and I went on an errand. And I asked daddy why 

the preacher lied. "Lied? Lied about what, honey?" he asked. "Well, he 

lied when talked about Lovell. He said Lovell was a good boy and that he 

loved his parents and did good things for people. Well, Lovell hurt us, 

and he cussed his parents out all the time. He stole from people. And the 

preacher said he would be waiting for his mother in the bosom of 

Abraham." I know that my dad tried hard not to laugh because it took 

him a while before an answer. "Well, Susan, a preacher sometimes have 

to say things to comfort the family. Wouldn't it have been comforting to 

tell the parents that Lovell was burning in hell because he was a sinful, 

rebellious son?" "He still shouldn't have lied, Daddy." That was my final 

answer. 

 

"Mrs. Coleman said, At least, he was saved. Can a person be a little bit 

saved and still go to heaven?" I asked. "Honey, there are all kinds of 

opinions on whether Lovell was saved. And God has final say in the 

matter, not the preacher." I have heard that phrase many times at 

funerals or when speaking of someone who died. "Well, at least he was 



saved." So Lovell lived like the devil, but at least he had his fire 

insurance policy, made effective because he walked the aisle, said the 

sinner's prayer, and was baptized in the Big Sandy River. But I will have 

to agree with my dad. Only God really knows if Lovell was genuinely 

saved or not and resting in the bosom of Abraham. At my funeral, I hope 

more will be said about me than "at least, she was saved." 

 

The problem of the '50s and the '70s, that first evangelical wave, was an 

overemphasis on evangelism and little or no emphasis on discipleship, 

doctrine, and kingdom living. The damage left behind as a result of this 

séance [SOUNDS LIKE] 00:17:58 decade, in doing research for this 

conference, I ran across many comments and answer to the question 

why people no longer go to church or associate with an established 

church. Overwhelmingly, the answer was the church has no answers 

other than, "Go home and pray about it." The exodus of young people 

from the church when they leave home for college was and still is 

astounding. People leaving the church because there are no answers 

there. We are not teaching how to discern man's ideas from God's truth. 

We're not counseling from God's word to give answers to life's problems. 

Church is no longer relevant in this contemporary age. Church is for 

children. These are reasons given by people who don't want to give 

Christianity a nod of their head. When I was a child, I spoke as a child 

and thought as a child. And when I became a man, I put away childish 

things--the Elmer Gantry answer when asked why he fell from grace as a 

tent evangelist. 

 

What I want you to take from my first talk, when leading a person to 

Christ, whether we use the Romans Road, the ABC's of salvation or other 

effective plans, please take the time to explain what happens in the 

salvation experience. We get so eager to get the decision that helping the 

person understand his decision is put on the backburner. Salvation is 

more than one asking Jesus to come into his heart. It's agreeing to the 

facts of the gospel. It is repentance. It is trusting Christ and his atoning 



work. These facts are what the gospel says about the spiritual need of 

mankind. God's gracious provision of salvation in Christ and what the 

sinner must do to be saved. It is to acknowledge the truthfulness of these 

facts rather than just being an emotional leap into some undefined 

experience. Salvational faith embraces what God says in his word about 

Jesus and his atoning work. The presentation of these facts should be 

accompanied with explanation so that they may be more meaningful to 

the unsaved heart. 

 

Repentance. Repentance is a change of mind and attitude toward God 

and the things of which the gospel seeks. This change in mind and 

attitude is brought about by God. Without repentance, there is no 

salvation. 

 

Trusting in Christ and his atoning work is more than a general faith in 

God or Jesus. The devils believe and they tremble. This is to place one's 

complete trust in Jesus and his atoning work for the specific purpose of 

being delivered from sin and receiving God's gift to spiritual life. It is here 

that many miss salvation, thinking that they are saved by some physical 

action like the raising of a hand or walking an aisle. Depending upon an 

emotional experience, they fail to trust Jesus' substitutionary work for  

their salvation. They place their trust in something or someone other 

than him. But one's trust must be wholly in Jesus and his atoning work, 

for he alone is the sinner's substitute and savior. If any of these are 

missing, then one does not experience salvation. 

 

Teach assurance of salvation. Upon receiving Christ as our savior, we are 

making preachers in him, possessing a new kind of life and experiencing 

the renewal of our inner human nature. It is impossible to have new life 

and to experience this change in nature without manifesting this in daily 

life. This manifestation of new life may vary and can be eclipsed by sin. 

Nevertheless, the signs of this new life will be expressed in them who 

have it. 



 

There is a logical order to our salvation experience. First, we understand 

justification, then the new birth, regeneration, new preacherhood, 

sanctification, a co-laboring with God as we experience kingdom living, 

and ultimately, glorification. 

 

I encourage you pastors, teachers, and parents to obey Scripture and 

teach the dreaded D word: doctrine. Deuteronomy 6:6-9, "The Lord spoke 

to Moses and to us, and you must commit yourself wholeheartedly to 

these commands that I am giving you today. Repeat them again and 

again to your children. Talk about them when you are at home and when 

you are away on a journey, when you are lying down, and when you are 

getting up again. Tie them to your hands as a reminder. Wear them on 

your forehead. Write them on the doorpost of your house and on your 

gates. It is vital to know and to teach doctrine as we all follow the great 

commission. Go and make disciples. 

 

 

 

[END OF TRANSCRIPT] 


