
Landmark Baptist Historian
Published by Landmark Baptist Church - Folsom, California

December 2012 - Volume 2 ~ Number 8
"Remember the days of old, consider the years of many generations: ask thy father, and he will show thee; thy elders, and they will tell thee."

Deuteronomy 32: 7

Reuben Young Blalock
1867 - 1962

His Missionary Life;
An Autobiography

Chapter XII
In 1947, the first

Sunday in February, I was in
Salinas, and preached at 11
o'clock in the Hebron Heights

Missionary Baptist Church. We had one of the greatest
experiences of my life. The power of the Holy Spirit seemed
upon us. At the close of my message there were seven grown
persons (who) professed salvation and joined the church for
baptism.

I came on to San Jose and preached at 3 p.m. for
the newly organized church there. I thought I would get home
in Concord for church that night, but the buses were late, so it
was 9 o'clock when I got home. My wife soon came in from
church. She told me I was expected to preach the next
Sunday, February 9th, as that was my birthday. I would be 80
years old then. So they had a basket dinner and the largest
birthday cake I ever saw. The church gave ma a birthday gift
of about $80. Other churches sent in presents so I received
about one hundred and fifty dollars as birthday presents.

We arranged with missionary R.R. Farris to go on a
mission trip about 200 miles up the Sacramento River to
Redding, a town of 8 to 10 thousand people. There was no
Missionary Baptist Church there, but a Northern, Modernistic
Baptist Church. We rented the grange hall in the south part of
town at $5.00 a night for Friday and Saturday nights, and
Sunday 3 p.m.

We had 500 bills printed announcing the meeting
and went from house to house all over that part of town
distributing them. We thought we had it well advertised. I was
to preach Friday night and Bro. Farris Saturday night. Friday
night we had one man besides Bro. Farris as our
congregation. I preached to them. We thought sure we would
have a fair crowd Saturday night, but not a soul came. I told
Bro. Farris to preach to me as if the whole city was there. He
did, and Sunday at 3 p.m. no one came, so we shook the dust
of the city off our feet and left. This was one of the greatest
discouragements of my missionary life.

I came home and in a few days I received a
telegram telling me of the death of my oldest daughter and her
girl and grandson in an auto accident. I went up there for the

funeral in Hillsboro, Oregon. I came back home to get ready
for a trip back to Somerset, Kentucky, for a debate on direct
missions.

I attended the Middle Oregon Baptist Association in
Prineville, Oregon, on my way. I also attended a 5th Sunday
meeting in Canon City, Colorado, on my way.

I was disappointed in the debate in Kentucky in that
my opponent brought nothing but railing accusations against
some of the missionaries. He never tried to show the method
unscriptural.

I went from there to North Carolina and spent ten
days visiting my brothers and sisters in the flesh and
preaching. I came back through Tennessee, Arkansas, and
Texas, preaching some on the way, and arrived home in time
to attend our Northern California Missionary Baptist
Association at Oroville, 1947.

Soon after this, while reading a paper, sitting in a
chair leaning back, I went to sleep and fell backward striking
the back of my head on the floor. I had a headache for a few
weeks and then passed out. I had some kind of a stroke. They
took me to the hospital. My children came to see me, and I did
not know any of them. For two or three months I did not know
anyone. My back all broke out with bed sores. My back felt
like wild cats running up and down, scratching and biting. I
suffered intensely for months. My wife, by patiently doctoring
and rubbing with rubbing alcohol, caused the sores to heal,
but they left great scars on my back. My right arm and leg
became partly paralyzed and are not yet entirely well. So this
November 23rd, Thanksgiving day, 1950, I am still in bed. By
the time you read this I may be in glory. Hope to meet you all
there.

THE END
(The above concludes my father's story. He is still

unable to walk or to get out of bed without help. You can write
him a letter, if you appreciated his articles. Address him, 2742
Sinclair, Concord, Calif. We hope he shall long be able to
continue writing for this paper. J. R. B.)

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My Great-Great Grandfather
Orville Blake Coats

Remembering Him 150 Years after his Birth
Born: Cherry Valley New York - November 14, 1852

Died: Monterey, California - December 23, 1927

Orville Coats, united with the Emanuel Baptist
Church at Albany, NY in 1871, licensed to preach by the
Tabernacle Baptist Church of Albany, NY on February 22,
1878, and ordained by the Cassville Baptist Church of
Cassville, NY on September 29, 1881.

His other Pastorates:
FBC of Sennett, N Y 1883-1887
FBC of Pittsfield, MA 1887-1893

East Somerville BC, Somerville, MA 1893-1902
FBC, Lowell, MA 1902-1905

FBC, Phoenix, AZ 1905-1910
Tenth Avenue BC, Oakland, CA 1910-1915

FBC Monterey, CA 1916-1927
According to a Memorial Tribute by the San

Francisco Bay Cities Baptist Minister’s Alliance:
“His ministry in the pulpit was marked by reconciling
thought, the garnerings of a rich spiritual experience
and the urgency to participation in the unsearchable
riches of experience in Christ. As a pastor his
memory is cherished as a reconciler of men who
differed among themselves or with him. As a
councilor his judgments were characterized by

fairness and justice. As a professor and colleague he
knew the art of sincere fellowship in a common task;
as a teacher he gave unstintedly to his students the
fruit of his tireless days of study. To his critics he
replied only with magnanimous spirit and if possible,
added service. Where logic failed his love prevailed.”

Through 47 Years of Baptist Ministry

Orville at Cassville, New York

Orville at Oakland, California

Orville at Monterey, California
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Recollections of his first Pastorate
Original letter, in his own hand, was in the

possession of Susan Mondi, who very graciously provided it
for our family records.

727 Bridge Street
Lowell, Mass., Dec. 11,02

To The Cassville Baptist Church,
Centennial Greetings:

I suppose, though I do not know, that a Pastors first church
is somewhat like a first wife, - especially dear. Cassville was
my first settlement, and it will always occupy a unique place in
my heart. The days when we owned a horse, had a garden,
kept hens and knew the genuine pleasures of pastoral
visitation where the minister was invited to sit with the family
around the table and enjoy the good things of this world while
they conversed of the better things of the spiritual life, will
keep rising up in the memory in the after years where the
contrasting conditions of city life have taken their place.

It was my privilege to accept the call of the Cassville Baptist
church on the 11th of May, 1881 and to enter upon the active
duties of the pastorate the day before the glorious Fourth of
July of the same year. On the 29th of September the
ordaining council called by you, gave me the final
endorsement for my life work. Two happy years we spent with
you. The son who has just attained his majority was born in
the little house under the hill across the mill pond. I can see
the tall form of grandpa Swan coming across the embankment
with the mornings mail, as I write. Grandma Swan, in the
beautiful and famous picture, “I'll take care of You,” adorns
our house, and reminds us of pleasant fellowship in those
days when the young minister was addressed by the ninety
year old saint, as “Elder.” How familiar are the names of the
inhabitants of your beautiful little village as memory calls them
up. How many kindnesses we received, how much patience
you showed, cannot be put on this paper. The passage of
time makes those days seem brighter and brighter.

We had good neighbors in those days and we knew them
all. Some, are still with you but many have passed on to the
other world. It would take too much of your time for me to
mention the names and tell of the happy experiences in those
houses. Mr. Gallup, orthodox to the back. bone, still stands by
the middle post of the vestry as on Covenant Meetings. Mr.
Whitaker occupies his place in the prayer meeting rain or
shine; Deacon Henry Swan brings a wagon load of young
people, in charge of a couple whose hearts do not permit
them to grow old; Deacon Merrill is in his place; that saucy
mouse comes in, and breaks up the prayer meeting again, as
I think. of those days. Time would fail to speak. of the Greens,
Austin's, Andersons, Flints, Allens, Merrills, Nichols, Ricley’s,
and a host of others who are still dear to us and whose
pictures are fresh after twenty years.

My first funeral was that of Mr. Daniel Green, whose house
was always open to the pastor and his family and the
friendship of whose family we cherish today.

My first wedding was that of Mr. Robert Roberts and Miss
Kitty Bentley - a church affair, which brought out a house full
not only to enjoy the festive occasion but also to see how the
young minister would do it. It was done and well done, for the
knot still holds.

My Cassville pastorate was a disappointment in one
respect, - there were no additions of baptized converts. The
cause of this failure was perhaps not altogether simple. The
inexperience of the Pastor might have accounted for some
measure of failure, but other things probably also had their
influence. Possibly the large number who came into the
church in the succeeding pastorate of my classmate, Rev. Mr.
Benedict, would indicate that at least faithful preparatory work
hard been done.

The Parsonage, next door to Dr. Barnum, - who was a
better friend than a Baptist, - was purchased in the second
year of our stay with you. That house, and that street starts a
new flock of recollections in which it would be a pleasure to
indulge if it were possible. There is great joy in looking forward
to meeting again the many dear friends who have preceded
us in the realization of the objects of our faith.

Our best wishes and prayers will always go forth for the
church of our first love. May the second century of your life
witness greater usefulness and deeper spiritual life than has
ever been known in this first hundred years.

May we assure the old friends that it is a genuine
disappointment, and regret to both Mrs. Coats and myself that
it seems impossible for us to be with you on this occasion. We
shall be thinking of you on the 16th of December.

Fraternally and Faithfully Yours,
Orville, Coats.

I am indebted to my grandmother, Mary Adelaide
(Coats) Thomas for starting me on my journey of discovery,
regarding her grandfather. Due to the loss of all his family
records, reconstructing his ministry was a task involving over
20 years.

Photo Courtesy of Cassville Community Baptist
Church 175 Anniversary Booklet, page 10
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Note: Bro. Larry Butte (National History & Archives
Committeeman) spoke to me about this Missouri Baptist
Minister in Fresno at the 2012 ABA Messenger Meeting.

Thank you, Larry for the reminder.

Early California Baptist Minster
Robert Sallee James

July 17, 1818 - August 18, 1850
Father of Frank & Jesse James

His ministry in the State was brief due to a cholera
epidemic that took his life near Placerville.

Not since the days of the noted English highwayman
Robin Hood and his merry men has an outlaw captured the
imagination of the public, as the hard-riding, straight-shooting
bank and train robbers, Frank and Jesse James and their
bushwhacking band of outlaws. They are perhaps the most
famous robbers of the old West, not excluding Kentucky. In
Missouri their birthplace is a state monument, the only one for
any outlaw. They gave the nation its first peacetime bank robbery
and perfected train robbing, the first was on August 7, 1863. The
Liberty, Missouri Tribune, a pro-Union newspaper, carried the
following item:

“Three Southern Gentlemen In Search Of Their Rights-
On the morning of the 6 th of August, Frank James with two other
companions, stopped David Mitchell, on his road to Leavenworth,
about 6 miles west of Liberty, and took from him $1.25, his
pocket knife, and a pass he had from the Provost Marshal to
cross the plains. This is one of the rights these men are fighting
for. James sent his compliments to Major Green, and said he
would like to see him.”

Such was the first recorded robbery committed by
Frank James. During the next two decades he, his brother Jesse,
and their sidekicks, the Younger brothers, became America’s
most famous outlaws. Today, a century after Jesse’s murder and
Frank’s surrender in 1882, they still possess that distinction. Here
is the story of their rise to fame, long with the sometimes-brutal
facts: facts which have been concealed by legends, like a
bandit’s face by a mask.

Frank and Jesse James father, Robert Sallee James
was born July 17, 1818 in Logan County Kentucky, a place called

Lickskillet on the Whippoorwill Creek. He died August 18, 1850
near Placerville El Dorado California. He was the son of John
and Mary Poore James, both natives of Virginia, but very early
settlers of Logan County, Kentucky. Robert was one of nine
children, five sons and four daughters. The five sons were as
follows: Wm. James (1811), John James (1815), Robert S.
James (1818), Thomas M. James (1823), Drury Woodson James
(1825); Mary James (1809) m John Mimms, Elizabeth James
(1816) m Tillman West, Nancy James (1830) m George Hite,
Mary Elizabeth James (1827) m John R. (Hugh) Cohorn. Mary
Elizabeth mother, Mary (Poore) James died the following day
after she was born. A neighbor, Mary Elizabeth Hendricks (who
had lost her child one week before), breast fed the new infant girl
a few weeks until she became very healthy and continued to
raise her as her own until she was married. The name “Mary
Elizabeth” came from three sources, the names of her two older
sisters, so she may always remember them, her mother, Mary
and her godmother’s name, Mary Elizabeth Hendricks who raised
her to adulthood. (Facts obtained from the old Hendrick-Newton
bible, on record at the James Museum, Kearney, MO.)

Robert S. James graduated from Georgetown College,
having completed all requirements of the four-year classical
course, on June 29, 1843. His degree was the Bachelor of Arts.
According to faculty records, final examination for the senior
class was taken on May 24, 1843. Robert is listed as having tied
for third place honors in the class. For his accomplishment, he
was awarded the opportunity to present an oration at the
commencement exercises. All associates who knew him spoke of
him as a kindly man of God. So convincing as a Minister one
would remember his sermons the rest of their life. He was an
educator, gifted orator, and a successful farmer.

While attending Georgetown College, at a church
function, Robert met Zerelda Cole. Zerelda was attending St.
Catherine’s Female School in Lexington. In May 1840, Robert in
his studies at the seminary was encouraged to attend a meeting
where a group of young people of different faiths was present.
There he could see how he handled himself. He lectured at St.
Catherine’s and tried to convert the girls. One girl in particular
seemed to respond to his every word, and he soon found out she
was Baptist. Soon after they met, they started seeing each other
and attended other Baptist Church functions. It is said, Stamping
Ground Baptist Church is where they most often met.

By the time school ended in the spring of 1841 they
were not speaking. Most young men in those days had strong
beliefs that a woman should be silent and not express their
political thoughts. Zerelda was of the Cole and Lindsay Families,
who had been famous for their courageous deeds during the
Revolutionary War. She inherited these same traits, and with her
education it made her unwilling to comply with his wishes. But
three days later before fall 1841, the desire and love for Zerelda
was too strong, Robert proposed to her. Robert and Zerelda were
married December 28, 1841 at the home of Uncle Judge James
Madison Lindsay, in Stamping Ground, Kentucky. The house is
still standing and presently owned by Marguerite Sprague on
Locust Fork Pike, Scott County.

Zerelda was dismissed from the Stamping Ground
Baptist Church on the fourth Saturday in February 1842. In
August 1842, the young couple made a journey through the
semi-wilderness to visit her mother Sarah, and her step-dad
Robert Thomason in Clay County, Missouri. Robert James with a
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sad heart returned to Georgetown College, leaving alone his
pregnant wife with her mother. His desire was to finish his final
year of theological training and return home by next Christmas,
but the Missouri River was frozen the poor roads were
treacherous, so it was spring after he had graduated before he
arrived at Kearney, to reunite with his wife and a new son born
January 10, 1843, Alexander Franklin James. He later returned
to Georgetown College in 1848 where he received his Masters
Degree. He then decided to settle in Clay County where he
purchased a farm from Asa W. Thomason, near Centerville, a
town which later changed it’s name to Kearney. The farm had no
house and they built a cabin during the next spring. Robert
bought two slaves.

He then began to farm and to preach and was good at
both. His other children are as follow: Jesse James was born
1847; Susan in 1849 and Robert only lived 1 month. Robert S.
James lived in Missouri for about eight years. During that time
the minister’s farming supported them. In a volume of records
about religious activity in Western Missouri between the years
1842-1850, Maple and Rider, have this to say about the
Reverend James ministry:

“The influence of this pioneer toward the Baptist cause
in Western Missouri is not measured by the length of time for
which he entered into all enterprises that worked towards the
building up of the cause of Zion in his section to the state. His
period of labor embraced the time of great conflict between
Missionary Baptist and the Anti-Missionary Baptist, and fought for
righteous cause of Missions in a truly soldier-like manner.”

In August 1843, Elder James was chosen pastor of the
New Hope Baptist Church, some twelve to fifteen miles east of
Liberty. This church was organized in 1829, but had a rather
checkered existence. First, the Anti-Missionary controversy
diminishes its membership, so that when the minister began
serving the church, it consisted of only twenty members.
However, these members were staunch, and his labors with them
were phenomenally successful for a county congregation. At
times he would baptize as many as 60 converts at one time.
Before he left to go to California his members had increased to
two hundred

During his stay in Missouri between 1847-1850 he
established a number of churches in the thinly settled counties of
Ray, Clay and Clinton where he was instrumental in organizing
churches, some of which still exist and one particularly
“Providence Baptist Church” is a model country church, up-to-
date in method and spirit. Preaching was not the only passion for
Robert James; he was also interested in education. A history of
William Jewel College compiled by James G. Clark states that
when the charter for the school was granted on February 27,
1849, Robert was one of twenty-six men appointed to be on the
first Board of Trustees. Robert was a man of importance to the
State of Missouri. Many of his churches that exist today became
monuments to the man who rode horseback, carrying a Bible, in
the dense woods of the frontier lands. His monuments are as
real, but lesser known than those built by his horse riding and
pistol carrying, so called outlaw-murdering sons, Frank and
Jesse James.

----Acquired by Google search - Robert Sallee James
http://www.tsgraves.com/theOutlaws/history.htm

Beginning next month we will be featuring
some of the work of this Oregon Baptist.

C. H. Fredenburg
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Ray, Clay and Clinton where he was instrumental in organizing
churches, some of which still exist and one particularly
“Providence Baptist Church” is a model country church, up-to-
date in method and spirit. Preaching was not the only passion for
Robert James; he was also interested in education. A history of
William Jewel College compiled by James G. Clark states that
when the charter for the school was granted on February 27,
1849, Robert was one of twenty-six men appointed to be on the
first Board of Trustees. Robert was a man of importance to the
State of Missouri. Many of his churches that exist today became
monuments to the man who rode horseback, carrying a Bible, in
the dense woods of the frontier lands. His monuments are as
real, but lesser known than those built by his horse riding and
pistol carrying, so called outlaw-murdering sons, Frank and
Jesse James.
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Degree. He then decided to settle in Clay County where he
purchased a farm from Asa W. Thomason, near Centerville, a
town which later changed it’s name to Kearney. The farm had no
house and they built a cabin during the next spring. Robert
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times he would baptize as many as 60 converts at one time.
Before he left to go to California his members had increased to
two hundred
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1849, Robert was one of twenty-six men appointed to be on the
first Board of Trustees. Robert was a man of importance to the
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Death Notice: John D. Hart, at sea, on his way from
Panama to San Francisco, July 4.

Cleveland C. Riley
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