


When God saved
THE MEANEST MAN

“I’ve got a Book here.
I’ve got a Book, and it’s
the only Book, -Stand
on it, and challenge the
world.”

- J. Frank Norris

Through the many experiences | have had in
Fort Worth, | have seen the demonstration of the power
of the Gospel. On January 10th, 1912, there was a wild,
mad, whispering mass of humanity that had been incited
to the highest frenzy of violence, even to commit murder.
The then mayor had made a two hours’ address on me and
would not allow boys under 21 years of age and no “red
blooded men to do their duty and a preacher would be
hanging from a telephone pole before daylight.” A friend
phoned me what was going on. | answered the phone
and walked back to the room where my wife and little
children were—it wasn’t a very pleasant message and
here is where | made my mistake. If | had come back in
there like nothing had happened, everything would have
been all right, by my wife sensed something. She said,
“Anything unusual?” and | answered “No”, and | told
her the truth. The razor blades were going a thousand
feet high in Fort Worth during those days. | thought that
if they were going to hang me, | didn’t want my wife
and children to see it and | put on my hat and overcoat
and went down to Petersmith Triangle and saw a man
standing up on a slab and a crowd was around him and
he was asking how many would go with him, and he
had a rope in his hand, to string up this blankety-blank
somebody. | walked up close to him and asked him if he
was looking for me and | told him my name and that |
understood he was wanting me.
Well, he started backing off and, you know, in less time
than it takes to tell it, | had that Triangle all to myself.
He said afterwards, “I didn’t think it was Frank Norris, |
thought it was a ghost and | have always been afraid of
ghosts.” (Audience laughter)
Time rolled on. Years afterward | saw that same fierce
looking individual, he looked like a wild boar from
the center of Africa, sitting on the back seat of my
congregation one Sunday night.
Charlie Butler was leading the singing and | said to him,
“Charlie, you see that old wild boar back yonder?”

CHARLIE: “Yes.”

Dr. Norris: “Go back there at the close of the service
and meet him and find out who he is.”

Charlie went but the old man was gone before he could
get to him.

He was there again the next Sunday night and again |
sought to find out who he was but to no avail. A few days
afterward, | was walking down Main Street and | saw
a tall erect figure with a Prince Albert cut Confederate
uniform with two rows of brass buttons. He had a
white sombrero hat and high heeled boots. He had a
pair of moustaches long enough to tie behind his ears. |
approached him and said. “Weren’t you out to the First
Baptist Church last Sunday night?”

He squared himself up and threw his head back and said
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“Yes, what do you want to know that for?”
I replied, “Well, | want to meet you.”

He said, “What do you want to meet me for, what
business is it of yours as to what my name is?”

“Well,” | said, “you’re not ashamed of it, are you?”

He said, “Not by a blankety-blank. My name is
Captain George B. Holland, Captain of Company ‘B’,
Confederate Grays, R. E. Lee Camp, Fort Worth, Texas,
United States of America.”

I replied, “This is J. Frank Norris, pastor of First Baptist
Church, Fort Worth, Texas, United States of America.
I’m pleased to meet you.” (Audience Laughter)

I said, “Captain, | was glad to see you at church; come up
to the front where you can hear better.”

CapTAIN HoLLanD: “I can hear all right back there.”

Dr. Norris: “Well, you’re not afraid to come up, are
you?”

CAPTAIN HoLtanD: “Me afraid? Why, I’m not afraid of
hell.”

Dr. Norris: “Then come take the front seat.”
(Audience laughter)

CAPTAIN HoLLAND: “You mean you dare me to take your
front seat?”

Dr. Norris: “I dare you, double dog dare you, and cheek
dog dare you.”

CAPTAIN HoLLAND: “Never took a dare in my life.”

Dr. Norris: “I will four times the dare and challenge you
to sit on the front for four Sunday nights.”
CapTAIN HoLLaND: “I accept that dare.”

Next Sunday night, | saw him. He walked in, walked
down the long aisle, took the front seat, put his sombrero
hat under the pew, stroked his moustaches back till they
stuck right straight out, folded his arms across his chest,
crossed his legs, boots and all, threw his head back and
looked up at me as if to say, “Well, here | am, lay on.”

I got my old double-barrel, muzzel-loading, Gospel shot
gun, put a double charge of dry powder in each barrel,
put the wadding in and then put in 12 No. 2 buckshot in
each barrel and rammed it in until the ramrod bounced
out, put two fresh caps on, took aim, and fired and | hit
him right between the eyes with every shot.
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At the close of the sermon he came up and gave me his
hand and said, “Well Preacher, you hit me every time
you fired tonight. Are you going to hold me to another
three Sunday nights?”

| said, “Well Captain Holland, you’re a man of your
word.”

CapTaIN HoLLanp: “Oh, yes, I’ll stick it out if you say
s0.”

During the week he asked me if | could reserve a section
for a lot of his gang. Understand, he had been in the
saloon business, run gambling halls, variety shows and
had one of the toughest gangs imaginable. | told him |
would be glad to reserve as much room as he wanted
for his gang.

Next Sunday night he marched 35 down the aisle and
two front seats and it was the toughest looking, motleyest
crowd | ever saw. You could look the rogues’ gallery
over and not find their equal. A few days afterward, we
met and | said, “Captain, have you a Bible?”

He said, “Me, a Bible? Man, you know how long it has
been since | was in church, until | went to your church
the other night? It was over 40 years. Do you know who
I am and what my record is?

Dr. Norris: “I have found out since I first met you, and |
understand you are the meanest man in Texas.”

CapTAIN HoLLAND: “Your information is correct. Name it
and | have done it.”

| gave him a Bible and wrote on the flyleaf just
exactly how we introduced each other, “Presented to
Captain George B. Holland, Captain of Company ‘B’,
Confederate Grays, R. E. Lee Camp, Fort Worth, Texas,
United States of America, by J. Frank Norris, pastor of
First Baptist Church, Fort Worth, Texas, United States
of America.”

He read that Bible through because he asked me every
question in it as to who Cain’s wife was to the seven-
headed, 10-horned beast in Revelation.

He roomed upstairs over his saloon and always took his
bottle to his room with him. Here is his testimony:
“When that Sunday morning came, | reached over for
my bottle for my morning drink, and my hand fell on the
Bible first. | raised up on my; elbow and I looked at that
bottle and then the Bible and | said to that bottle, ‘I have
served you long enough. You have robbed me of my

manhood, of my soul, of my home, of my wife, of my
happiness. | will not serve you another day.” | got out of
my bed without dressing, | took that Bible, opened it and
spread it on my bed and buried my face in it and prayed,
‘Oh God; if there be a God | know not, but if there is,
have mercy, have mercy on poor old George Holland; let
a poor old sinner live. Forgive, forgive, forgive.”

Time rolled on. Six years afterwards, | returned home
one day from a meeting and my wife met me at the
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Union Sat ion. She said, “Captain Holland is dying and
calling for you.”
I rushed out to his son’s where he was living, and as |
went into the room | saw him propped up in his bed, but
he couldn’t see. | walked up to the side of the bed and
said, “Captain.”

CapTAIN HoLLanp: “Is that you, my preacher? | was
afraid you wouldn’t get here before | crossed over. | have
fought my last battle, I will stack arms today. | am going
over to the other side.”

Then reaching his thin emaciated hand under his pillow
he pulled out that little Bible-Oh, that blessed Bible that
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has stood the test of the ages and survived the flames
of hell- “The word of our God shall stand forever!”
—and holding up the Bible, he said, “This has won, this
has won. Preach it on, preach it on, preach it on, and
when you have fought your last battle and cross over,
old George Holland, the meanest man that ever lived in
Texas, saved by the grace of God, will be standing at
the beautiful gate to welcome you home.” Ladies and
Gentlemen, all the Evolutionists, Agnostics and Atheists
on earth haven’t got anything in their shop that will take
an old hardened sinner, drunkard, and reprobate, save
him and change him like that.
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