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SONNY NOBLIN 

LBA SCHOLARSHIP 

2026-2027 

Ministry-Related Education 
 

Visit lakelandsbaptist.org                                                
to fill out an application. 

Mail applications to: 

Lakelands Baptist Association 
232 Bypass 225 
Greenwood, SC 29646 

Turkey Creek Baptist Church 
welcomes  

Rev. Michael Boyer 
as their new pastor 

Woodfields Baptist Church 
welcomes  

Rev. Bryan Heller 
as their new pastor 

2026 
CHRISTMAS PRISONER PACKET 

MINISTRY 
Packets due to LBA by NOVEMBER 19 



LBA Prayer Intercessors Meeting 

Tuesday, September 8 at 10:30 

Lakelands Baptist Association 
    

Sandra Massey, Mary Hartley, Janet Vandiver,  

Christina Hjalmer, Bettie Rogers Ward, and Brenda Smith 
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SEPTEMBER 

 

Tuesday, September 1 at 11:00 at LBA office 

Speaker: Michael Goforth with Mission Aviation Fellowship 

Followed by lunch out, Dutch-treat 

 

Tuesday, October 6 at 11:00 at LBA office 

Speaker: TBD 

Followed by lunch out, Dutch-treat 

Associational Executive Board Meeting 

Monday, September 21 at 7pm 

Lakelands Baptist Association office 

As Pastors and LBA Executive Board members, we hope you will 

make a special effort to attend our board meetings to learn what’s 

going on within the Association and share the reported information 

with your fellow church members. 

We appreciate your continued support of this Association! 

OCTOBER 

Church Position Openings 

Are you the missing piece? 



 “Real Men!” 

Well, reality hit me the other day. Kinda slapped me in the face if you 
know what I mean! I think we all have those moments in life where 
we take way too much for granted, until something happens that just 
kinda brings you back to thinking long and deep about life. I guess I 
have more than my fair share of those moments in my life, and I 
guess, though they rattle me to the core, I’m ultimately glad God  
reminds me of what really is important.  

Last week I had the privilege of speaking at a senior luncheon at   
Abbeville First, a place where I know most of those good folks. And 
while I walked down memory lane a little bit, my goal was to remind 
them…and me, that no matter our aches and pains, disappointments 
and heartaches, gains and losses as we age, for the believer, the 
best is yet to come. Yep, each morning the Lord awakens us from our 
sleep, we are one day closer to Paradise, which Jesus and Paul both 
spoke of, and one day closer to seeing our Savior face to face.  

It made me think of all the great men that the Lord put in my life along 
the way, and great women too, but young boys need old men, real 
men, in their lives to look up to. Look at our culture…drag queens, 
trans-everything, poo-pooing toxic masculinity, yada, yada, yada. 
Yep, makes me think how grateful I am that God put real men in my 
life to help me navigate a world devastated by sin and perversion. 

One of those men was James Gray! He was “just” an usher at Warren 
Baptist Church. As a young boy, every Sunday he’d be at the front 
door of the church greeting my family as we arrived at church. He’d 
stick out his hand and take my hand and say, “Son, if you are gonna 
be a man, you gotta learn to shake a hand like a man. Now, look in 
my eyes, give me a good firm hand…” Wow! My first real lesson into 
manhood which nobody else bothered to teach me. It didn’t matter 
so much then, but over the years I became forever grateful. 

And as I grew, James Gray remained faithful at the door of that 
church. As a teenager, he knew I wanted to hunt, but my dad wasn’t 
a hunter. Just so happened that he raised and trained both bird dogs 
and quarter horses. He asked me one day if I wanted to go with him 
on a quail hunt, and this was back in the days of actual wild quail. I 
quickly said, “Yes sir!” He went to all the trouble to load up two   
horses with all the gear, bird dogs with all the gear, and me with my 
Dad’s double-barreled 12-gauge shotgun, and off we went. It was the 
most magical day I have ever had hunting. Riding on horseback,   
following the dogs as they skirted from cover to cover to find us a 
covey. And when they did, we got off the horses, dropped the reigns 
(did I mention he trained horses), approached those dogs, shot some 
quail, then back on the horses to do it all over again. Are you kidding 
me, that is what a young man’s dreams are made of! The thing is, he 
didn’t have to do any of it, but he, being a real man, wanted to help a 
young, shy boy learn how to become a real man. He taught me more 
about life than I could ever learn in school. Which is why my favorite 
say’n is (just ask Katelyn)…don’t ever let school’n interfere with yore 
education.   

And then there was Leonard Herd, my teenage boys’ Sunday School 
teacher. I don’t think he was very educated, except through the 
school of hard knocks. All I remember is that he drove a dump     
truck his whole life. But two things I’ll never forget. First is that he 
constantly said, “Boys, you eat three meals a day, make sure you 

read the Bible at least once every day.” And then, there was the 
backpacking trip he took us teenage boys on, up to the Appalachian 
Mountains. I don’t remember much about that trip, except two 
things. First, we passed an old, crashed airplane wreckage, which I 
thought was way cool, and secondly, I’ll never forget the feeling of 
freedom and my wonder at God’s amazing creative powers in His 
creation of those beautiful, rugged mountains. He didn’t have to take 
the time to invest in us boys, but he did and made an indelible       
impression on my heart and life. 

And then I think, where are those kinda men today? Like Phillip  
Hodges who has passed now, but he took a liking to me and taught 
me old school stuff, like how to salt-cure a whole ham and how to be 
a better gardener. Or Ancil Porter, from my days in Aiken, a gentle 
giant who taught me more than I could ever say. And praise the Lord, 
a few of these guys are still around! Like Randy Day, Glen Wright, Jyll 
Maddox, Mike Hendrix, Buddy Cobb, the Sprouses, Jimmy, Stanley 
and Preston, Derrell Lockaby, and so many others, all real men who 
have made me a better man for knowing them and working alongside 
of them.  

And then, there is of course, Tommy McClinton. Tommy is a real 
man’s man, who has been a very humble and faithful work horse on 
so many of our mission trips through the years. Everybody loves and 
depends on Tommy. He reminds me of that old song, “Big, Bad 
John!” Tommy is in surgery right now as I write this, and we are     
praying for the best outcome. Tommy is the kind of man that when 
you are down in the trenches, you start looking for a man like him…
strong as an ox, wise as Solomon, gentle as Jesus!  

Yessir…real men who love Jesus and know real world stuff, are      
getting rarer. I get asked from time to time, from folks wanting to 
know, what makes the Lakelands Association so great. Always, I 
mean always, my answer is to lift up the Godly men who have led this 
association and their churches. Strong, Godly men make strong  
families, strong families make strong churches, strong churches 
make strong associations. I can only hope and pray that the Godly 
men still out there, will pass it on to the next generation, like Moses 
admonished the children of Israel to do. That’s why our Men’s Rallies 
are so important to this association, as we encourage our men to be 
all that God called them to be, and then to pass it on.  

Seeing Big, Bad Tommy McClinton in the ICU the other day, with a big 
ole Tommy McClinton smile on his face, was my wake-up call, as it 
reminded me to be grateful for all the strong men God put in my life. 
From my childhood to today, I wouldn’t be the man I am had not   
certain men been put in my life to mold me, make me, and at times 
to challenge me, to be all that I can be for the Kingdom.  

Every day when I wake up, I get one day closer to Paradise. But      
before the Lord calls me home, I pray I will be to someone else what I 
just said about these men that God put in my life.  And while I may 
never know if I did or didn’t in this life, I pray the first words I hear in 
death will be, “Well done!” That will be enough for me! Gentlemen, if 
you are one of the real Godly, men out there for which I am referring, 
who pass on to the next generation what Biblical manhood looks 
like…I salute you! To God be the Glory! 
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Lakelands Baptist Association              Periodical Paid At 
David W. Little, Associational Missionary 
Greenwood, SC 29649-9998 
USPS 391-110 
232 Bypass 225 
Greenwood, South Carolina 29646 
 

dlittle@lakelandsbaptist.org  (Associational Missionary) 
finance@lakelandsbaptist.org (Financial Secretary) 
admin@lakelandsbaptist.org (Administrative Assistant) 
Website: www.lakelandsbaptist.org 
Telephone: (864) 227-6261 

 


