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Brief Testimony


 I was raised in a nominally Christian 
home. My parents gave evidence of 
Christian faith and were committed, 
dependable church members 
throughout their lives. But outside of 
attending Sunday church services and 
Wednesday activities in a historically 
evangelical denomination (which was 
beginning to drift toward theological 
liberalism), our family didn’t speak much 
about religious matters. By early high 
school, I had resigned myself to 
agnosticism, doubting the Bible’s 
accounts of the miraculous along with 
any confidence in its historical reliability. 
Around that time, I read Hugh 
Schonfield’s The Passover Plot, 
“confirming” my doubts about the 
bodily resurrection of Jesus. Atheism 
was never an option for me. The cosmos bore witness to the existence of a Creator—
because nothing can exist nor an event occur without a cause behind it. An unknown 
and probably unknowable God was the ultimate root of the vague deism I had 
accepted. 

My awakening to the truth of the gospel began my junior year of high school. Some of 
my friends attended Sagamore Hills Baptist Church on the Fort Worth eastside. Every 
year, the church put on a Christmas pageant at the Tarrant County Convention Center. 
A fellow trumpet player from our high school band asked if I would play in the 
orchestra. I agreed. And when asked to help out for other special church music 
presentations, I agreed (I was too nice to say no). I found myself visiting the church and 
its Sunday school more and more, even when the orchestra wasn’t playing. What 
fascinated me was that when the pastor preached from the Bible, it was clear that he 
really believed it. And the congregation listening to him clearly believed what was being 
preached. When they lifted their voices in congregational singing, there was no doubt 
that Jesus was very real to them. By January of 1972 (my senior year of high school), I 
had come to believe the truth of the gospel and was convicted by the Holy Spirit of my 
own need of salvation. When the invitation was given following the pastor’s Sunday 
morning sermon, I walked the aisle and said that I wanted to be baptized and join the 
church. So the following week, I was baptized and became a member of the church. 
Looking back, I was like the rocky soil of Jesus’ parable of the soils. I received the word 
with joy, but had no firm root. I was also like the soil infested with thorns. The worries of 
this world and its deceitfulness choked the word, and it became unfruitful in me. To be 
sure, I did begin to read the Bible more frequently, to pray from time to time, and to 
continue church and Sunday school attendance. But my personal standards of morality 
showed little if any improvement. 

But God would not quit pursuing me. The Providence of God led me and a high school 
track teammate (Mike was an atheist) to Howard Payne College, a Southern Baptist 
school in central Texas. Truth be told, it was the only school to offer us partial track 
scholarships. 




Mandatory chapel attendance three mornings per week, required courses in Old and 
New Testament, a student body largely comprised of genuine Christians, and 
committed Christian professors kept me from drifting too far from the faith—as I likely 
would have had I gone to a large state university. But it didn’t prevent me from 
descending further and further in my moral decline. 

In August of 1975 at 21 years of age, a couple of weeks before starting my senior 
year of college, I had some free time between the end of my summer job and the start 
of school. I was at home alone, wondering about the path my life had taken. God, 
why is my life such a mess? In that instant, it was as though I suddenly found myself 
in the Presence of Jesus in all of His holiness—beyond anything I could ever have 
imagined. I realized in that moment that I alone was at fault for my despair. My sin 
was exponentially greater than what I had ever previously acknowledged. I found 
myself on my knees with my face to the floor, asking Jesus to be the Lord of my life 
and to use me however He might choose. His love enveloped me in a way that I have 
no words to describe. I experienced a sense of peace that I had never known. When I 
finally arose from the floor, everything was somehow different—as though I had a new 
heart and a new set of eyes to see the world around me. That was the beginning of a 
new life in Christ for me. The life of faith is not all chills and thrills. Following Jesus is 
a reward in itself. During the past 45 years, there have been some trying times. But I 
have always found that, despite my own failings, our Lord is faithful to fulfill His 
promises. In my darkest times, He has never left me. He has never forsaken me. He is 
my Life, my Reason for being. 

About five months later, I met at church the woman I would end up marrying. Andrea 
and I married in June of 1977. Almost 44 years later, I can honestly say that our life 
together has been an adventure. From the beginning, our aim has been to serve our 
Lord together. Space forbids listing every ministry opportunity that has come our way. 
Many doors that God has opened were totally unexpected. In whatever ministry I 
have been involved, Andrea has been an invaluable support. I was ordained to the 
ministry in 1980 by the First Baptist Church of Grants, NM, where I served as 
Associate Pastor for Youth and Outreach. Later I studied three semesters at 
Southwestern Baptist Theological Seminary in Fort Worth, working toward, but not 
completing, an MDiv degree. Subsequently, I served as Principal/Director of Hillcrest 
Christian School and Child Development Center in Big Spring, TX, and as Principal of 
Immanuel Christian School in Brownwood, TX. Volunteer service includes being an 
elder at one church, pastoring a start-up church for two years, serving as college 
director at another church, and teaching Sunday school at several churches. My 
longest stints in secular employment include 12 years as a city letter carrier with the 
USPS and 15 years teaching in public schools. 

Andrea and I raised our four biological children (2 daughters and 2 sons) to 
adulthood. When our oldest daughter and her husband both died in December of 
2004, we adopted their 20-month-old son who is now on the verge of graduating high 
school. Andrea retired in May of 2018, and I retired in May of 2019. We moved from 
central Texas to Rio Rancho in January of 2020. We are so grateful that the Lord led 
us to Paragon Church soon after our move. We’re thankful for our friends here who 
have become such an important part of our lives. I hope that we can be a blessing to 
them, to the church, and to our community. 


