A son’s tribute:

The final daysol
Dr. Billy James Harons

by Billy James Hargis ll, Christian Crusade Newspaperpublisher

It was an early Saturday morning when the call finally came. Saturday,
November 27, 2004, 6:15 A.M. The sun had not yet risen ... The ground still
covered in frost.

Billy JamesHargis—preacher, crusader, patriot and anti-Communi st —one of
the forefathers of the religious right movement that had just re-elected a
president. Billy JamesHargis, steadfast friend, loving father, devoted husband.
Billy JamesHargis, my dear, sweet, angel of afather had at |longlast surrendered
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Friends, family and Gaithiul supporters bid Garewell to Dr. Billy James Hargis

Joyous, somber memorial service packs Tulsa church

continued from page 1
Dr. Charles Secrest, longtimeexecutiveof theministry, steppedtothe
pul pit—whichlooked dlightly out of place. Indeed, aroughrelicof smpler
times, it wasthe pulpit in which a 14-year-old boy preacher once stood
ashedelivered hisfirst sermontothecongregationof RoseHill Christian
Church in Texarkana, Texas.

Secrest welcomed friends and longtime co-workers, then opened the
service with prayer. Hargis granddaughter Betty Grace Choisnard,
stepped uptothepul pitand read the23rd Psalm—afavoriteof Dr. Hargis.

His son, Billy JamesHargis ||, fol-
lowed with a heart-felt rendition of
“How Great Thou Art” that rang from
therafters. Y ounggrand-daughter Annie
Paige Kilburn stepped up and read a
simple obituary that offered the facts
of her grand-father’ slife—his date of
birth, the day he was ordained as a
minister at age 17, the date of his

wedding to Betty Jane Secrest.

- Thengrandsonand JohnBrownUni-
versity student Robert James Davis
stepped up to the pulpit and shared
family memories—many humorous, all

heart-felt. He told of memorable times
with hisgreater-than-life grandfather —a
. worldfamousmanwhoenjoyedtakinghis
grandson to the circus since “where else
can you see aman shot out of acannon?’

Asyoung Davistold hislight-hearted
reminiscences, he paused, choking back
tears as he thanked his grandfather for
teaching himlessonsof perseveranceand
faith — not through sermons, but through
example.

Granddaughter Lucy Jane Choisnard
followed, reading John 14:1-6.

Thenformer student at American Chris-
tian Collegeandlongtimefriend Carl Teel
of Texarkana
shared memories
as well — such as
times when Dr.
Hargisquietly en-
couraged him.

“Itisindeed rare,” said Teel, “that a man would
give birth to amovement that shaped the destiny of
this nation. He was the father of the conservative
movement.”

Teel recalledatimewhenthemissionary effortsof
Christian Crusade touched all corners of theworld
—and “the sun did not set on the ministry of Billy
James Hargis’ because of the clinics, hospitals,
orphanagesand outreachesacrossAsia, Africaand
LatinAmerica

Light-heartedly, Teel told of how he had been
unsure how to break the newsto his parentsthat he was going to take ajob
inlsrael aspart of the Christian Crusade outreach —but how they learned at
aTexarkanarally whereDr. Hargisproudly announced that ahometown boy
would berepresenting the ministry inthe Holy Land.

Tell then told a humorous story of learning how to baptize in the River
Jordan. He recalled how Dr. Hargis had watched in amusement as Teel
lowered abeliever intothewater, then struggled against thewater to pull the
woman back to the surface, fighting the river’ s strong current. She never
knew of hisdifficulty, but Dr. Hargis did —and showed young Teel how to
facetheother directionand| et thecurrent buoy the baptized pilgrimback up.

“He never was so busy that he couldn’t talk with afriend of betherefor
you,” remembered Teel.

Granddaughter Mary Olivia McGowan then read | Corinthians 15:1-4.
Evangelist Cecil Todd, founder of theRevival FiresMinistries, followed. He
cited the passage in Hebrews that reminds us that we are surrounded by a
great cloud of witnesses — Christians who have gone to heaven before us.

“1 believe thereisanew facein that great cloud of witnesses,” he said.
“Look at thelife of the one to whom we pay tribute today. One of the most
gifted speakers, he could preach the paint off the wall.”

Toddtold of comingtothelLordat arevival meetingledby Dr. Hargisand
watching in aweat the Kiamichi Men’ sClinic, an annual gatheringinrural
Oklahoma, where Dr. Hargiswasafavorite speaker and could be depended

Billy James Hargis I

Cecil Todd, Carl Teel and Charles Secrest share memories

God.”

A graveside service followed. Across the quiet, wintry cemetery, Billy
James Hargis |1’ s voice wafted “ Amazing Grace.” The family spent afew
more moments, then filed quietly to their cars.

Knowing that now Dr. Billy JamesHargisisinafar better place, enjoying
his eternal reward —for ajob well done.

A

Billy Jam.:as Hargis lll listens to his grandfather’s eulogy

on to raise from the crowd $50,000 in offerings to support the Kiamichi
outreach.

Then Todd somberly told how, “ When | wasgoing through my valleys, he
wasthere. Dr. Hargisbecame more than adad to me. Hewould hug me, just
as so many of you were hugged by him. Thiswasaman who met with kings
and queens and presidents, but always had time for you and me.

“He was hated by some, mocked and ridiculed —and lied about ...
was Jesus Christ.”

Then Todd surveyed the packed auditorium and asked poignantly, “Who
isgoingtofill hisshoes?That’ sthechallengetoday aswecel ebratethisman’s
graduationtoglory.”

Billy Il then sang again—oneof hisfather’ sfavorites® It IsWell With My
Soul.”

Secrest stepped back into the pulpit and offered a short remembrance —
recalling thetimehewasabout tointroduceafineyoung Christian girl tothe
then-single young
evangdist—onlytobe
told that Secrest’'s
ownsister, Betty Jane,
had been seeing
Hargis.

Secrest offered a
closingprayer, thank-
ing the Lord for the
life of Billy James
Hargis.

ThenBillyll closed
the service in song
with a powerful de-
livery of hisfather's
longtimeanthem* God
Bless You, Go With

but so
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Hargis grandson Robert James Davis speaks from his grandfaﬂier’s origfiﬁ;i-pulpit

[hank vou, Grandpa, for
Ne lessons you tanght me

Dr. Hargis's grandson, Robert James Davis, is a
student at John Brown University in Sloam Springs,
Arkansas. This is the eulogy he delivered at Dr.
Hargis funeral in Tulsa.

by Robert James Davis

JesusChrist still isthehopeof theworld. Itisan
honor to be ableto speak from the pul pitinwhich
my grandfather preached his first ser-
mon a long time ago. We have come
here today to celebrate the life of my
grandfather, Billy JamesHargis. Eachof
usis here because he touched our lives
in one way or another.

Heavenly Father, | thank you for this
day, | thank you for the life of my
grandfather and | thank you for the
opportunity to celebratehislife. Lord, |
thank you that heisin Your presence
now, having agrand old time. Lord, |
pray that Y ou would be here today and
that Y ou would be worshiped, honored
andglorifiedineverythingthat happens.

Grandpawas a man who was full of
love and joy. | think he would want to
seethat same spirit of joy fill thisplace
today. Today should be about cel ebrat-
ing hislife and remembering the great
thingsthat hedid. Oneof thethingsthat
| alwaysappreciated about my grandpa
was his ability to have agood time and
to make sure that those with him were
having agood time aswell.

Each year, Grandpa would take us
grandchildrentotheRingling Brothers,
BarnumandBailey Circus. [t wassome-
thing that we looked forward to each
year. Evenasl grew into my adol escent
yearsand might have thought | wastoo
cool togotothecircus, itwasstill afun
time to spend time with him. Grandpa
was always a kid at heart. He loved to
seethecircus—how often do you get to seeaman
shot out of a cannon?

Another thinghedidfor our family washewould

always purchase season tickets to Silver Dollar
CityinBranson. Now, wewouldusually only make
it to Branson once or twice ayear, but he always
purchased those passes so that we could go when-
ever we went to see him.

Christmaswasavery special timeinour family.
Another strong memory that | have was when it

wastimeto open presents. Now, you would think
that with abunch of small children, as soon asthe
presentswere under thetree, within five minutes,

they would be torn open. But that’ snot the way it
worked with our family. Wewould sitaroundina
circleand one-by-onewewould openonegiftat a
timeand Grandpanever failed to announce before
each person’ sturn“Now, Robbie’ sopeningagift”
or“Becky’ sopeningagift.” Hewanted everybody
to have their moment for everybody to see what
they had gotten and also to see who had got who
what.

Thoseof youwho knew Grandpaal so know that
he was someone who enjoyed eating. Whenever |
would cometo his house, thefirst thing hewould
ask me after he had greeted me was “Would you
likesomeicecream?’ Now, | think heprobably did
thisjust so hewould have the opportunity to have
some ice cream aswell.

| also remember atime, and thisisastory that |
shared at the Christian Crusadeluncheon|ast June
how our family went out to asteak restaurant with

Grandpa for dinner. We had gotten
our menus and it was about time to
order. Just about time for the wait-
ress to take everybody’s order,
Grandpa announced that everybody
washavingthesteak, everybody was
having the baked potato and every-
body was having the salad.

Now, Grandma sat there trying to
insist that she only wanted the salad,
but Grandpawould not haveany part
of that. He had decided that we were
al having steak, baked potato and
salad. That was the way that it was
goingtobeandweweregoingtolike
it.

But therewasalso adeeper sideto
Grandpa. | learned many lessonsfrom
him. He taught me what it wasto be
aman of God—not only inhiswords,
but in his actions as well. He taught
mehow aman should lovehiswife—
in the way that he loved my grand-
mother. Hetaught methat we should
all persevereintoughtimes, and that
wecan awaystrustin God no matter
what the circumstances might be.

Until the very end of his life, he
trustedinGod. Inhislast few months,
hearingtheword“ Jesus’ got abigger
responsefromhimthananythingelse
he would hear.

In the last couple of days, as |
thought about lessons| learned from
him and | put together afew lessons

that | had never really thought about. Grandpa
taught me that we should dream big dreams. He
believedthat theonly limitationsthat aperson has

continued on page 4
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arethoseheputson himself. Itisamazing
to think how a man with such humble
beginnings rose to impact the world in
such a dramatic way.

It shows that there are no limitations
whenwewalk intheway of theLord. We
can al learn something from this.

When my mother walked into my room
early Saturday morning and told me the
news of Grandpa's death, | was blessed
withawonderful visionof what lifeisnow
likefor Grandpa. | pictured himupinthe
heavenly realm, singing with a chorus of
angels. He was no longer suffering, but
was basking in the presence of his pre-
cious Savior.

Last August, whenthingsbegantogrow
worse, | was praying for him and averse
was laid on my heart and | would liketo |§
shareit with you. b

The Apostle Paul wrote in Philippians
1:21,“Fortome, toliveisChristandtodie (g
isgain.” Thisversecould not bemoretrue
of hislife.

Heknew that the purpose of lifewasto
livefor Christ. Hedid thisnot only inhis |28
words, but in hisactionsaswell. Wecan |
now have the comfort of knowing that to
die was in fact gain for Grandpa. It isa
hopeand promisethat wecanall holdonto.

And| know that thisisapromisethat he
would want al of usto havefor ourselves
—that would understand that the purpose
of thislifeistolivefor Christineverything | : n
we do. L3 1

Whenwedothis, deathisnot something
that wefear, but somethingthat werealize
isgain.

| cannot forget one of the last times that | saw
him. He had recently fallen and | had come back
from college to visit him in the hospital. He had
spent most of the afternoon sleeping, but woke up
when | wasjust about to leave. When hewoke up,

] I'.'l'.'.l'-l:'|
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Robbie,in suspenders, ata 1992 Hargis family gathering

he began to speak — making more sense with his
wordsthanhehadinalongtime. Weall had alittle
worshipserviceright thereashesangand hummed
hisheart out. | remember sayingto him, “Hangin
there, Grandpa.”

He responded saying to me, “I’m trying to.”

January-February 2005

WEell, Grandpa, | must say that you did
much more than just hang in there. Y ou
livedafull life. Y oulivedalifethat madea
difference. Y ou pursued after the heart of
God. Youlivedthekind of lifethat | hope
tobeabletolive.

Y ouunderstoodwhat lifeisreally about.

| want to closewith thewords of asong
that was his ministry’s theme song for
many years. I’m not much of asinger, so
| will just read the words.

Blessed assurance, Jesusismine!

O, what a foretaste of glory divine!
Helr of salvation, purchase of God
Born of His spirit, washed in His blood.

Perfect submission, perfect delight,
Visions of rapture now burst on my sight;
Angels descending, bring from above
Echoes of mercy, whispers of love.

Perfect submission, all isat rest,

| in my Savior am happy and blest;
Watching and waiting, looking above,
Filledwith Hisgoodness, lost in Hislove.

Thisismy story, this my song,
Praising my Savior all the day long;
Thisismy story, this my song,
Praising my Savior all the day long.

Let us follow in the footsteps of my
grandfather, Dr. Billy JamesHargis. Letus
praiseour Savior all theday long, just ashe
did. Timeischasing after usand wenever
know when too late might be.

Let uslook at life from the same per-
spective of the Apostle Paul when he
wrote“For me, toliveisChrist andto die
isgain.”

I loveyou, Grandpa. Thank youfor teachingme
that inall things, God worksfor the good of those
who love Him and have been called according to
Hispurpose.

Amen.

Ty

Jourmalist treasures friendship, recalls advice

Billy James Harars —

Neosho, Missouri, freelancejournalist Kay Hively wasa familiar face at
theannual Homecoming Reunionsat the Rose of SharonFarm, coveringand
photographing theeventsfor Christian Crusade Newspaper. What followsis
special reminescence that she published inthe Neosho Daily News.

Over theyears, | have met several peoplel believe werelegendary. But |
feel | havereally known only two legends on apersonal basis. One of them
wasBilly JamesHargis.

| haveknown Dr. Hargisfor about 20 yearsand hewascertainly oneof the
most interesting people | ever met. In the larger world, he had a definite
reputation and was, to put it mildly, controversial. But, what he believed and
said in public was absolutely no different from what he said and believed in
private.

| alwayscherished thetimel got to spend with Dr. Hargisand now that he
isgone, | appreciateitevenmore. Many werethetimesDr. Hargisand | spent
discussing world events and things of aBiblical nature. When it cameto the
Scriptures, hewas unsurpassed, and no matter how | quizzed him, he had an
answer and he could cite it book, chapter and verse.

Fromhisearly day ministry to hislast efforts, Dr. Hargisremained true to
what he believed and, in spite of all thefame, (both good and bad), he never
wavered. Even though | differed with him at times, | always admired his
steadfastness. He was not moved by celebrity or money or power. If it was
asin, it wasasin—‘nuff said!

Asl| mentioned, thereweretwolegendary peoplel cametoknow. Theother
legendwasthetotal oppositeof Dr. Hargis, atleast in philosophy. But, inmany
ways, thetwowerevery muchalike. Bothwereimpassioned about what they
weredoingandbothstoodtall inthefaceof critics. But therecould hardly have
been two men with different missionsin life.

A true legend

In fact, on one occasion, | talked to Dr. Hargis about my friend with the
multitude of sins. Dr. Hargiswas very generousin his comments about the
sinner. | asked if he thought there was anything | could do for my “sinful”
friend.

Dr. Hargislooked meintheeyeandtold metogivemy friendagift—" Give
himaBible,” Dr. Hargissaid. | said | wasn’t sure he would appreciateit or
wouldevenopenit. But Dr. Hargisencouraged me, sayingtheBiblehasgreat
power and it alone could often work amiracle. “ Just giveit to him and you
won't haveto say athing.”

All hislife, Dr. Hargisbelieved in the power of The Word. Morethan just
about anything el se, hewanted aBibleinthehand of everyoneonearth. Inhis
officecomplex, Dr. Hargiskept dozensof Biblesof all kinds. Oftenwhen he
would get some new Bibles he would save one out for me. Over theyears|
had Bibles of every size. Some had beautiful leather covers, some were
designed for teenagers, somewere large print versions and there seemed to
bejust about every other versionyou canimagine. TheseBiblesrarely stayed
onmy bookshelf becausel usually found someonewho washappy to get one
when it was offered.

Likemany people of note, Dr. Hargis had detractors and critics. Someone
wasalwaystryingto bring himdown. Hispersonal lifeand hisministry were
constantly under attack. But, throughit all, he survived. And not even many
of hisfriends know all the good he did in thisworld.

Now Dr. Hargisisgoneand| liketoimaginethat heisin heaven preaching
onsomestreet corner. Asit happened, the other legendary figurel knew also
died thisyear —just afew monthsago. | don’t know if thisfriend iswalking
thosegolden streetsin heaven, but if heis, | haveafeeling hehasfinally met
Dr. Hargisfacetoface. And | canimaginethat Dr. Hargishasprobably given
himanother Bible.
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Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty reporter recalls the “Bible balloon barrage”

e Sought to tmprove the world by Spreading he Gospel

by Don Hill of Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty

It was 1953. The Cold War was young.

Hargis—aneloquent, somesaid“glib” —evangelistfrom
the United Statesarrived in occupied West Germany with
anextravagantidea. Heplannedtohel p savetheworldfrom
godless Communism by sending excerptsfrom the Chris-
tianBibleacrossthelron Curtaininhelium-filled balloons.

A bigmanbothinphysiqueand personality, Hargisbegan
preaching as a teenager. Over his lifetime he wrote 100
books and thousands of articles and pamphlets and pub-
lished amonthly newspaper.

Hargis son, Bill Hargisl |, saysthat when hisfather died

on27November, his* Christian Crusade” ministry still was 5

RADIO FREE EUROPE®

=== RADIO LIBERTY

seeking to improve the world by spreading the Biblical
message.

“Hedtill hadthe Christian CrusadeNewspaper at theend.
It used to beamagazi ne beforethat and anewsl etter before

that. Soit’ sgonethrough variouspermutations. Butthat’s | P

been themain outreach of theministry. We' vealsobeenin
recent years sending Biblesto Africa,” Hargissaid.

“President [Dwight D.] Eisenhower had personally inter-
vened and givenhim permissiontolaunchtheseballoons.”
Butthesingular activity that first focusedworld attentionon
Hargiswasthe balloon ministry in the 1950s.

Radio Free Europe in those days was using balloonsto
float information into the Eastern bloc about broadcast
schedules and radio program content. Hargis says the
publicity thisreceived may havepromptedtheideaof using
the same method to spread the Biblical message.

“Well, Reverend Carl Mclntirehad an organi zationupintheNortheast that
my father became associated with. And Mclntire was extremely impressed

¥

e

" Dr. Hargis launching aBible balloon

by my father. And heasked himto take command of thismissiontoget Bible  at its peak.
A poster boy for theold Americanright, Hargisboldly criticized big-name
liberals of his day such as President John F. Kennedy, Senator Robert F.

tractsinto the Eastern bloc nations,” Bill Hargis|1 said.
Hesaid hisfather eagerly took up the challenge.

Dr. Hargis with orphans from behind the Iron Curtan

“[He] wentto Germany and acquiredthe
ball oons. Found out what would beneeded
for theheliumandthewind currentsand so
forth and, actually, it was two workers
from Radio Free Europe that helped him
acquire a lot of this information that he
needed,” Hargissaid.

But the government of West Germany,
preoccupied with reconstruction after the
ravages of war, was not so pleased. It
refused to allow Hargisto useitsterritory
as a base for wafting the Bible eastward.
Hargis vented his frustration at a press
conference. Then he boarded a ship to
return to the United States, planning to
petition the State Department for help.

But, as his son recalls, that move was
preempted by good newsin New Y ork.

“Well, when he arrived in New Y ork
City, the press was there to meet him. |
~  meanhehadafull contingent of pressthat
~ wastheretoinformhimthat [U.S.] Presi-
dent [Dwight D.] Eisenhower had person-
alyintervenedandgivenhimpermissionto
launch these balloons. So the launch took
place and many, many subsequent
launches,” Hargissaid.

Over fouryears, Hargisfloatedamillion
balloons over the Iron Curtain with scrip-
ture*to succor the spiritually starved cap-
tivesof Communism.”

Y et few peopletoday remember hisbal -
loonministry. A book waswrittenabout it.
And it was mentioned in some newspaper

‘,;ﬁ- obituaries after hisdeath.

Hargis himself |ater turned to radio and
revivalist preachingintheUnited States. He

builtalargeevangelical —thatis, Bible-oriented—organizationinthat country.
M orethan 500 radioand 250tel evision stationscarried hisbroadcast ministry

Kennedy andtheReverend Martin Luther King,
Jr. Heaccused thetel evision networksof ignor-
ing the Communist threat and insisted that the
nationsof theKennedysand Kingwerea
Communist plot to smear American conserva-
tives.

The minister was embroiled in along battle
with U.S. tax authorities, who charged that his
multi-milliondollar organizationwasnot entitled
to tax-free status because it combined politics
withreligiousactivities.

These setbacksweakened Hargis ministries.
But he continued to seek to spread the Christian
Biblemessageinternationally. Heoperated hospi-
tals, orphanages, leprosy villages, medical vans
and missionsin Korea, Hong Kong, India, the
Philippinesand Africa. Hecontinuedtotheendto
combine patriotic fervor with hisreligious fer-
VOr.

Over the last decade, Alzheimer’'s disease
progressively weakened and disoriented theevan-
gelist. He spent thelast few monthsof hislifein
achurch hospice near hishomein Tulsa, inthe
midwesternU.S. stateof Oklahoma. Hargissays
that as his father hovered near death in recent
weeks, he still could be aroused by a patriotic
call.

“Oneday hewassitting there—and hewould
kind of sitwith hiseyesclosedinthewheelchair
— and they would bring different groups in to
entertain [the hospice patients]. And somebody
beganto play ‘ The Star Spangled Banner.” And
my father lifted himself out of that chair without
assi stance. Hewantedto stand upfor thenational
anthem,” Hargissaid.
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Headlmes worldwide hd
arewell to Dr. Harans

continued from page 1

oneBay, thelnternet auction, of hisautograph and
anumber of hisearly and difficult-to-find books.

Pennsylvania, refusedtogivetheauthor equal time
toreply, thecasewent tothe U.S. Supreme Court.

Indeed, President Lyndon Johnson had the In-
terna Revenue Service revoke the tax-exempt
statusof Christian Crusadebecauseof Dr. Hargis
effectivemix of conservativepoliticsandreligion
to oppose Johnson’s liberal “War on Poverty.”

Johnson was y

irked by Dr.

Hargis’ >i/nﬂu_ TIMES OF OMAN
ence as well as his unabashed endorsement of
Johnson’ spresidentia opponent Barry Goldwater
— and sought to silence Dr. Hargis voice by
crippling hisfinancial base.

Again, Dr. Hargis challenged the presidential
edict, taking his appeal all the way to the U.S.
Supreme Court —and losing in arguments before
theliberal Earl Warren court of that era, whichalso
legalized abortion on demand and banned prayer

The left-leaning London Guardian newspaper The high court up- and Bible-
reportedwithdisapprova “hismix of fundamental- heldtheequal-timeal- . . k] a 'rb\eadl ng from
ist Christianity and virulent anti-Communism,” lowancein Red Lion g A' ) l 3 G by merica’s

whichwas*“dissemi- Broadcasting Co. v. 0‘5 i n,g-_,e Cb llll L;n-r public
nated at his peak in  FCC (1969), codify- : . schools. The
the early 1960s ing what became ; IRSpolicyre-
across a network of known as the ‘Fair- mains  al-
some250UStelevi- ness Doctrine’ in thoughitwas
sion and 500 radio stations.” American broadcast- never passed

The Guardian went on to say that Dr. Hargis'  ing.” into law by
“useof churchestoorganizeright-wingcandidates ~ According to the Congressand
served asatemplatefor thestrategy of GeorgeW. NewYorkTimesobitu- hasonly been
Bush’'sKarl Rove.” ary, Dr. Hargis “was used against

The British newspaper added that “ Standing 6-  accused by Cook of conservative
foot 6-inchesandweighing nearly 20stone, Hargis  unfairlymaigninghim Christian or-
resembl ed the stereotypical southern sheriff more in aradio broadcast. ganizations—
than a preacher. In 1950, with the red-baiting Mr. Cook sought free never against
McCarthy erain its ascendancy, he launched the airtimetoreply under any liberal
Christian Crusade against Communism.” the Federal Commu- non-profit or

Industry journal Inside RadiorecalledthatDr. ni cations mln'la\stry. B
Hargis, “syn- Gmmsos “A poster
dicated on 2 fairness boyfortheold
500+ radio ST LUL”S FDET DlSFATEH doctrine. far right,”
stationswasbothazeal ouspreacher andanardent  AradiostationinRed continuedthe
anti-Communist duringthe Cold War. Hargiswill  Lion, Pennsylvania, Los Angeles
awaysbeinthehistory books—partly becausehe sued, saying its First Times,
triggered the famous ‘Red Lion’ decision where Amendment rights “Hargis un-
the Supreme Court upheld the Federal Communi-  wouldbeviolated. But abashedly
cation Commission’s Fairness Doctrinein 1969. the Supreme Court tongue!ashed
That mademany radio licenseesthink twiceabout upheld the constitu- such diverse
controversial programming — and things stayed tionality of the Fair- names  as
that way until the FCC quit enforcingtheFairness ness Doctrine, and President
Doctrinein 1987.” many stations thereafter were less inclined to John F. Kennedy, Sen. Robert F. Kennedy, the

Inside Radio did not note that the Fairness
Doctrine

broadcast controversial programs.”
Theresult wasthat conservativetalk

was never
enacted by
law, but be-
gantobeen-
forced at the
request of
President
John F.
Kennedy,
who was ir-
ritated by Dr.
Hargis con-
stant opposi-
tion to T
Kennedy’s | |=5==—_ ".
policiesaired | T

Che New Aork Times

Billy James Hargis, 79, Pastor
And Anticommunist Crusader

radiowass lenceduntil President Ronald

Reagan ordered the FCC to stop en-

forcingthepolicy, re-opening thedoor

for such conservatives as

Rush Limbaugh and Bill

O'Reilly. President Bill

Clintonattemptedtore-im-

posethe Fairness Doctrine

toagainsilencetheconser-

vative voices — but was

warned that Congress

wouldnotgodongthistime.
Unsuccessfully, Dr.

Hargis had challenged

Kennedy’s authority, tak-

ing hisappeal al theway to

onradio sta-

tionsnationwideand on high-powered night-time
broadcasts from stations just across the U.S.-
Mexican border, such as XEG, across the Rio
Grande from Del Rio, Texas. To stop such criti-
cism, Kennedy instructed the FCC to enforce the
FairnessDoctrine, requiringall broad-
casters to give away free air time to
anyonewho disagreedwithany politi-
cal statement they broadcast.

In the Red Lion case, noted the
Washington Postinitslengthy obituary, Dr. Hargis
had blastedjournalist* Fred J. Cook, who had been
critical of conservativepresidential candidateBarry
Goldwater. Whenthebroadcast outletinRed Lion,

B|B|C

the U.S. Supreme Court.
“Overflowing with words and big

ideas,” reportedtheLosAngelesTimes,

“the 270-pound dynamo spewed them

forthover 500radioand 250television

stations, in films, books and gospel

records, and from

thepulpitandtheros-

trumincampaignsfromtheHoly

Landto LosAngeles. Preaching

‘for Christ and against Commu-

nism,” Hargisin hisheyday inthe 1960sand early

' 70s seemed to concentrate more on Communism

than Jesus Christ, which put him at odds with

secular andreligiousleaders.”

Rev. MartinLuther King Jr., theNationa Council
of Churches and network news anchors Chet
Huntley, David Brinkley and Walter Cronkitefor
encouraging, or at least ignoring, the threat of a
Communist takeover of the United States.”
In a lengthy obituary by staff writer Robert
McFadden, the
New York Times
+ reported“ TheRev.
Billy JamesHargis,
afiery evangelist
andanticommunist
preacher who
founded the
ChristianCrusade
and reached mil-
lionsinaninterna-
tiona ministry that
usedradio, televi-
sion, books, pam-
phletsandpersonal
appearances, died
at St. Simeon’s
Episcopa Homein
Tulsa, where he
hadlivedsincelast
July.

“Attheheight of hispopularity inthe 1960 sand
1970's, Dr. Hargis traveled ailmost constantly to
deliver hisChristian and anticommuni st messages,
wrote 100 books and thousands of articles and
pamphlets, and published amonthly newspaper.

“Throughout the 1950's and 1960’s, he orga-
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nized and spokeat ralliesacrossAmerica, alying
himself with the Rev. Carl Mclintire, retired Gen.
Edwin A. Walker and other anti-Communist cru-
saders.”

TheDetroit FreePress
newspaper reported,
“BornAugust 3,1925,in
Texarkana, Texas, thefutureminister wasadopted
by Jimmieand LauraHargis, who brought him up
in* Christ-conscious Depression-erapoverty. Rec-
reation consisted of daily Biblereadingandweekly
gospel singings.

“AmongHargis myriad bookswere Communist

Che Philadelphia Inguirer

1953 with the so-called ‘ Bible balloon barrage,’
which helaunched from West Germany. In coop-
erationwith Carl Mclntire sInternational Council
of Christian Churches, over the next four years,

Hargisfloatedamillionhe-
l[ium balloons carrying
scrip-
tureinto Russia, Czechoslova-
kia, Poland and East Germany,
‘to succor the spiritually starved captives of com-
munism.””

TheSanDiego Times-Union newspaper’ sobitu-
ary notedthat“ TheTul sa-based Hargisal so started

The Washington Post

tvangelist Billy James Hargis ”tl S "'.+|m'¢1{| Anti- {.nnmlllnhl 'ﬂl*audLF

hisownreligious
college—despite
the considerable
presence of Oral
Roberts Univer-
Sity acrosstown.
Hargis laid the
cornerstone Au-
gust 3,1969, and
inFebruary 1971
welcomed the
first 200 students
to his American
Christian Col-
lege. Urging a

America— Must It Be? in 1960, The Total Liein
1961, Facts About Communismand the Churches
in 1962, The Real Extremists — The Far Left in

Chicago audience to contribute that year, Hargis
described hiscollegeas* conservative, fundamen-
tal, orthodox’ and vowed it would never accept

@he Wiami Herald

ership School in Tulsa — which charged $100
admission —to work for conservative candidates
and against those he deemed *soft’ on commu-
nism.

“He argued for the return of prayer and Bible
reading to public school,” reported the Post obitu-
ary.“Inhisspeeches,
he was insistent on
action. ‘Write your
congressman and your senator,” he told one as-
sembly in 1962. ‘Don’'t ask them to outlaw the
Communist Party. Demand that they outlaw the
Communist Party inthe U.S.A. Don’t ask them to
reconsider our affiliationwiththeUnited Nations.
Demandthat they get thiscountry out of theUnited
Nations to re-
organize the
United Nations
againstgodless
anti-Christ
communism.
You are not
workingfor them. Y ou have nothingtofear. They
represent you, and you should make your wishes
known.’

“Hargistoldattendeesof hisleadership school to
watch their language — ‘one wild, unfounded,
bi goted statement coul d submarineour wholepro-
gram,” he once said.”

“Whenthel RSrevoked histax-exempt statusin
the early 1960s, Hargis argued that he was being

1964, Distortionby Designin 1965 federal funds. What the college persecuted for hisreligiousbeliefs, adding: ‘ This
and Why | Fight for a Christian taught, hesaid, action
Americain1974. Hargis Christian M was' anti-com- doesn’t
Crusade, which had a $2 million munism, anti- | #4/ :T . affect our
budget in 1972 financed by the do- S socialism, anti- 1C ] Uﬁtﬂ rl - ] E corpora-
nations he solicited from amailing welfare state, tion, only
list of 250,000 names, was once NBC anti-Russia. Hﬂh James Har gis, 79, flamboyant evangelist, .mtn;'rmunumai the con-
described by aWyoming senator as anti-China alit- tributors
‘the best-heel ed right-wing organi- erd interpreta- to our
zationintheUnited States.”” tion of the Bible and states cause.

The Associated Press obituary run by newspa-  rights.”” And even
persworldwidereported that “ Hargis had wanted TheNew York Timesquoted so, our
tobeapreacher sincechildhood, and asateenager, Louis Moore, a former reli- . average
he became committed to fighting the spread of gion editor for the Houston contribu-
Communism” and that he introduced each radio  Chronicle, who said Hargis tionis$4.
broadcast with the statement “ Jesus Christistill  during his heyday “was a Nowwhat
thehopeof the - household would
world.” name” andop- tax-ex-

a1 peGUardian e i
to the Miami tals, orphan- tus mean

Herald,"Y oungHargis, whofirst steppedintothe
pulpit at 17, had little formal college education.
After attending Ozark BibleCollegeinBentonville,
Arkansas, he was ordained May 30, 1943 and
served as pastor of churches in Sallisaw and
Granby, Missouri, and Sapul paand Tulsa’ andwas

ages, leprosy villages, medical vans and mission
servicesin Korea, Hong Kong, India, the Philip-
pinesand Africa

TheWashington Post ranasurprisingly balanced
obituary of Dr. Hargis— despite his decades-long
criticism of the newspaper’ sliberal bias.

famous for a - “Billy James
“shouting oratory = Hargis was
at the top of his 2 ReA born in
lungs to the point .. Texarkana,
of hoarseness.” | | Texas,” re-

The  Boston . . . . . ported the
Globe newspaper | Longtime evangelist Billy James Hargis dies | pog,“adopted
wrote that “In g : by a railroad
1950, Hargis Lj_‘ employee and
started his own - a sickly
Christian Crusade womanwhose
as an independent, crippling pain
interdenominational brought her
ministry. That same close to death

year, he became one of the first evangelists to
address his flock over television.” Indeed, Dr.
Hargiswasapproachedby NBC-TV tofill aSunday
morningslot oppositeCBS' highly popular Bishop
Fulton Sheen. Dr. Hargis anti-Communist broad-
cast soon
eclipsed
Sheen,
but was
never

popular withthe NBC hierarchy.
The Cleveland Plain Dealer newspaper re-
ported “Hargis first earned international famein

whenhewas 10. By that time, hehad been baptized
by immersion and found the family’sdaily Bible
readings his only source of pleasure. The family
was too poor to own aradio.

“ Ashismother lay inahospital bed, hepromised
todevotehimself to Godif sherecovered. Shedid.

“He was ordained at 17 and later received a
theology degree

HEW TORL E HONLIOWH COMHESTION

NNF.ATORILTAEWELON

tothese 250,000 peopl€?They arenot big-money.”

“The rise of the counterculture brought him
morefollowers,” wrotethePost, “whofoundinhis
national television appearances a fighting voice
against liberal forcesthey saw working nefariously
around them. Dr. Hargismade speaking toursthat
hecalled*midnight rides.’

Columnist DavidHinkley of theNew YorkDaily
Newswrote: “ The death of evangelist Billy James
Hargis late last month was a good reminder that
onceuponatime, thegoodstuff ontheradiodidn’t
happen in the morning. It happened late at night.

“Inthe’ 50sand’ 60s, morningradio playednice.
So did most radio. But then late at night, the
preachers came out. Some, like Wolfman Jack,
weresellingrock ‘n’ roll. Others, likeBilly James

. Hargis,
Detroit Free Press veesding
SAVALlUNL. Rargiswasdl lgrteousa ti-Communist
andold-stylemoralist. Hisbasicmessage—that this
isawickedworldfull of poor wicked sinners—was
tough to refute.

“Y ou can find that messagein any church. You
justdon’t hear it packaged liketheradio preachers
do it. They holler. They plead. They cry. They
thunder.

“Imagine cutting your dinner steak withachain
saw and you start to understand

from Burton Col-
legeand Seminary
inColorado.
“Increasingly, he politicized his pulpit and in
1962 urged attendeesof the Anti-Communist L ead-

DAILY =) NEWS how theseguysapproach the Gos-

“Billy James Hargiswas 79 when he died. But
over theyearsheserved up aheap of salvation. Say
hallelujah. Say amen.”
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continued from page 1
Believing that true Christianity islived and re-
flected in daily life as well as government, Dr.
Hargis built up a huge broadcasting empire with
outspoken attacks on Communism as well as
liberalismandbiggovernment aswell asdenuncia-
tionsof sexual permissiveness, drug abuse, biased
journalists, Hollywood'’ scorruptinginfluences, lib-
eral extremism, worldwide persecution of Chris-
tiansand profiteersexploiting youthful rebellion.

Hewas born on August 3, 1925, at Texarkana,
Texas. After
Texarkana High
School, heattended
theOzark BibleCol-
legeat Bentonville,
Arkansas, received
baccalaureate and
master’s degrees
fromBurtonCollege
and Seminary in
Colorado, thenwas
honored with a
number of other
degrees from such
prominent institu-
tions as Bob Jones
Universty.

Hewas ordained
asaminister at age 17 at the Rose Hill Christian
ChurchinTexarkanaand served asthepreacher at
Sallisaw, Oklahoma, and Granby, Missouri, before
accepting the call to alarge congregation at First
Christian Church, Sapul pa, Oklahoma. It wasthere
that he would write that he “ became aware of the
threat of Communisminternaly” facedby America,
largely through hisfriendshipwith Kiamichi Moun-
tainsevangelist A.B.“Brother Mac” McReynolds,
who mentored the young Hargis and convinced
him of Satan’s use of atheistic Communism to
subvert Americaasthe world’s defender of free-
dom, toseverely persecutethe Churchworldwide,
and to force Christianity underground around the
globe—includingin America.

A longtime listener to CharlesE. Fuller’ s Old-
Fashioned Revival Hour, Dr. Hargissaw the poten-

Billy James as a toddler

tial for taking this anti-Communism message to
millionsby using the broadcast waves. In 1950 he
founded Christian Crusade, aninterdenominational
movement designedasa” Christianweaponagainst
Communismanditsgodlessallies,” utilizingradio
broadcasts at first, then expanding quickly to
television. With the backing of such supportersas
pioneer oilmanWill-
iam Skelly andfaith-
ful financial backer
Walter Foster, he
gave up his church
at Sapulpa and be-
came a full-time
evangelist on radio
and TV, thentravel-
ing to personal ap-
pearances nation-
wideand aroundthe
world.

On one such
speaking trip in
Sciotoville, Ohio, he
met achurch organ-
ist, Betty Jane
Secrest, who won
his heart — and who
on December 21,
1951 became his
bride. They would
havefivechildren.

Dr.Hargishadthe
ability to provoke
debate and to force
controversy to the
surface—such asin
1960 when a little-
known U.S, Air
Force training
manual revealed
sweeping charges
about Communist
infiltration of American religiousinstitutions. Its
author, Homer H. Hydeof San Antonio, Texas, had
heard Dr. Hargis speak and asked him for the

Hargis as a young teen
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documentation, whichHydeincludedinthepubli-
cation.

After the National Council of Churches and
presidential hopeful John F. Kennedy denounced
thework, Dr. Hargisheartily endorsedit, declaring
“the NCC has done more to nurture Communism
thanany singleorganizationintheUnited States....
| thank God that at last some responsible govern-
ment agency has had the fortitude to question the
dubiousactivitiesof theNCC.”

He called on the chairman of the House Un-
AmericanActivitiesCommitteeto conduct athor-
oughinvestigation of Communist infiltrationinto
American Protestant churches and the NCC, and
boasted that the controversy wasa“ God-send.” It
made Dr. Hargisand Christian Crusadethe center
of what Dr. Hargis would later describe as “a
raging controversy betweenenlightened Christians
on one side and pro-Reds, useful idiots and the
totally unenlightened ontheother.”

The most important result of the affair wasthe
emergence of Christian Crusade as the leading
force on the Christian right. Dr. Hargis began to
regularly draw 3,000 people to Tulsafor confer-
ences. Hisradio program|istingssoared and evan-
gelical firms like Word Records and De Moss
Associates | nsurance began placing adsin Chris-
tian CrusadeNewspaper.

In 1960, hepublished hisfirst book, Communist
America — Must It Be? Between 1957 and 1961
Christian Crusade Newspaper’s circulation rose
from 20,000 to nearly 100,000, and it outgrew its
Tulsafacilities.

Ashegained subscribers, Dr. Hargisturned over
theeditorshiptoL. E.“Pete” White, whofilledthe
newspaper with articles on prayer and prophecy,
interspersed with exposes of Communism andthe
liberal ecumenical movement. InJuly 1957, Julian
E. Williams began contributing regular “intelli-
gence reports’ about Communist influence in
American churches. J. B. Matthews, thefreelance
congressional researcher whohad amassedalarge
body of dataon Communist activity inthe United
States, authored his first column in November
1957.

In September 1958, the “Foreign Intelligence
Digest” by Mgjor Gen-
eral Charles A.
Willoughby, who had
served as General
DouglasMacArthur’'s
intelligencechief, be-
camearegular feature
of Christian Crusade
Newspaper . Prominent
fundamentalists also
contributed columns
andarticles. Soon, Dr.
Hargis was writing a
nationally syndicated
newspaper column.

In 1961, summer
conferences and win-
ter Anti-Communist
Leadership Schools
werereportedindetall
in the newspaper.
Speakersfromyear to
year constituted a
who’s who of the
American  right.
Among these were
Governor  Orval
Faubusof Arkansasin
1960, Cathalic right-
winger DeanClarence
Manion, Liberty
L obby pioneer Willis
Carto, John Birch So-
ciety founder Robert
Welch, and Harry T.
Everingham, founder
of the organization “We, the People.”

In 1962, notables at the conferences included
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Genera Edwin A. Walker, Congressmen Martin
Diesand John H. Roussel ot, newspaper columnist
Westbrook Pegler, undercover Communist for the
FBI Matt Cvetic, air ace Eddie Rickenbacker,
Methodist anti-Communist Myers Lowman, uni-
versity founder Bob Jones, Sr., Governor J. Bracken
L eeof Utah, National Associationof Evangelicals
luminaries Frederick C. Fowler and Dave Breese,
and W.O.H. Garman of the American Council of
Christian Churches.

1963 saw appearances by such national figures
as Congressman John Ashbrook, former Secre-
tary of Agriculture Ezra Taft Benson, Dr. Carl
Mclntire, General A. C. Wedemeyer, and anti-
CommunistwritersW. Cleon Skousen, Dan Smoot,
and E. Merrill Root.

At the annual conferences, Dr. Hargis began a
tradition of givinga*“ State of the Union Address”
enumerating Communi st achievementsof the past
year and urging moreforceful actionto counter the
threat. In 1962, for exampl e, heunleashed asting-
ing attack on the Supreme Court’ s school prayer
decision, called for reaffirming that the United
States is a Christian nation, supported the em-
battled House Committeeon Un-American Activi-
tiesand underscored the need to becomeinvolved
in electing conservative, anti-Communist candi-
datesregardlessof their party affiliation.

Hereinforced his backing for the House Com-
mitteeby showingthecontroversial film Operation
Abolition (1960) at hisralliesandinsisted that the
National Council of Churches opposition to it
proved how the NCC had taken the side of “the
Communist conspirators within our country.”

In 1962 Hargis purchased a hotel in Manitou
Springs, Colorado, which herenamed the Summit.
It was intended to serve as a summer conference
center and “ anti-Communist youth university” to
train high school and college students.

A particular target for this audience was rock
music — which musician Little Richard would
declareisonly successful if itisdisliked by teens
parents. As a result, year-by-year, rock music
became worse and worse — embracing Satanism,
promiscuous seX, drug use and rebellion —in its
driveto extract millions of dollarsfrom teen con-
cert-goers and recording purchasers. During the
1960s, even the Beatles were not spared Dr.
Hargis wrath. “WhentheBeatlesthrust their hips
forwardswhileholdingtheir guitarsand shout, ‘ Oh
Y eah!” who cannot hel p but know what they really
mean!” hethundered. Theparentsshouted“ Amen.”
Rebelliousteensscowled.

During the 1950s and 1960s, Dr.
Hargis had achieved top billing on
hundredsof televisonandradiosta-
tionsthroughout America. In 1953,
he had received international news
coveragewhenhevisited West Ger-
many and launched his* Bible bal-
loonbarrage” inwhichthousandsof
heliumballoonsbearingbiblical ex-
cerpts were sent into Russia,
Czechoslovakia, Poland and East
Germany, “to succor thespiritually
starved captives of Communism.”

Seeking the Lord as he sought to
“preach Jesus and save America,”
hetook on big government, aswell
as anti-Christian abuses affecting
Americanbelieversinbusiness, unions, entertain-
ment, cultural and charitableinstitutionsand even
other religiousorganizations. Hedid not hesitateto
point out whenmainlineProtestant churchesserved
as Communist sympathizers, or onetimewhen he
was concerned that the nation wasin the hands of
agroup of radicalshooked on “theinsidious dope
of socialism.”

INn1964, Dr. Hargisprivately supported Arizona
Senator Barry Goldwater’ shidfor thepresidency,
saying that if Goldwater won, “we will have the
privilege and duty” of assisting himinimproving
the country. Dr. Hargis said that Goldwater's
victory would * bethe greatest miracle of the 20th
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The need for aschool-prayer amendment and a
petition that Hargis circulated around the country
was the topic of a Christian Crusade Newspaper
articlein May 1964. Pornography and obscenity
weretargeted aswell. Although Hargiswasdisap-
pointed by the Goldwater defeat, he saw a silver
lininginitsince25million Americans” didvotefor
conservatism.”

Heurgedreaderstoredoubletheir efforts. Chris-
tian Crusade headquarters in those days buzzed
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Be : James and Billy James Hargis on their wedding day, 1951

with activity. Dr. Hargisand other authors gener-
ated books and pamphlets at arapid rate. Cuban
refugees Fernando Penabaz and Pedro Diaz Lanz
werebrought onstaff todevelopaL atin American
ministry. A sparkling new headquarters building
and the Cathedral of the Christian Crusade were
constructed.

Dr.Hargis lovefortheHoly Landturnedinto 94
separate pilgrimages with large numbers of sup-
porters —which included opportunities to be im-
mersedintheJordan River andtotakecommunion
at such sites as the traditional Church of the
Nativity in Bethlehem and the Garden Tomb in
Jerusalem.

C.0.LOWREY, g;

. Stirring Congregational Sine: nging E
i o vonal Singing — Superb Organ . Pian Duets
. Special Music That Gladdens The Heqry

 “Everyone ks
| "'“ WT“MF"IIﬁEAMW :

=

ik ¥
a

i o

Tk

2

ki ol

Al b WIS L

Dr. Hargisalsoled anumber of missionary tours
throughout Africaand Asia, taking theopportunity
to meet with national figures such as Taiwan's
ChiangKai-shek, Korea sSyngmanRhee, Spain’'s
Fransisco Franco, Rhodesia slan Douglas Smith
andKenya sDaniel ArapMoi.

American Christian Collegeopeneditsdoorsin

1970andalargemissionary society wascreatedto
channel funds to charitable and evangelistic out-
reaches overseas.
- However, Dr. Hargis' unofficia but
tacit support for Richard Nixon in the
1960¢€lectionand Barry Goldwater inthe
1964 el ection had not goneunnoticed by
the winners of those presidential con-
tests. Irked by Dr. Hargis' nationwide
conservative commentary on radio and
TV, President John F. Kennedy had or-
dered enforcement of the Federal Com-
munications Commission’s informal
“FairnessDoctrine.” Theeventual result
wasalandmark lawsuit that went al the
way totheU.S. Supreme Court—andthe
silencing of dissent. Any station selling
Dr. Hargisair timewasrequired to give
anidentical amount of timeaway freefor
rebuttal.

The result was predictable — as radio stations
turned to music instead of talk. They couldn’t
affordtolet everyonewithanopposingview tofill
their airwaveswith political debate— particularly
without paying.

After Kennedy’ sassassination, President Lyndon
Johnson enlisted the Internal Revenue Service,
which on November 13, 1964, announced that
Chrigtian Crusadehadviolatedalittle-knownclause
initsrulesthat prohibited non-profit organi zations
from participatinginpolitics.

Although churcheshad long been platformsfor
political and policy debate throughout American
history, thelRSannouncedthat ChristianCrusade’ s

continued on page 10
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continued from page 9

tax-exempt statuswasbei ng scrutinized becauseit
hadintervenedin political campaignson behalf of
candidatesfor public office and asubstantial por-
tion of Christian Crusade activity was aimed at
influencinglegidation.

The specific chargewasthat Christian Crusade
both* directly andindirectly” supported candidates
for publicoffice—Nixonand Goldwater inparticu-
lar.

Furthermore, Christian Crusadehad encouraged
its audience to influ-
ence their congress-
menon*“legidationaf-
fecting agriculture,
education, hospitaliza-
tion, medical carefor
the aged, mental
health, urbanrenewal,
thefedera incometax,
U.S. participation in
the United Nations,
foreign aid, the
Connally Amendment,
McCarran Immigra-
tion Act, Becker
Amendment to the
Constitution, the Su-
preme Court, and the
operation of govern-
ment corporations,”
said the IRS.

Dr. Hargis replied
thatthelRSactionwas
obviously politically

Dr. and Mrs. Hargis with longtime friends Rev.

motivated, that he was a victim of the libera
establishment, and that hewouldfight thematter in
the courts.

Critics of the IRS action, some of whom were
liberal churchmen, pointed out that seriousconsti-
tutional issuesinvolving the separation of church
and state were being ignored. Dr. Hargis secured
endorsements from scores of Congressmen and
traveledto WashingtononMay 20, 1966, todefend
his IRS status, but to no avail.

The ministry was notified on Septem-
ber 22 that year that thetax exemptionhad
been revoked, though the ruling did not
apply to the Church of the Christian
Crusade, whichwasincorporated differ-
ently. Subsequent effortsto overturnthe
decisioninthe courtsfailed.

Dr. Hargis denounced the ruling and
declared it reflected thegrowing erosion
of religious freedom and an increasing
persecution of Christians that was to be
expected asliberal influences continued
to change America.

He announced that the loss of the tax-
exempt status would not affect hiswork
since it “takes the muzzle off Christian
Crusade” and “we can fight harder than
ever.”

Furthermore, he declared, Christian
Crusadewouldnot “ havebeensingled out
for persecution by the enemy if we had
not been considered so effective.”

Indeed, the battleintensified as Chris-
tian Crusade denounced theongoing lib-
eral decisions of the Earl Warren Su-
premeCourt, includingbansonall prayer
or Biblereadinginthepublic schoolsand
the legalization of unrestricted abortion
on demand.

In1969, Christian Crusade produced a
host of articlesand booklets denouncing
liberal inroads into the schools, such as
sex education, sensitivity training and
subverted teacher organizations. Attract-
ing considerabl e attention wasthe publi-
cation Is the Schoolhouse the Proper
Place to Teach Raw Sex?

But by the1980s, thelibera assaultonDr. Hargis
personally andontheministry of Christian Crusade
had taken adeadly toll. The college had closed its
doors. Dr. Hargis had been diagnosed with an
inoperableheart conditionand hadto ceasetravel-
ing. Heretreated to his Rose of Sharon Farm near
Neosho, Missouri.

The newspaper continued in monthly produc-
tion, but Dr. Hargis' health wasin decline. Even
worse, he was deeply affected by scandalous
smearsand disinformation campaignslaunchedon
every side— determined to silence hisvoice. One
day, praying under the shade of alargetree at the
Rose of Sharon Farm, Dr. Hargis recaled the
gentle advice of longtime friend and advisor Dr.
Richard Wurmbrand—who had withstood yearsof
persecution at the hand of his native Romania's
Communistregime.

Dr. Hargis decided he would not go on the
defensiveand answer thesmear chargesendlessly
but rather would turn his accusers over to God,
pray for them, and dedicate himself “to the cause
that has ever been on my heart.” Friendsfrom all

and Mrs. Richard Wurmbrand
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over the country wired, wrote and called urging
him to “hold fast” against the attacks by the left-
wing news media and the liberals entrenched in
power in Washington, D.C.

Homecoming conferences continued to be held
at the Rose of Sharon Farm. Like the legendary
phoenix, the resilient Dr. Hargis rose from the
ashes of ruin to hold high the banner of Christian
anti-Communism once again, but hewasgrowing
older.

He was content to circulate the newspaper
worldwide— continuing to proclaim the truth and
challenge hisfollowersto serve as Watchmen on
the Wall, assisting him in getting the newspaper
into asmany handsaspossible—and spreading the
message to decision-makers.

If ever anational leader had dramatic ups and
downs,itwouldbeDr. Billy JamesHargis. Hewas
reviled and ridiculed by his enemies. He was
praised and loved by those who knew his heart.

In the book The World's Troublemakers by
Bruce Brown, Dr. Hargis was vehemently de-
nounced and comparedtothepal erider of theFour
Horsemen of the Apocalypse.

Y et in the 1987 book American Orators of the
Twentieth Century: Critical Sudiesand Sources,
he was named by editors Bernard K. Duffy and
Halford R. Ryan as one of the top 50 public
speakers of the last 100 years.

That listincludedWilliamJenningsBryan, Shirley
Chisholm, Clarence Darrow, Eugene V. Debs,
Everett Dirkson, Betty Friedan, John F. Kennedy,
Martin Luther King, John L. Lewis, Huey Long,
Malcolm X, Ronald Reagan and Franklin D.
Roosevelt.

Dr. Hargistook enormousencouragementinthe
success of President Ronald Reagan and praised
theturnaround of conservatism—particularly due
to theemergence of anew generation of Christian
conservatives willing to take their convictionsto
the public arenaand the polling place.

Dr.Hargis
continuedto
serve as di-
rector of the
Christian
Crusade
Ministries —
highly criti-
cal of Presi-
dents Carter
andClinton,
but enor-
mously sup-
portive of
President
George W.
Bush.

Healthin-
tervened
again, how-
ever,andthe
toll of
Alzheimer's
disease
forced Dr.
Hargis to
take alesser
roll —that of
prayer warrior. Daily hetoiledintheChristian
Crusade office, but took decreasing active
part in the production of the newspaper —
whileoverseeing that it maintained itsstrong
message.

Then in the summer of 2004, he saw a
longtimedream cometo passashisson, Billy
James Hargis 1l, took over as Publisher.
Perhapsitwasknowingthat Bill I had matters
well in hand that allowed Dr. Hargisto relax
and let go.

' Broadcasting on the radio

.
L 1
&

The Hargis family, 1957

Hargis remained fo-
cused ontheministry
until the very last —
although hiscapacity
diminishedsteadilyin
the final six months
of hislife.

Evenso, helivedup
to a longstanding
promise to support-
ers — that he would

"""-—-._ pray forthemandwith

PRAY FOR
AMERICA

Dr. Hargis interviews Art Linkletter on TV
former Betty Jane Secrest; threedaughters, Bonnie

Hehad nurtured young Billy tobehissuccessor them for America
That hedid until thevery end—althoughatthelast, JaneChois-nard, Becky Jean Frank and BrendaJo
Dr. Hargiswould haveto retire. Alzheimer’shad hisvoice had been silenced and hisfervent petitions Epperley; 11 grandchildren; andfour great-grand-
wereknownonly tothe Almighty God hehadserved children. Dr. Hargiswasprecededin death by one
Gifted with a brilliant and complex mind, Dr. for so many decades.

—arolethat hisson declined until it was apparent

affected him differently than some.

chrlstlan crusade Newspaper

Hisfunera was attended by hundreds, packing
Tulsa sMemoria Park Christian Church. Hewas
eulogized by a grandson, Robert Davis, by two
“Timothies” who had entered the ministry under
hismentorship—Texarkanaminister Carl Teel and
Revival Firesfounder and evangelist Cecil Todd—
andby Dr.Hargis longtimefriendand brother-in-
law, Charles Secrest.

Atthegraveside, thefinal farewell wasdelivered
by Billy JamesHargis|l —in song, exactly how as
alittle boy he had first assisted his father at the
pulpit.

e This time,

""H;- Billy 11, sang

solo—hisemo-

tion-filledvoice

wafting out

over Tulsa's

Memorial Park

Cemetery with

the words of

Amazing
Grace.

Inadditionto
Billy 11, Hargis
is survived by
his wife of 52
years, the
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son, Brian Joseph, who died in infancy.
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continued from page 1

all earthly care and gone home to be with God.

It had begun ten years before, at least as far as we knew. My dad was a
preacher. Spreading the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ was far and away
the single most important thing in hislife. It defined him. And that meant
spreading the gospel anywhere and everywhere. Big crowd —small crowd —
two or three gathered together in some small room—it madeno differenceto
him. Preaching salvation and the love of Jesus—that wasthe only thing that
mattered.

So, just as my father had begun his pastoring
daysinalittleMissouri town called Granby —my
father was to end his pastoring days in the little
Missouri hamlet of Notch.

Just outside of Branson, Notch wasnot the sort
of placeyouwould haveexpectedtofind aman of
my father’s skills and reputation to be working
behind apulpit, but my parentshad bought alittle
weekend getaway there. Dadloved Country Gos-
pel music and therewas plenty of that to be heard
intheregion, plusitwasanicegathering placefor
all the kids and the grandkids, right around the
corner from Silver Dollar City, an amusement
park to which he liked to treat us.

Anyway, a stone’s throw from the house,
nestled in the trees and just off the two lane
highway, lay theNotch Community Church. Nice
littlecongregation—nothingtoolarge—just agreat
littlegroup of Christianswho needed apastor. Dad
wasgoingtobeintownontheweekendsanyway.
Hewasonly too happy to do thejob —no charge.
Dad was a
giver.

Things
went along
finefor quitea
little while
there. Dad
preachedanda
little lady
named Jessie |
would sing.
She was an
Ozark moun-
tain original.
Lots of heart
and convic-
tion. She'd
strum on her
guitarandsing Vo i R F %
out loud and » [ ARG
strong, “ Dad and | at the final Rose of Sharon homecoming

wanna stroll over heaven with you some glad day.” My dad loved it. He

brought her to Neoshoto sing at homecomingsand Bibleconferencesonthe
Rose of Sharon Farm.
It seemed likeacomfortabl efit until something went awry. Suddenly dad

seemed uncertain of himself. Preaching had alwayscomeeasy for him. The g :

Word of God just seemed to pour out of him. He had been declared one of
the great American orators of the twentieth century. Some ministers spend
weeks, months even, trying to work a sermon up —not my dad. He'dgoin
30 minutesearly onaSunday morning, find himself ascriptural text, prepare
himself an outlineand beoff and running withinthehour effortlessly holding

his congregation in rapt attention. My father was a natural. Better still, a e

super-natural.

But now, for thefirst timein hislife, his rhetorical skills seemed to be
alluding him. He began to worry and fret over the preparation of a sermon.
My mother would call me and ask meto reassure him that all waswell, that
everythingwouldwork out fineandthat hecoulddothis, likerolling off alog.

However, for my father, it must havefelt asif thelogwasrolling over him.
Many aSaturday night hesat therein hisoffice, tryingto collect histhoughts,
but the thoughts did not seem to want to fall into place. He paced the floor.
Hecriedinutter frustration. My mother would soothehim, strokehishair and
pray with him.

Finally, hisgreatest fear cameto pass. Whileinmid-sermon, helost histrain
of thought—panicsetin. Hehad noideawherehewasinthat sermonor where

he was headed. | must have moments like that four or fivetimesaday. Be
talking about something ... digressinto something else ... all of asudden—
what was | saying? What was my point? |’d say that’s pretty common for
most people, but not Dad. Hewasnever liketherest of us. Those who knew
himwell calledhimageniusand| think they werepretty closetoright. | never
saw anybody who could do so many things at once. Two or three phones
going, adictationmachineand half adozen different setsof instructionsgoing
out totheemployeescominginand out of hisofficeat any giventime. | assure
you, younever saw hislikes. | doubt very much| shall ever seehislikesagain.
Not on this earth anyway.

Dadcalleditbeing“detail minded.” Whenl was
aboy he would preach to me about it again and
againandagainandagain. But now, infront of this
lovely littlecongregation, thedetail shad escaped
him and Billy JamesHargis stood beforethem at
alossfor words. Theeffect was crushing and his
self-confidence took aterrible hit. The fear was
too taxing, the worry far too consuming. He
resigned from the little church.

Not too long after, he was contacted by PBS.
They wereproducing aseriesof documentariesto
bebroadcast nationally onthereligiousright. They
wantedtofly afilmcrewto Tulsa, filmhiminhis
home, explorethegreat history of thismanandthe
organization heled. Themanwho wasto conduct
theinterview, Calvin Skaggs, soundedfair, genu-
inely interested and respectful of my father. 1t felt
different from the many smears and hatchet jobs
that had been so mercilessly unleashed on my

it ae 3 i T a0 T el
s [ o ﬁu.:l‘ L [

father over the years. Dad
wantedto cooperate, totell
his side of the story. But
what if hismindfailedhim?
Whatif thememoriesdidn’t
come?

He asked me to fly to
Tulsato betherewith him,
to support him, to helpjog
his memory if things got
rough.

| was so proud of him.
They started asking him
questionsabout hisbeliefs,
coreconvictions, landmark
court rulings, battles with
the government and tri-
umphsin the court of pub-
lic opinion. He was mag-
nificent — charming — dis-
arming. My father couldbe
big—thebiggest—whenthe
occasion called for it, but
my father also knew the light touch. He had awonderful sense of humor, a
graciousand hospitablemanner and asel f-deprecating sincerity that endeared
him to both friends and many afoe.

That Billy JamesHargiswasfully ondisplay intheearly goingthat day. Dad
had expressed honestly hisconcernstoMr. Skaggsprior totheinterview, but
asthefirst film cartridge came to an end, Skaggs was nothing but elated by
what wasunfolding beforehiscamera. Unfortunately, it wasnot tolast. Dad
hadbeenonaroll uptothat point and themomentumwasstrong, but thelapse
in time while the cartridges were being changed had a dread consequence.

e WL &

Graniciaug-hier Annié fish}ﬁj_itviih Iiad at the farm |
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Theblood wasn't flowing as before, the synapse not firing and my father
seemedtolosehisconcentrationslowly but surely. Again, hegrew frustrated
with himself and that only exacerbated his condition. | knew how badly he
hurt — he so wanted this to be done correctly.

Questionscameup concerning the Supreme Court ruling outlawing prayer
and Biblereading in the public schools. They wanted to know how he had
immediately reacted tothat horriblenews. Hecould not recall, but thankfully
| could, for it was on that day, and as adirect result of
that decision, that | asked Jesus into my heart and my
father led hisnine-year-old sontoapersonal relationship
with Jesus Christ.

| shared thisstory withthecrew whilefilm cartridges
werebeing changed out yet agai n and they subsequently
asked me to share that story before the cameras.

My father was so pleased. | don’t know when hewas
ever any happier withme. Hewanted my help, hewanted
me picking up where heleft off. Hewanted the story to
continue—themessagetoreverberate, long after hehad
lost his ability to sound it acrossthe land.

Whenthedocumentariesfinally airedon PBS, entitled
“WithGod OnOur Side” andnarrated by Cliff Robertson,
theresultswerewonderfully fair. Along with theinter-
view done by Tom Snyder on the “ Tomorrow Show,”
| think it isthe most objectively unbiased hearing my
father ever receivedin the national media. For once, he
wasnot lied about, not called names, not disrespected or
ridiculed. Foronce,
somebody told the
straight story and
didnotrenderfalse
promises and be-
trayal. After hav-
ing appeared on
“The Today
Show,” “MeetThe
Press,” “Larry
King” and with
MikeWallace and
in the pages of
Time, Newsweek,
Life, Look,and The
Saturday Evening
Post. Thiswasmy
father’'s last great
opportunity to
present his beliefs
and accomplish-

I Y

ments before ana- W4 DEFENgS*—
tional audience. | {‘f aear |

The episodesin . LAIRL
whichheappeared

andtheclipswhich
wereutilized were
aired without creative editing, so asto quote him out of context,
and without the use of out-takes which might have been used to
embarrass him. It may sound silly to some, but I most solemnly
assureyou that therewereno endsto which most membersof the
“elite media’ would stoop in order to destroy my dad. Lies,
distortion, the use of grotesque photographs or bad editing or
damning descriptions. | have seen it all over my 50 years and
believe you me, afair shake was an absolute rarity; truth, alost
commodity.

Dadwasthrilledand most especially pleased becausehefelt that
my portion of the program had shared the story of salvation
through faith in Jesus Christ.

Itwaswithgreat pleasurethat only afew daysafter my father’s
death, weheard Mr. Skaggsbeinginterviewed on National Public
Radio (NPR) concerning the life of Billy James Hargis. His documentary,
having beenre-editedtoincludethere-el ection of President GeorgeW. Bush,
was being aired during the months of November and December on the
Sundancechannel.

| shall forever recall the genuine affection Mr. Skaggs seemed to havefor
my father. SkaggswasaChristian, thoughnot, I think, aconservative. | drove
him around Tulsa following the interview, showing him the sights. It was
duringthat drivethat hetold meof thevariousChristian conservativeleaders
hehad interviewed during thecourseof hisproject. Hesaidyou couldtell the
oneswho were “real” from those that were not. He said he could tell inan
instant that my father was genuinely and sincerely “real.” | didn’t need him
to tell methat — I knew it already — but it was good to hear it all the same.

By theway, whilel am on the subject of “the mediaelite,” let me say that
although they most certainly put my father through Hell throughout his
ministry, | do believe that he was almost universally “liked” by those who
reported on him.

| remember especialy The Saturday Evening Post doing a huge feature

The Rev. Dr. Hargis | Mighty Dick Stuart
Werchiant of the Far Right | Pittsourgh's Gocky SIugger

story onhim. Thereporter and photographer assigned to cover himcameand
spent two weeks on the job. They cameto our farm with us— photographed
us doing chores— gathering eggs from the hen house. They rode with uson
the customized Silver Eagle busthat my father traveled in as he toured the
country speaking in a different city every night. They went with us to my
grandparent’ shomein Texarkana, Texas; shared our mealsand got to know
my father ashereally was—affable, friendly, optimistic and caring. All the
while, notesbeing scribbledon
apad, conversationsrecorded,
camerashuttersandflashbulbs
takingitall in.

The gentlemen returned to
New Y ork City, | suppose. Next
thing you know, they are back
in contact. Must come back
and take more pictures. Photo-
graphsarenot what theeditors
wanted — the story is not what
they had in mind. Must do it
over. The photographer was
terribly embarrassed. Heliked
Dad. So did the reporter. To
know Dadwasto likehim. But
that’s not what the big boys
had in mind. New story, new
pictures.

“Doomsday Merchant On
TheFar, FarRight...Billy James
HargisL eadsHisMillion-Dallar
Witch-Hunt in Hot Pursuit Of
TheCommunistsHeSeesL urk-
ing Everywhere.”

Nicebigfull-pagepictureof
Dad's face, ultra-close, black
and white. Fists up next to his
jowls—heavy onthe5 o’ clock
shadow — scary stuff.
Hitleresqueonemight evensay.
Did everything but
drawalittleHitlermus-
tacheonhim. But that
was, of course, the
point. The story tries
aganandagantopant
him as some sort of
anti-Semite. This, de-
spite the fact that he
repeatedly denounces
anti-Semitism during
the course of the ar-
ticle both to them in
interviewsand before
a convention here in
Tulsa of his follow-
ers. Makes no differ-
ence though. The
powers-that-be knew
what that story was
goingtobebeforethey
bought the reporters
plane tickets. If they
hadto sendthem back
a dozen times, they
would have done so
until they got the fa-
natical right-wing por-
trayal that they were
looking for. Sincere, good hearted people who supported my father were
pictured asshadowy, fanatical, dlightly off kilter. Evenagreat Americanhero
like Captain Eddie Rickenbacker was photographed looking surly and con-
torted. Throw out those sunny pictures of Hargis on the farm —too nice, too
friendly. Show meyour creepiest stuff. Thiswas most definitely not to bea
Norman Rockwell portrait of Americanvalues. Thiswastobeasmear piece,
pureand simple.

Whilel’mat it, allow meto share one other mediaanecdote you may find
interesting. A lot hasbeen maderecently of Dan Rather’ sattacks on George
W. Bush and subsequent resignation. I’ ve heard even conservative pundits
make commentsabout how thingsunder Rather are not inthegreat tradition
of CBSunder thereign of Edward R. Murrow or Walter Cronkite. What alot
of hooey that is. Thingswerenever unbiased or objectiveat CBSnewsor any
other major tel evision network newsroom and anybody who says otherwise
either doesn’t know what they’ retalking about or isintellectually lazy.

Speaking of Dan Rather, while we are on the subject, allow meto sharea
little story about him and my dad. Say what you will about Rather, and there

continued on page 18
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Jermes Hargis |, of course, respondedin theaffirmetive and he began o el

is much that could be said, | believe the man loves his country. | haveseen  me how many years previously he and afriend had driven to Shreveport,
him get choked up too many timesin speaking about America, tobelievehim  Louisiana, in order to hear my father deliver amessage there. It must have

not toloveher. A par-
tisan?Y oubetcha. L eft
wing — liberal — hard-
coreyellowdog Texas
Democrat? (A yellow
dog Democrat being
one who will vote for
an old yellow dog be-
forehewouldvotefor
aRepublican.) | have
nodoubt aboutit. Able
toseparatehispolitics
from his coverage? |
hardly think so. Havel
ever taken issue with
his reporting? There
weretimeswhenif1’d
had a gun on me, |
might have shot out
the set. But the man
strikesmeassomeone
who, after all is said
and done, has more
valuesthan one might
think —and | will tell
you why.

Several yearsago |
had occasion to meet
Rather in Houston.
Uponhearingmy name
he looked at me with
great astonishment on
his face and inquired
as to whether | was
the son of the Billy

Above and helow left, are photographs taken of my father on the “Betty Jane Ranch” in Skiatook, Okla-
homa, by the Safurday Evening Post photographer. Refused by the editors of the publication, the photo
below right is what actually ran along with the caption “In his hellfire-and-brimstone harangue, Hargis
attacks the ‘liberals, welfare-staters, do-gooders, and one-worlders who serve the Communist cause. He
believes that Red agents are everywhere.”
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madesomethingof agood
impression on him as he
autographed a book for
me to give to my father
and these are the words
he inscribed: “To Billy
JamesHargis—for al that
hehasdoneinIHN (inHis
name), Dan Rather.”

| must say | was rather
stunned by his magna
nimity. After all, my fa-
ther hadnever gonelightly
on Dan Rather or hisilk.
But | later learned that
Rather isaprofessed be-
lieverandfromall reports,
keepsaBibleon hisdesk
that hereadsevery day. |
can'’tsay for surewhether
thisisthetruth or not, but
| can tell you that since
my father penned the
book Distortion By De-
sign back in about 1965,
Christian Crusade has
stood strong against the
kind of slanted, dishon-
est, propaganda that
passes for news in the
national press—the same
kindof danted poi sonthat
has made Rather thevic-
tim of hisown un-doing.
Butthat beingsaid, what-
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ever our differenceson the battlefield of ideals, | respect Dan Rather for the operation or tests after his death — tests which in the end seemed totally
respect he showed my father, my Lord and my country. Even my father's unneeded. For the time being, my father seemed sad and bewildered —
most ardent enemiesin the press were drawn to admire him. besieged (prematurely, the doctor said) by a disease he could not fight nor
When | gave Dad the Rather book, The Camera understand. In truth, even the name evaded him,
Never Blinks Twice, | remember his getting a huge oftenreferringtoitas”all-heimers,” andlater still
kick out of it and theinscription. But | alsoremember sy  inquiringfromanyonewithinearshot, usually my
something else. Wewere discussing anational radio mother, “What isit that | have?’
interview | had done with Rev. Marlin Maddox. At Hehadtoquitdriving. Godlooked out after him
somepoint my father turned to meand said hehad not aslongashecould, but eventually dadknew itwas
realized that Dan Rather and Marlin Maddox were & time to surrender the keys. Mom became his
brothers. , d = S tﬂ tl n chauffeur, aswell as cook and constant compan-
Itwasthefirsttimel had ever really heard my father I F'0 ion. The strain wastaking itstoll.
miscomprehend somethinginsuchamanner andeven Mother’s back sent her into severe pain. For a
more disturbingly, it was hard to get the notion hy period there, she could hardly rise up out of her
dispelled from his head. The men had two different bed. Dad wanted to keep moving, but Mom could
last names— nothing had been said about them being not. | waslivingin Houston and even with regular
brothers—but it still required someexplanationbefore Y visits could only do so much. My three sisters,

January-February 2005

hequitegot it. Something was most definitely amiss. ﬁwuﬁﬁﬁ%"::ﬂﬁ Bonnie, Becky and Brenda, wereall in Tulsawith
| had a good mﬁ"‘mﬂm@wé The Stary of their ownjobsandfamiliestolook after, but at | east
friend, afellow - uﬁmuﬁﬂ'—*‘“ > they were a support system. We worried that if

student from
AmericanChris-

anything went wrong out on the farm, how long

o wouldittaketoget help?My father wasabigman,

Billy James Hargis

tian College,

whoisnowan © L' |

America's Liberal Prass

an unwieldy man for alittle woman with a back
problem, should an emergency arise. My father

outstanding | A had been diagnosed with major arterial blockage.
St Ne ! !

Christian coun- “’SWgekl' 100 percentinoneartery, 95 percentinthesecond

selor, speciaiz- e S and 63 percent in the third. He had already had a

ing in children
with learning

A& CHRISTIAN CALUSADE PUBLICATION
Prophetic, Dad’s book on media bhias, 1064

heart attack as ayoung man and now the doctors
told himtheonly

disabilities. | thingkeepinghim
spoketo her re- alive were a net-
gardingmy con- work of auxiliary
cerns for my veinsthat had mi-
father. Shegave raculously

mealittletestto
administer to

webbed them-
selvesaround his

him — about ten heart — keeping
simplememory 3 b blood flowing,
questions. Saturday Evening Post publicity poster but making his

One Saturday afternoon, | sat down |
with himintheliving room while mother
wascleaningthekitchen. Hewasgrateful
to be taking the test — anxiousto find out
itsresults. | asked him the questions and

great big heart
impossibletoop-
erate on. It was
too much for my
mother tolook af -

he did his best to answer them. He did ter in her
okay, t00. But, Gikknfilcabilibabiacatiackg then weak-
percentright. But ened state.
ordinary mind. Tt Branson —
dad. A genius—tl Neosho —

Evenstill,itwa Tulsa. Un-
one night in part certain of
stayed up long i her own
wise—so percept health and
telling him, “The driving
assharpasyou e skills, the
gamehewaspla hard choice
attention, asif he wasmadeto
assessment and consolidate
returned. things to

Y ou know th Tulsa—less
said. God help mg travel —

Hestill didtele more time
Hestill conducted = tohed. He
masEveprogram® & Still had an
to primarily reac office and
commentary. Ths staff there
embodiment of “t and most
inthat houritshal impor -

amanwho had rhetoricalTy P
great eagle, now bound to the earth, wings clipped, feathers
falling around him to the ground.

Hekept speaking aslong ashecould. Finally, heasked me
tonot just sing for him, asl alwayshad, but to speak for him
aswell inaseriesof video alerts. | will carry inmy heart his
pleasureasl| recorded my first broadcastintheLauralL ucille
Memorial Log Chapel at the Rose of Sharon Farm. | was
sitting in his huge wing-backed chair, behind his massive
leather desk. Thiswas his place, not mine. But there he sat
back in an old wooden pew, listening excitedly, supporting
my every word. Thejoy and appreciationin hiseyeslifted my heartasupon ableaheattositin.
my completion herepeated over and over, and over again, “Y ou candorthis! Heloved hisdogs. Loved‘emall. Had awhol e pack of them—all straysor
Youcandothig!” hand-me-downs that somebody else couldn’t deal with. Not dad. They had

WEell, time passed and eventually he was diagnosed by a Tulsaphysician ahomewith himand my, didn’t helovetolook after them. Enormousbowls
with what was amost certainly Alzheimer’ sdisease. Thedoctor saidit was of steamingleftovers—throw themall in—thedogswouldlikethemjust fine,
pathological innatureand could not definitely bediagnosedwithoutaspecial  thank you very much. He waslike some Henry V11 figure, walking in the

tantly, family. Still, it broke my father’ sheart
to leave the Rose of Sharon Farm. What had
once been his home-away-from-home had
now simply become his home.

He loved his big stone fireplace with the
rough hewn mantle, where he would spend
coldwinter nightsthrowingyet another logon
the fire. Sitting on his chair ottoman, legs

W spread far apart, hewould stoke that fire over
i and over again, sending sparks a flying and
flamesa blazingtill it wasal most too unbear-

Our family, including two of Dad’s best dogs

continued on page 2
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morning from his log house to his log school office, his loving canine
entouragein tow. And therethey would sit, waiting patiently till they could
stroll back with himto thehouse comenoon. Then, after oneof mom’ swarm
lunches, off they’ dgoagainback totheoffice! Y et againthey wouldmill lazily
about, lyinginthecool dirt next to the concrete stairs. And therethey would
abideintheafternoon shadeuntil thegreat manwould onceagaindescendthe
stairsand dutifully they would follow him home even asnight began tofall.

And how heloved that |og school chapel. How preciouswasthat placeto
him. Wallscovered with religious pai ntingsand patriotic art. Museum cases
filledwithmemorabiliafrom hisministry and historic artifacts. Upthestairs
and down the halls where his faithful employees and volunteers would be
working hard to spread the
gospel even unto the utter-
most parts of the earth. The
ministry fed my father’ ssoul.

Andtoseehiminhisoffice.
Just to seehiminthat office—
Godknowswhat | wouldgive
toseehimthereagain, reclin-
ing so far back in his high-
backed |eather desk chair that
onefeltitwasnothingshort of
an act of God keeping him
fromfalling back onhishead.
But Godheldhimup—inmore
ways than one.

The office was altogether
over-crowded. | hardly see
how hegot all thefurnitureto
fitinthere, let alone himself.
But somehow hewedgeditall
in—great, oversized, magnifi-
cent office furniture from his
travelsin South Korea. Great
black lacquered desk, shelves
and cabinets inlaid with
rainbowed mother of pearl. |
don’'t know that it was expen-
sive furniture, but it was dif-
ferent from what you nor-
mally seein Americaand had
a certain grandeur to it that
would have stood out in any
office environment — but did
soparticularlyinthisnotoverly
large office in thismost rural
and Americanof settings. And
there he would sit, dictating
literally hundredsof lettersata
sitting, swinging hiswheeled
chair around on occasion to
change out a cassette tape on
hisdictation machine, put on anew gospel record or just to survey the Ozark
hillswhich rested assuringly outside his upstairs window.

Thentherewasthe chapel. How dear it wasto hisheart. Thewood having
been donated by Pastor Garland Faw of North Carolina, who owned hisown
business of manufacturing and distributing pre-cut Lincoln log homes. The
log chapel wasmy father’ s sanctumsanctorum. It wasthere, in what he had
named, the Laura Lucille Hargis Memorial Chapel, that my father found a
renewed sense of purposein life. For after the world had beaten him down
—whencruel, jeal ousand deceitful menhad doneall they couldtodestroy him
—itwasin this quiet place that my father, battered and torn, waited on the
Lord, reaching out yet again to aloving and forgiving Christ, crying, “Here
am |, send me.”

It wasno easy thing, | know, for my father to even take another step down
what werethedarkest roadsof hislife, but the Roseof Sharon Farm provided
himwith aplacewherehecouldfind healing and redemption. Without pride,
without vanity, my father carried on his work for the Lord in this lovely
remote corner of the American heartland.

Every Sunday morning heand my mother would openthedoorstothat little
chapel and hold servicesfor whoever might beintheneighborhood, whoever
might bewandering by. Sometimesthere might befifteen, sometimesonly a
few. Ozark mountain winters can get pretty bleak at points and there were
times when the snows were too high for anyone to make it. None-the-less,
the doorswere opened. Mom wasat the organ, hymnswere sung, amessage
delivered and the Lord’s table remembered. This was my father’s heart.
Loving. Tender. Faithful to God, both in season and out of season. Nobody
knows but hisfamily how he struggled and how he grieved, but thank God
he soldiered on. He fought the good fight. He ran the race without flinching
and for that | am so grateful.

Even to the end though, the farm remained a specia place. After one
particularly bad episode, inthemiddle of thenight, | sat next to my father as
he lay helpless in a hospital bed. On two different occasions that night,
separated by hours, anoise was heard from out in the hospital corridor —a
nurse dropping acontainer, someone speaking too loudly. Twicel heard my
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Disembarking his plane, Senator Joseph McCarthy is welcomed to Tulsa by my father in 1954.

father call out for Mildred Johnson Morris, his secretary from the Rose of
Sharon. Twicehehollered, “Mildred?” Somewhereinhismind hewasready
—dying really —to rush off another letter to thefriends of Christian Crusade.

My parentsreturnedto Tul sa, bought anicered brick house, whiteshutters,
quiet littleneighborhood just downthehill fromthegreat housewehad once
livedinasafamily. They didn’t need so much room now —Walter Brennan
wouldn’t be coming over for dinner anymore — Senator Joseph McCarthy
wouldn’t be stopping by as he once had. No more grand banquets or parties
asthere had been when luminaries, statesmen and cel ebritiesdroppedinand
out of town to interview, consult or speak for my father. These days were
quieter, more modest, better daysin their own way. No need for anew car
every year. Theaccoutrements
of power and prestige, now
mere vanities. To my father,
thedeeplylittleredbrick home
with the two concrete plow
horses | had given them, on
either side of the front door,
was the most beautiful home
in the city. The big oak tree
that so dominated the corner
on which they lived was the
most glorioustreeintheworld
—what shape — what color!

The Buick they leased for
several years, they finally
bought outright. No need of a
new car every year to trans-
port the VIP's from all over
theworld. No Cadillac would
be required to pick up Gover-
nor Wallace. No Lincoln for
Senator Thurmond. These
were simpler times, a Buick
did the job just fine — better
thanalimousine—itwascom-
pletely paidforandwithplenty
of leg room to boot.

Morningswerespentinbed.
Mom got up early —sat at the
kitchentablepayingbills, writ-
ing notes, a cup of tea, some
“aone time” before the re-
guirementsof beingaprimary
caregiver began.

Dadwouldwakeup—come
wandering into the kitchen —
that was Mother’s cue. Back
into bed Dad would go — Fox
newschannel —alwayswanted
to see his paper even if he
wasn't quite clear on al the
facts. Enjoyed the circulars — especially the tape and CD players that they
advertised. Dad would circle those with his ink pen. Dad always liked
anything to do with recording equipment. It came from hismaking all those
radio and broadcast tapes — he wanted to keep recording — spreading the
gospel.

Then came breakfast in bed — courtesy of mom. Bowl of cereal. Sliced
banana—maybesomestrawberries. Toast. Jelly. A littleham. Alwaysaglass
of orange juice — often fresh squeezed.

Dadloveditand| lovedit, too. Duringmy monthly extended-stay visitswith
them, | would oftendriveinfromHoustonlateintheevening, sohewouldn’t
have seen me the night before. So when | peeked in on him in the morning,
it was alwayswith great surprise and delight that he would greet me, “Hey,
buddy! Well, blessyour heart! | didn’ t know youwerehere!” Thenhe' dgive
meagreat bighugand !’ dkisshimall over hisface. | cannot begintodescribe
to you how much those moments meant to me. To be ableto kissmy father.
Tobeableto shower himinloveand affection and to seethelight that shone
in hiseyesfor me. Such moments are beyond my ability to describe.

Alzheimer’ sisaterribledisease, makenomistakeabout it, but aswithmany
bad thingsthat may beset usinthislife, itisnot withoutitslessonsanditssilver
linings.

Tobetherewith himinthosemorningswasablessingand atreat. Toread
him hispaper. To seethesmileinhiseyes. Tolaughwith him. To behold his
wonder. Hewasgentle. Hewasfunny, and heloved GeorgeW. Bush. We'd
sit back there watching the President serve a surprise turkey dinner in Iraq
or holding a press conference with Ariel Sharon and my dad would just
marvel, “ Now that’ saman of God” hewouldexclaim—and | never had cause
to doubt him.

Perhapsthething | will missthe most isholding hishand. He used to tell
storiesabout hisown adoptivefather and hewoul d describehimasamanwith
“ham-like hands.” | liked the ring of that phrase and think it captures most
accurately hisown enveloping grasp. It felt asif it took the two of my hands
to get around the one of his. To be seated, cross-legged, next tomy dad in
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themorningtime... to beallowed to gaze upon hisstill boyishface...tussle
hishair...lovingly caresshishand...thiswasabit of heaven hereon earthfor
me. It was a benevolent God that provided me with such an opportunity to
lavish affection on my hero and friend.

To have been ableto help himinto the shower — put shampoo into hishair
—dry off hisback for him — coax his, now skinny, little arms up so that we
could put onhisdeodorant or bring histee-shirt down over hishead—and most
precious of al, to have been able to stand before the mirror with him while
| shaved hisface. “Put some water on your face, Dad, no, over here...over
here. That's right. That’s good. Now let’s put on some shaving cream.
Doesn’t that feel good?’

Now that was a gift. Mom was afraid of nicking him with areal razor,
especially with him taking Coumadin and al. His blood was too thin now —
difficult to stop the

himinfull charge. Herehehadlife-giving purpose. Therewas, after al, work
to be done — papers to be moved — |etters to be read — a newspaper to be
proofed—articlestobereviewed—visitorsto begreeted—picturesto besorted
— arrangements to be made and calls to be taken, and all to agospel music
soundtrack. Record albums, CD’s, audio and video cassettes — he was
surrounded by them, constantly changing from one format to another.

Part of my jobwasmaking surethat all theserecordsand tapesgot put back
wherethey camefrom. That would keep you busy ‘ cause Dad, ashad always
been hiscustom, liked to keep moving ahead. It was part of hisstrength, but
could prove challenging for those who surrounded him. Where were we
headed next? One could never tell, but it kept you on your toesand lifewas
never dull. Hewasexcited too?Glad | wasthere. “Y ou and me, brother.” he
would say. “You and me.”

It reminded me

bleeding. But | was
used to the feel of a
good news razor
against my own
face. | felt comfort-
able and relaxed
shavinghim—andhe
made it such fun.
The way he sealed
tight his lips as |
spread the lather
across his upper lip
and chin. The way
he mimicked my
movementstojut out
his jaw or move his
pursedlipsfromside
toside. Hispleasure
and his patience, as
witheachindividual
stroke of therazor, |
would shave clean
another portionof his
baby soft face.

Rinsing thelather
off the blade under
the tap and then re-
turningagainuntil his
whole countenance
beamed back fresh
and whole. | can’t
tell you what it did
for thisson’ sheart to be ableto perform such asimpletask for hisfather and
tofeel thewarmthandjoy that radiated fromhimforit. Heknew thedifference
between thefeel of an electric shaver and that of areal razor and it meant all
theworldtohimto s aptheafter shaveonhisfaceand know that it bothlooked
andfeltjust right. That isamemory | will carry withmeaslongasl live. To
have been ableto return even asmall portion of thelove and carehe gaveto
me as a child was a blessing from above.

| know that perhapssomereading thiswill find such personal recollections
ill considered or inappropriateto thenatureof thisnewspaper, but | wouldlike
to think that most of you will understand my wanting to include them here.

First, | want to pay tribute to my father’s lives, both public and private,
because | think they had awonderful consistency about them.

Secondly, | think part of what mademy father socompellingto peoplewas
his openness...his honesty. As Kay Hively so beautifully expressesin her
essay fromtheNeosho Daily News, with dad therewasno disguise. What you
saw is what you got!

Thirdly, my father brought meupto beastudent of history. To Dad awork
Learn the truth about a man — what really made him tick — that’s what
fascinated my father and what fascinates me still today. | want to reveal my
father’ shumanity toyou... | havefaithyouwill appreciatehimall themore.

Finally, I want you, thereader and supporter of thisnewspaper and ministry
to have access to the kind of man you have helped sustain for these many
years. | want to review with you his weaknesses and his strengths for he
walkedthroughthislifefully humanbut eveninhisfrailty andfragility —God
continuedtowork amiracleinthelifeof Billy JamesHargis. Alongevery step
of the way, God was working His purpose out.

Aswith arefiner’ sfire, al drosswas being consumed...the gold refined.

| once heard an old minister being described by ayounger oneasan “old
workhorse just waiting to be harnessed up to the plow again.” That was my
dad all over. Every afternoon he wasready to go to work and no matter how
much he was enjoying the conversation ... no matter how pleasant the
diversion...comeone o’ clock p.m., at the latest, it was time to go to work.
No matter what, he was heading out that door.

Letmetell you, friend, helovedthisministry. Hepoured hislife’ sbloodinto
itscontinuanceright upuntil thevery end. Most of all, heyearnedto bebehind
the pulpit again—but, of course, that wasimpossi ble—so the next best thing
was to be behind his desk.

Rolling around in his over-sized desk chair was harness enough and kept
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In August 1979, Alabama Gov. George Wallace came to Tulsa to speak for us following his first run for the Presidency

of when we were
recordingthe”Billy
and Me” album
back in 1974, and
he wanted us to
include a song he
had heard on TV
onenight. Theman
my father heard
singing was Paul
Williams, the
SoNng' s COMposer,
andit seemedodd,
so compl etely out
of character that
my Dad would
wanttorecordthat
particular song
with me.

It was, after all,
apopsong. Itwent
on, in fact, to be-
come a hit for
singer Helen
Reddy. | was
amazed he was
willing to make
that stretch and,
quite frankly,
talked him out of
it. But not without
regret. “You and
MeAgainst TheWorld” thesongwastitledand said, “ Sometimesitfeelslike
you and meagainst theworld. Andfor all thetimeswe' vecried, I’ vealways
feltthat God wason our side. Andwhenoneof usisgoneand oneisleft alone
tocarry on... Thenrememberingwill havetodo. Our memoriesalonewill get
usthrough. I’ ll think about the days of me and you... of you and me against
theworld.”

It breaks my heart to think about those lyrics now, but they also give me
comfort. So, likewise, do the lyrics of another song | did, in fact, record on
that“Billy AndMe” album.

“PreciousFather, loving Mother

fly acrossthe lonely years,

and old home scenes of my childhood
in fond memory appears.

Precious memories, how they linger,
how they ever flood my soul,
inthestillness of the midnight,
precious, sacred scenes unfold.”

| wasindeed blest with afather who provided mewith so many “ precious
memories.” Among the many, however, noneis moreimportant than that of
my father at prayer.

Thehighlight of theday, indeed, thevery heart and soul of it, wasthevisit
to the prayer room. That was where the work day would always end —time
spent before the altar with my mother, myself, with God and with you, the
supporters of Christian Crusade.

It was there that Dad would sit patiently and lovingly while we read him
aloud the prayer requeststhat camein each month from Christian Crusaders
all over the country. Together we would pray for you by name, remember
your sacrifice, your needs, your hurts, your heartachesand agree astouching
anything you required that it might be done by our Father, Whoisin heaven.

That wasDad at hisbest. He never quit caring about you. He never forgot
why hewas here or who had hel ped him accomplish such wonderful things.
It was you. It was God, and it was my mother, his “Betty Jane.”

In the end, the story of Billy JamesHargisis, in no small measure, alove
story.

Timebrought many heartachesmy father’ sway. Many weretheslingsand
arrows he suffered along his crusader’s trail. He was, as was our Lord,
“ despised and rej ected of men, aman of sorrows, and acquainted withgrief.”

continued on page 22
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Dad had risen too high, accomplished too much, not to have made some
powerful enemies. From the Whitehouse to the national media, there were
plenty of people on theleft who just couldn’t wait to bring my father down.

Sadly, there were also traitors in our own camp who, out of greed and
jealousy, had their own reasonsfor wanting to see my father out of theway.
Though differing in motive, these cold, ignoble men shared acommon goal
and, therefore, without onethought asto thegood of theKingdom, adeal was
struck to destroy Billy JamesHargis.

Theresult might have killed alesser man. (In
truth, there was a time when | did fear for my
father’ slife, so great washisdespair.) Butinhis
darkest hour, when many afriend turned away,
my father had two overwhelming assets: Faithin
amerciful God and the constancy and steadfast-
ness of aloving wife.

As horrific as those days were ... as bleak,
dismal and depressive as that period was for
every member of my family ... | know thereisnot
aone of uswho isnot grateful for the bond that
it helped forge between us and between our
parents.

“Andweknow that all thingswork together for
the good to them that love God, to themwho are
thecalledaccordingtohispurpose” —my father’s
favorite verse. | heard him preach it. | saw him
liveit.

Thistria by fire made my father abetter man
—awiser man—aricher man. Lifehadtaught him
ahard lesson, but I'm grateful to say, he was a
willing student.

Hiswork hadtakenover hislife. Y es, heneeded
tobeabout his
Father’ sbusi-
ness, but this
wastoomuch.
Regular Sun-
day services,
90 city cross-
country tours,
a nationally =
syndicated
weeklytelevi-
sion program,
a daly radio
broadcast,
leadership
schools,
preacher con-
ventions, alib-
era arts col-
lege to run,
Christian
youth camp,
books to author, aweekly newspaper to write and
publish, albums to be recorded, overseas tours
leaving practically every other week and amission-
ary organization with hospitals and orphanagesin
every corner of the globe. Y ou do the math. How
much time doesthat leave you for family or reflec-
tion? Every day is accounted for, seven days a
week, 365 days of the year. Everywhere you go
there are people requiring your attention, needing
answers to questions.

A womanin Kentucky wrotemy mother recently
recalling how one night at the youth camp agroup
of about fiveyoung peoplewanted to accept Christ
astheir Savior. The woman went and knocked on
the door of the man who later became my father’s
chief accuser. Hecould not bebothered. Hetold her
hewoulddeal withitthenext day. Shethenwentand
knocked on my father’ s door. Without hesitation,
Dad cameout and hel pedleadthemtotheL ordright
then and there. The woman said the experience P
spoke volumes to her about both men.

Dadawayshadtimefor anybody and everybody.
Hetaught metobenorespecter of persons. Hesaid, “ Y ou spend asmuchtime
withthefellow inoverallsasyou dowiththemaninthesuit.” He spent time
with both. Everyone got greeted. Everyone wasimportant. A free Saturday
afternoon when | wasaboy and hewasin town wasan opportunity to go out
and call on widows, church members and people in nursing homes. “Pure
religion undefiled” the Biblecallsit, and my father madeit apractice.

HomebetweenaHoly Landtrip and achicken supper tour, hewould often
be off to the officeto catch up on correspondence or to write an appeal | etter
at fiveo’ clock inthemorning—thisafter having not gotteninfromtheoffice
till 10 the previousnight.

The Hérgis family poses w
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| hold the candle as Dad burns the mortgage on the Cathedral of ihe chris-ti;m Crusade

Three weeks out of four, he was on the road or circling the globe.
Somebody had to raisethe money tofinanceit all. Hundreds of peoplewere
onthe payroll inthiscountry alone. Around theworld, there were countless
more dependent on his financial assistance. At the college there were
scholarships to be underwritten, loans to be repaid, television time to be
purchased and costly production expenses. New printing presses. New
computers. (Mr. Honeywell himself came to check out the installation, so
great was that
expenditure!)
Andwhat of the
land for future
expansion?
What of the
rowsof houses?
There were
whole apart-
ment buildings
to provide dor-
mitory space.
Buildings for
classrooms, ali-
brary, a radio
station, a gym-
nasium, adining
hall, a book-
store, amuseum
of finereligious
art,adirect mail
plant, corporate
headquarters,
twosanctuaries,
threetheetrepipe
organs, parking
lots and anew $200,000
bridge (1973 dollars) to
tieit all together so that
the students and person-
nel wouldn’t get hit by
cars crossing busy
Sheridan Road. Worse
till wasraisngthemoney
to keep it all running.
People were quicker to
respond financialy to-
wardanew buildingthan
they weretoward paying
high electrical bills, gas
or groceries.

AsCarl Teel saidat my
father’s funeral service,
“Thesunnever setonthe
ministry of Billy

= James Hargis.”
But a ministry
suchasthat came
at a great cost.
Paying that cost
ultimately wasthe
responsibility of
one man...my
dad. Yes, he had
help. Good
people...great
people. . .dedicated
people. Butatthe
end of the day, it
wasDad sengine
that pulled the
train.

Many were
those who ridi-
culed my dad for
hisability totake
up an offering.
After hisfuneral,
| even joked that with that big crowd in attendance, Dad would have been
disappointed we didn’t pass out some chicken buckets for a collection.

Let metell you thetruth, though, right hereand now. If my dad had never
had to take up another offering, hewould have been only too glad. Onthose
All-AmericanKidstourshewould muchrather havel et thebigproductionsell
itself and taken up anice, easy-going, freewill offering. | know thisto betrue
because he tried it on a number of occasions, but to no avail. Without his
passion, driveand full commitment...without hisputting himself ontheline
unequivocally onadaily basis, therewould be no tour, no movement and no
world outreach.
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So night after night, my sweet, 285-pound dad, with a history of heart
problems, and high blood pressure, woul d go out thereand hammer and sweat
and plead, and do everything he could to pay for that tour, keep the ministry
running and the message going out “for Christ and against Communism.”
Night after night hewould go out there and addressthe crowdstill hisvoice
was almost gone with hoarseness, his shirt and undershirt soaked through
with sweat.

| tell you, with the utmost sincerity, | never expected my father to makeit
through his sixties, let
alone to seventy-nine.
The mental and physical
toll of what lifedemanded
of him was too great a
burdenfor evenahealthy
man, |etaloneamanwith
his medical history and
girth.

The psychological
pressuresal onewere be-
yondall imaginings. The
pickets. Thethreats. The
animosity and cruelty of
a left-wing press con-
stantly beratingand slan-
dering you. | have the
utmost sympathy for
RushLimbaugh(whohas
writtenand spokenkindly
of my father on many
occasions). | think
Limbaugh is now where
my father was in many
ways. A point-man and | eading voi ceof conser-
vatism, but that makes you a hated man, and
don’'t think that doesn’t begin to wear on you
after atime.

Y es, my father was willing to fight for what
wasright, but that did not makehimimpervious :
to pain. Words do sting and “the liesthat some
may hurl” have the power to cut and leave one
bleedingintheir soul.

Deep down inside my dad was abig-hearted,
over-weight orphanboy from Texarkana, Texas,
who was just trying to do something big for
God. He was not a hateful man, a bigot or a
racist, as he was often accused of being, let
alonesomesort of Nazi or KKK er assomebooks
have tried to imply. What manner of malevo-
lence spews such lies?

My father loved people—all people! Hebattled
against the tyranny of
godless anti-Christ
Communismandforthe
freedom of oppressed
peopleineveryland.He
fed, clothed and found
work for scores of
peopleof every raceand
color. For theseefforts,
he was scourged, re-
viled and betrayed.
Those who were so
quick to scorn and ma-
lignwhilecontributing
so little themselves |,
shouldhavecarriedthat |
burden around on their
back, any part of it, and
seeif their kneesdidn’t
starttobuckleabit. This
was, after al, aman. A
manlikeAdam—aman
like Noah —aman like
Moses — a man like
Abraham —aman like
Sampson —aman like David —aman like Peter —aman like Paul.

“Don’t worship Billy James Hargis,” my dad used to say. “Billy James
Hargiswill let you down. Billy James Hargis hasfeet of clay.” | heard him
preach that ahundred times... maybe athousand. The point wasthat we are
all just human after all, save one ...Jesus Christ, the Son of the Living God.
Itisin Heaonethat we may find perfectionanditisin Heal onethat we may
find the forgiveness that each and every one of us so desperately need.

| view my father as| would somegreat character fromtheBible. Go down
thelist of them, it’ sthe same story over and over again. Men who had faith.
Men who had flaws. Men who found forgiveness. There’ snot an exception
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Audiences everywhere enjoyed Billy James Hargis’ All-American Kids, circa 1970

Dad posmg with ministers from all across America at his annual Preachers Convention

One of Dad’é countless overseas tours prepares to depart from New York City

totherule. That’ swhy they’reinthere...onereason only...to point theway
to the Savior, our Lord Jesus, crucified, buried and risen again.

My father didthat withhislife. Hediditinbigways, but ultimately and more
importantly, he did it in the little things, too. As my father’s world grew
smaller, thelight of hislove shone even brighter.

God gave my father abreak. He saw the load was too much for him and
so helightened it some—madeit more bearable. God wasgood and gavehim
timetoenjoy hisfamily. Gavehisfamily achancetoholdhimnear. Gavehim
a chance to spend time with aloving, godly
wife who “reverenced him” through the
blackest of daysof hislifeandlovedhimtill the
very end.

“She is so beautiful!” Dad would say to
anyone who would listen, countless times a
day. “I love her so much. Sheisjust the best.
She is the most wonderful woman in the
world. Listen, brother, thiswomanisasaint!”
My mother grew embarrassed by his inces-
sant praise and ardent adul ation. But her pro-
tests could not silence his heart.

My father loved my mother with an inten-
sity that could not help but touch those who
witnesseditfirsthand. Astimeandthedisease
whittled away at histhoughtsand memories,
thisistheglory that | observed and took heart
from. His love of people. His love of this
ministry. Hislovefor God, and hislovefor my
mother. Boiled down to his essence, these
were the immutable truths my father had to
impart. Thiswasthe
legacy of hislifeand
for his children and
grandchildren; they
areabrightandshin-
ing star by whichwe
may navigate life's
stormy sess.

Everywhere he
went he spread love
andgoodwill.Noone
was a stranger. Ev-
eryone afriend. His
witness, his testi-
mony became purer
and finer than any-
one could have ever

i dreamed. Hisminis-
eyt - try became one on
J T = '_ "I one One personat a

e % time, he brightened
[ whatever corner he
i _].; wasin.

The tears stream
down my face as |
writethesewordsto you, dear reader, because
| know how truethisis. My father was not the
hate-monger he was portrayed as being. He
was not some god-forsaken Elmer Gantry
figuretryingtofleecehisunsuspectingfollow-
ers. Hewasgood and kind and gentle, genuine
and sincere. He loved his God and loved his
fellow manand served them bothwithafaithful
andlovingheart. Butevenhisbigheart couldn’t
go on forever.

| will not burden you with the details of my
father’s physical decline. | will only say that
therewereaseriesof fallsasDad begantolose
not only his mental balance, but his physical
balance as well. Finally, he experienced one
horrendousfall wherehegashedthesideof his
faceand blood began seepinginto hisbrainand
thepressureinhisskull built dangerously. The
doctors prepared us for his death.

A few hoursafter we had goneintowhat can
only bereferred to as* premature mourning.”
there he was, happily taking the stitches and holding court with the family.
He would never be going home again, but how good it was to be able to
surround him in acocoon of familial love.

Itwasonly atemporary reprievefromwhat wouldlieahead, asort of Indian
summer, but for now he had come back from death’ s door and waswith us
once again, energized by the experience. He seemed more lucid than he had
for along time and he had uslaughing long and hard aswe all squeezedinto
the hospital room and encompassed his bed.

Thenhewouldlead usin prayer. Over and over again, sweet, understand-
ing, luminous prayersthat defied all explanation. Together we would hold

continued on page 24
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hands, asafamily, and our patriarch, our miracle of afather, would show us
the stuff that faithismade of . How sweet amemory isthat? How much more
cause does one need to believe? Faith of our Fathers. Faith of our Fathers,
indeed!

Helooked like he had been through a car wreck, the entireleft side of his
face swollen to enormous proportions. The bruising, deep black, bluesand
purples, overwhelmed that side of his face and carried well down into his
neck. He had no clue asto his appearance. He just knew he was glad to see
usall theretogether.

The next five days he was never alone. Someone was always at his side,
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him. What satisfactionit gavemetobeableto show himthelatestissue. There
wasreal excitementinhisfaceand voice, real joy, whenhesaw the paper and
realized afresh that Christian Crusadewasstill aliveand well.

The thing that perked him up the most though was singing ... singing
hymns! He liked it so much that | kept a copy of his Billy James Hargis
Favorite Hymns song book there on the shelf. I’ d get it down and we' d just
start singing. “Thisworld isnot my home, I’ m just apassing through,” was
afavorite. The hymnal had been put together for him by Albert E. Brumley
who had written “I’ [l Fly Away.” That one got sung alot, too.

Dad couldn’t remember thelyricsanymorebut henever forgot howtosing

aswetook shiftswatchingover him. 1 wishyou could haveseenhim,
how dear he was.

The nurseswould comein to take blood what seemed like every
hour. Sometimesit was with great difficulty that they were ableto
find avein, meaning they would have to poke him with the needle
againand again. Awakened from hismuch needed sleep, Dadwould
just thank them profusely. “ God bless you. Thank you. Well, God
blessyour heart. Y ou are so wonderful.” Over and over again they
would stick him with the needle and over and over he would offer
themhisblessing. | never saw anythinglikeit. Inthosefivedaysthe
nursesfell inlovewith him, with hislittle boy charm and they cried
when the time came to wheel him out of the ward and off to the |
Alzheimer’ s carefacility we had been forced to find for him.

It was no different there. It was a church-run home that we had
chosen for him, the best the city had to offer, and there were many
wonderful Christian peoplethere, both patientsand attendants. Y et
my father developed a special bond with many of thenurses. They |
came and told methat out of all the patientsthey had ever comein
contact with, Dad wasthe sweetest, themost special. It reminded me
of hishirth.

Dadwasadopted. Beforehisadopted parentscametoacquirehim, ||
he had to spend some period of time in a hospital. There, too, the ||
nursestook aspecial likingto himand it wasthey who gavehimhis
name...” Billy James.” Infact, thereisreasonto believethat hisreal
mother, hisbirthmother, washerself anursewhohad conceivedhim
out of wedlock with amarried doctor, and was forced to give him
up for adoption.

Did she, herself, givehimthat nameasshereluctantly let him go?
WEe'll probably never know,
but one could easily believe g
having seen the love he in-
spired among the nurses, that
perhaps her love and prayers |
for him had reached God's
ears and been honored in the
form of a special bond be-
tween him and the angels of
mercy. On his bluest of days
or even in the throws of his
most agonizing pain, hewould
always buck up for them ...
greet them with a smile, a
“hello there!” And kissthem
onthehandjust to maketheir
day a little brighter. They
adored him.

One fine young attendant
named Stewart Graham, after
having once met Dad, went
out of hisway tocomereadto
my father from the Bible. He
worked in the nursing home
wing of thefacility andhadno
obligationtospendtimeinthe
Alzheimer’ swing. Neverthe-
less, hewould come seek my
dadout duringhislunchbreak,
or any other free time, wheel
him out into the courtyard for
somefreshair, and just sharethe Word with the preacher. | know that young
man will be blest for his efforts.

Dad liked to hear those Scriptures. When | would read aloud to him, it just
seemed to cam him. Evenif hedidn’t understand every last thought, he still
knew he was hearing the Word of God and sometimes he would “ooh” and
“ahh” over the beauty and grandeur of the King James English. “My
goodness, isn’t that something!” he would say.

Another thing he enjoyed hearing were the letters and prayer requests of
Christian Crusadersfrom across America. I’ d come see him with abag full
of them and he’ d be so happy to know that people still remembered him and
hiswork continued. Together | would read to him each individual card and
letter. 1 would givehimthewriter’ snameand sharewith himthecity and state
from which they hailed and then, one by one, we would pray for their
respectiveneeds. | wouldn'’t doubt that ashisbody grew weaker, hisprayers
grew stronger. Likethewidow’ smite, my dad wasgiving al hehadto give.

Likewise, the newspaper you arereading was awaysatreat to sharewith
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go just tearing
them up, one
song after an-
other. Songsthat
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to be alive, and
better «till, nothalf
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I’dstickhimin
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Therewere still happy times.

Oneday, Momand| wereback inhisroomwith him. Hewaslying
inbed. Hiseyeswereshut tight and there seemed to beno awareness
about himat all. But often when hewasinthat condition, you could
start singing and suddenly he'd join right in, singing a perfect
harmony. Atthevery least he’ dlift up hisarmsand start shaking his
handsnear hissidesin acrisp rhythmic motion like hewas playing
someinvisiblemaracas. Onthisday, heseemed particularly lifeless,
sol started singing histhemesong, “ God BlessY ou, GoWithGod.”
It had been written for him by an Atlanta, Georgia, discjockey and
dear friend, Warren Roberts, many yearsago having beeninspired
by the opening and close to my father’ s radio broadcasts: “ Jesus
Christisstill the hope of theworld!” and “ God blessyou. Go with
God.”

HovieLister and the Statesmen Quartet had recorded it for RCA
Recordsand| hadsungit, alongwith* God BlessAmerica’ al across
Americawhen | was alittle boy. Infact, | once got to sing it with
the Statesmen when | was about five at one of my father’s great
ralliesin Atlanta. Imagineme, being back-up by HovieL ister, Jake
Hess, Doy Ott, Rosie Rozell and Big Chief! Talk about amemory!

Anyway, my dad loved that song and | knew that if there was
anything that would revive him, thiswould be it. Sure enough, no
sooner had | started singing than the hands started shaking that
rhythm and in came the high baritone harmony singing a steady,
“ahhh.” All wasright withtheworld, hiseyesstill closed, until we
got to the end of the song. | always do thefirst and second ending
onit. Thefirst ending staysdown, then you double back to the middle of the
song until you cometo the end for a second time, which ishigh and strong,
and that’ s what you refer to as the second ending.

Well, we got to the first ending, Dad singing harmony and | started to go
down onthemelody line. Without ever opening hiseyes, Dad starts saying,
“No! No!” and pointsup, jabbing at thesky with hisright hand. Heknew how
hewanted that song sung, and hewasready for that high second ending. And
itwas, after all, hissong! Hewaswell within hisrightsto choose whichever
ending he pleased. Mother and | just roared with laughter. Two minutes
before, onewould have thought he wastotally checked out. But even when
thelightslooked asif they were out, there was still somebody home.

Oneof themost poi gnant exampl esof thiswaswhentherehabilitationnurse
cametovisit him oneday. Hesat therein hiswheelchair, silent, not moving,
not really responding to her at all.

“He’ snot doing very well today, ishe?’ shesaid.

“Ohno?Listentothis,” | said. “Pray for her Dad. She needs you to pray
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for her.” And off he went, praying to beat the band. It was just who he was
and what he was all about.

There was the day some musicians came to the home and started playing
“TheStar Spangled Banner.” Dad, sincethefall, had gottentothepoint where
he couldn’t hold his head up straight and could only stand with someone
assistinghim.

But sitting there in the wheelchair that day, looking like he wasamillion
miles away, one woman was moved to tears when she looked over and saw
my dad, my sweet Papa, risingto hisfeet, unassisted, that hemight pay proper
respect to our national anthem. That was my dad! That was my dad.

If | had to pick afavoritestory about Dad in hisfinal days, | think it would
have to be this one: One Sunday my father’ s great friend, Evangelist Cecil
Todd, cameto Tulsatovisit Dad, along with hiswonderful wifeLinda. They
were kind to attend church with my mother and me that morning and then
went to Sunday dinner with usat thecafeteria. Afterward wewent toseeDad.

Asaways, helit up when he saw my mother. Mother was everything to
him and aswegathered round atabl efor conversation, my father couldbarely
take his eyes off of her. He kept saying over and over again, “Isn’'t she
wonderful ?Isn’t she beautiful ?1 just love her! | just love her so much!” He
wouldlean over tokissher repeatedly, making my mother nervousabout the
public display of affection.

But onecould not hel p but betouched by theadorationon histerribly bruised
and battered face. Thisbeing not too long after the biggest fall, the swelling
wasstill pronounced, thecut still very visible. Helooked likehehad gone 20
rounds with Sonny Liston, but it was not pain that you saw on his face that
day. It was love.

Wedecidedtotakeastroll downtheaf orementioned hallway, pushing dad
in hiswheelchair, and again we sang aswe made our way past the peacocks,
chickens and rabbits they had running loose in their windowed courtyards.

Asl told you, it wasa Christian facility and had itsown little church with
a stained-glass area for
conversation and a
chapd withanataranda
large wooden cross
hangingoverit. Dadliked
to go there and just sit
with Mom. Sometimes |
she would play hymns
for him on the piano.

But this day was ex-
traordinary. As we
parkedhiswheelchairin
the center aisle by the
last row of seats, sud-
denly like out of some
wonderful old movieor,
better still, likesomething
out of the Bible, my fa-
ther, weak, unsteady and
brokenashewas, pulled
himself out of that chair
and begantowalk down
theaidetowardthealtar.
He knew he was in the
house of the Lord and
this was where he be-
longed. | wasbehindhim
with the wheelchair I'd
been pushing, but Cecil
and Mom rushed to his
side to make certain he
didn’tfall.

Slowly, deliberately,
each step an eternity, on
feet so swollen hecould
no longer wear shoes,
my father struggled val-
iantly tomakehisway to
that altar. When he fi-
nally arrivedthere,inthe
shadow of that great
wooden cross above
him, my father spread out his hands and arms upon that altar, placing them
flat upon the white stone surface and there he laid his head down upon the
atar.

Therehestood, frozenintime, withall hisheartand all hisfaithand all his
convictionfully ondisplay. One could not have been witnessto such athing
and not known that God was in the tabernacle.

LindaTodd stepped back toward me, her eyes brimming over with tears,
as |, too, began to cry. Thiswas aman of God! As Cecil Todd led usina
closing prayer, weall knew that my father had assumed thepul pit that Sunday
for onelast time, and preached us a sermon that went far beyond words and
reached thesupernal. Heshowed usthethingsthat matter. .. heshowed usthe
thingsthat remain.

On Thanksgiving Day, | went to seemy dad with my threesisters. All four
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of ushad never had the opportunity to go at the sametimeand it wasterrific
to see how pleased he was that we were there.

Hewassitting out inthecommon areainthebig recliner hehad satin at the
housetowatch Fox NewsChannel, Trinity Broadcast Network, Gaither tapes
and Christmas Eve broadcasts from the Log Chapel.

Y ou couldtell hewasinsomediscomfort andwasobviously tiredandwould
dlipinand out of sleep, but every time he woke up he would express hisjoy
in seeing usthere gathered around him.

Hewas shaking badly now, but as soon ashewould doze off it woul d stop.
It was hard to see him this way, but we did out best to put on happy faces.
We shared our Thanksgiving prayers.

Eventually the girls had to leave to go prepare Thanksgiving meals, but
having come in a separate car, and not being much of a cook, | remained
behind with Dad for an extra hour.

| hated to see him fighting to stay awake and knew the shaking would stop
if he could just sleep, so | said, “Hey, Dad! Why don’t we just take anap?’

“Okay! Let’sdo!” hesaid and fell into anice deep peaceful sleep. After an
hour, he was still resting soundly, so | kissed him on hisforehead and went
on my way.

The next afternoon | returned with my mother and my wife. He was not
doing well now and was shaking severely, lying in bed. The attendantstried
toget himup and put himinawheelchair for avisit, but it wasjust too painful
to see him trying to sit up straight, so we put him back in his bed.

He seemed extremely warm to me and so while Mother sought to soothe
him, | got a cold washcloth and placed it on his forehead.

| had brought the December Christmasissue of Christian Crusade News-
paper. Hehad not yet seenitandwehadfilleditwithfull-color reproductions
of thereligious master paintings my father adored and once had collected. |
held the paper before his face and said, “Look Dad! Look Dad!” — hoping
against hopethat it might offer him somediversionfrom hispain. For just an
instant, | think hetried
to take it in, but then
justcouldn’t. It wasthe
first and only time in
over 60 years of pub-
lishing that my father
was unable to experi-
ence the satisfaction of
anew issue, hot off the
press. | feel so badly
now. If only | had
thought to bring it the
day before, but now it
was too late.

My father was en-
gaged in the sort of
struggleanunbornchild
must experience as it
travels down the birth
canal toward the light
of a new life. Though
we did not know it at
thetime, hewas, infact,
sayinghisfinal farewells
as he surrendered all
earthly care.

We had, al three of
us, stepped out into the
Ccommon area as Sev-
eral of those on duty
attended to him. One
nurse, the kindest of
them, a sweet young
Christian of Vietnam-
ese heritage named
Goldria, had experi-
encedarenewal of faith,
inspired by what she
had seeninmy father’s
iy loving spirit. Shecame
out and beckoned me
in. Dad had asked for
me and for his children. | went back to him and saw his hurt. What could |
do?1 could think of only one thing. | sang for him.

| had sung for him all my life. From the age of two, he had put me on the
radio and | had sung for him. At agefive, | began to spend my summerswith
him out ontheroadtraveling fromcity tocity, dressedinmy littlesuit and put
in front of thousands to sing for my father. On record albums, in church
services, on choir toursand on national television, thisishow | had lived my
life—singing for my father. And now, as| saw my hero of heroeslying there
writhing in pain, what else could | do but sing to him softly...slowly...

“ Amazing grace, how sweet the sound
That saved awretch like me.
| once was lost but now am found,

continued on page 26
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mother wasstill sittingthereontheedgeof thebed, still holding fast to hisnow
resting hand. His shaking had stopped and a deep, tranquilizing sleep had
overtaken him. Still shesat there, nomind for her own comfort. She sat there
with ahand cramped with arthritisand having been too longin one position,
but which she would not move for fear of disturbing his slumber.

Was blind, but now | see.”

Verseby versel sangit to him by memory. | sang it to him frommy heart.
| sang it to him with al the love that | had learned from observing him...
studying him... revering him. Prayerfully | sang until, finally, | reached the
last verse of thelast song my father would ever hear me, or any other human

VOiCe express...

“Whenwe' vebeentheretenthousand
years

Bright shining asthe sun.

We've no less days to sing God's
praise

Than when we first begun.”

Already, | feel my father washearing
lessandlessof meand moreand moreof
afar sweeter, finer descant then heor |
could ever dream. But before he surren-
deredtoit, hewanted to see my mother.
His wife. His love. His treasure. She
whosepricehad provenitself “far above
rubies.”

It was at the Sciotoville Church of
Christin Sciotoville, Ohio, that ayoung
Christian Church evangelist from
Sapul pa, Oklahoma, had met the young
Miss Secrest who played the organ for |
the revival he was conducting there. It
was in that same church where he took
her handinmarriage, tohaveandtohold,
till death they did part.

And now, at the St. Simeon’s care
facility, some 52 years later, that same
preacher reached out one last time for
the hand that for so long had provided
him with the comfort and assurance he
now so desperately needed. Hereached
out and shewasthere, just assheaways
had been.

My father must have done something
right or why elsewould God havegiven
him such aprize?

w

| left my parents alone. She was the * To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, December 21, 1951

medi cine he needed. Shaking violently,
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Withgreat careanddifficulty shegained
her release from his grasp and then gri-
maced with pain as she attempted to rise.
Meanwhile, | once more tip-toed over to
kiss him on his forehead, never once
thinking that this might be thelast time
would seehimalive.

It had not been a good night, for sure,
but there had been other episodes and no
onewas suggesting to usthat he might be
near theend. Had they suspectedthat, I'm
sure they would have told us, called a
doctor or moved him to an area of more
extensive care. There was no hint of that
though, and littlewonder.

Even as he had struggled that night,
every timeanursecameinto theroom, he
would raise himself upjust alittlebit and
offer upapainfully cheerful “Hey, there’
andthenfall back exhausted by theeffort.
But make the effort he did, unfailingly.
Even as he carried on his darkest and
grimmest battle, his final defense, my
father’s instincts to be kind and spread
God's love, never abandoned him. His
witness, unassailable!

That night, | could not sleep. At 3:40
a.m., | walkeddownthehall of my parents
home thinking that | should not |eave the
following Wednesday, as had been my
plan. | knew Dad could not carry on this
way. Hisheart wastoo weak and thiswas
far beyond anything | had witnessed from
him in the past.

| talked to God. | said, “Lord, should |
goto himandwhispertohimtoletgoand
not to fight it anymore?’ | had never had
causetothink such athought before. | had

heclungtoher handtightly...tightly! Heneeded her strength. Heneeded her  heard of it being donethough, andif therewas atimewhen suchathing was
cam. | left them therefor an hour and fifteen minutes. When | returned, my — appropriate, | feltthiswascertainly it. Asmuch as| wantedto continuebeing
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withhim... asmuch asl relied on him, needed him, depended onhim ... the
time had cometo let him go. | loved him too much to do otherwise.

| finally went to sleep.

“Bill.Bill.”

“y o7’

It was my mother. | could see her silhou-
ettein the dark as she opened the door to the
room.

“He sgone, Bill.”

“What?’

“Your father’ sgone.”

Shecameover and sat down next tomeon
thesideof thebed and | stroked her back and
held her closeasshe softly criedinthedark,
though | myself could scarcely takeitin.

Hehad diedin hissleep at 5:45that morn-
ing, just 30 minutesbeforeand thenursehad
called and awakened my mother with the
news.

Sitting there, as broken-hearted as we
were, | must tell youtherewaspeaceof mind
as well, and the tears of joy far surpassed
those of sorrow.

No more pain. No more pain. He had hurt enough. God in His infinite
wisdom had taken my father Home at just theright time.

The Alzheimer’ shad alowed usthe opportunity to say along goodbyeto
our husband and father. We had been afforded the chanceto appreciate him,
to savor him and to loveon him. It also gave ustimeto preparefor thisvery
hour. Tobeseparated fromthistitan, our patriarch, would beachallengeeven
under thesecircumstances, but | would hatetothink of thebattleit would have
been without them.

In the end, it was mercy. God

=y L X .
Mom and Dad with her parents Jesse and Jacintha Secrest

| returned homeand shared withmy family how beautiful hewastobehold,
and not to be afraid. After awhile, | went back to the bedroom and sat down
onthe bed. | looked over at the chair and on it was sitting upright Christian
Crusade Newspaper | had held up for himto
see the night before. | read the words on the
cover and my heart leaped in recognition.

“Andlo, anangel of theL ord!” Yes, yes, oh
yes! That wasiit, exactly!

The next few days were consumed with
telephone calls and condolences. Therewere
friends to be notified and arrangementsto be
made.

And there was the press. They may have
gotten the story wrong as usual, but at least
they remembered to spell hisnameright. And
at least they did remember.

Recently a book came out by Richard
Viguerie, purporting to give a history of the
religiousright in America. Viguerie, consid-
eredthekingof conservativefund-raisingand
direct mail, had done very well for himself
during the 1970’ s in a close association with
my father.

Now, however, at least judging by hisbook, he cannot seem to recall who
my father was, asthereisno mention of him or Christian Crusade anywhere
inhisbook. Many lesswell-knownfiguresarerecalled, but thecontributions
of my father havebeen expungedfromhisrecord. Thisfromamanwhocalled
himself my father’ sfriend and whose empire profited greatly from hiswork
withBilly JamesHargis.

It bringsto mind my father’ scomment to Tom Snyder during hisinterview
on “The Tomorrow Show.” “Christians are the only army that shoot their

wounded,” hesaid, and Viguerie's

was good, asaways, and Dad was
provenright, yetagain, thatal things
really dowork together for thebest.

Oneby one, my mother calledmy
sisters and they began to arrive at
the house, hugging, crying.

A call from St. Simeon’stold us
that hewasstill there, if wefelt the
needtocomeand seehimbeforethe
funera homearrived. Thoughsome-
what apprehensive, | felt it impor-
tant | go.

Thebestfriend | ever had wasan
older woman of Irish descent, that
workedfor meat theChristianradio
station | managed. If aclosefriend
died, she would sit with the body
the entire night before the funeral
out of respect for the deceased and
in keeping with the spirit of the
traditional Irish*wake.”

This was my father. | did not
want himlyingaloneinthat room. |
wanted to be with him. Nervousas
| was over how | might find him,
my brother-in-law, Jack Frank,
drove me over to the home.

| need not have been so anxious.
Asl went into theroom, | saw him
lying there in the bed, under the
covers, with his red plaid flannel
pajamason, hishandsrestingonhis
chest.

Helooked socalm, sountroubled.
| kissed him and then | took a seat
beside him and as | stroked his
hands, had 45 or 50 minutes alone
with himto tell him how | felt.

| know hewasn’t thereanymore,
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omission only confirmsit.

Meanwhile, theworld mediahad
notroublerecallingwhoBilly James
Hargiswas, or what he had accom-
plished, as substantial pieces ap-
peared in nearly every great city
newspaper in the country, many
with photographs.

National magazines covered my
father’s death. Television covered
it, both locally and nationally. Na-
tional PublicRadio. TheAssociated
Press. The British Broadcasting
Company. Radio Free Europe. A
name search on the Internet pro-
duced thousandsupon thousandsof
media references to my father’'s
death, more than could possibly be
explored. Someonetold methey had
seen where it was covered in as
obscureaplaceastheMiddle East-
ern country of Oman.

Fair weather friends aside, my
father was still remembered.

TheNew York Timescalledfirst.
Nicesized article, section one. Not
bad for a kid that had started off
with so little prospects. Called him
an “arm-waving, 270-pound el-
ementa force whom Oklahomans
called a‘ bawl and jump preacher.”
“Bawl and jump preacher?” What
the heck was that all about? I’ve
spent the better part of my lifein
Oklahomaandall of itinthechurch.
| havenever,inall my50years, ever
heard someonein Oklahoma, or any-
where, use such an expression.
What' s more, and believe me, I've
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but what if he was? What if God

allowstheir spirit to linger long enough to see how welovethem and grieve
for them? Even the off chance of it was cause enough for me to speak my
words aloud and know, that if truly he were present in some way, that he
wouldbeabletocomprehendfully, for thefirst timeinalong time, how much
thisboy loved him.

For hispart, helooked asif hewassleeping. Infact, | looked several times
at hischestjust tomakecertainhewasn’ t breathing. It madeit easy tositthere
with him, sharing my heart and alifetime of memories.

| sang to him, too. “Will The Circle Be Unbroken.” Only thistime, there
would be no harmony and no keeping of therhythm. Only quiet. Only peace.
My father was otherwise engaged. He had an appointment to keep with a
heavenly choir, and he was being counted on for ahigh baritonewith all the
words.

asked around since seeing this — |
don’t know anybody who has heard this description. Nobody!

Furthermore, even if | had, it doesn’'t even suit my dad. He may have
“bawled” asin“yell,” but I [l behangedif | ever saw him*“jump.” Not once!
It just wasn't his style and yet they just about opened up the story with this
claptrap. What utter nonsense. The “newspaper of record,” indeed!

Y et newspapers everywhere followed their lead. A lot of well-written
stories, and some not so well written. Over and over again most all of them
talked about him being what “ Oklahomanscall a‘ bawl andjump preacher’”

When Time magazine came out with their obituary on him, aweek later,
thereit wasagain, only now hewasa* bawl and jump televangelist.”

Poor dad. He died not knowing what he was ... but then the press never
really took thetimeto know who hewasor what hemeant tothisworld, either.
It came out at the funeral though.

continued on page 28
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It was only fitting that, with understated charm, my uncle, my father's  answered my prayers. | surrendered not to tears but to celebration as | sang
associate-evangelist and former president of Christian Crusade, Dr. Charles  out with joyful abandon, “ How Great Thou Art.” “1t IsWell With My Soul”
Secrest, presided over the service. With wit and warmth and tears, Uncle  and, of course, “God Bless Y ou, Go With God.”

Charlesrecollected beautifully lifewith hisfriend and confidant, bothonthe  Aswe | eft the church, we were surrounded by so many loved ones from
road and overseas. the past. Former employees, former friends, former church members, and

My nephew, Brenda’ sson, RobbieDavis, brought unbelievablepassionand  former studentsfrom the college. We were blest to see them all, though the
spirittohisrecollectionof hisgrandfather. Wehaveincludedthetext of ithere  time spent with each was too painfully short as the press of the crowd was
inthe paper, but to read it palesin comparison to actually having been there too strong.

tohearit. Hisblazingdelivery and It was a celebration though, for
evident heart brought great credit alife well lived. | only wish he
to his parents and, of course, to could have seen it. | know how
his grandfather, who would have pleased he would have been.
been so proud. The hour was getting late, how-
We were blessed beyond all ever, and theservicehad runlong.
measure by the presence of Carl Now it was time to go to the
Teel asoneof our guest speakers. gravesidefor the committal.
Carl, like my father, hails from Allmyfather’ sgrandsonsserved
Texarkana, from the Christian aspallbearers, fromthesmallestto
Church, and was one of my thetallest. They werejoined by a
father’s ministerial students at young man who is about to marry

American Christian College. His thefirst of my father’ smany grand-
persona rememberances and re- children.

flectionsfleshed out even further A nephew (the son of Charles

the man who was Billy James Secrest), the son of Dr. Philip
Hargisand sent our spiritssoaring Joseph (a Lebanese doctor who
toward the heavens. had been my father’s friend, per-

Rounding out the quartet of sonal physician and had delivered
speakers was a man who had intotheworldall my father’ schil-
never failed to remember my fa- dren, myselfincluded) andaPales-
ther over the years, constantly tinian Arab, who my father had
callinghimtooffer upsomewords brought from Jerusalem many
of encouragement, Rev. Cecil years ago, to attend American
Todd. How deeply honored we R - 4 Christian College and whose loy-
wereto havehim behindthepulpit i ——— alty and friendship has been an
(the very pulpit that Dad had " inspirationtothisfamily.
preached hisvery first sermon on So herewewere, at long last, at
well over 60yearsagoat theRosehill Christian Churchof Texarkana, Texas).  Memorial Park Cemetery. The plots had been purchased decades ago. My
Cecil shared with us Dad' sinfluence on hishaving entered theministry, the  father waspl eased that they had asked himto beburied thereamongthecity’s
bond they shared asfellow “preacher boys’ under the influence of Brother  fgthers.

A.B. McReynolds, and theloving support my father had shownfor himover A few years ago, he and my mother had pre-chosen the monument they
theyears. Hethrilledand wanted. A year or so
transported uswith ora- S later, drivingthroughthe
tory on a grand scale, cemetery to visit the
describing my father’s grave of my baby
life, influence and brother, they were as-
achievements. With in- ' tonished to discover the
tensity and fire, he did monument already in
my father proud! place.

Working in tandem They got out of the
andcomplimentedby the carandall they coulddo
reading of scriptureshby was laugh, it seemed so
each of my father's strange to see the big
granddaughters, these “Hargis’ name aready
four finemenwereable inscribed into the large
to paint a magnificent marble slab. They were

portrait of the man my very pleased, though. In
father was. From the addition to the main

bold, broad strokes of monument, they had
monumental accom- benchesplaced oneither
plishment to the subtle sideof it.

nuance of the smallest The one on the left

gesture of kindness, my engraved with his salu-
father was well repre- tation and guiding prin-
sented on this day of ciple that “Jesus Christ
remembrance. is still the hope of the
Likewisedidl attempt world’! The one on the
to represent him on this rightquoting hisfavorite
most important of days, Bible verse, Romans
with tribute in song. 8:28:“ Andweknowthat
Thenight beforel had all thingswork together
tried to rehearse the for good to them that
songs, but to no avalil. | love God, to them who
could not sing a line, arethecalled according
could not even look at to His purpose.” Their
the words to be sung shared headstone (now
without dissolving into in place as of this writ-
tears. I’ vesungfor hun- ing) would read “God
dreds of funerals but and Country.”
none of it had prepared . Withthegtately monu-
mefor thisexperience. | ment resting confidently
honestly did not see how | could sing anote without falling to pieces. The  under ashade tree, my father loved to drive by and look at it. | think it gave
emotionwastoogreat ... thesentiment toostrong ... themusictooachingly  him great comfort to know where hisbody would oneday lie, though greater

rich...thelyrics cutting too close to my breaking heart. still was the comfort that came from knowing he would spend eternity in
| prayed for God to get methroughit. | wanted it to beright for Dad. God  heaven. And | know he will, too.

continued on page 30
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That'swhy | had sung “It Is
Well With My Soul.” Not just
for those of us who mourned
andgrieved, butfor him, also. It
was well with his soul!

| had seenitin him, when all
hisdefensesweredown. While
others suffering from his same
disease turned mean and surly,
my father was the living em-
bodiment of the old hymn that
says, “Everyday With Jesus Is
Sweeter ThanTheDay Before.”

Asl stood there by the grave
that day, my son, Billy James
Hargis 111, came up and stood
nexttome. Wefound ourselves
between two men.

Thefirsttoldthestory of how
my father had calledhimbackin
1973, when the man was out of
ajob, and asked himto cometo
work for himfinding homesfor
orphansfrom overseas. There-
sult of that call? Fifty thousand
orphans adopted by American
families and another 10,000
overseas. Sixty thousand or-
phaned children, just like my
dad had been, given loving
homes, familiesand anew life.

The fellow on the other side
wasfromMalaysiaand had stud-
ied for the ministry under my
father at AmericanChrigtianCol-
lege.

Hehad proven himself alov-
ing and faithful friend toward
Dadovertheyears, neverfailing
to show my father respect or to
express hisgratitude.

He now pastors athriving and influential church in the Tulsa suburb of
Broken Arrow. | asked him how things were going.

Heshared withmeand my son, how hehad baptized 11 new Christiansthat
preceding Sunday. Imaginethat! Eleven new soulsfor Christinoneday from
one man whose life my father touched!

Thegrandkidsnever saw Dadin his*heyday.” They just loved himfor the

a friends, the late Harold Anguish and his wife, Dimple

-
.
-
-
il
-
-
-
_—

The Ioving-grandfather in his big chair with preciEu‘é randson B.J.

Christian Crusade Newspaper

g ru——

T L RS

Dad on the front poF(:h of his pareﬂts’ home in fexarkana, 1974

January-February 2005

kindly oldgrandfather hewas
to them. Sometimes, it was
easy for evenhisownkidsto
forget the colossus he had
been as he strode across the
world stage. Of course, most
sadly of al, the day came
when he himself could no
longer recall what God had
donethrough him.

But this day was a day of
reminder and of remember-
ing.

Asthat service had ended
and these two men spoke to
us of the continuing rever-
berations of the ministry of
Billy JamesHargis, | turned
tomy son, wholikemeishis
namesake, and said, “Now
you know who your grand-
father really was! And you
bear hisname! Y oucanbeso
proud!”

The day had been cold,
overcast. There had even
been snow flurries and rain
wasforecast, but what could
we do?

The service was sched-
uledand announced—rainor
no rain — we had to go
through with the Tuesday
afternoonservice. Butthough
the day had been gray and
dreary, as we gathered
around the grave and under
the canopy that had been
erected, thankfully therehad
beennorain.

It was nearing five o’ clock. What little light there was, wasfading away.

| began to sing that song again —the song | had sung to him that last night as
he lay there dying. “Amazing Grace, How Sweet The Sound...” Thosein
attendance, one by one, began to sing with me. People began to weep. The
realization of why we were there and what we were doing was setting in.

Suddenly —miraculously —abeam of light pierced through the darkened

g = k.ﬂ I iE
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sky. Fromthevantage point of those seated, luminous, radiant, incandescent

Dad with longtime friend, singer and former evangelist, the great G.P. Comer

Billy James Hargis |, ii alfd Il celebrate Pa-Paw’s birth ay, summer 2004
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light began to pour into the area
just above where my father lay.
The skies opened up. The
clouds rolled back and a spec-
tacular, brilliant and blazing sun
majestically appeared upon the
horizon, envel opingevery oneof
theminthedazzling, golden, iri-
descent light of God’ slove. And
we sang. My, how we sang!

“When we' ve been there ten
thousand years,

Bright shining asthe sun.

We've no less days to sing
God'spraise

Than when we first begun.”

That’ sthe promise, my friend,
that’ sthereality.

My father hasgonehometobe
with God. He arrives there free
... forgiven ... and unforgotten.

My poor, sweet, tired, inno-
cent father went to sleep that
night, still the little lost orphan
boy from Texarkana.

But whilehewassleeping, his
Father came and lifted him from
hisbed and, accompanied by an-
gels, carriedhimtohisbrand new
home.

All the brothers and sisters he
never hadinlife... well, hehad
them now. For everyone there
was a child of the King. They
were al there waiting on him —
real excited, too.

There, big aslife, wasCharlie
Pile and Harvey Ward ... Dr.
Joseph and J.L. Brown. Dr.
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Billy James Hargis before his graveside monument, summer of 2004.

Page 31

Mclintire was there. Pete
White. Bill Sampson. Genera
Walker and General Moran
weretheretosalutehim. Harold
Anguish came down, too. So
did Les Dunnavant and ol’
Cliff Kyser. Brother Macwas
there in his cowboy hat and
G.P. Comer?Man, you could
hear him singin’ “How Great
Thou Art” from clear across
the pearly gates. But best of
al, sittin’ there on the front
porch swing were his proud
parents. Jimmie Earsel and
LauraL ucille, cripplingarthri-
tisgone and with the smell of
friedchickenandtater’ swaft-
ing generoudly intheair.

It was abig night with lots
of joy andlaughter. JesusHim-
self was there, no longer the
unseen guest at every table.
Hewasright thereat the head
of it,andwasoverheardto say
asHeplacedacrownuponmy
father’ sheadwithenoughstars
to light the heavens, “Well
done, thou good and faithful
servant!”

Maybe Dad’s critics were
right — maybe he wasn't a
saint. But he is now, dear
friend. He most certainly is
now!

God bless you, my sweet
father.

God bless you and go with
God!
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