
Pastors,

I can not tell another man what he should do with his time. I can not 
judge how productive one man should be in his soul winning.  I can not 
tell anyone how much Bible they should read or memorize, nor how much 
time he should incorporate into his life of meditation on Scriptures.  

But I can say things have changed since I started our church.

In 1982, we started Faith Baptist Church.
We had no time or money for TV, sporting events, or social outings.   Our 
lives were fully consumed with the idea -- get this church going or not eat. 

We had no social media to waste our time.  We had no internet to bring 
the words of critics and scorners, liberals and compromisers into our minds.  
We did not have cell phones to be constantly up to date on news 
everywhere.

We played table games not video games, and I played with my wife or 
children.  We went for bike rides, walks, and long drives when we took a 
day off.  And yes, we took days off.

We knocked on doors, lots of doors.  We saw people saved and baptized 
consistently, yes, even in the first months of our church. We baptized 
converts in a pool the first few years on a monthly basis; it was not heated.  
Then we advanced to the horse trough, sometimes heated, sort of.  We 
spent much time in the homes of our people, hours and hours and hours a 
week.

We read our Bibles and memorized verses. We memorized the Bible 
publicly, getting our members to join us in organized Bible memorization.  I 
studied my Bible by the hour, without the aid of Youtube, blogs, links, 
Twitter, Facebook, or a computer.   I mean, we spent hours  in our Bible 
daily.  If I read anything other than my Bible, I did not read anything from 
authors who were not fundamental.  

I started our church in prayer and fasting, begging God for help to make it 
work.  We had no support; no one knew who we were; if we succeeded 
or failed, no one would know.  We prayed down the help of God.  We 
worked hard, long, hot, tiring hours with no air conditioner in our car.   It 



was all mercy, but there was a lot of hard work going on too.   I worked 
pick up jobs to pay bills: any job, any where, except Sundays and 
Wednesday nights, for I was starting a church.   When I was not working, I 
was soul winning. 

Our first Sunday, 53 people came; there were no friends or help from other 
churches; all of those 53 people lived in our area and came as a result of 
knocking on doors.  127 people attended our first anniversary, 271 people 
on our second anniversary; over 500 people attended on our fifth 
anniversary.  I do not know many more numbers, but God was so kind.  
Nine visitors were saved our first service.  There have been visitors every 
week since then, and I would say it was a rare week without converts in 
over three decades.

From 1979-2001, I often heard messages on the Holy Spirit.  (Sadly, it has 
been years since I have been at a conference where there was such a 
message preached.)  Over and over throughout every week, I prayed for 
the fullness of the Holy Spirit (Luke 11:13).    Personality, parties, and 
pleasantries seem the dominant qualities in preachers today; though at 
times, I felt like I needed what Paul wrote, “For our gospel came not unto 
you in word only, but also in power, and in the Holy Ghost, and in much 
assurance; as ye know what manner of men we were among you for your 
sake.”  (1 Thessalonians 1:5) 

I really believed I could do nothing without Him, but that with Him, all 
things were possible.   I knew I needed God.   I did not know the newest 
movies that were out, and I could not have imagined watching a pirated 
movie any more than stealing a DVD from the store.  (If DVD’s and digital 
movies had been invented in 1982.)   None of this has changed in over 
thirty-two years.  

I ran the youth activities.  Our first youth activity was planned when we 
had two teenagers.  We had many activities with four to six teens.  Some 
of those teens still attend our church.  I ran our camps, planned them, 
organized them, and preached at them.  I still go to all the camps.  Our 
first camp had less than twenty teens.  Since then we have had over two 
hundred attend.  I ran the “all night” activities where craziness and 
stupidity reigned, and  then preached after I cooked breakfast.   I felt like 
these were my teens and I wanted their lives to count for God and 
eternity. 



We never allowed anything even close to worldly music in our church.   I 
did not want anything that even slightly resembled the world’s sound or 
the nightclub air.  Patch the Pirate was played as I drove around picking 
up teens, he and the John Marshall family set the tone for our music in our 
youth.  And, yes, these were all public school teens. 

We had dress standards for our teachers from the beginning and still do; 
we had dress standards at our first camp and still do.  I taught about pants 
on women before our sixth month was past, and in case you did not 
know, Wildomar was not a dress-wearing, yuppie community.  

I could not have told you one thing about college or pro sports, nor name 
any pro teams or players (let alone develop a fantasy football team. I 
think that is a way for a preacher to end up with a fantasy church, but it is 
non of my business).  I prayed outside the homes of our members each 
month, driving from home to home late into the night begging God for 
their needs. I have spent late night hours walking around the 
neighborhood praying for troubled families, praying for God to bless and 
help them in their need.   Today, two preachers are in the ministry whose 
lives were in the balance as I walked the midnight streets near their home 
praying.  

I am not sure where guys get the time to do all the social media, play the 
sports, or watch the TV.   I never had time nor the desire for it.   My limited 
sports time was seeking to spend time with our young people.  There were 
no pretty boys starting churches when we began in that booming town of 
one thousand.   The men of God (now there is a phrase for you to think 
about) were gritty, tough, hard-working, spirit-led, and straight shooters.  
No one messed with their preaching.   Their living matched their 
preaching; they were the same in private or public.  

I had a passion for God and a longing to build a church. Nothing else 
really mattered.   By the grace of God I was going to build a church, a 
family, and a life that made a difference.   After all these years…. it is still 
the same -- nothing else really matters.

I can not judge another man, but I know things have changed.
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