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In September of 1959 I determined to move to Crockett, Tx.  On our trip to Crockett, we had an accident 
on the old Trinity River Bridge.  This crushed the right rear fender of my new VW Bug.  I could still drive the 
car and continued to travel to Crockett.  Upon arriving, we unloaded our furniture, from the van that moved 
us, and put all things in order.  One of the first things we noticed was how wonderful we were received.  
Many of the brethren came by to make sure we were getting settled in and some brought eggs, some bacon 
and other things – we truly were being welcomed into their midst.  
 
After about three or four weeks, I told my wife I needed to talk with her about a problem – I have always 
been able to talk to her about problems that I may have.  I expressed to her that while I was preaching in 
the pulpit and looking out over the audience I would be thinking, “Which one of these folks will be my first 
problem!”  She expressed to me that she was having the same thoughts. I told her this was unfair to them, 
they had nothing to do with what happened at La Port.  Also, I expressed to her that the people were being 
very receptive and we needed to give them a chance.  Immediately things began to get better with myself 
and my wife.   
 
Looking back, Crockett was a wonderful place with many wonderful people.  I joined a lot of folks in marriage 
and buried a lot of people.  I went to a funeral in a cemetery, not far from Crockett, the weather was cold, 
sleeting and raining at different times.  The cemetery was wet and while standing over the grave, I could 
hear chunks of dirt falling down into the water, in the grave.   The temperature was at zero and I just wanted 
to get out and let everyone go home.  It was a short graveside service and many expressed that very 
thought, after the funeral.  
 
Immediately, I am introduced to a radio program.  Every Lord’s Day morning the church at Crockett had a 
fifteen minute radio program and I was expected to take care of that program.  I had not preached on the 
radio before this; so, it was a new experience for me.  Can you possibly realize what it is like to sit in a little 
room, with a microphone in front of you, you speak and your voice goes out all over the county and adjoining 
counties?  Hundreds; or thousands will be listening to you!  At the beginning, I doubted this.  Then there 
were those who would say something to me about my message and I began to realize there really were 
people listening to the Sunday morning program.  All of a sudden, the mic turned to people.  I had come to 
realize people were being addressed and not a dead microphone.  My messages took on subjects of the 
Bible that people needed to know about.  Well, this was a new experience! 
 
Each Lord’s Day, the building was full.  I would preach and everyone seemed so interested, it just made 
me preach that much harder.  I noticed a family of five that would come in on Sunday morning, Sunday 
evening and Wednesday evening and they would all sit together – the mother sat with her head on her 
husband’s shoulder; the daughter would sit with her head on her mother’s shoulder; the next in line, a son, 
sat with his head on his sister’s shoulder, and the last son sat with his head on his brother’s shoulder.  All 
of them; but the father, slept.  I never figured this out.  As long as they were at home, the children slept in 
this manner, at services. 
 
The brethren at Crockett composed a good church.  They were interested in my preaching the truth and I 
was interested in preaching the same.  It just seemed we were in agreement as long as I lived in Crockett.  
There were many folks who had come out of denominationalism and obeyed the Gospel; thus, they knew 
what it was like to seek truth.  The preachers before me were men of truth and these brethren knew what 
it was like to stand for truth and this they did.       Caa ….. 
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