
Jim Minor and his wife, Peggy, are dear friends. Rolland and I 
love their huge hearts for Jesus and for the poor. Through the 
years, we have had the privilege of witnessing their extraordi-
nary generosity. They move in the power and the glory of God. 
In this book, with great humor, wit, and wisdom, Jim shares his 
many unique experiences as a pastor. Above all else, it is his pas-
sionate love for Jesus that shines through these pages. The affec-
tion that Jim and his church family have for our Savior enables 
them to feed the poor, heal the broken, and cherish the hurt-
ing. This book will energize you to recall the power of your first 
encounter with Jesus and fall in love with Him all over again.

—Heidi Baker, Ph.D. 
Cofounder, Iris Global Ministries 

Author, Always Enough, Compelled by Love,  
and Birthing the Miraculous

This is the most helpful book for pastors that I have read in a long 
time. I can hardly recommend it enough! It is so well written, 
so fun, so practical, and so full of sensitivity, love, and joy in the 
Holy Spirit, that I believe it will help transform churches wher-
ever it is read. No, churches shouldn’t suck! They should be the 
very epitome of what Paul considered the only thing that counts: 
“ faith working through love” (Galatians 5:6). Leading a church is 
no longer work for the pastor who is joined to Jesus and is one 
with Him. It is a family, full of believers overjoyed to bear fruit 
by actually doing the works of Jesus because they love Him so 
completely and are so energized by His Spirit. This book shows 
how a church can truly be good news to the poor, desperate, and 
lost, wherever they are to be found—whether inside the church, 
on the city streets, or throughout the world. Be encouraged and 
excited by this store of wisdom and experience written in com-
plete humility for the sake of those hungry for the kingdom!

—Dr. Rolland Baker 
Director and cofounder, Iris Global Ministries



I have had the honor of ministering at Pastor Minor’s church 
and have witnessed for myself his contagious love for the 
broken. It is so refreshing to partner with a church that is so 
real and honest and that has such a heart to see the captive set 
free. I’m so excited for Church Shouldn’t Suck…the Life Out of 
You—it won’t disappoint! This book will refresh you, encour-
age you, make you laugh, and turn your heart toward loving 
God’s people more.

—Kim Walker-Smith 
Worship leader and recording artist 

Director, Jesus Culture Music

While reading Church Shouldn’t Suck…the Life Out of You, I 
smiled, laughed out loud, and nodded my head in agreement. 
I recommend this book for three reasons. First, I have been a 
member of The Harvest Church in Sarasota, Florida, for sev-
eral years. I have seen the life lessons from this book at work 
each and every week. The lessons written here are not theory 
but proven truths that anyone can follow. Second, you will enjoy 
reading about how God taught Pastor Jim the definition of suc-
cess in both life and ministry. Third, I have a friendship with 
every one of Jim’s children, and they all are serving the Lord. 
When the children are walking with and working for Jesus, it 
confirms to me that the father knows what he is talking about. 
I know that the time you spend reading this book will be time 
well spent.

—Dr. Roberts Liardon 
Author of the internationally best-selling God’s Generals series 



To know Pastor Jim Minor is to know a friend, a pastor, a teacher, 
and a builder of bridges within our community. In all of these 
roles during the many years I have known him, he has remained 
steadfastly committed to spreading the love of Christ in all that 
he does. His love of the gospel and his practical application of 
God’s Word are evident not only in his preaching and teaching 
but also throughout this book. He has built, and continues to 
build, bridges in the community that connect people to Christ 
and to God’s amazing Word! Our community is a better and 
richer place for everyone because of his contributions.

—Carolyn J. Mason 
Sarasota County Commissioner 
Former mayor, Sarasota, Florida
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FOREWORD

He was born in a very difficult and profoundly interesting 
period of human history. Yet it was God’s appointed time. 
He could have been killed because of the pharaoh’s decree, 
but he ended up being raised in his very palace. There is no 
doubt that God had a plan and a purpose for Moses. He 
was destined to be a leader who would set God’s people free 
from the bondage they had endured for more than four hun-
dred years. Moses tried to fulfill his calling by going about 
it the wrong way—by killing an Egyptian man. As a result, 
he spent the next forty years on a mountain in the “back-
side of the desert” (Exodus 3:1 kjv), learning vital lessons that 
would prepare him to fulfill his challenging and seemingly 
impossible mission. This experience could have sucked the 
life out of Moses, but instead, God chose to meet him in the 
wilderness.

His encounter with God in the burning bush set him on 
the right path to accomplish God’s great and specific call for 
him in the best possible way. After challenging Pharaoh with 
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demonstrations of the power of God, he led the people out of 
Egypt on their journey to the Promised Land. Pharaoh did 
not make it easy for him; his army pursued the Israelites all 
the way to the barrier of the Red Sea. It was there that God 
met Moses in a new way. Moses had heard God’s orders and 
obeyed, but this time, God showed up in the form of a pillar 
of cloud and positioned Himself smack-dab between His 
people and the Egyptian enemy. (See Exodus 14:19–20.) For 
forty years, God’s presence accompanied the Israelites with 
tremendous displays of His power and abundant provision, 
as Moses continued to fulfill the task that God had given 
him. He passed the baton to Joshua, allowing the next gen-
eration to bring the people all the way to their final destina-
tion. Moses was, first and foremost, a friend of God, which 
was the primary reason he succeeded in the assignment that 
he had received at the burning bush.

Like Moses, God has a call and purpose on Pastor Jim 
Minor’s life. In Church Shouldn’t Suck…the Life Out of You, 
Jim shows us the right way—and also the wrong way—to 
follow and fulfill God’s plan for our lives. You will receive 
the vital life-lesson keys for your walk with Jesus that 
Pastor Jim has discovered in his own life and ministry. This 
will help you to avoid the same pitfalls along the way, and, 
most important, you will learn to unlock the secrets of a 
successful life and ministry.

It is my joy and honor to know Pastor Jim and Peggy 
Minor all these years, and for Joyce and me to be called 
their friends. I have personally witnessed what God has 
done through them, their children, and the church family 
at The Harvest Church in Sarasota, Florida. Through their 
generosity and selfless sacrifice, they have effected change 
and made a great difference in the lives of many. Their love 
for the poor and downtrodden, and the powerful ministry 
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they have had over the last three decades, is a direct result 
of their intimate and unwavering love for Jesus and their 
passion for the lost. We have ministered together in many 
nations over the years, and their impact in the lives of the 
multitudes is genuine and undeniable.   

I enthusiastically recommend this book, not only for pas-
tors, but for all Christians who love Jesus and desire to have 
their lives count for eternity by making a difference in the 
lives of many in their generation!

—Mel Tari 
Author, Like a Mighty Wind
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INTRODUCTION

I once heard a farmer say that just because somebody can 
spell the word manure does not mean that he or she under-
stands the practical application of it. Don’t get me wrong; 
I am not comparing my dad’s life story to a pile of manure, 
but I’ve spent a lifetime watching some people preach the 
gospel of Jesus with little understanding of how to apply it 
in a practical fashion. The entire gospel of my childhood was 
a life filled with the practical application of the love of Jesus 
to every confused, broken, and addicted castaway we crossed 
paths with. For me, this was normal Christianity. For me 
today, a man in my mid-thirties, it still is.

Church Shouldn’t Suck…the Life Out of You is as prac-
tical as it gets when it comes to applying the hard-learned 
lessons of my father’s life as pastor of The Harvest Church. 
Yes, that’s right—I’m a preacher’s kid and the oldest of five 
siblings. Our childhood was filled with the head-scratching, 
sidesplitting, and often unbelievable stories that are told in 
this book. And I swear that they are all true. I’d be the first 
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to tell you if they weren’t. As I first read through the manu-
script of Dad’s book, I thought to myself, Why would anyone 
care to hear these stories that have been told and retold in my 
family so many times that all my siblings can relay them ver-
batim? But as I saw them pieced together in a single manu-
script, what emerged was not just a collection of one family’s 
war stories but rather a testament to the power of simple 
obedience.

There is nothing heroic about my father, our family, or 
our church; we are not profound theologians. But growing 
up, I remember hearing over and over again that the only 
Jesus that so-and-so might ever see was the Jesus in me. That 
was a pretty heavy concept to drop on a seven-year-old kid, 
but to this day, it is our modus operandi. 

I distinctly remember standing beside my father at about 
the age of eleven in a packinghouse in Palmetto, Florida, and 
being elbowed away from the conveyor belt by some very 
focused ladies as they picked out the imperfect vegetables so 
that we could use them to feed the hungry at our food bank. 
That day, I understood what the gospel was all about. I think 
it’s telling that ever since then, all five of my father’s children 
have worked with him side by side in ministry. That’s quite 
a legacy. Thankfully, there are no more trips to the conveyor 
belt to fight for produce as we have found less combative ways 
of securing fresh vegetables for the food pantry.

This book is life-giving in that it gives every believer—
from pastors to regular folks sitting in the pews—the liberty 
to simply be whoever God has called him or her to be, and 
to leave behind those things that have sucked the life out of 
church and the Christian walk. You should be having fun 
in church and in your walk as a believer. There should be 
a joy that springs up from the inside because you are doing 
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those things that make you feel most fulfilled. Another great 
thing about this book is that it emphasizes the fact that there 
are no “style points” in the Christian walk. The journey is 
sometimes messy, sometimes heartbreaking, and sometimes 
frustrating, but there is a great reward in finishing the race.  

So, if your church experience has been sucking the life 
out of you, grab hold of this book like you would a life pre-
server, and know that you’re not alone—we’ve all been there.

Read it for your church; read it for your pastor; read it 
for yourself.

—Jim Minor Jr. 
Associate Pastor, The Harvest Church 

Sarasota, Florida
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1

ON PASTORING  
AND POULTRY

I’ve been a pastor for a long time. Looking back, I can truly 
say that I’ve done it right—and done it wrong.  

The best way to illustrate this anomaly is with an 
example. There was a time in my ministry when most 
of the people I was trying to reach didn’t have their own 
means of transportation, so I actually had to go out and 
“round them up.” My wife, Peggy, and I had this old sta-
tion wagon, and I would drop her off at church and then 
drive the streets of Sarasota, Florida. I would make several 
trips back and forth, picking up five or six people each trip. 
At that time, these folks made up the largest part of our 
congregation.

Each Sunday was an adventure; I never knew who was 
going to show up. 

On a typical Sunday, I might find Gregory, who had 
been hit by a motorcycle while walking down a railroad grade 
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and had been in a coma for a time. Then he developed a drug 
problem, which made him shake continually. 

Perhaps I would come across the toothless lady from 
West Virginia. She used to call me at two in the morning 
(yes, in those days, I actually gave my home phone number to 
anyone who wanted it), and she would say, “Pastor!” 

I would answer, my head all groggy, “Yes?” 

And then there would be silence. 

Again I would say, “Yes?”

“Pastor!”

“Yes?”

“What’cha doin’?”

And that was it. Sometimes we’d do that two or three 
times a night, but we never got any further than “What’cha 
doin’?”

Some mornings, I would come across Cooper Cow. 
Cooper had a heart as big as anything, but he had the 
mental capacity of a twelve-year-old because he had been 
beaten severely with a pipe when he was young, in a case of 
mistaken identity. In the eyes of the world, Cooper was a 
“throwaway.” He wandered the neighborhoods, and every-
body knew him, but nobody really talked to him, because he 
would just nod his head and shout “Bang-Ar!” After I got to 
know him, I found out that what he was actually saying was 
“Praise God!”

There we’d come—me, a broke pastor in a broken-down 
station wagon, along with shaking Gregory, the no-teeth 
“what’cha doin’?” lady from West Virginia, Cooper Cow, 
and anybody else who happened to be walking the Sarasota 
streets and was brave enough to jump aboard. We’d arrive at 
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our destination, head inside, and then, along with Peggy and 
some other faithful folks, we’d have church.

It was about this time that I really felt God calling me to 
start a food bank in order to feed these people, but there was 
no way we could afford it. Peggy and I had a hard enough time 
feeding ourselves and our four kids. But we were determined 
that we would begin to follow the call of God and see what He 
would do. 

We obtained permission from some local farmers to 
“glean” their fields—to pick up the produce, such as toma-
toes, cucumbers, and peppers, that were left after the har-
vest. Peggy and I, along with a few others, would work in 
the fields, fill up our station wagon with a variety of veg-
gies, and bring them back to the church, where we would 
give them away. It’s funny, but when our kids were growing 
up, they just thought it was a normal thing to dig around 
under the car seat and pull out a green pepper. They prob-
ably thought those grew there.

Because I was a broke pastor trying to minister to a broke 
congregation, finances (or the lack thereof) eventually forced 
us to change locations, and God placed us where we are 
now, on Lime Avenue. It’s considered a pretty rough section 
of Sarasota, but at the time, it was right in the midst of the 
people we were trying to reach. I saw it as a blessing, because 
I wouldn’t have to drive as far to pick up the members of my 
congregation. Around this time, Peggy’s father passed away 
and left us a little money. Since we had outgrown the old 
station wagon, we splurged on a used passenger van. It was 
by no means new, but for us, it was plenty nice, and Peggy 
was thrilled because there were no vegetables under the 
seats—yet.
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One day, I was at the church with a man named Jim, who 
often helped me with the food collection and distribution, 
when Gregory showed up and said, “Hey, Pastor, I know 
where we can get some meat.” 

This was a big deal for our little food pantry because we 
never had any meat. “Really?” I asked him.

“Yeah!” Gregory said, shaking a little. “I can get us some 
chicken.” 

By this point, I started getting excited. “Hot dog!” I said, 
and tossed him the keys to the “new” van. Meanwhile, I took 
the old station wagon to run some errands. 

Later in the afternoon, I came back to the church, and as 
I rounded the corner of the building, the first thing I saw was 
a huge blue tarp hanging from the trees. The van was parked 
there with the back doors wide open. I went to close them, 
not wanting the interior lights to drain the battery. When I 
looked inside, I saw that all the rear seats had been taken out, 
and the back was piled high with crates—crates full of live 
chickens! That’s right—the inside of Peggy’s “new” van was 
covered with feathers and chicken poop.

I started screaming at Jim (forgive me, Lord) to get those 
chickens out of my van. Frantic, he began pulling out crates 
and putting them on the ground. My head was starting to 
spin. Then I quickly became concerned about this mysteri-
ous blue tarp hanging in the trees. Against my better judg-
ment, I pulled back the tarp and took a peek. There stood 
Gregory with a young, scantily clad woman. She was obvi-
ously homeless, obviously drunk, and held two of the biggest 
knives I’d ever seen.

“She told me she’s a butcher, Pastor!” Gregory said, with 
a big smile on his face.
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They had set up a fifty-five-gallon drum half full of water, 
boiling from the roaring fire underneath. And the trees—oh, 
man, the trees—they were completely filled with chickens. 
Not live chickens, mind you, but plucked chickens—dozens 
of them—everywhere. Those poor chickens had had their 
head and feet cut off, had been boiled in water, and now were 
hanging in the trees outside my church.

I was frozen and speechless.

Gregory said, “I told you I was going to get some 
chickens.”

“Chicken!” I screamed, my voice suddenly returning. 
“You said we can get some chicken! Not ‘chickens’!”

I couldn’t stand to look at it any longer. I turned and 
staggered back around the tarp, only to bump into—who 
else?—a City of Sarasota police officer. 

“So,” he said, trying to look around me and see past the 
tarp, “what’s going on?” 

For a half second, I considered tackling him. Instead, I 
just stood there as he stepped forward and pulled the tarp 
aside. There was Gregory, shaking back and forth; there was 
the drunk girl (the “butcher”) with the huge knives; and there 
was Jim, looking guilty and wide-eyed, holding a crate of live 
chickens. 

I watched the cop as he took it all in. I saw him slowly 
look up into the trees at all those bald, headless chickens. 
You must understand that our church was still pretty new 
to the neighborhood. I could only imagine that this poor cop 
thought he had stumbled upon some sort of cult animal sac-
rifice ceremony or something.

Finally, he stepped back and, real cool, asked, “Who’s in 
charge here?” 
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I’ll be darned if all three of them, without saying a word, 
pointed right at me! I want to jump up and down and scream, 
“I just showed up! I didn’t do anything! I thought we were 
getting wings and drumsticks and stuff. Look at my wife’s 
van! It’s full of chicken poop! She’s gonna kill me!” 

But nothing came out. I just stood there.

“Look,” the cop said as he turned around and started 
walking back to his car. “You can’t have an open fire like this 
in the City of Sarasota. You need to put it out.”

I nodded, closed my mouth, and motioned to Gregory. 
He decided that the quickest way to get rid of the fire was to 
kick over the fifty-five-gallon drum. As he did, boiling water 
ran across the ground, scalding the feet of all the live chick-
ens still sitting in the crates. Man, did those birds go abso-
lutely wild! “WAAA-BAAA-BAAA-BAAA!” 

At this point, Jim and the knife-wielding drunk girl were 
dancing around to avoid the boiling water, while Gregory 
continued to stand there, shaking like a leaf. All the chickens 
in the crates were still going crazy. I just had to turn and walk 
away.

On a side note, I later learned that those chickens were so 
shocked that they laid eggs. The reason Gregory had gotten 
them from the farmer in the first place was that they had quit 
producing eggs. Who knew that if you poured a little hot 
water on their feet, they’d start dropping eggs like crazy! We 
eventually took the remaining chickens to a pastor friend in 
Palmetto. He kept them for at least five years and said they 
were the best egg-laying chickens he had ever had.

Here’s the funny part of that story: It took place during a 
time when I was pastoring the right way.
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I know what you’re thinking: Holy cow, Jim. If that’s what 
you looked like when you were doing it right, I’d sure hate to see 
you when you were doing it wrong!

Well, let’s talk about that. How do we know when we’re 
pastoring the right way?

And more important, you might ask, “If I’m doing it 
wrong, what does it take to change? Is it absolutely necessary 
to have dead chickens in my trees? Because I don’t know if my 
people would go for that. I run a pretty respectable church, 
you know?”

Relax.

Pastoring the Painful Way

Pastoring the wrong way has absolutely nothing to with 
what kind of bird is in your trees, or whether the birds are 
alive or dead. Pastoring the wrong way has everything to do 
with pain. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, pastoring can 
be incredibly painful. 

A few years ago, a gentleman came to The Harvest. Like 
many others who show up at our church, he was in rough 
shape. He had no money, no place to stay, and no fight left 
to battle the alcohol and drug problems that tormented him. 
We admitted him to the Harvest House, our live-in rehabili-
tation ministry designed to help men battling addiction to 
get their lives back on track.

Over the next few months, I loved all over this guy, and I 
really got to like him. We hung out together while the campus 
on Lime Avenue was undergoing renovations, and he helped 
us with odd construction jobs here and there. He would use 
my pickup truck to haul away junk or to pick up materials 
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from the supply house—whatever needed to be done. The 
reconstruction of church and man alike progressed slowly, 
but before long, both were looking good. My friend was stay-
ing sober, keeping clean, and getting his life back on track.

Until the day he didn’t come back with my truck. 

That hurt. I mean, I really liked that truck, you know? 
But, while that situation didn’t work out the way I would have 
liked, on the PPS (Pastor Pain Scale), it was pretty small. In 
fact, if losing a nice (did I mention it was really nice?) pickup 
truck was the greatest pain I ever had to endure in more than 
thirty years as a pastor, I wouldn’t have felt so strongly about 
writing this book.

But the fact is, in trying to fulfill God’s calling on my 
life, I have encountered some major pain. Real pain, not just 
the had-my-pickup-truck-stolen sort of pain. In fact, a year 
or so later, that guy showed up again, beaten and broken and 
crying, and I hugged him, and we tried it again. And, no, he 
wasn’t in my truck. He was on a moped; he had totaled my 
truck in Ohio. 

When it comes to real pain, I can vividly recall seasons of 
pastoring when every day brought with it a stomach-turning 
anxiety of just waiting for the next terrible thing to happen. 
Whether it was a financial hardship, the politics of running 
a church, or just the day-to-day curveballs we all experience, 
I can remember thinking, What else could possibly go wrong?

Don’t ever ask that, by the way. It’s not helpful. Because, 
sure enough, every time I allowed myself to ask that ques-
tion, the train seemed to jump off a set of tracks that I hadn’t 
even known it was on. I remember sometimes closing myself 
in the office, sitting real still, and asking God, If this truly is 
a mandate from You, if this truly is Your work I’m doing, then 
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how can it possibly be so fragile? How come it seems like the whole 
thing is going to fly apart at any second?  

I can tell you that the worst thing about trying to fulfill 
your calling while dreading every moment is that it quickly 
sucks the life right out of your ministry. When that happens, 
you no longer have the energy or the fight to stay engaged, 
day by day. As bad things come (most of which involve 
people), it’s only a matter of time before you start to harden 
and become jaded, even to the point where—holy cow, am 
I saying this already, when we’re only in chapter one?—you 
find that you can’t stand to be around the very people that 
God has called you to serve!

Let me be very clear to each member of my lovely church 
family who may be reading this book: I don’t mean you. I 
mean those other people. 

Seriously, I had to learn that the most difficult thing 
about being a pastor is not coming up with a good sermon. 
It’s the fact that people—yes, even Christians—can some-
times be cruel. It’s the Moses experience: Today, you are the 
people’s deliverer; tomorrow, they want to stone you. And 
when I was pastoring wrong, I didn’t know how to deal with 
that. I knew I couldn’t quit; I was doing what I was called to 
do. I loved pastoring. It just so happened that some days, I 
really couldn’t stand people.

Over time, I started ministering from a distance. I was 
no longer leading with my heart. Walls went up. I told myself 
that in my position, it was a necessary thing to be guarded, 
even distant. Eventually, however, I looked around and real-
ized that I had ordered my life in such a way that I no longer 
had any truly close friendships—deep relationships with 
people who had full access to the hidden places of my heart. 
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In fact—and it hurts me deeply to admit this—there 
were times when even my family didn’t like me all that much. 
I had missed so many birthdays and anniversaries and family 
meals that I had succeeded in placing them at a distance, too.

Am I striking a nerve here? Does anything sound 
familiar?

I hope so, because here’s a truth: When our loving Father 
calls us into the privilege of serving His precious children, 
what I’ve just described is nowhere close to what He had 
in mind. Nevertheless, I believe that there are many good 
people in ministry—pastors and laypeople alike—who find 
themselves stuck in this exact spot. They’re not done with 
their calling, by any means, but they sure are sick and tired of 
“doing church as usual.” For these folks, more days than not, 
the job of doing ministry really sucks. And by that, I mean 
that church is sucking the joy and purpose right out of life.

Many pastors have worked themselves into the place 
where their ministries have become just another job, leaving 
them to wonder if this is all there is to their calling. They 
no longer experience the heart-swelling, head-spinning pas-
sion that first caused them to forsake all and follow God. 
The fire of the love affair with ministry they experienced in 
their youth is gone. They pour themselves out until they are 
dry, merely going through the motions. They continue duti-
fully operating their ministries, but they’ve put up walls that 
hide their feelings of emptiness. After years of giving it their 
all, many have reached a season where the joy of their minis-
try is all but buried beneath the drudgery and meaningless-
ness of their jobs. Some have convinced themselves that the 
true rewards for their service will come later, and that God 
requires them to hang in there and keep trudging along until 
they reach the “great by-and-by.” Some have concluded that 
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hanging in there is simply not possible, and they are consid-
ering leaving the pulpit; some have even turned to distrac-
tions of the flesh in order to compensate for the dryness of 
their duties.

They have forgotten their first calling—a love affair with 
Jesus Christ. 

Some of you are laypeople who serve in ministry but are 
bored to tears because you feel like a hamster on a wheel—
working hard, exhausting yourself, and getting nowhere. You 
thought you’d be serving the hurting and lonely, but you feel 
like you are serving only your pastor’s ego by helping him 
to build a bigger and bigger organization. You feel guilty for 
wanting out, but you dread each time you must go to church 
to “serve.” 

Others of you sit in the pews of zombie churches—
congregations that died and lost the heartbeat of the gospel 
a long time ago but continue to stagger along. Somewhere 
along the line, you just accepted the fact that church is sup-
posed to be boring—that’s just the way it is, so you might 
as well get used to it. Or perhaps you’ve already reached 
the end of your rope and have left “organized religion.” 
You’d happily go back, if only there was meaning and pur-
pose and adventure to be found in “doing church.” If only 
it made a difference in the world, you’d move heaven and 
earth to be a part of it. If only…

I am here to tell you, as a man who has crossed that “sea 
of lies” and come out on the other side: It doesn’t have to be 
that way. It’s not supposed to be that way. Pastoring doesn’t 
have to be painful. It doesn’t have to be lonely. Christianity 
was never meant to be boring. Faith was never meant to be 
fruitless. There is another way.
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Pastoring God's Way

In these pages, I am going to be as open and honest as I 
possibly can about the things I have learned during my many 
years as a pastor. I’m going to talk about doing it wrong, and 
I’m going to talk about doing it right. I am going to try to 
reach the hearts of the men and women traveling along the 
same path I was once on, in hopes of preventing them from 
stepping into some of the same messes that I did. At some 
points, I will be specifically addressing those who have the 
job of pastor; at other points, I’ll be addressing all frustrated 
Christians. But I truly believe that we can all benefit by 
speaking the truth and seeking a better future for the church.

Along the way, I am also going to ask you to be willing to 
question some of the things you may hold dear. I may offend 
some of you, and that’s okay. 

I, too, was once easily offended, but I got over it.


