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From the Fall of 1990 to the spring of 1992, I attended Florida College in Temple Terrace, FL 

(Tampa area).  It is there that I met Lisa (who is from the Tampa area) and got engaged.  The plan 

was for me to go to Auburn in the Fall of 1992, get married in the spring of 1993, and then Lisa 

would move to Auburn with me while I finished my degree.  But as the saying goes, “the best laid 

plans of mice and men often go astray.”   

 

I did go to Auburn, but only for a short time.   I ended up moving back to Tampa where Lisa and 

I proceeded to live until 2004.  During those first 11 years, I was always trying to get back to 

Birmingham.  It was home.  I had been away for a long time.  I hated Florida - the heat, the lack 

of seasons, no Fall colors, the heat, no hills or mountains, and did I mention the heat?   

 

Finally, in 2004, I had had enough and told Lisa that we were moving, no matter what.  After 

making me sleep on the couch for a month for taking her away from her family, she finally 

acquiesced (just kidding—she didn’t do that to me). 

 

But yet again, “the best laid plans of mice and men often go astray.” 

 

Very soon after we moved to Birmingham, I became very sick and ended up in the ER.  I was 

informed that my kidneys had shut down and they were damaged beyond repair.  For 1 1/2 years, 

I was on dialysis, but thankfully in 2006, I received a kidney transplant.  It was during this time 

that I began to seriously consider the direction of my life.  After much prayer and consultation 

with a preacher friend, I decided to devote my life to preaching the gospel.  What that meant was 

that after 11 years of wanting to get back home and then finally doing so, after 2 short years, I was 

now about to leave home again. 

 

In 2007, we moved to Houston for me to work with Dee Bowman for 2 years.  After my 2 years 

were through, my goal was to get back to at least the Southeast (AL, TN, GA, the Carolinas).  

Texas was no better than Florida - heat, flat, no seasons, heat, no Fall colors, and did I mention the 

heat?  But again, the best laid plans… 

 

As it turned out, I was not successful in finding a church to work with in the Southeast.  Instead of 

getting closer to home, we moved further away to San Antonio.  For 5 years, I worked with the 

church there, but in the back of my mind, I knew that one day I would like to come back home - 

at least to the Southeast.  I had no idea when that would be, having resolved myself to trust in the 

Lord that he will put me where he needs me, when he needs me.   

 

Little did I know that I would actually end up back in the Birmingham area.  I had been looking 

for churches to work with in TN, GA, NC, and other parts of Alabama.  But not Birmingham.  But 

here I am today.  Home.  And yes, it feels good.  For 22 of the past 24 years, I’ve lived away from 

home.  I’ve been a pilgrim.  I hope and pray that we can be here for many years to come. 

 



The reason I tell you my history is to make one simple point about a lesson I have had to learn 

over the past 24 years.  I don’t know if God designed these 24 years to teach me this lesson, 

purposely keeping me away from “home” to make a point.  But I do know that I have struggled 

with the idea that this world is not my home.  I love Alabama.  I love the seasons, the hills and 

mountains, the colors, the climate, the beauty.  I want my children to experience the same things I 

experienced growing up here.  But for 24 years, the song, “This World Is Not My Home” has been 

playing in my mind trying to get through to my heart.  And Phil. 3:20 kept creeping into my mind 

as well:  “For our citizenship is in heaven, from which we also eagerly wait for the Savior, the 

Lord Jesus Christ.”  Peter refers to the recipients of his first epistle as “pilgrims” and “sojourners”.  

His point is the same - the world they were living in wasn’t their home. 

 

Brethren, no matter what physical location we find ourselves most comfortable in and call “home”, 

the reality is that we were designed for eternity.  This world wasn’t.  This world is corrupt.  This 

world is evil.  Oh, the beauty of God’s creation is still here, but even it has been corrupted from 

the original creation.   

 

Rather than focusing on earthly things, let’s constantly set our mind on things above (Col. 3:1-4).  

Let’s eagerly wait for and long for the “new heavens and a new earth in which righteousness 

dwells” (2 Pet. 3:13).  It takes determination to change the focus of our mind.  But when we do so, 

it will also change our actions.  When everything we do is based upon the mindset of being a 

pilgrim that is heading home (heaven), all of a sudden, this world is no longer our home.  We’ll 

live each day for him and his glory.  His will becomes supreme.  We’ll long for righteousness.  

And we’ll want to tell others about the glorious home we have waiting for us.  And that’s the way 

God planned it. 


