MEMORIES
By Lila Gillespie

Memories are a wonderful thing to have, blot out the bad ones and remember the good ones. 

The memories I have of our church, First Baptist, Dripping Springs, go back to the early 1930’s.  My Dad, Mother, younger brother, Joel and I attended when we could.  Times were hard, still feeling the depression, gasoline was about 15 cents a gallon.

Summertime, services were held under the dirt floor tabernacle.  There was a barb-wire around the outside post, to keep the town cows out because they were allowed to graze around town all day.  Home-made wooden benches, a piano, and a pulpit were the contents of the church.  People came in their Sunday clothes and wonderful services were held.

Winter time would roll around and we would start having services in the Church sanctuary.  I remember the stove that had the long stove pipe that helped to warm the room.  Also, the wires that ran from wall to wall, that held curtains, when pulled closed we had Sunday school rooms.  Simple, but the lovely people and the spirit made it warm.

We would have a revival during the summer.  It would begin on Sunday morning and end on the next Sunday, having services week day morning and evening.  The ladies of the Church signed-up to have a noon-day meal (dinner it was called then) for the visiting preacher and our pastor.  Joel and I thought that was special.  We would have dinner on the grounds the last Sunday of the revival.  There were 1X12 planks anchored between two trees.  The ladies would sit out their home-made food on these planks.  Delicious chicken and dumplings, green beans and taters, fresh corn cut off the cob, backed and wonderful desserts.  We had this dear little lady, who brought a dessert every time, but she left it in her basket and she would invite chosen ones to enjoy – I was never a chosen one.

The early 1940’s brought a wonderful, well educated, gentle preacher to our church.  He loved the Lord, but his family stayed in San Antonio.  For a time, he lived in a tent under the tabernacle and two very young granddaughters lived with him.  Fleas were bad for awhile, then we had lots of rain, but he endured.

A pastor was called to our church in 1944.  Preaching was a new life for him, as he had been a salesman in a man’s clothing store in Austin.  Now, he was ready to work for God.  He had another asset; his wife was a great pianist and could sing. She has a sunny, sweet personality. They had a big impact on my two brothers, John’s and my life, marrying us in 1946. 
Then a family of singers joined our Church, the daughter started leading the singing.  Our choir grew, Margret believed everyone could sign.

About that same time, the Austin Association Missionary came to help out with Revivals.  No was not in his vocabulary and he had people working and enjoying the fellowship.  Our first vacation bible school was under his direction.

Joel surrendered to the ministry in 1947, on a Sunday night and served the Lord for 60 years.  John and I moved to McAllen, Texas in 1948.  We moved our Church membership, but in 1949, we were starting a family and I wanted to come home, back to First Baptist, Dripping Springs.

We enjoyed this Church until 1957 when we moved to Austin because of John’s work.  We became busy in a little church in south Austin and created lots of memories.  But, when we came back home in the 1980’s, John said “I am going to move my membership one more time”. So, we joined First Baptist again and got busy with a Sunday school class, which has been a blessing.  True to his word and 60 years of marriage, John went to be with the Lord on Thanksgiving Day, 2006.

Three days prior to what would have been John and my 61st anniversary, our sanctuary was gone, but not our memories.  Now, at First Baptist, we are making memories by getting the blueprints for a new sanctuary for the Lord.  Come and join us to enjoy the memories together.

