PASTOR HAND’S HANDBOOK

VOLUME 2 - 18 MAR 08

“DON’T EVER GIVE UP”

My father, Leonard Hand, entered the ministry in 1941 at the age 27.  World War II began and I was born on that same year.  Opportunity quickly knocked and he accepted the pastorate of a Baptist church in his home county of Chilton in Alabama.  The protocol of most Baptist churches in those days was to have a series of services four times a year, inviting a guest preacher for each one.  My dad invited his best friend to come and conduct one of the seasonal campaigns.  When the meetings terminated my dad’s best friend was pastor of the church and my dad was put in the street.  During my whole life I never heard my dad say one negative comment about his old friend.  In fact my dad took me with him to visit that preacher when I was nine years old.  It appeared to be a reunion of old acquaintances enamored with previous good memories.

Leonard Hand had entered the ministry and within a year had failed.  He responded by migrating to a large city and becoming a fireman.  Shortly, things would go terribly wrong on this other frontier as well.  It was in the middle of World War II and the fire department received a call that a very expensive military plane had crashed.  The fire chief had instructed my dad to in no way cause any further damage to this high dollar aircraft.  When Leonard arrived on the scene the plane was beginning to catch on fire.  Because of the position of the downed craft my dad could not gain access to the interior and did not know if anyone was still on board, so he punched a hole in the fuselage and entered the plane.  The occupants had survived the crash and had left the scene before his arrival.  Somehow they had egressed the plane from an opening that Leonard, not knowing the layout of the aircraft, had overlooked.  If he had rescued the flight crew he would have been a hero.  Since the craft was empty the fire chief was furious and immediately fired him.  The chief angrily told him that he had influence at the draft board and Leonard could expect to be drafted into the war very soon.

It was only a matter of days before Leonard received his draft notice.  He was twenty-nine years old and had a wife and two children.  I was 2 years old when my dad bade farewell to his young family and left for the war.  I don’t remember him leaving but I do remember vividly his return 2 years later.  After he left I slept in the bed with mom each night.  One night I awoke lying on a cot beside the bed.  I arose and saw a man in the bed with my mother.  They were both smiling and gazing at me as I tried to focus my eyes on them.  They were waiting for my response to his return.  At first I was afraid of this man I thought I had never seen.  I had no recollection of ever having a father.  When I discovered I had one I was elated.

During his two year military stint my dad was unfaithful to my mom.  He repented and put the marriage in her hands.  For the sake of the children, she decided to try and keep the marriage together.  I thank God to this day she loved me enough to be totally unselfish and not prideful in her decision.  Finally one of Leonard’s failures has turned around.

My father took a job as a policeman.  He had been trained as an amateur wrestler and knew how to fight.  One night while arresting a man who was resisting; my dad beat him unmercifully.  Leonard was so convicted about the incident he resigned his job as a policeman and went to work as a security guard for a natural gas company.  Meanwhile he graduated from cosmetology school and opened two places of business; a barber shop and a beauty parlor. Things were beginning to look up.

During these events he had started attending a local church with his family.  J. W. Brown, the pastor, took a keen interest in restoring him back to the ministry.  Years earlier my dad had performed professionally as an accomplished musician and singer.  Pastor Brown asked him to lead the worship at a tent revival he was conducting in Clanton, Alabama.  It was June 1949 and at that revival I walked the sawdust isle and was joyously born again at eight years old.  It is imprinted in my memory as if it were yesterday. 
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Leonard Hand sold his two businesses for what one chair in one of the businesses had cost and moved to another city to attend college and prepare for the ministry.  He went on to establish over ten churches and pastor others.  He installed numerous young men into the Gospel ministry who are pastoring today.  He pastored and preached the word for over 30 years.  Thanks to pastor Brown who took a fallen man under his wing.  Leonard had built his testimony:  DON’T EVER GIVE UP! 

I was the only one with him when he died on November 5, 1971 at the age of 57.  On his death bed he had a vision of Elijah bringing him two small boys.  Thirty five years later, my son Ben adopted two boys, one and three years old.  Here are the two boys who in the third generation will continue the legacy of a man who would never give up.      

