Dr. and Mrs. Mickey Carter
38th anniversary
Landmark Baptist Church

I think back and remember how we were a young preacher and wife as we went to the church up in Sumter County, Gant Lake Baptist Church.  This was in April of 1968.  

It was a small country church, with some wonderful folks.  The Lord really blessed and many souls were saved.

The country church was doing better than it probably had ever done and at least in the last many years.  I became a little bit restless, that possibly an older preacher could come and do what I was doing.  I knocked on so many doors in the neighborhood; I tried so hard and just felt like the Lord might be calling me somewhere.
 Several times I had a pulpit committee come and they tried to get me to go somewhere else and try out for their church.  I did that on two occasions and didn’t feel led in either place even though both were in the city and a much better opportunity to build up a church than where I was.  One case was in the midst of Orlando.  That church is still going today and I know it well.  They wanted me to come.  They had a nice parsonage and a salary and all that but I just didn’t feel led to go.  
About that time, Brother Bill Edmonson, pastor of the First Missionary Baptist Church, here in Haines City, called me.  I knew him through the years a little bit and Bill was a good man.  He started the church here in Haines City, but he never had been able to be a full time pastor. He always had to work another job and struggled along with the work.  
They finally built one little building and Bill asked me to come preach a revival. 
I told him, “Bill, I’m afraid of that.  That’s my home town.  Nobody’s going to want to come hear me there.”  
I used all the excuses, but Bill wanted me to do it.  He advertised it and I came on a Monday night and finished up on a Friday night.   
All week long, we knocked on doors and by the grace of God we were able to win a number of souls to the Lord.  We had 22 saved that week and most of them were adults.  The Sunday school class doubled from 22 to 44 in attendance the next week.  
In fact on the last Friday night the old “flagman” from the race track that knew me well got saved.   Sam Nesmith knew me through the years as a “hot rodder”.  
His wife was a member of the church, but Sam wasn’t saved.  He had gotten hurt very badly in what we call a “powder puff” race where the ladies drove the cars.   One of them ran over him and he almost died.  

They got him to come out a night or two to the revival to hear me preach.  On that last Friday night he got saved.  It was a wonderful shouting time.  His best friend, Bill Smith also was saved as well as Sam.  It was a good meeting.  I was thrilled over that part of it, but I went on back to my country church in Gant Lake, outside of Webster, Florida.
After about two months, Bill Edmonson called and said, “I’m going to take a church up in Tallahassee and the church wants you to come be the pastor.”  
I told Bill, “It wouldn’t work; I’d be a prophet in my own country. I’ll try to help you find someone, but I wouldn’t think that is what God wanted for me.” 
Well, he called me another time or two and kept insisting I consider it.  I finally got pretty strong with him.  
I said, “Bill, I’m just not going to do it.”  I tried to send some preachers down there and yet I couldn’t get it out of my heart and soul.  I finally said, “Ya’ll just don’t call me anymore about it, now, I’m just not going to go.”  
Well, he called me one last time, “Well I’m just about to leave for Tallahassee and they don’t have a preacher and I thought I’d call you one more time.”  
I said, “Well, Bill, the answer is still the same.  I’m not going to come and tell the deacons there not to call me.”  
By that time, he had made Sam, my race tract flagman, a deacon.  Preachers do desperate things, the man was a babe in Christ, but he was a good man.  Anyway he had already made him a deacon to go along with a couple more. But I couldn’t get it out of my heart.  My wife and I talked about it and decided it was the last place in the world we would go.  It wasn’t God’s will, but I was feeling more and more uncomfortable all the time. 
 I had a preacher come in and preach a revival for me, an older friend, Brother Wendell Correll, good preacher and we had a good revival meeting there in the country with him.  We had him over one night early for supper and my wife and I both wanted to get some counsel with him.  

I have a lot of young preachers now wanting to 
counsel with me and I understand how they feel.

Brother Correll came in and ate supper with us that night before church.  I talked and told him about the church in Haines City trying to call us.  That was my home town where I skipped school and got in trouble running from the police cars with my hot rod.  You know that would just not be the place for me to go and I kept talking like that.  I wanted him to say “Amen, yes you’re right.”  

He kept eating and finally, I guess when he figured I 
had said all I was going to say, he stopped and looked 
across the table at Sonja and I and said, “It sounds to 
me like God’s trying to hit you all over the head with 
a 2x4 to move you down there to Haines City.”

That was the last thing in the world we wanted to hear.  Anyway we finished up the revival meetings and things went on for over another month.  
One Sunday morning I got up to preach, I was prepared as ever, I thought, but in the midst of my preaching that morning I got to feeling that I wasn’t preaching.  I had lost my unction and was just lecturing.  It just scared me really bad.  
I went home and after lunch I meditated and I prayed, but I was afraid to try to preach that night.  It wasn’t like it is in my church now; you couldn’t just grab a teacher on short notice.  I knew I had to do something that night.  I went back to church and I called up one of my teenage boys up on the platform and set him in a chair, I took my Bible and took him down the Romans Road, showing him how to be saved as an example to the rest of the church.  I got by the service without preaching.  I was just afraid.  I got to feeling I was Jonah running from the Lord.  



I went home that night after church and we had a bite to eat.  Sonja went off to the bedroom and I got my favorite chair in the living room, pretty much my office chair with my books around and my Bibles and I started meditating with the Lord.  
I started praying and told God I was so afraid about the whole thing.  
Somewhere in the wee hours of the morning, I’d been on my knees a long time; I finally said to God, “Alright, if I’ve got to go to Haines City, I’ll go.  I don’t think it’s right, I don’t think they’ll accept me, I’ll be a prophet in my own country without honor.”  
I just said all that.  I reckon, I thought I painted God in a corner.  
I said to Him, “Lord, I’ve told them not to call me anymore.  But if you are really in this thing wanting me to go, they will call me one more time.”  



I got up on Monday morning, it was a short night for sure, and I was called that someone was in the Leesburg hospital, 25 miles away.  So after breakfast I got in the car and headed for the hospital.  I visited a couple of folks and by the time I got home it was noon and Sonja had fixed us lunch.  Of course it was just she and I in those days and we sat around the table to eat.  

The phone was hanging on the wall beside the table and it rang.  Even after all these years I just about have tears over this in spite of myself.  I stood up and picked up the phone with my back to my wife and it was Sam Nesmith, the former flagman, now deacon in the church.  
He didn’t even say hello.  His first words, “Now Brother Mickey don’t get mad at me.  I know we’re not supposed to call you no more, but I didn’t even eat my lunch today on the job.  I’ve been in the restroom on my knees praying and God seemed to impress me to call you one more time.”  

  Well, without even looking around at my wife, 
I knew it wasn’t Sam calling.  I just knew that was as
 close a phone call from heaven as I was ever
going to get.

Without looking at my wife I said, “Sam, tell the folks I will come down on Wednesday night and I’ll talk to them about it.”  
I hung up the phone and I looked around at my wife sitting there at the table.  She had tears coming out of her eyes, running down her cheek.  I guess I might have too.  
She said between her tears, “I told God last night if we had to go to Haines City, I would go.”  
I hadn’t told her I had told God the same thing.  He worked on both ends.



That Wednesday night was near Christmas and a few kids in the church were trying to do a Joseph and Mary Christmas play.  We waited until they were through and they wanted us to get up and speak.  I took a little teaching stand, because the pulpit had been moved.  I stood up and actually preached to them for 20-30 minutes.  I told them what a mean preacher I would be, how tough I’d be, how hard things would be if they called me.  

I still was trying to get out of it.

I told them there aren’t enough people here to split up, so if you don’t vote for me 100%, I’m not even going to consider it.  I took my wife by the hand and walked down the little aisle in the center of the church, and I said, “You folks vote.”
 I stood outside with my wife, but we didn’t stand out there very long and one of the deacons came out and he said, “Well preacher, I guess you have it, no body in there voted against you.  Everybody voted for you.”  

My, my, my, I really thought God was pulling a dirty 
trick on me or whipping me or something.



It was tough when we came.  I mean really tough.  I never ever doubted but what God called me to Haines City.  Now I’ve been here 38 years plus and he’s proved that he’s been in it.  There have been ups and downs, but he’s always been there for me and carried me through.  
Somebody said, “When are you going to leave Haines City?”  I said “Well I think with the rapture, but the only way I would leave, God would have to call me just as plain to leave as he called to come.”
I think about in those early years, how God moved in a special way.  We did begin to grow.  It is amazing the souls that were saved in the first year at our little church.  It was just amazing.  We did a lot of door knocking and did all we knew to do, and people came and got saved.  


We went from 37 in Sunday school the first Sunday morning to over 500 one year later, I think it was 540 on that day’s attendance. (We still have an old bulletin to prove it.)


Now that was not all regular worshippers, but oh my, there were so many that were saved.  There were many new Christians and baby Christians, all loving God.  

It has been 38 years and Pastor Carter and Sonja are still faithfully serving the Lord  at Landmark Baptist Church (formerly First Missionary Baptist Church).  






  




Currently, Landmark Baptist church averages 3,000 in                      attendance on Anniversary Sunday !
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