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Foreword
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The advent of the mega-church
phenomenon has led to layers of ministers serving under Senior
Pastors, Bishops, Apostles, Chief Clerics, and Prelates, depending
on the denominational tradition or the lack thereof. In the wake of
these new developments, spiritual leaders have become or are
expected to be Pastor/CEOs over large ministries. For many, these
are new and unfamiliar corporate roles in unchartered territory.
Nevertheless, theirs is the unenviable task of fulfilling the
Biblical mandates, ministering to the congregants' needs,
responding to society's ills, and addressing national issues in a
global environment without losing sight of the compelling visions
that bravely drive them forward. Many are bestselling authors. Some
like myself had national offices that create public personas to
manage while maintaining model homes with happy spouses and
extraordinary children who aren’t allowed to fail. As impossible as
this may sound, it is the real-life experience of some who oversee
such large ministries.

Naturally, in order to be successful,
mega-churches require multiple ministers and ministries to address
the needs of their extensive flocks, both in their physical and
virtual congregations on the cable and social media networks. Such
Associate Ministers and the heads of strategic ministries
represent the second tier of persons who serve under the leadership
of renowned pastors and spiritual leaders. How well they are
accomplishing these roles is a question hardly asked as they become
immersed in the business of ministry and growth.

The remarkable growth of ministries
from, in some cases, basements to Cathedrals or from small
beginnings to sports arenas is often so fast and dynamic that
little time is taken to examine what is happening in the lives of
the ministers themselves to ensure that they are able to fulfill
the call of God upon their lives in personal and specific ways. If
this is true of Pastors, who constantly struggle to find the
delicate balance between sacred and secular, it is even more
tragically true of their protégées in ministry. Therefore, there is
a disturbingly noticeable failure among those who serve in the
shadows of the great. It is a challenge to support the Pastor’s
vision, handle the exposure on national networks with its
notoriety, manage the daily demands of overwhelming numbers of
people, govern the financial aspects of church corporations, resist
the temptation to imitate other successful ministries, all while
searching for significance. Juggling all these moving parts can be
a bit too much for some Associate Ministers.

There may be a desperate need among
the “sons of the prophets” that can easily go unnoticed even by the
most astute and caring Pastor. When one considers how a pastor may
become caught up in capital works out of the sheer spiritual
mandate on his life, it is not hard to see that such a minister
could not always lend himself to the intensive one-on-one mentoring
of junior ministerial staff. Allen became the largest employer in
Queens through its 18 corporations, managed over $20-25 million
budgets, gave Federal representation to a depressed community,
ministered to some 20,000 registered congregants in three services
each Sunday, and provided low-income and senior housing and centers
of learning for poorly educated students in the
community.

Nevertheless, the success and progress
of those who serve under charismatic-visionary leaders need to be
urgently promoted. Intentional empowerment is necessary for the
present successful ministries to continue and leave a lasting
legacy. The discussion of how to do so needs to begin now,
especially when resources are challenged by prevailing global
economic and spiritual factors confronting the church and its
membership.

I believe this work, Shadow Minister:
Reflection of an Associate Minister, has
opened the conversation. Written from the perspective of the
position he served, Rev. Paul Leacock expresses the tension he
experienced serving as the Discipleship Minister of The Greater
Allen (AME) Cathedral of New York while at the same time
maintaining the personal sense of calling in his soul. He answers
the question: Is it possible to be accomplished and successful at
positions less than #1 with a resounding “yes!” It is possible to
be (as a colleague, Bishop T.D Jakes expressed it) a number 1 in
a number 2 position. Hence, Shadow Minister is
recommended reading for every senior ecclesiastical leader and
their subordinates. Both can synergize to accomplish their separate
but interdependent roles. They ought to complement, not compete
against one another.

Rev. Paul’s Reflections here
offer excellent insights expressing the often
unseen struggles that junior ministers must face as they execute
the tasks that help bring lofty visions into reality. These
insights will have meaningful resonance with those who serve in
such capacities. In some cases, they are unflattering and blunt,
but such is the nature of personal reflections as
conceived.

Rev. Paul’s Reflections also
offer good Biblical exposition so that the
insights are not so unique and personal that they cannot be adopted
and adapted by others. He does so by drawing on Biblical paradigms
that can benefit his audience. He uses the Scriptures to shed light
on complex situations and transcend individual contexts. The
Biblical principles he offers are means by which one can avoid
ungodly choices. These reflections and discourses may prove
invaluable in mentoring and group sessions.

At the same time, the insights are
experiential. You will not find here mere
platitudes that have no basis in reality. Rev. Paul served in
several critical ministries as Discipleship Minister, Para-Chaplain
Leader of the Allen Prison Ministry (Riker’s Island, Danbury
FCI/FCP; Woodbourne Correctional), Rites of Passage mentor, and
Pastoral Care Counselor, among performing other ministerial tasks.
His insights come out of this wealth of experience.

Above all, Rev Paul is an exemplary, sincere minister of the gospel, a good father
to his three beautiful daughters: Joanna, Samantha, and Candace, a
loving grandfather to Savion, Daniel, and Ava-Skye, and a devoted
husband to Lorraine, his wife. He currently serves as Pastor of the
First Baptist Church Barbados, where he may now cast his own shadow
conscious, I am sure, of those who serve in it.

Rev. Floyd H. Flake, D. Min.

Retired Congressman


Preface
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I didn't think of writing this book
until Rev. Elaine Flake, my Co-Pastor of the Greater Allen
Cathedral of New York, ignited the thought of doing so in me. I
served as Discipleship Minister, and we were engaged in a
discussion in which writing and publishing came up. In that
discussion, she stated very candidly, “Oh yes, you have something
to say.” Her words were surprising and sobering given her stature
and our ministry's scope under our senior Pastor, Floyd H. Flake. I
hadn't actually given serious thought to becoming an author, far
less considering what I would even write about. So what did I have
to say?

As I pondered Rev. Elaine's words, I
soon began to reflect on my own work under Pastor Flake, who had
written The Way of the Bootstrapper - Nine Action Steps for
Achieving Your Dreams. In short order, his book had become a
New York Times bestseller. Those who served as Associate
Ministers under this nationally recognized leader felt honored and
privileged to do so. He was not simply an outstanding Pastor of a
mega-church but a Congressman who had revitalized an entire
community into a viable economic zone. We, his ministerial
underlings, saw firsthand how those action steps he wrote about
were lived out in his ministry daily. The book merely gave a
condensed and concise version of what we actually experienced. "The
Bootstrapper…" gave others the principles to learn and put into
practice, but we had their direct observation in practicality.
Hence, I was learning in the long, imposing shadow of the
Bootstrapper.

Awakened by these experiences, I began
reflecting on my own life and ministry. This led to much
introspection and reevaluation of Biblical paradigms to help
explain my personal ministry experiences. I began to realize that I
needed to act wisely, if nothing else. I could not squander the
opportunities which lay before me as I labored in the shadow of an
excellent Pastoral team recognized and respected by Presidents in
the White House and other sacred and secular leaders around the
country.

Before long, I began writing down my
thoughts and the insights which were helpful to me personally. Then
the writing took on a life of its own. As if driven by the Spirit,
I found myself writing incessantly. I carried my journal everywhere
and often spent entire plane trips writing or being awakened in the
middle of the night to continue where I had left off or add more
insights. First, of course, I studied whether my thoughts had
credence, so I observed others in ministry and drew much from the
monthly Pastoral meetings held at Allen to discuss matters that
arose or to plan the way forward. I also gleaned from my sitting in
with outstanding ministers from established ministries who often
met with our Pastors to learn from their ministry model.

Most importantly, I was captured by
the spiritual insights in Scripture that I must admit I had not
adequately studied from the perspective of my tasks as an Associate
Minister serving under a strong spiritual leader. Examples in
Scripture abound, and the wise insights they yield are priceless.
Without those scriptural reflections, I realized I was immersed in
doing ministry, but how well? There are serious pitfalls to avoid,
problems to resolve, and personal and private perils to navigate to
serve both the leadership and the congregation well. But, then,
that service needs to be pleasing to the Chief Shepherd, who will
reward each Pastor and Associate according to their work. I was
struck by the need to balance all these factors as I thought and
prayed and wrote.

Indeed, all I thought about or
experienced is not written here, especially the scriptural
insights. They require a separate volume in themselves under
consideration as a devotional. However, my prayer is that my
reflections will resonate with those who serve faithfully as
Associate ministers, lay leaders, heads of ministries, and simply
volunteers to churches and ministers. I hope to help those away
from the spotlight beneath the pedestals of those
revered.


Introduction

Journey into the Shadow
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I came to the United States of America
from my native Barbados, a paradise island at the furthest point
east of the Caribbean Islands. I had no idea that I would meet and
work under one of the most nationally respected pastors, the
Honorable Rev. Floyd Harold Flake, and his wife and Co-Pastor,
Margaret Elaine Flake. He later described himself as a
‘Bootstrapper.’ I first heard the term bootstrap used by
Barbados’ belated first Prime Minister, The Right Honorable Errol
Walton Barrow. He had articulated what I perceived as a post-World
War II American ideal of lifting oneself up by one’s bootstraps. I
always found it a curious term that didn’t quite make sense.
Perhaps some aspect of the concept was lost in the cultural
transference; after all, given its geographical location, the
absence of snow, hail, and sleet, wearing boots was not the
standard model of Barbadian dress. I often wondered about the
concept’s genesis, giving rise to the term. At the time, it seemed
to me to be an oxymoron since the one who attempted it was apt to
fall. I came to understand it to refer to the phenomenon of lifting
one’s self by one’s effort, by dint of hard work and determination.
Hence the term was a dynatron, a hyperbolic expression used to
emphasize the difficulty of near-impossible achievement.

Prime Minister Barrow had articulated
the concept as part of the drive to encourage self-sufficiency in
Barbados through industry and commerce. Having led the nation to
independence from England in 1966, he established several
Industrial Parks where he built light manufacturing plants to
produce goods for the US and UK markets. Thus by self-generated
efforts, the island would earn valuable foreign exchange, thereby
amassing foreign reserves. The intent was to increase Barbados’ GDP
by its industry, therefore fulfilling its newly minted motto:
Pride and Industry. It exemplified Prime Minister Barrow’s
stance that Barbados was not to be dependent on aid from the UK,
the USA, or any other entity. His mantra “friends of all,
satellites of none” underscored the national quest. Of course,
I can only see this now, not as a youth then.

I guess, on reflection, that Barbados
was to bootstrap to achieve collectively what Pastor Flake had
achieved individually – success in the face of seemingly
insurmountable life challenges as detailed in his book: The Way
of the Bootstrapper; Nine Action Steps to Achieve Your Dreams
(Harper Collins, 1990). It may have been fortuitous to have had
that book before I left Barbados in such a quest, but that was not
the way God planned for my life path to intersect with that of
Pastor Flake’s.

Convergence of Paths

I can better explain how Rev.
Flake’s path crossed with mine than I can say why our
ministries converged at the then Allen AME Church of Jamaica,
Queens, where I ended up serving under his leadership. Looking
through my natural human eyes without the aid of my spiritual
lenses, I could see that our meeting was unlikely. My Barbados was
a far cry from his native Houston, Texas. Both the USA and Barbados
are former British colonies which presuppose that both Rev. Flake
and I were more than likely descendants of slaves by a few
generations. That may have been the only distant commonality; our
lives were worlds apart. However, as I was to learn later, both of
us lived lives facing similar socio-economic disparities that led
us north to New York. He was perhaps following the historic,
proverbial, Underground Railroad route to a more liberal area of
the United States.

On the other hand, like most
Barbadians, I was struggling to make ends meet even though I lived
in a desegregated, independent country with no blatant Jim Crow
laws and with blacks firmly in charge politically. Nevertheless, I
needed to venture beyond my idyllic island’s shores to achieve more
for myself and my family, which I could not see myself
accomplishing despite my hard work. Others around me seemed content
to play out the unprinted mental scripts that circumvented their
lives; I was not. I looked around and realized that I needed to
escape the sociological box that limited upward social mobility,
frustrated potential, and denied hope to predominantly black
Barbadians.

From my vantage point for most
Afro-Barbadians, life was a struggle to eke out a living in a post
‘plantocratic’ society still firmly governed by the vestiges of
colonialism. For example, the white economic elite, composed of
patently silent but influential Euro-Barbadian whites, commanded
the nation's wealth. With increasingly notable exceptions, these
power brokers were the privileged heirs of the ‘plantocracy’ that
had ruled Britain’s brightest jewel in Her Majesty’s Crown
throughout the Empire when sugar was king. Beneath them in
society’s class were Creole whites or near white whitey browns, as
one early observer of Barbadian demographics called them, in
varying gradations who lived at the margins of the white upper
class. Below them was a small emerging middle class of fairer skin
blacks and then the majority-black Barbadian, Caribbean nationals,
and a minority of Indo-Barbadians. Nevertheless, they made up the
bulk of the populace. By the time I was ready to go to the United
States, tourism had succeeded sugar as the principal money earner,
and Barbados had thrown off the shackles of British rule, as had
the USA. However, the wealth remained with those who had
diversified to other commercial enterprises as the economy moved
further away from being a strictly agricultural economy to a
service economy. That economic control was the primary reason I
felt compelled to quit my job and leave for New York.

Frustration: Success
Denied

Before leaving, I had worked for over
eight years for the Goddards (one of the white Barbadian families)
in their flagship store called Harrisons in the capital, proudly
addressed as #1 Broad Street, Bridgetown. Reportedly, the Goddards
were not enriched by the generational wealth which the planter
class’s heirs enjoyed. Theirs was a ‘rags to riches’ story among
the poorer whites. The report says that old Joe Goddard walked
barefooted with his cows to the market in Bridgetown, some 15miles
away from his parish of St. John in the countryside. His yeoman
efforts led to the acquisition of assets that enriched the Goddard
family. However, that sympathetic reality was lost in the classism
that dictated the economic divide, which separated them from their
mostly black staff, even from those blacks to whom they were
genetically related.

I had joined the company in 1979. I
climbed to middle management positions in a few years by hard work,
only to be frustrated by the glass ceilings strategically placed
above black curly heads, however intelligent they may have been. In
my personal experience, even though the company sent me to England
to study General Management, I returned to utter frustration below
the glass ceilings, which were now more painfully visible. I could
not exercise my new expertise because my fairer Barbadian bosses
told me quite candidly: “we don’t know what to do with you.” Why
not? I was on their payroll while I was abroad; the company
afforded my practical managerial training with the Littlewoods
Organization because Harrison’s submitted me to be a candidate for
the study abroad opportunity, compliments of Peter Moore. He was
the son of Sir John Moore of The Littlewoods Organization of
England. I won the scholarship out of a field of hundreds of
candidates from other companies island-wide. I suppose that
management was proud and pleased that one of their ‘boys’ got the
coveted prize. All my progress at Littlewoods was reported to my
local superiors, who urged me on as I plunged into Management
Theory, Chain Store Management, Mail Order Operations, Buying and
Purchasing, Store Security, etc. I returned to the company with
high commendations from my British supervisors and mentors, ready
to demonstrate my knowledge to no avail. Instead, they sent me to
dead-end jobs and positions guarded by incompetents (blacks,
browns, and whites) who merely viewed me with narrow eyes jaundiced
by their own insecurities and traditional white privileges as the
case may be.

Despite presenting reports, surveys,
and fact-finding studies to the Board of Directors (which they
commissioned) that showed some departments were sinking the
company’s profits, I was ignored and left to feel like a mere pawn
in a game of futility. Frustrated, I transferred out to the Food
Service division of the company. Although not experienced in food
purchasing, I put my acquired buying skills to work, purchasing all
the supplies which the airlines flying in and out of Barbados
needed through our Flight Kitchen. In less than two years, even
though I had maintained a 60-70% profit margin, I was floundering
not because of inabilities but because of the malevolent intrigues
of junior and senior personnel. For example, the General Manager
refused to let my assistant work in the office with me because she
was white. She was reseated in his office upstairs instead, leaving
me totally without help but charged with the task of maintaining
his desired 30/70 cost to profit ratio. However, it did not stop
him from allowing his wife to come to the storeroom weekly and give
the supervisor her grocery list to supply his own home while the
staff‘s bags were searched at the gate by security.

To make matters worse, the Assistant
General Manager, who was afraid that I would ascend to his
position, often sabotaged me. Therefore, he withheld critical
information from me to prevent my planning ahead. My Store Room
Manager, who had applied for the position I held and resented my
being appointed, undermined me. Both of these were black,
confirming that my experience was not merely because of color
issues but more so because of character issues in a sociological
environment that encouraged such counter-productive
behavior.

My frustration only grew after I
married the love of my life, Lorraine Maynard, I saw no future
ahead for us because I worked in a company that held out a promise
only to deny its fulfillment, and the wider, now independent
economy was no better. Although blacks had ameliorated their
condition to become Ministers of Government, the principals of
schools, Senior Civil Servants, Commissioners of Police, Judges,
Lawyers, and Doctors, occupying the commanding heights of society,
the economic power elite looked to me as if it was unaffected. They
remained in control of people’s everyday lives. They controlled
demand in the labor market (since they owned the stores). They
monopolized the supply of goods and services, imports and exports,
tangibles, and intangibles simply because they were the primary
mercantile class. Consequently, along with the influence they
inevitably exerted on government, it seemed as if they determined
the affordability of necessities and luxuries in all of life, like
Adam Smith’s invisible hand in the marketplace.

Migration abroad seemed to be the one
and only way out of the 14x21 ‘box’ that was Barbados with a
population at the time of 250,000 people, who were pawns to the
upper 1%. The thought of migrating abroad was impressed upon me
like a salmon needing to return to its breeding waters. Immigration
has been a means of escape and advancement for Afro-Caribbeans for
centuries. Thousands had migrated en mass to Panama for the
building of the Canal. Thousands went to staff the hospitals and
mass transit services of England. Other thousands went in seasonal
cycles to the USA to pick fruit and harvest sugar cane, while
others filled the job markets of Boston and New York as the British
need for immigrant labor waned. Such mass exoduses and movements
were long over a generation ago. Still, it was a journey I felt
necessary to undertake, given my expanding family and limited
prospects before me.

By the time I finally decided to leave
Barbados, Lorraine and I had two young daughters, Joanna and
Samantha; this only heightened my desire. We spent hours praying
and thinking through scenarios and options. Several mentors were
consulted, including my Pastor, and all indications pointed to me
leaving. It was a painful parting, but it was now or never.
Reluctant to travel to the USA with me, Lorraine agreed to move
into my parents’ home with the girls until I finished my studies
abroad. The plan was to finish my studies in Global Marketing with
the view of returning to Barbados to teach at the University of the
West Indies (UWI). I was determined to raise a new cadre of
indigenous, Afro-Barbadian entrepreneurs: men and women who would
break the local elite’s economic monopoly and shatter the glass
ceilings in their fortress corporations by education, acquisition
of competence, and business acumen.

This idea had germinated in my mind
while I studied in England during the 1980s. Being there opened my
eyes to the emerging, growing global economy and the commensurate
need for an awareness of global marketing acumen. However, the
Caribbean, Barbados included, was not prepared for the
techno-driven tsunami initiated by the shift of the geopolitical
tectonic plates. Fortress Europe, NAFTA, and other economic power
blocks were established, and small island states like Barbados,
dependent on tourism, were small fish in a new, huge, ever-widening
ocean. I needed to get ahead of the wave before it made
landfall.

Thus, with a fermenting passion in my
heart and a sense of sadness and trepidation, I departed my beloved
island for the enormous challenge of acquiring the necessary
credentials in the marketing capital of the world - New York. My
new residence at Uncle David and Auntie Hazel’s home in Jamaica,
Queens, brought me unwittingly into the congressional district of
the Rev. Congressman Floyd Flake and his church
community.


Chapter 1

A Look Back: Marketing vs. Ministry
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My Uncle David and Auntie Hazel
allowed me to reside at their home while pursuing my education in
Global Marketing. Auntie Hazel and my cousins: Amanda, Karen,
Shawn, and Monique were members of Rev. Flake’s congregation, but
Allen Church was not my focus; it was perhaps the least of my
concerns. I was determined to enter college, finish my studies,
return to Barbados and embark on my career in the shortest time
possible, which was ironic because I had always wanted to come to
America to study ministry, not Global Marketing. Therefore, I could
not help but cast a reflective eye over my shoulder as I pondered
the new decision I had made. Here I was at a crucial turning point
in my life, risking all to achieve success, and I could not help
remembering a different path I was determined to pursue at another
critical stage earlier in my life.

The Calling

As I recall it, I was 16 and had
accepted a challenge from the late Rev. Ronald Trotman, the then
interim Pastor of First Baptist Church (Barbados). He had preached
that we should ask God what career He would have us pursue rather
than simply choosing our own while in our youth. I began that quest
earnestly praying each day for God to choose for me, to show me
what He would have me do. I prayed that prayer until it became
routine. I prayed that prayer until the initial passion was gone.
The words would roll off my tongue like the Lord’s Prayer or some
other formalized, memorized scripted petition. Then one morning,
sitting in the outhouse of all places, a distinct voice broke
through my prayers and interrupted me to the degree that I was
startled. “Preach My Word,” it said emphatically.

I can not to this day say whether it
was an audible voice that I had heard with my external ears or
whether it was an internal communication that had entered my
conscious mind. What I do know, however, is that I was so aware of
the voice that I responded as naturally as I would if I were
speaking to someone in front of me in my physical presence. There
was no thought as to whether I had heard things or not. The voice
was as natural as my own: “You want me to be a preacher?” I
responded incredulously. “I thought you would want me to be a
businessman or something else like that, not a preacher!” There was
no response to my insolent protest. “Well, if that’s what You want,
then I don’t want to be a part-time preacher at church; I want to
be a full-time Minister,” I demanded. As the minutes ticked on and
the reality of my vocation set in, I realized that was the answer I
was seeking. Thus I had no choice. Reluctantly, I relented and
asked God to give me a heart that loved and retained His
word.

To this day, this encounter is
sobering for several reasons, but principally for two. First, God
spoke to me and told me what to do! There is no doubt in my mind
about that. I cannot rationalize that voice away, no matter how
plausible the explanations offered. I feel duty-bound to fulfill
His demands. No other pursuit ever works favorably. No other path
holds the sense of purpose and power as does preaching His
Word. Second, my response was audacious given that I had asked Him,
and yet I was unprepared to accept His choice. It showed the
insidious wickedness of my carnal nature. All along, and
unbeknownst to me, I had secretly desired to be a business
entrepreneur. This desire seemed to have been lurking, lying below
my immediate perceptibility. I was not showing any keen interest in
any particular career, or was I? Apparently, I was because once He
spoke to me, my subconscious preference attempted to supersede by
presenting itself in protest. Then when I acquiesced to the divine
command, it triggered my bargaining in an attempt to control how
and under what conditions I would serve. My negotiations were puny,
grasping for the wind in contrast to the voice that filled my
entire mind space early that morning and stills echoes fresh in my
soul daily. Once spoken, the call has taken up residence to ensure
its execution and fulfillment.

It was not long before other messages
came to do as commanded. Time after time, that unmistakable voice
spoke into the internal channel of my perception and directed me
when and where I was to preach God’s Word. It came first to
challenge my loyalty to God at high school. He commanded me to
preach to the students at the lunch recess. “No, Lord,” I begged,
afraid more of the stares and the perceived loss of face before the
other students than I was scared of disappointing Him, never mind
it was through His mercy and grace that I was even admitted into
that school. I was not willing to consider this fact at the time,
but that is a story for another day. Preaching at schools was the
frightening task that confronted me.

I can still recall the weeks of
procrastination and trepidation leading up to the event, but the
command stood firm as I came to meet the Lord in prayer each
morning. I could not get past it. It stood firm like an unyielding
sentinel in my way. Before long, I could not walk, sit, or stand
without this burden to obey, weighing heavily on me. Thus to
relieve myself, I gave in. I remembered my labored, wooden steps
ascending a mound of dirt that elevated me above my peers. Hundreds
of them were queued in a line that snaked in front of the outdoor
canteen (cafeteria), waiting to purchase their lunch. As I had seen
my father and mother do several times before, I instinctively began
to sing a hymn. Then, as I relented to the Spirit, I preached to my
fellow students, teachers, and janitorial staff members within
earshot. Hardly a captive audience, students purchased their lunch
and milled around; the younger students darted back and forth
playing, casting the intermittent stare of disbelief at me. The
weight seemed lifted off my shoulder once it was over, but not for
long. It soon became a norm for me to preach all over the campus as
the voice demanded. I soon became the Inter-School Christian
Fellowship student leader at Ellerslie Secondary School.

After matriculating from Ellerslie,
that voice came again at the Barbados Community College, where I
had enrolled to pursue studies in Advance Economics and History.
“Lord not here too,” I protested. “I did it at high school. Wasn’t
that enough?” I felt embarrassed; wasn’t college a place of higher
learning and academia? I fruitlessly and illogically reasoned as if
God, Godly living, and theology, in general, were somehow primitive
and must now be left behind. Again, I moped and pouted for weeks. I
was afraid that my peers would mischaracterize me as a religious
fanatic, as crazy, or as some other label equated to being less
than smart, bright, intelligent, and not belonging to that
institution. Never mind that here, too, I had been admitted by His
mercy and grace. Also, by His mercy and grace, I found another
student on campus, Margaret Miller. She had attended Ellerslie
Secondary School with me. I shared my undesirable burden with her
and was shocked that she instantly agreed to go with me to share
the gospel on campus. I was embarrassed that I had heard the Lord
directing me to preach and was unwilling to do so, while Margaret,
who didn’t hear, was ready to go based on what I said, and so we
did.

Soon an Inter-Varsity Christian
Fellowship (IVCF) group of young people sprang up, and the witness
by students for Christ intensified to the degree that some
professors became concerned. The senior lecturer in the History
Department met with me to discuss my spiritual extra-curricular
activities; I believe he wanted to be sure that I was not breaking
under the pressure of studies, though he never said so. He left me,
seemingly pleased that I seemed sane but cautioned me to take it
easy. After he left, I thought it strange that no one seemed to
tell those who began smoking legal and illegal substances,
drinking, wasting time, partying, and exploiting each other
sexually to take it easy. Here we were taking a principled stand
against all that, yet we were the ones who needed counsel? No
wonder the voice sent me to preach.

After graduation, the voice also came
unrelentingly, directing me to the streets of the city of
Bridgetown, our capital, and the main concourse of business. I
remember standing nervously on the sidewalk of busy commercial
streets against the stares from faces that seemed to defy me before
I even started to speak. I stood stoically against the vehicular
traffic noise, competing against the chatter and clamor of human
voices and the noisy shuffle of shoes as they hurried by on their
business. Passers-by glared in shock at the youth who was shouting
out Scripture at the top of his lungs to the traversing audience
and demanding its attention. I remember one of the most challenging
moments of my preaching on the street during my lunch hour. I was
on the road pouring forth the gospel a block away from the store
where I was recently hired when my boss walked by and stared at me
curiously. I felt as if I had died inside and thought that I had
lost his favor and respect, but perhaps that may have been
precisely what the Spirit wanted.

I recalled the further prodding of the
Spirit to speak to my neighbors about accepting Christ as Savior.
Eventually, I had started a Sunday School class outside our house
for the neighborhood children every Sunday afternoon. My mother
graciously gave up her afternoon siesta to help her eager but
novice son with them. Occasionally, I was asked to speak at our
church, where I was subsequently appointed Youth President
(equivalent to Youth Pastor). It was not long before I assisted at
one of the branch churches in another parish outside the city. I
was still somewhat unsettled by a question posed by the aged
pastor, whom I was helping, when I announced my departure to New
York to study. He asked whether I was going to study ministry.
Pastor Clarke’s question was fair, given the unofficial evangelical
career that led me to his church.

That thought brought me back to the
reality that I was not in New York to study ministry; I was here to
explore my desire to right the inequity and unfair treatment I
received in my management career. I was on my own bootstrapping
mission to lift myself, my family, and my people.

Besides that, I had long given up the
desire to study Ministry in the USA because of the enormous
discouragement I received from all whom I expected to help me
fulfill that noble desire. Having recognized God’s desire in my
life, I knew that I needed to prepare myself. I was well acquainted
with Paul’s words to Timothy:

Study to shew thyself approved
unto God, a workman that needeth not to be ashamed, rightly
dividing the word of truth. (II Timothy 2:15)

This Scripture was indelibly printed
in my memory. I interpreted it to mean that I should go to the USA
to pursue theological studies. I looked towards the USA because
that’s where the missionaries came from. Plus, there was no
Seminary in Barbados.

The now-defunct South Atlantic Baptist
Mission had sponsored many an evangelist/missionary to minister
seasonally in our churches. One such frequent visitor was Dr. Leon
Maurer. He was a banjo-playing preacher who seemed sincere but was
not as aloof as others. Dr. Maurer spouted Scripture fluently,
quoting several texts from memory as he preached in his pronounced
Southern accent. I recalled that he mentioned on one occasion that
he was the President of a Bible college, so I took the opportunity
to express my desire to study abroad to him, as the then Pastor
David Hunte had done. Pastor Hunte was a local Euro-Barbadian that
had married the daughter of the long-standing expatriate pastor,
who had promptly handed over the reins of First Baptist to his
son-in-law upon his return to the USA. Dr. Maurer was taken aback
at my request, and I, being ignorant to the south’s sociological
complexion, didn’t quite understand why at the time, but he
recovered after stammering and halfheartedly promising to help.
However, he placed a condition on it: “I can get you a full
scholarship,” he said confidently, “if you get a letter of
endorsement from your Pastor.” I was a little disappointed, but I
calculated that I should quickly obtain a letter. Pastor Hunte knew
my family well; after all, my parents had physically helped build
the sanctuary we worshipped in. I am told that my father was the
first deacon ordained in the new facility and had an unblemished,
distinguished career as an evangelist and Choir Master throughout
the churches. My mother was a deaconess, a women’s leader, and a
lead soloist in the choir. I thought a letter of endorsement should
not have been hard to acquire with this legacy and service behind
me. However, after chasing the Pastor for months (he was on an
unofficial sabbatical), he interviewed me as if I were a stranger.
I was dumbfounded. Although I was 17 or 18, I knew that he was
unwilling to help me and was stonewalling with unnecessary, formal
questions. For example, he asked me to relay my salvation
experience as if he needed assurance that I was a believer.
Perturbed but cautious, I responded, “You baptized me, Sir.”
I recalled the day he raised me proudly in the fount above the
aperture wall since I was too short to be seen by the congregation.
He held me up to testify to the assembly pleased that the youth
were embracing the faith; then, he immersed me to the cheers of
all. What was a life-altering moment for me was merely a distant
memory for him. After a few more awkward questions, he ended the
meeting, promising to get back to me but never did. Shortly after,
he resigned under dubious circumstances and left First Baptist
Church. I never heard from Dr. Mauer again either.

As if that disappointment was not
perturbing enough, my parents also seemed to be against my American
quest. My father was particularly unrelenting in his opposition to
my going to American to study. I was stunned at his reaction, which
I saw as contradictory to all he had taught me and trained me to
believe and do. He gave me several reasons why I should not go that
ran the gamut of the rational to the irrational, frustrating my
desire to pursue my evident calling into the ministry. My mother
was less vocal and sat on the fence, but her silence only made
Papa’s objections more daunting. Before long, I stopped
corresponding to the colleges I had written.

Confused and disillusioned, I felt
that God had unfairly put me in a duplicitous position. How could I
honor and obey my parents and fulfill His will simultaneously? I
was so discouraged that when the door of opportunity swung open
before me, I didn’t go in, which is precisely what may have
happened one Sunday at First Baptist Church (Barbados). A visiting
African American came to our church. I and another young man, who
began preaching with me on the street, went over to greet him after
the service. He informed us that he had come to offer scholarships
to black Barbadians who wanted to study ministry abroad. His
organization was interested in raising indigenous leaders in the
Caribbean. It was like an angel had visited the church to answer
our prayers. We would have gone the next day! Without delay, I ran
over to the then interim pastor, Bro. Crichlow and gave him the
good news. His sharp retort was like the final blow to my mounting
frustration. “So why didn’t he come to us (leaders)” he snapped.
“So why did he go to the young people and not to us?” His rebuke
was so terse that it cast a total pall over the visitor’s kind
generosity. We came back to him unaccompanied with our proverbial
tails between our legs; it was clear that the Pastor had no
interest in seeing the man. He gave us his card to call him, were
we interested, and left us. Now unsupported by my spiritual
leaders, my spirit was broken by this. I held the card but never
called. What was the point? Dejected and rejected, I turned inward
to other interests rather than the purpose I was called to
fulfill.

I went along, pursuing my academic
education, contemplating my father’s dream for me to become a
doctor. Clearly, he was willing to sacrifice anything for me to
become a doctor, but not a minister. Having been immersed in the
faith from birth, I could not reconcile the inner conflict this
presented within me. There were numerous unanswered questions and
no answers. Why were my parents and Pastor so hostile to my desire
to enter into ministry? In our home, we had family devotions daily,
early in the morning and sometimes in the evening. My parents went
all over the country preaching on the streets before dawn. They
often woke me up to accompany them to these sobering events as they
sang and preached to awakening but respectful people who treated
them as if they were angels sent by God to prick their dull
consciences. Why then was my father not proud that his seventh
child wanted to follow in his footsteps, having been groomed in his
shadow? Why were they discouraging me rather than encouraging me in
my calling? The answer to these puzzling questions eluded me until
I had made my transition to the United States as a young married
man free from paternal authority.

Then, Eureka! It suddenly dawned on me
that my father was afraid. He was fearful of losing another son! I
had an older brother Barton, a handsome young man. He had Rheumatic
Fever, I was told, but he never allowed it to stop him. He was a
perfect gentleman with a well-defined physique, adored by several
young women of the church. His dream was to live in America. After
severe bouts of sickness, his opportunity came. He was selected to
work in the US harvesting sugar cane at age 25. We said a tearful
goodbye, never to see him again. Reportedly, he moved up to New
York from Florida after his work assignment was done and settled
there. One year or so later, we were informed that he collapsed in
the streets, suffering a heart attack; his enlarged heart gave out.
Tragically, we were too poor to ship his body home. We had to
settle for a memorial service for him. I don’t think my mother and
father ever recovered from that. I began to realize that my request
to go abroad at the tender age of 18 frightened them into saying
no, not because they did not support my desire for ministry, but
could not risk losing another son dying in his quest to be in the
US. I now understood their fear and objections.

However, I was now in the USA, and I
had to stop looking back. Instead, I needed to forge ahead to meet
the challenges that lay before me. I had a carefully thought-out
plan in my head, but of course, heaven had another that would soon
begin to unfold. I was facing a contradiction. Despite my earlier
desire, I was now in the USA to study Global Marketing, not
Ministry.


Chapter 2

Looking Forward: From Baptist to AME
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At Uncle David and Auntie Hazel’s
house, I plunged into my studies. Once accepted at York College
(CUNY), I began to refresh my Math and English skills in
preparation for the placement exam. I was somewhat concerned,
having been out of school for a while, and felt some fear of my
inability to recall mathematical theorems and grammatical
constructs. However, my preparation paid off because I passed both
Math and English tests well. Furthermore, I was pleasantly
surprised that I was over the first hurdle, not having to do any
remedial, only some prerequisite classes in both
subjects.

Although I maintained my Christian
Faith, fellowshipping at a church was not the priority; my secular
career was now my crusade. I was going to right a wrong that had
victimized my people, and now me, for over three (3) centuries.
However, I felt compelled to join a church in New York. After all,
I had gone to church all my life. I didn’t want to be another
prodigal son that traded in his spiritual legacy for the sinful
pleasures of the “far country,” and I was indeed in a far country.
I was far away from home, culturally and in every other
respect.

Choosing a church, though, was quite a
feat. My first impulse was to join a Baptist Church. After all,
each year, when we renewed the Covenant at First Baptist Barbados,
we vowed to join a church of like faith if we are ever
removed from the local church fellowship. Thus, as a faithful
Baptist, I began looking for such a church. I went from church to
church wherever Baptist signs hung. I visited them within the
limits of my knowledge and mass transit reach in Queens with great
disappointment. The name said Baptist, but they were not so in
practice; at least nothing I recognized.

I visited Calvary Baptist Church in
New York City, which seemed closer to what I found familiar, but
the distance was cost-prohibitive. Plus, it didn’t fit my new
overnight part-time security job schedule. Then I visited my eldest
brother in New Jersey and found a Baptist church there. It was as
close to First Baptist in format and style as I could want, but
like Calvary, I could not possibly travel there for “like faith
fellowship” because of the distance. Then something else began to
dawn on me: the churches I recognized as familiar were
predominantly Caucasian in population with a Euro-centric service
liturgy, but the Baptist churches in Jamaica, Queens, were 99.9%
black with a strange service format. Their form of worship seemed
more like the Pentecostal Churches to me (not that anything is
wrong with the Charismatic style of worship). I was caught in a
sociological dynamic that I neither understood at the time nor
could reconcile at first. It took me a while to figure it out –
Barbados, like many other colonized countries, were Christianized
by white southern missionaries who transmitted their faith and
superimposed their culture on that transmission. Thus, the music
genre and style, the liturgy of worship, the cultural norms and
mores, even the very lenses through which one was taught to view
the Scripture were of those who were kith and kin to our former
slave masters. Therefore, we were acculturated to respect a white
culture as superior to our own indigenous, natural inclinations of
worship. We were also incidentally or intentionally indoctrinated
to revere their religious style. That explained why I
subconsciously felt more at home in a white Church than in a
black Church, Baptist or not.

Disillusioned and disappointed at my
futile attempts to honor my covenant, I was faced with the question
of whether to join Allen African Methodist Episcopal Church or not.
The entire appellation jutted out at me, challenging my theology
and sense of self, so I began to process it mentally piece by
piece:

Allen

What a strange name for a church,
undoubtedly unbiblical, I thought, but thankfully not aloud. That
was an absurd thought, especially after I learned the rich history
that stood solidly behind the founder of the AME Church in the
person of Bishop Richard Allen. That was the name and hence the
honor accorded by those who were the heirs of his legacy,
memorializing him in the church's name in Jamaica, Queens. To my
shame, I was over-driven by my myopic search for a denominational
equivalent that I couldn’t appreciate that for which I have now
come to have deep respect. The AME
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