
1

Personal Statement of Conversion and Baptism for Haywood Floyd

I was raised by a single mother in a Christian home.  My sister and I had a drug
problem:  my mom drug us to church.  She even found a way to put us in Christian
schools in most of the places we lived and did her best to model the Christian life for us.
I didn’t always appreciate her efforts, but some things about Jesus, the Bible, and hymns
penetrated my skull and remained with me even when I told her that I wanted to go to
the public high school.  I thought many of the teachers and staff were hypocrites and
was sure that the students had the same drug problem that I did.  She didn’t like it, but
my mother enrolled me.

That spring, my sister died in a car accident at the age of 15.  She had been fighting with
me less that year, and more with my mother, rebelling in various ways.  She developed
an ulcer that was going to be explored by surgery, so people from our church came over,
anointed her with oil, and prayed for her.  I remembered thinking that it was a good
week.  She and Mom were getting along, and after the prayer, the doctors said her ulcer
was gone.  No surgery was needed!  We were all praising God until she died 3 days
later. I went to the beach with some friends and invited her along.  On the way home, we
got into an accident.  Everyone else was fine, but Melinda’s injuries were too severe.

I was very angry at God for many years, not so much because my sister died, but
because my mother, the biggest Christian I knew, lost a daughter. How could I ever trust
a God that would not even protect the children of His people?  How could He show up
one day, perform a miracle, and then disappear the next?

That summer I met my wife, Angel.  We were 16, and both of our lives were filled with
grief.  Although her parents were headed for a divorce, she did not blame God and
maintained respect for Him and His Word.  I believed He existed, understood His Word,
but did not respect Him.  As far as I was concerned, I could protect my family just as well
as He could, and would raise them with my own wisdom.  So, I set out to have a family
and married Angel at the age of 20.

I thought I was doing just fine until I was run over by a garbage truck.  I had one person
say, “What are you, a child?  Were you playing in the middle of the road?”  I might as
well have been.  I had become a sanitation engineer and was training someone to take
over my route for a few weeks.  I was going to have hernia surgery the next day, so I
would not be picking up garbage for a while.  I had last-day-itis and was being stupid in
the cab while the other guy was driving.  We had our doors open between stops, and
were going about 45 miles an hour when I fell out of the truck. I broke my tibula near the
left ankle when I hit the pavement, and one of the tires ran over my right leg, breaking
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my femur.  I sat in the middle of the road looking at the interior of my mangled leg and
my first thought turned to God.

“You let me live?”  I was amazed.  I didn’t see any massive flow of blood and didn’t feel
any pain, yet.  My shock was not only physical but also spiritual.  I had been accusing
God of abandoning my mother, and here I was with a wife and two children, carelessly
playing with the life of their father and husband. That very minute, I knew that I deserved
to die because of my own foolishness.  I was shocked that God did not stay in his own
corner of the universe as I demanded, but allowed me to see my own foolishness.  So, I
said, “As long as you are going to let me live, can you keep the pain away until the
ambulance arrives?  After that, bring it on.”  I was at least 45 minutes from any hospital,
so I figured my physical shock would wear off before any medication would be available.

God answered my prayer in two ways.  First, as police and a medical van arrived to
assist me for comfort as I sat with my knees bent in the middle of the road, I felt no pain.
At all.  I knew I was in shock and used a paper bag when I began hyperventilating, but I
truly understood that I was under God’s protection. I would survive if I could stay awake
until the ambulance arrived.  Second, in the ambulance on the way to the hospital, I felt
every little painful bump in the road.  So much so, that I could not think straight enough
to give the nurse in the ambulance Angel’s work phone number.  I knew it by heart, but
when they straightened out my legs on that street to put me on the stretcher, the pain
was so great that I could only think of two things:  I did this to myself, and God did not
allow me to suffer without assurance that I would live.

I understood that Jesus saves.  Today.  Tomorrow.  Eternally.  He was telling me that He
forgave me for my rebellion, and was giving me an opportunity to understand how and
why.  I began to draw near to Him, and He revealed more of Himself to me.  For
example, He opened my eyes to the unyielding faith of my mother. I claimed to be
grieving for the injustice done to her, but she was still going to church, reading her Bible,
and living the same Christian life she had before.  When I asked her how she could do
this, she replied, “I couldn’t get through it without Jesus.”  She built her house on the
rock of Jesus Christ BEFORE the rains came down and the floods came up.  I could see
that her house stood firm.

Angel had been praying for me earnestly, and we talked at length about my inability to
completely trust Jesus.  It was as if I expected a warranty on my sister’s life because He
performed a miracle of healing.  She pointed this out in a way I could understand:  If 3
days isn’t long enough, what is?  A week? A year? 10 years?  Where are the terms of
this guarantee written?  Can she stub her toe? Is God still God, or does he answer to
me? My real issue was that I had a problem trusting God with my wife and kids.  If He
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showed up one day for them and I rejoiced, I would be devastated if he allowed death to
follow. As I followed this line of reasoning, I found it amusing that I figured I could do a
better job of protecting my family than God, and then He had to save me from my own
stupidity.  Is there now a warranty on my life?  Since God performed a miracle for me,
does He owe me a certain amount of time?  Did He owe my sister?  Did He owe my
mother?

When I was young, we attended Christian Reformed churches wherever we lived.
Although I knew many things about the Bible, I hadn’t really studied.  My mother became
a Seventh Day Adventist, so when I understood that Jesus loved me and saved my life,
Angel, the kids, and I went to that church.  Angel’s great-grandmother attended the
same church, so we both thought it was a good fit.  Everything changed, though, the day
I gave my life over to Christ.

I was invited to a non-denominational men’s Christian retreat one weekend.  I had only
been with Christians of one denomination at a time and really wanted to experience
worship with people who loved Jesus without all of the divisions. I didn’t know what to
expect from the retreat but went just to meet Christians from other churches.  On one of
the nights, there was an altar call.  The speaker gave his life testimony, and asked us to
write down on paper what was stopping us from trusting Jesus completely, and giving
over our lives.  The Holy Spirit showed me that whatever “reasons” I had by then were
just garbage.  It was the clothing of my own selfish pride, a duffle bag of self-pity, and a
truckload of sin that kept me from a real life with Jesus.  Did I want to have something
terrible happen to my family and have no Jesus to help me get through it?  My house
built on sand was going to fall flat when the rains came down and the floods came up.  I
wrote down every excuse, sin, and resentful moment. That paper they gave us was
small.  The lighting was turned down too low.  I couldn’t see what I was writing over my
tears which made the paper worse. I wrote over top of what I wrote, used the back, and
then was just scribbling nonsense.  God knew and received it and forgave me.  Just like
that day in the middle of the street with two broken legs, He forgave me for everything
on that paper.  All I had to do was accept it.

For the first time in my adult life, I took communion!  I made a profession of faith!  I
wanted to be baptized!  Not that sprinkling stuff that they did at my old church, either.  I
wanted to be dunked!  I praised God for the ability to rub elbows with the greater body of
Christ and began helping that retreat ministry share the gospel with others.  My
enthusiasm for Jesus also brought to light some issues with our current church.

The Adventist teaching on the Sabbath was sound, but I was unable to call Ellen White a
prophet, nor would I be baptized in the name of the church.  I wanted to be baptized in
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the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Although we met wonderful, God-fearing
Christians there, we could not continue to submit to the Adventist church, so we left.  We
tried a few other Sabbath-keeping churches, but they did not work out for one reason or
another.  I resolved to worship on Sunday and keep Sabbath at home, but Angel was
sure we would find a Sabbath church that we could join.  She found a church an hour
away from our house, and I was sure I would hate it.  I attended once and never left.
Actually, we did leave that building, but only to serve at the new daughter church.

I did not know I was a Seventh Day Baptist until I read the statement of belief.  After
studying scripture and getting to know other church doctrines, I thought I would have to
agree to disagree with some major point of theology when we settled on regular
attendance at a church.  When I saw the SDB statement, I felt like I was home. The Holy
Spirit confirmed it when the pastor had no problem with baptizing me and Angel, even
though we were not yet members.  We were baptized in the name of the Father, Son,
and Holy Spirit, and became members of the White Cloud Seventh Day Baptist Church
shortly afterward.  We lived in Muskegon, Michigan, where we would have Bible Study
on Wednesdays, travel 45 minutes to support the new SDB Church in Grand Rapids on
Friday nights, and drive an hour to White Cloud for Sabbath morning.  All Nations
Church in Grand Rapids began meeting on Sabbath morning, so we changed our
membership to support the new church.  I had been leading teen Sabbath school at
White Cloud and Bible study in Muskegon, and the pastor of All Nations asked me to
consider starting a church in Muskegon and become the Associate Pastor of All Nations.

I did not want to become a pastor.  I did not want to be obligated to invite strange people
into my house.  Pastors smiled too much, were responsible for too much, and frankly,
put up with too much.  After much prayer, the Holy Spirit again revealed my pride and
unwillingness to submit areas of my life to Jesus.  I could clearly see that He had been
preparing me for ministry, and I needed to do His will.  Angel confirmed the calling of the
Lord and agreed to be a Pastor’s wife.  By now she had a strong children’s ministry and
was ready to lead Sabbath school at our church.  I was licensed and we served All
Nations on Sabbath morning, then held church in Muskegon in the afternoon.

That was 15 years ago.  Since then, we moved to White Cloud where I became the
Associate Pastor, and then we moved to Grand Rapids where I have been serving as
the Pastor of All Nations Church. Our church service meets at our house every Sabbath
afternoon, followed by a meal and Sabbath School. I am currently bi-vocational and work
full time as a supervisor at a company that provides computer equipment and support for
hospitals and other health care facilities.  I have been blessed beyond measure, and
praise God for our family of faith, four children and four grandchildren!


