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Preface
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Psalm 46:10 “Cease striving and know that I am God; I will be exalted among the nations, I will be exalted in the earth.”

This seventh book in the Chosen to Serve series hopes to address perhaps the single greatest challenge in life – finding the reason and purpose for your existence. Our supposedly great thinkers and scientists tell us that there is no purpose – everything just happened by chance, and you are basically an accident. A fluke of nature. The fact is that you have to be missing something really important to believe that – but when a person denies God, only silliness and emptiness remains.

Proverbs 1:7 says, ‘The fear of the Lord is the beginning of knowledge; fools despise wisdom and instruction.’ and Proverbs 9:10 says, ‘The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, and the knowledge of the Holy One is understanding.’ So fearing the Lord is the first step in knowledge, understanding and wisdom. The first step. Like the man said – you never get to right, going wrong.

Our friend Jimmy Westbrook is sent to minister to a man who has never made that first step. A man who, in fact, doesn’t even know that he has missed the boat entirely. He has money; he has women, and he has worldly acclaim. He lacks only one thing – arguably the most precious thing in this existence – peace. Jimmy faces new and different challenges in helping Trey ‘The Man’ Howard and in fulfilling his responsibility to the Lord.

The goal of the story is the same as always, that being to encourage us all to open our Bibles and give thought, study and discussion to things that pertain to God and living for Him. 

My hope and prayer is that you are caught up in the story, but much more than that, to open your Bible and consider the things discussed and why you believe what you believe. And ultimately, that you find that precious place of peace with the Lord - that knowing - that delivers you from a world filled with deception and fear.

For Him,

K. K. McKee

Dedicated to my life-long friend and Brother in the Lord,

Cliff, with a prayer that he finds His peace.

Copyright © 2022 by K. K. McKee  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods without the prior written permission of the publisher. For permission requests, contact the publisher via the address below. 

Correspondence to the author may be sent to the same address.

Westbrook.chosenseries@gmail.com
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OTHER STORIES FEATURING Jimmy Westbrook in the Chosen to Serve series,

The Masterpiece Matrix

Moved With Compassion

Not Me Too

God Said If

Make Your Calling and Election Sure

It’s How I Feel

Be Still

Keep Silent

Render Unto Caesar

The Seventh Sense

Suffering for Love
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SCRIPTURE TAKEN FROM the New American Standard Bible, © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, by The Lockman foundation. Used by permission.
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Let it rain
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THE CALENDAR TURNED and life moved inexorably forward toward eternity. Jimmy Westbrook was a widower in his late fifties, committed to serving the Lord Jesus Christ with whatever remained of his time on earth. Just as with most people, he had good days and bad days. He missed his wife, gone from this world for several years, but his mourning for her loss had turned to joy, when he understood that in her death, neither he nor she had lost. Now, he missed her by his side, but he rejoiced in her promotion. He knew that he knew that she was with the Lord in Paradise, where she didn’t have to deal with the common issues of growing old. She had no pain – no arthritis in hands or knees; no fading hearing or eyesight; no tears of sorrow or parting. No anything bad. Every time his thoughts traveled down this road, he ended up envious of her situation.

And every time he reached that point, his next thought was how blessed he was to be in service for Jesus however long he remained. 

It was Friday morning, June 12, 2015. Jimmy was at home in Prairie View, Texas, up at 4:45, sipping coffee and reading God’s Word. This morning he was reading the book of James. James was one of the leaders of the new Christian faith and certainly carried a good deal of weight in his views of things. What he had written in the book of James was considerably different from most of the other writings. The short book was a powerful counter to the popular ‘faith only’ doctrine so prevalent in modern days.

The past four weeks had been relatively uneventful for the Servant. Jenny had returned to her home safely from her visit, Billy had transferred away to his new school, having changed his life’s direction following his deliverance from evil’s deception. The construction out at the farm had progressed – almost on schedule – and Jimmy had continued to talk with Barney – the contractor - regularly.

The Holy Spirit had been fairly quiet over the previous weeks, and Jimmy had concluded that the work at Samaritan’s Farm was what he was supposed to be focused on for the time being. During his second cup of coffee with the Lord, the Spirit drew near and without any specifics at all, Jimmy felt the Presence and wonderful peace of the Lord at work. He reviewed his communing list from the day before, and accepted a point or two, but had nothing new to write today. The time ended; the note pad was put away; the coffee-cup washed, and he made his morning preparations for the day’s plans.

He was headed to the farm to watch the construction crews work on the roof of the new building. The steel skeleton was finally finished and to Jimmy’s eye, smaller than he had envisioned it. They were starting the metal roof installation today and would soon complete the exterior ‘skin’ of the structure so that the inside could be worked on. Barney was planning to be onsite all day today, overseeing the tedious beginning of the dangerous work, thirty feet above the concrete. 

Jimmy eschewed his typical breakfast at home of two slices of cheese toast with a glass of orange juice, thinking of his plans for an early lunch, and spent some time dusting the furniture and vacuuming. He had often wondered about dusting – basically every time he dusted – as to how aggravating it was to have to dust the same things over and over again which just got dusty again all by themselves. Every time he dusted, he thought the passage that Solomon had written in Ecclesiastes chapter one that ‘all is vanity and striving after wind’ was certainly on-point when it came to dusting furniture. He was basically doing busy work before heading to the drive-thru at KFC for a dose of his favorite meal, which he intended to enjoy while he watched the roof work.

10:30 found him in line for original recipe – four pieces with coleslaw and a biscuit. He added two jalapeno peppers to his order and verified that he had in fact been given them before he pulled away from the window. The chicken was wonderful by itself, but with the compliment of the jalapenos, it moved into a league all its own. Once the peppers were confirmed, he drove the few miles east on 290 to reach the farm, arriving a few minutes before eleven. As he pulled near the building, he parked beside Barney’s truck in what had become their normal spot. 

As he exited his car, he realized that he had not thought to bring lunch for his companion and felt guilty of self-centeredness. 

“Barney, good morning and I have to apologize first thing.”

“Oh yeah? What for? And good morning, by the way.”

“I didn’t think to bring you lunch today. I got KFC and never gave a single thought to getting you some, as well.”

“Oh no worries. I have a sack lunch with me. Three chicken salad sandwiches and chips. Even got two twinkies in there.”

“Three sandwiches?”

“Yeah, well, my wife figures two for lunch and another for mid-afternoon snack. Who am I to tell her different, right?”

“Well, maybe I’ll trade you a piece of chicken for one of the sandwiches.”

Barney grinned. “You part with a piece of fried chicken? I don’t think our relationship could endure such a blow.”

Jimmy returned the smile. “Perhaps you’re right. You keep your sandwiches, and I’ll just sit here and eat my chicken.”

“Deal.”

Jimmy fetched his camp chair from the back of his car and placed it under the tree near Barney’s tailgate. He took a seat, opened the plastic bag with his food and said,

“Holy Father, You are so good to me, and I know I don’t deserve a single blessing You give so freely. Thank You for my favorite food once again and the privilege of eating what I choose to eat and having it in abundance. Thank You for allowing me the opportunity to be here today and watch Your hand bringing Your will to reality. Bless this food, this day and this work. In the name of Jesus the Lord, Amen.”

Accustomed to Jimmy’s behavior, Barney waited quietly while he gave thanks. When he finished, the smell of the fried chicken convinced him that it was time for his own lunch, so he fetched it from the cab of the truck and returned to his seat on the tailgate. He pulled a cooler near and pulled a soft drink from the icy water, offering one to Jimmy. Jimmy raised his cup of sweet tea and took a sip in response to the offer. The weather was clear and hot, with the temperature approaching ninety already. Summer in Texas was predictable and the shade from the oak tree was welcome.

Jimmy said, “Barney, it seems like this stage is taking forever.”

“Yeah, well, for one thing it’s thirty feet up in the air, right? And the first few panels have to be done very carefully. If they get placed just the slightest bit off, it messes the whole roof up and by the time you get to the other end, it’ll tell on you. So, we take the time to be safe first, and also to be dead-on straight, as well. I would rather we get nothing done but the first panel on right, than half the roof on crooked and have to spend two more days redoing it.”

Jimmy nodded. “I can understand that.”

Barney continued, “Once the start is right, we will have a place to stand to do the next piece and so on.”

“How long till it’s dry?”

“Oh, we’ll have the roof done this week, weather permitting. Once one side of the roof is done, we’ll start on the wall covering while the roof crew does the other side. I don’t have people under the roof crew ever. So, the walls should be done by the end of next week.”  

“Great!”

The two men had traveled a good distance in their relationship since first meeting and contracting for the building. Samaritan’s farm was something the Lord had brought for Jimmy to put in place, and then made the connection with Barney Klarns to build the building that would serve to house the men that needed another chance to turn their lives around and find the Lord. Barney had a major issue with forgiving a certain lady in his past and they had bantered back and forth over the previous two months of the project, with Jimmy making points but failing to ever reach the goal line for a touchdown.

Barney had been involved with leading the worship music at his church and had butted heads with the lady over how it should or could be done. His feelings had been hurt, and he had walked out mid-service one Sunday morning and never went back. His position was solidly on the point that since she had never asked for his forgiveness, he was under no obligation to forgive her. Evil had erected a wall that figuratively resembled the Great Wall of China around the issue, and Jimmy’s points had all bounced off like arrows hitting that impregnable stone wall.

Jimmy did his best to listen to the Holy Spirit and speak when given something to say and shut up when he wasn’t. That simple process was perhaps one of the hardest things to ever do in life. Today, a straight-forward question was called for.

“Barney, I haven’t said anything about that church lady in a while. That don’t mean it’s forgotten.”

“Yeah, you’ve been being pretty good lately.” Barney replied with a smile.

Silence ensued. After a moment, Jimmy asked, “Well?”

Barney shook his head. “So much for you being good! Well what?”

“Well, what are your thoughts?”

“The same. Nothing’s changed.”

“Barney Klarns, you, sir, are a stubborn man.”

“When I’m right, I’m right.”

It was Jimmy’s turn to shake his head.

“Barney, what will it take for me to get this point across?”

“Ain’t happening. Let it go. Save yourself the frustration.”

Jimmy heard the sense in the sentiment – not in the physical words, but in the spiritual world. Time to shut up, so he did, and the chicken sure was good.

After the lunches were finished, and the roof was slowly progressing, Barney said, “Didn’t you tell me you went to the University of Alabama?”  

“That’s right. Three years.”

“Did you ever know Trey Howard?”

“Trey ‘the man’ Howard?”

“Yeah.”

“I did indeed. We weren’t pals or anything, but I met him a few times. Everyone on campus knew about him.”

“Did you play?”

“No. Too small. He was middle linebacker though and everyone called him ‘the man.’ He was tough as nails. I think he set the record for tackles in a single season. What about him?”

“He’s a buddy of mine. Lives in Houston now and doing great. Making a lot of money in real estate.”

“No kidding? How about that. How did you come to know him?”

“Well, like I said, he’s in real estate and several years ago he hired us to do a little project for him and we hit it off.” 

Barney cocked his head and gave a crooked smile. 

“Mainly because he doesn’t keep telling me what a bad guy I am.”

Jimmy tossed his wadded-up napkin at him. 

“I never said that!”

“Yeah well. Anyway, we stayed in touch and get together every now and then. His football days at Bama came up last time and I thought I remembered you went there.”

“Well, I remember ‘the man.’ He was bigger than life.”

Barney said, “Well, he’s even bigger now. He’s a real mover and shaker in Houston. He just bought a piece of land downtown on the west side and is planning to build a fourteen-story four-hundred-million-dollar building on it.”

“Wow! Are yall talking business on it?”

“Nah. That’s a little rich for me, but his personal assistant died last week, and it’s at a critical time for him. He’s desperate to find a new guy.”

Jimmy tingled. His spirit was instantly alerted to understand that this was something other than a chance discussion. His mind acknowledged the attention getter, and he paused a beat before responding.

“He’s looking for a personal assistant?”

“Yeah. Desperate. That whole project is kind of hanging out and he says he can’t live without an assistant. Told me everything else is on hold until he finds the guy.”

“You keep saying guy – is he opposed to a lady doing it?”

Barney laughed. “I asked him that, and he said – this is a quote now – ‘I don’t mix business with pleasure.”

“What did he mean?”

“Well, he’s single and has a pretty renown reputation as a womanizer. I took it to mean he knew if he hired a lady, he would always be thinking of her in other terms, shall we say.”

“Oh, okay. Makes sense, I guess.” Jimmy paused. “You know, I wouldn’t mind looking him up. You got his number?”

“Sure.” Barney pulled his mobile out. After a beat he said, “Trey Howard. 281-523-9999. I’ll send you the contact.”

A moment later Jimmy’s phone chirped, and he confirmed that he had received the message.

“Thanks. Trey ‘the man’ Howard. It’ll be good to see him after all these years.”

“Well, I’m glad I mentioned it.”

“Yeah, thanks Barney.”

They both went back to watching the work progress. After a few minutes, Jimmy asked, 

“Barney, what happens when the roof is on, and all that wind resistance is there but the building is still just a skeleton? Won’t that be dangerous?”

Klarns laughed. “Well, that’s a reasonable question, I reckon, but the ‘skeleton’ as you call it holds everything else up forever. Once the walls are done, there’ll be a lot more wind resistance, right? But the steel frame still holds it in place. Nothing we will do from here on in will give the steel frame any more strength than it has right now.”

“Oh, okay. It just seems kind of spindly somehow.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Right. How are we looking on the completion date?”

“Well, we are on schedule right now. Remember we worked two weekends to make up lost days for weather. Knock on wood we stay current. The weatherman says we should be good all this week.”

Jimmy responded, “Ugh oh.”

“What?”

Barney watched as Jimmy stood up, pulling his chair up with him and moved over a few feet to catch the shade again. As he repositioned the chair, Jimmy said,

“In my experience, the weather-guessers are wrong more often than they are right. They have millions of dollars in equipment, and they still are just guessing, as far as I can tell. I have always wanted to have the TV cut to two old guys playing checkers on their porch after the ‘official’ forecast and have them say something like, ‘My bursitis is acting up, think we’re gonna have rain tomorrow’ or something like that, then keep track of it and see who gets it right the most. I’d be willing to bet my shoestrings the old guys would win.”

“Probably so. So, you’re saying that since they are forecasting good weather, the safe bet would be to expect rain?”

Jimmy chuckled. “Well, maybe I’m being a bit peevish. I admit it has always rubbed me the wrong way because it seems so undependable. You know, talking about the weather reminds me of a story in the Bible.”

Barney shook his head. “Boy, there’s a big surprise.”

“What?”

“Jimmy, everything reminds you of a story in the Bible!”

Jimmy grinned. “Guilty, I guess.”

Barney said, “Go ahead and tell me about it before you pop or something.”

“I thought you’d never ask! You’re okay for a contractor.”

“Yeah, yeah. That’s what you say now.”

“Well, the story’s in the fifth chapter of James. I read it this morning. It says, ‘Elijah was a man with a nature like ours, and he prayed earnestly that it might not rain; and it did not rain on the earth for three years and six months. And he prayed again, and the sky poured rain, and the earth produced its fruit.’ Now, just think about that. 

“James was talking about a cool story that was told in First Kings chapter seventeen and eighteen about the prophet Elijah. Elijah told Ahab - who was king over Israel for twenty-two years and he really did bad things and angered God – that there was going to be a severe drought. Then the Lord told Elijah to get away and stay beside a brook and drink its water and the Lord sent ravens to bring him bread and meat every morning and every evening. But eventually the stream dried up because there was no rain. So, the Lord told Elijah to go to Zaraphath and stay with a widow there. So, he did, and she gave him a little water, but when he asked for some bread she said she didn’t have any food and was gathering sticks to cook so she and her son could eat them and die.”

Barney said, “How do you find all this stuff?”

“Barney, I just read it, that’s all. Anyway, she had a handful of flour so Elijah asked her to make him a bread cake first and then promised her that the bowl of flour wouldn’t run out, and her little bit of oil wouldn’t either – until the Lord sent rain again. So, she did it and Elijah stayed with her for quite a while, and they ate on the tiny amount of oil and flour every day.”

Barney said, “What? Magic flour?”

Jimmy said, “Magic God. But it gets better. As time went by, the widow’s son fell sick and died. When he did, the widow blamed Elijah because she knew he was God’s prophet, and she felt like he had brought judgement to her home. Elijah carried the boy up to his room where he was living and laid him on his own bed. Then he prayed to God for mercy and the Lord responded and gave the boy’s life back to him. Needless to say, the widow was delighted.

“Then, after three years, the Lord sent Elijah to king Ahab. The famine was severe, and they were searching everywhere to find water. Ahab sent his manager Obadiah one way, and he went the other. As the Lord would have it, Obadiah ran into Elijah and Elijah told him to go tell Ahab that he was here. Now, Ahab had searched everywhere to find Elijah because he blamed him for the drought and famine, and Obadiah was afraid that Ahab would kill him if he went to him and said he knew where Elijah was – especially if Elijah didn’t show up after that.

“Elijah assured him that he would come to the king that day, so Obadiah went. When Elijah showed up, Ahad accused him of causing all the trouble, but Elijah said that Ahab had brought it on Israel because he had forsaken the Lord’s commandments and promoted the idol Baal. Then he challenged Ahab to gather several hundred prophets of Baal to Mount Carmel for a show down. Once they were all there, Elijah threw down a gauntlet to the king and the people of Israel, saying if The Lord is God, follow Him, but if Baal is God, follow him. Nobody had a reply to that.

“So, Elijah said it’s me against these four hundred-fifty prophets of Baal. Let’s see whose God is real. They took an ox and slaughtered it and put it on their altar ready to sacrifice but didn’t start the fire. Then from morning until noon, the four hundred-fifty prophets called on Baal, but nothing happened. Elijah told them to holler louder – maybe Baal was asleep. So, they hollered and shouted and did all kinds of crazy things all the rest of the afternoon, but nothing happened. 

“Then Elijah called the people of Israel to him and prepared his ox on the altar. Once it was ready he had them drench the altar and the wood three times with so much water that it filled the trench around the altar. Then he prayed in the hearing of the people.”

Jimmy stopped talking, waiting for Barney’s response. 

Barney said, “Well, what happened?”

“I thought you’d never ask! Fire came down from heaven and consumed the offering, the wood, the stones and the dust and even evaporated all the water in the trench. Kind of like getting hit with a two-by-four but the people figured it out and proclaimed that the Lord was the true God. Elijah said to seize the false prophets, and they did and killed them all. Then Elijah told Ahab to go eat because he could hear the roar of heavy rain coming. Ahab went to dinner and Elijah went up on the top of Mount Carmel to look for the rain. When he finally saw it, he told Ahab to jump on his chariot and head for home before the rain caught him. Away Ahab went, but the hand of the Lord came on Elijah, and he outran Ahab to Jezreel. 

“Now, all of that makes a cool story, but the thing that always gets me is Elijah praying for it not to rain for three years. You have to know there were thousands of other people praying that it would rain, right?”

Barney nodded. “Yeah – everybody that was hungry anyway.”

Jimmy asked, “So, you tell me – why did God listen to Elijah, instead of the thousands of others begging for rain?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because he was a prophet.”

“Was God using Elijah because he was a prophet, or was he a prophet because God was using him?”

“I don’t know that either – but I bet you’re going to tell me.”

Jimmy grinned again. “Barney, you know I can’t help it. My answer is that God listened to Elijah because he was in God’s will, and the thousands of others weren’t. In other words, God had determined to use the drought to make His own point to Israel, so Elijah praying that it wouldn’t rain was working God’s will on earth – and that’s the best thing that can ever happen.”
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Send the Light​
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SATURDAY MORNING JIMMY presented the question to the Lord during his reading and communing time. The question his spirit had asked when he tingled Friday during his conversation with Barney. The question of whether to minister to Trey Howard. At the moment he had no idea of how that ministry would look, or the extent of the assignment, but he had a pretty good notion that he was supposed to go see ‘the Man’ and follow the Spirit’s guidance from that point on. What he was seeking this morning was confirmation.

Jimmy often remembered his conversation of several years past with a man of God who had been used by the Lord to lift him to another step in his walk with the Lord. The two had been speaking of the things the Lord was doing in their lives, and the older gentleman had made several direct references like, “The Lord led me to do” and “The Spirit guided me to”. After the third or fourth such statement, Jimmy had asked pointedly, 

“Okay, please explain to me exactly what you mean by ‘The Spirit guided me to do it.”

Gary had cocked his head a bit to the side and given him a strange expression. 

“I don’t understand what you are asking me.”

“I mean I need you to explain to me exactly what you mean – as in – how does the Holy Spirit literally guide you to do something? Are you saying that He really and truly tells you what to do? And if you’re saying that, you have a lot more explaining to do.”

Gary had then said, “Ah, I see now. No one has ever shared with you how you do your part to hear the guiding of the Holy Spirit, have they?”

“No, they haven’t.”

“Well, do you agree in principle that a follower of Christ would need to have some sort of directions to follow, or it would be impossible to actually follow?”

“Sure. But I’ve always been told that comes from the Bible.”

“Certainly, guiding principles come from Scripture, but those principles can’t direct you to minister to a particular person at a particular time, can they?”

“We are supposed to minister to everyone we encounter!”

“I have to disagree with you there, Jimmy.”

“What? How can you disagree with that?”

“What you’re talking about is a shotgun approach to serving. Just kind of scatter it all over the place. But that is ineffective in the extreme, isn’t it?”

“Well, I don’t think I would say that.”

“I would. Do you remember what the Lord said in Mathew chapter seven, verse six?”

“Not off the top of my head.”

“He said, ‘Do not give what is holy to dogs, and do not throw your pearls before swine, lest they trample them under their feet, and turn and tear you to pieces.’ Now, you tell me, how you can obey that command of the Lord Jesus, if you are using a ‘scatter-it-everywhere’ approach to ministry?”

Jimmy paused, with his mouth open, almost stuttering. 

“I, umn, well, I don’t know what to say. I’ve never seen it that way.”

“Well, what other way can you see it? It says what it says, right?”

“Yeah, I guess it does.”

“Okay, then apparently the Lord used a rifle approach – and the Scriptures bear this concept out entirely. The Lord Himself said several times that He only did what the Father directed Him to do. I mean, even with all the miracles He performed, there were more people not healed than there were healed, right? He didn’t heal everyone and everything. So, how did He decide who was in and who was out?”

“I guess God told Him.”

“Right. So, the next obvious question is, did God the Father do anything for Jesus that He won’t do for us?”

“That’s a bizarre question!”

“No, not at all. It’s a critically important question for a person who wants to follow Jesus. Are the rules different for us than they were for Him?”

“I’ve never heard such a thing.”

“My friend, you are just beginning to comprehend the nature of this existence, and I am blessed to be able to share some of what I’ve been given. You see, if Jesus did what He did by power that is not made available to us – then there is a fundamental disconnect to following in His steps. Jesus told His disciples in John chapter 14, ‘Truly, truly, I say to you, he who believes in Me, the works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall he do; because I go to the Father.’ So, Jesus expected His followers to do miraculous things.”

“Well, yeah, I guess.”

“How?”

“Well, by His power.”

“No. He didn’t use His power to do the things He did.”

“What! That’s crazy!”

“No, that’s the truth. He used the power of the Holy Spirit, and in that context, what He told His disciples makes perfect sense. Basically, He told them – and us – that we can do the things He did, because we have access to the same power He used to do it.”

“Wow. This is really interesting.”

“So, it has to follow that if we have access to the same power He did, and if we can do the things He did by using that power, then there has to be a way to tap-in to that power and guidance. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“If all of that is true, then yes, I agree.”

“Okay, then tell me how the Lord got His instructions?”

“That’s just wild. I never heard anyone anywhere say that Jesus was following directions. But now that you’ve said it, I agree that there are Scriptures that say that. I guess He got His directions as you call it, when He went off alone and spent time in prayer.”

“Exactly. Now, do you imagine that those directions from God were vague or unspecific in any way?”

As Jimmy pondered the point, Gary continued. 

“The story of Lazarus is a great example. Remember that word came that Lazarus was really sick. But the Lord waited before going to him. In fact, He waited until after Lazarus died, and then He went. When He arrived and found him dead, one of the most wonderful verses in Scripture is written, ‘Jesus wept.’ So, why did Jesus wait until after Lazarus died to go there?”

“You’re saying He waited because God told Him to wait.”

“Right. You see, it served God’s purpose to have Jesus go after Lazarus died so that He – ‘He’ meaning God the Father and God the Son – could raise Lazarus from the dead. Jesus said He only did what the Father directed Him to do.”

In wonder, Jimmy said, “Wow. I’ve read that, of course, but I’ve never heard it applied like that.” 

After a minute, he asked, “So, how do you do it?”

Gary had smiled, placed his hand on Jimmy’s shoulder, and shared some of the most important information in the universe. It was one of Jimmy’s favorite memories in his personal walk with the Lord, and that conversation had changed everything in his life. Why oh why oh why wasn’t it preached from every pulpit in the world every Sunday?

As the Lord would have it, Jimmy was given confirmation to go to Trey Howard and serve the Lord’s purpose with him. Jimmy expressed his thankfulness for the assignment and for the privilege to serve in the Lord’s vineyards, closing that prayer with a plea for mercy and grace to fulfill the need. As a result of the communing, the host of heaven around the world smiled as one, as a servant was sent to the harvest.

______________________________________

Jimmy waited until mid-morning to call Trey’s number. The electronic ring tone signaled the call was active three times before a deep voice said, “Hello?”

Jimmy said, “Trey? This is Jimmy Westbrook. You probably don’t remember me, but I was at the university the same time you were.”

“Oh yeah? Jimmy Westbrook? Umn . . . well, I’m sorry but I don’t think I remember you. I don’t get a face anyway.”

“Well, I sure remember ‘the Man’! Barney Klarns is doing a project for me, and he gave me your number.”

“Oh, okay. Barney’s a piece of work, ain’t he?”

“Yeah, I’ve enjoyed my talks with him.”

“So, what can I do for you, Jimmy?”

“Well, the thing is, Barney was telling me about your assistant passing, and said you were desperate to replace him. Are you still looking for the right guy?”

“Hell yes. I’ve had a personal assistant for as long as I can remember, and I can’t do anything without one now. I bet I start to tell him what I need a hundred times a day before I remember he ain’t there anymore. It’s driving me nuts, and I’ve kind of got my butt hanging out there right now with this huge project I’ve invested in.”

“I understand.”

“What are you thinking, Jimmy? Do you know someone?”

“Yeah – me.”

“You? You want to be my assistant?”

“Well, to be perfectly honest – no, I don’t really want to do it, but the thing is – the Lord wants me to do it, and so I’m your man for sure.”

There was a moment of silence on the line as Trey digested Jimmy’s statement.

Finally, Trey said, “Now let me get this straight – you’re calling me about being my assistant, but you don’t want to be my assistant – but God wants you to be my assistant? Did I get all of that right?”

“That’s about it, yes.”

“I think this conversation is over.”

“Why? Because I was honest? Isn’t that a trait you require in your assistant?”

“Jimmy, I’m not sure your deck has all the cards in it, okay? Besides, I can assure you that I am a hard man to work for. Al – the guy that just died – he did it for seven years only because he flat didn’t give a dang about how bad I treated him. That’s a fact.”

“I figured that.”

“Well, why are we still talking? I’ve got a million things to do, okay?”

“Trey, you didn’t become so successful by being dumb, did you?”

Trey took a deep breath and replied, “No. I didn’t.”

“Then don’t be dumb about this. Let’s go to lunch together – I’ll treat – and you give me the toughest interview you can. When it’s over, you’ll know whether or not I’m your guy, and you’re going to eat lunch somewhere anyway, right?”

After a beat, Trey said, “Alright. You buy lunch and I’ll rip you to pieces, but we can talk about the university after you realize you don’t want this job. Deal?”

“Deal. When and where?”

“How about Pappas Brothers over on Westheimer Road, say about one o’clock?”

“Fine. Can you get a reservation that quick?”

“Ha! You just be there and don’t be late.”

“Yes sir. I’ll see you then.”

The call was disconnected without any goodbye, and Jimmy thought this might just be a very challenging assignment. Another prayer was called for and he went straight to it.

______________________________________

Jimmy looked up Pappas Brothers on his phone’s map app and saw it was supposedly forty minutes’ drive from his house, so he left promptly at noon to be certain not to be late and start out behind the curve. On the drive he listened to soft praise music on his car stereo and maintained a conversation with the Lord most of the trip. He pulled in the lot at 12:45 and looked for a spot, only to discover that a valet was meeting him at the entrance. Apparently, Trey traveled in upscale circles.

He tendered his Tahoe, and a doorman opened the ten-foot-tall door for him as he entered. An impressive woman met him immediately and asked about his reservation, to which he replied he was meeting Trey Howard. Obviously, she knew who he was and smiled as she gave a slight bow, then spun and walked to the right, as she asked him to follow her, please. Jimmy followed.

The restaurant wasn’t very busy, and a hushed ambience prevailed, as though there were some seriously ill patrons that were not to be disturbed. Jimmy chuckled at the manner in which the world catered to the wealthy. When you had money, everyone wanted to be in line to get some of it, one way or the other. At least places like this did something to earn it – sort of – rather than spin elaborate hoaxes to steal it.

As he followed the lady, it became apparent that she was headed to a large round table in the right rear corner, where sat a guy Jimmy’s age, vigorously and loudly speaking on his mobile phone. From his demeanor and language, one could surmise that he was addressing a problem that he would like to have resolved immediately. The lady motioned with her arm that he had been delivered and gave what might be described as a smirk as she turned to leave, saying that the server would be with them shortly. Jimmy thanked her but remained standing.

The man seated at the table pitching a fit on the phone was mid-fifties, fit and muscular looking, with salt-and-pepper hair. He was dressed in a western style shirt, black jeans and cowboy boots. Jimmy immediately looked for the hat but didn’t see one.

Trey noticed him standing at the table and motioned for him to sit without skipping a beat in his conversation, if such a tirade might be termed such. Trey was certainly not one to mince words, and felt no compunction about cursing in public, either. Jimmy was glad he wasn’t on the other end of the call. Accepting the command to sit, he sat. Trey ignored him and he perused a menu that listed a choice of six different cuts of steak but had omitted any prices. Jimmy chuckled again to himself about the mechanisms used to share in the wealth of the wealthy.

After another couple of minutes of blistering venting, Trey ended the call and plopped the phone onto the table hard enough to damage it. 

“You’re Jimmy, I take it?”

Jimmy extended his hand to shake, saying, “I am indeed, Mr. Howard. Pleased to see you again after all these years.”

Trey shook hands. “I still don’t remember you, but I guess it’s been thirty-five years, right?”

“Yes sir, about that. I can still see the young man’s features in you, although the truth is, you are older.”

“Yeah well. Who ain’t? What do you like in your steaks?”

“I’m a ribeye man.”

“Fine. I prefer filets, but one’s never enough. Can you afford me?”

“I believe so, yes.”

Trey raised his hand and motioned to an unseen server who appeared at the table within ten or twelve seconds.

“Yes sir, Mr. Howard. What would you like today?”

“Bring me two fillets medium with asparagus and a baked potato. Gimme a bowl of sauteed mushrooms on the side. Jimmy here wants a ribeye. How you want it Jimmy?”

“Medium rare, please, with a baked potato and mac-and-cheese.”

The server said, “And to drink?”

Trey responded, “Bring me a bottle of Dry Creek Vineyards cabernet, oldest you have.”

Jimmy said, “I’ll have Perrier please.”

“Yes sir. I’ll get it working.”

As the server departed, Trey said, “Alright, Jimmy, it’s your dime. Tell me why you don’t want to be my assistant, but you want to, anyway. I admit, that’s a new one on me.”

Jimmy grinned. “Trey, I seriously doubt you would believe me if I told you.”

“You broke or something?”

“No, I’m good.”

“Well, I pay great – for the right guy. But every penny of it’s earned, I promise you that. I expect my guy to be available twelve hours a day – seven days a week, seven to seven every day.”

“I can give you Monday and Tuesday seven to seven, Wednesday seven till five because I like to go to Bible study, and Thursday, Friday and Saturday seven to seven.” 

Trey frowned. “I just told you what I require.”

“And I just told you what I can give. And those are the times I can be available to you. I still have a life and other responsibilities. I can give you everything that doesn’t impede that.”

Trey looked at him like his head had just fallen off and rolled across the floor. After a moment he asked, “Have you ever been a personal assistant before?”

“Nope.”

“And you don’t want to be one now, but you want to, anyway. What kind of game are you playing?”

“Trey, I admit I have a very good reason for being here, but I promise you I’m not playing any game or running some kind of scheme on you. I genuinely want to help you. I give you my word of honor on that.”

Jimmy looked him eye-to-eye as he said it.

Trey sat back in his chair trying to make sense of the conversation. The server arrived with the wine and showed the label to Trey, who accepted it with a nod. The bottle was opened and allowed to breathe a moment, then a taste was poured in his glass. Trey swilled it, sniffed it, tasted it and swallowed, then nodded again. Jimmy watched the dance with a grin. 

Trey said, “I take it you’re not much of a wine man?”

“Never had the taste for it. I’ve had some really good wine occasionally, but I guess I’m just not willing to go to the trouble most of the time.”

Trey responded, “To me it’s one of the perks of success. I enjoy impressing people with wine that’s been aging for fifty years or more. Says something about me, the way I see it.”

“I suppose it does.” Jimmy observed without apparent judgment, succeeding in keeping his private opinion of the remark - private. 

“So, tell me why you’re willing to pay three hundred dollars to buy me lunch, to try to get a job you don’t want.”

“The truth?”

“Nothing but.”

“Okay. The truth is that the Lord has sent me to you to help you.”

Trey said two words that really shouldn’t be repeated. 

Then, “I didn’t see that one coming. Did Barney really give you my number?”

“Yes sir.”

“I need to speak to him about that. Jimmy, I tell you what, I’ll eat the free steak with you, but that’ll do it between us. How’s that?”

“Trey, like I said before, you didn’t get successful by being dumb, so don’t be dumb now. One thing you will always get from me is the truth. Since I am who I am, you can absolutely depend on my integrity. I would rather die than spoil my name.”

“You know, that’s the second time you’ve called me dumb.”

“Yes sir. Kind of, anyway.”

“Jimmy, I admit I’m kind of intrigued in spite of myself. I’m not usually surprised by people, but you are either completely looney-toons, or this is something entirely outside my experience.”

Jimmy laughed. “Well, I’m not crazy, so . . . .”

“Right.”

Trey finished his glass of wine and refilled it. 

Jimmy said, “Better slow down on that wine, or I might just take advantage of you.”

Trey choked on his mouthful when Jimmy said that. When he could speak again, he said, “I still think you’re crazy.”

They bantered back and forth for a few more minutes until the steaks arrived. The server stood quietly, waiting to make sure that the steaks had been prepared correctly and were acceptable. Trey immediately cut a chunk off one of his fillets and forked it in, chewing aggressively and nodding approvingly. The server smiled and looked at Jimmy. 

“Mine’s fine. Thank you.”

“Yes sir. I’ll leave you men to enjoy.”

The server departed and Jimmy bowed his head. Trey watched in astonishment as Jimmy whispered his thanks to the Lord. With the prayer completed, he raised his head, picked up the knife and fork and cut a nice bite of his ribeye. All of which Trey watched in fascination.

“I have seen it all now. You’re serious about that religion of yours, ain’t you?” 

“Yes sir, and I can’t wait to share it with you.”

“Yeah? Well, you better enjoy your steak. You ought to get something for your three hundred bucks.”
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Booze and Blues​

––––––––
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THE CITY OF RICHMOND, Texas was officially a part of the Greater Houston metropolitan area. It was the County Seat of Fort Bend County, with a population steadily growing to twelve thousand by 2015. As the County Seat, the city held the county government offices, and the county jail. Jimmy Westbrook was on the list of chaplains for the Fort Bend County Jail but had not visited the detention center very often. Comparatively speaking, it was a larger facility that covered forty acres and could hold nearly 1,800 inmates.  

Friday night, among the seventy-three arrests that were delivered to the jail, a young man named Drew Barker was brought in for public intoxication, open container, drunk and disorderly and resisting arrest. Drew was well known at the jail and had begun his visits to the detention center – on the juvenile side - six years earlier at the age of fifteen. This trip made the tenth time he had been incarcerated in Fort Bend County. Ten times, with one common cause – booze.

At fifteen he had stolen two six-packs of Coors from a convenience store when the clerk had refused to sell it to him without ID. Perhaps if the stolen beer had been the first to be consumed that night, his thinking would have been clear enough not to make the impetuous mistake. However, the two sixpacks which were never enjoyed were intended to follow the previous two he had already shared with his companion who couldn’t actually be classed as a friend. The two teens had flipped a coin to determine which went in to get the beer and Drew had won – or lost, depending on how you looked at it. 

Like most young men who traveled that path, Drew had been sucked in by circumstances and bad choices. Parents divorced, mom with custody and working full time, leaving Drew with little-to-no supervision, and a mom who was basically clueless how to deal with a teenage son who had no use for her feeble attempts at reaching him with some good sense. The two still shared an address and a last name, but not much else.

This Friday night, Drew was twenty-one years old, and this trip was considerably more serious than the previous nine. This incident included resisting arrest, which by Saturday morning would have the additional charge of assaulting an officer tagged to it. One punch – one drunken, half-disoriented, half-hearted swing that had managed to land on the arm of the deputy and result in a bruise was enough to change everything from Friday night foolishness to ten years in the big house. The fact was that Drew tried to stay out of trouble and did for months at a time. But sooner or later some cause or reason would fail to be dealt with properly and the drinking would begin, and the results of the bender were getting progressively worse and more dangerous to himself and the public at large.

When an individual demonstrates that they are unwilling or unable to discipline themselves, the state eventually assumes the role on their behalf, for the intended good of all concerned. The intended good rarely ends up actually being good, as the system grinds exceedingly fine and virtually all who find themselves in it end up ground into the very fabric of a system that purports to rehabilitate but actually destroys that which it supposedly intends to accomplish. With very few exceptions – once you’re in, you’re in for the duration. Drew’s tenth visit was certainly a testament to the fact.

Drew would have simply been processed through the system, stayed in jail until his court date, went to trial, pled guilty, took the ten-year sentence and served four and a half years, except for one thing in his favor. Drew worked for Barney Klarns, and Barney Klarns was currently working for Jimmy Westbrook.  

Drew didn’t know anyone else to call with his one phone call, so he called his boss. Barney had hired him on the firm condition that he stay out of trouble, which of course, Drew had solemnly promised to do. Barney had a desire to help guys in tough spots and always went the second mile for a man who was trying. But he rarely went the third mile. Barney answered the call from ‘unknown caller’.

“Hello, this is Barney.”

“Mr. Klarns, it’s Drew.”

“Oh, high Drew, what’s up?”

“Umn . . . I got messed up last night. I’m in jail.”

Barney was silent. Drew said, “Are you still there?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Will you help me?”

Barney took a deep breath and sighed. “Drew, you got drunk again, didn’t you?”

“Yeah. Me and Kathy had a fight.”

“What’s the charge on you?”

“Well, the regular stuff, but they say I hit the deputy that arrested me. I swear to God I don’t remember doing it.”

“Drew, assaulting a cop is big time, son.”

“Yeah. I’m in big trouble this time.”

“You deserve it. We talked about this – and you promised me, remember?”

“I know. But I need help, boss.”

“Sounds to me like you’re going to get it. A few years in prison should help you get off the booze.”

Drew started crying. The deputy monitoring the call had seen it a thousand times before and was bored out of her mind.

“Mr. Klarns, I ain’t got nobody else. You’re all I got. I need help. Please, please help me.”

“Drew, I depended on you, and you let me down. Now I’m in a bind because of you. I’m done with you. Good luck in prison.”

“Wait! Wait please. Please wait. What can I do to change your mind?”

Barney was mad, and he knew he was mad. And he was disgusted. But he was still a nice guy. It was really hard to walk away from someone begging for help. Really hard.

“Drew, I don’t know. I really don’t, man. I tell you what. This guy we’re doing the work out at the sod farm for, he’s a jail chaplain. I’ll tell him about you, okay? Maybe he can help you somehow, but that’s it. That’s as far as I’m gonna go.”

“Thank you so much, Mr. Klarns. I’m in Fort Bend Jail, okay?”

“Okay.” 

“Thank you so much. Really. I owe you.”

“Yeah, you do. Good luck.”

______________________________________

As the Lord would have it, Barney made good on his promise to Drew at 1:39 that afternoon. Jimmy’s phone rang, and he checked it and saw that Barney was calling. He said to Trey, 

“This is Barney – might be important.” 

Then fingered the green spot and said, “Hello Barney.”

“Hey Jimmy, hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

“Nothing big. I’m having lunch with Trey.”

“Oh really! Well, I hope you two have a good time. Listen, I’m calling about one of my guys. I think you met him, his name’s Drew Barker. He was up on the roof yesterday.”

“Yeah, I remember him. Kind of small and wiry?”

“That’s him. He’s been in trouble off and on for years, gets to drinking and does stuff that gets him locked up.”

“Ugh oh.”

“Yeah. He got drunk last night and got arrested, but this time he took a swing at a cop apparently and he’s probably going away for a few years.”

“That’s a shame.”

“He called me this morning – his one phone call I guess – and I pretty much told him I was done with him. But I felt like I couldn’t just drop him like that, so I told him I would talk to you about him.”

“I see. Well, I’m glad you did. Where is he?”

“Fort Bend.”

“Tell you what, I’m in west Houston now with Trey, and when we’re done, I’ll head over there and see if they’ll let me talk to him.”

“I’d take it as a personal favor, Jimmy. Thanks.”

“No problem, my friend – it’s what I do.”

“Thanks. Y’all have a good visit. Tell Trey I said hi.”

Jimmy said a touch louder, looking at Trey across the table, 

“Barney says tell you hi.”

Trey nodded and made a half-wave with the hand holding the knife but kept eating.

Barney said, “Bye now.”

“Bye.”

As Jimmy put his phone away, he said, “Sorry about that. It wasn’t anything about my project.”

“Yeah, you said Barney was doing some work for you. What you got going on?”

“Well, I have some property over on 290 that used to be a cotton farm, but I converted it to a sod farm. Barney’s building a place for guys that need another chance to get straight, basically.”

“What? Like a druggie rehab?”

“Yeah. The idea is for the guys to work the farm as a way to get them back on their feet.”

“That’ll never work.” Trey said smugly.

“Why do you say that?”

“Them kind never get right. They always fall back into it and end up stealing something for their next fix.”

“That’s probably true a high percentage of the time, but certainly not always. Besides, the effort is simply to give them the chance. What they do with it is between them and God.”

“What are you spending?”

“That’s not a whole lot of your business, is it?”

“Hey, you’re talking about being in every piece of my business!”

“Yeah, I see your point. Well, Barney’s part is a bit over three million.”

“THREE MILLION! What the hell! You got that kind of money?”

“It’s the Lord’s money, not mine.”

“I’ll be damned. Why in hell do you want to work for me?”

“I told you already. And I need to say something right now. If we are to work together, you’ve got to hold off on the swearing, around me at least.”

Trey deliberately swore again.

“You are definitely crazy as a coot! Who do you think you are, telling me how I can talk?”

“I’m the best thing that’s ever going to happen to you, Mr. Howard. The only question is will you be intelligent enough to realize it before we’re done.”

Trey went bright red in the face, and stood up, throwing his napkin on the table.

“You just get the hell out of here! You don’t have a clue who you’re talking to!”

Jimmy cocked his head sideways a bit and said, “I’m buying lunch. If you’re done, you leave.”

Trey appeared to be trying to decide whether to come across the table and strangle Jimmy or not. After a moment, he said, 

“I’m going to the john.” 

Then he turned and walked away. Jimmy whispered a short prayer and took a bite of his mac and cheese.

Three minutes later Trey returned to the table. Before he sat down, he said,

“While I was in the john, I went to call Al to see if he had found me a new guy.” 

He paused. “I can’t do anything without Big Al.”

Jimmy said, “Then get the chip off your shoulder and sit down.”

Trey swore again but pulled the chair out and sat. He grabbed the bowl of mushrooms and poured the entire contents on top of his filets. He sliced a chunk off and forked it in, only to discover that it had cooled. Up his arm went, waving to the unseen but attentive server, who almost instantly appeared by the table. 

“Yes sir?”

“My filet has cooled. Take it and warm it up. Don’t nuke it.”

“Yes sir. Umn, the mushrooms?”

“Bring some fresh ones when you bring the steak back.”

“Yes sir.”

As the server departed, Trey looked at Jimmy and said, 

“What the heck – you can afford it, right?”

Jimmy finally caught up with something Trey had said.

“Did you just say, ‘Big Al”?

Trey grinned. “Yep. That’s what I called him. It’s after Bama’s mascot.” 

“I kind of figured that. But Trey, I can’t figure you out. Why would it bother you for me to have a little money too?”

“It don’t fit, that’s why. Millionaires don’t go around being someone else’s personal assistant.”

“I’m just a regular guy. I was never the big man on campus. You don’t even remember me at all.”

“How much do you think I’m gonna pay you – I mean – if I lost my mind and actually hired you?”

“I don’t want you to pay me at all.”

Trey started to voice a curse, but Jimmy’s expression brought him up short. Instead of his habitually favorite oath, he said, 

“This just gets better and better. I’m in the Twilight Zone for sure now. You don’t want to work for me, but you’re here trying to get me to hire you, but if I hire you, you want to work for me – even though you don’t want to work for me – for free.” 

Jimmy grinned. “See, I told you I was the best thing that will ever happen to you!”

Trey drained his wine glass and refilled it.

“If I was to hire you – or whatever you call it if I ain’t paying you – what makes you think you would last more than the first day?”

Jimmy started to respond, but Trey interrupted him. 

“Before you answer that, let me tell you that I demand absolute loyalty and a hundred percent commitment. Now, tell me why you don’t want me to pay you.”

“Well, first of all, I will not give you absolute loyalty or a hundred percent commitment, either.”

Trey was growing more frustrated. 

“Dang it, I just told you I demand it!”

“Lower your voice, please. Ever heard of the Ten Commandments? Exodus chapter twenty. The first one is, ‘You shall have no other gods before Me.’ That means the Lord gets absolute commitment and a hundred percent loyalty. You’ll just have to make do with what’s left. Now, as to why I don’t want your money, I won’t be working for you – I’ll be working for the Lord. He sent me after all. That’s also Bible, by the way. Colossians chapter three says, ‘Whatever you do, do your work heartily, as for the Lord rather than for men; knowing that from the Lord you will receive the reward of the inheritance. It is the Lord Christ whom you serve.”

“What a concept. Can you promise me you will stay until this project is completed?”

“No. The Lord sent me, and He can take me away.”

“Can you give me one good reason to continue this conversation?”

“How old was Al?”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“How old was he?”

“Mid-thirties. Again, why?”

“The Lord took him, didn’t He?”

“He died.”

“Right. The Lord called his number. The Lord took him and sent me. So, knowing my motivation isn’t your money, it kind of clears the air between us, doesn’t it?”

“How so?”

“Well, you won’t have to wonder if I will value the pay enough to put up with you, right?”

Trey’s face brightened as he found a hole to put Jimmy in. 

“Oh, I get it now! You’re planning to save me, ain’t that right?”

“No sir. Only the Lord Jesus can save you.”

“Yeah, you’re planning to preach to me though, right? Just like telling me I can’t cuss around you. Let me tell you something - I don’t need preaching, and I don’t need saving, okay?”

“Right now, you need an assistant that can help you not lose your rumpus on that project. Other than that, I plan to share my faith and understanding of what’s really true. What you do with it is between you and the Lord. Just like the guys that will be out at Samaritan’s Farm.”

“I don’t believe I am actually having this conversation. What did Barney want?”

“One of his men was arrested last night and is facing some serious charges. He asked if I would go talk to him.”

“What do you have to do with it?”

“I’m a jail chaplain.”

Trey just looked at him. Jimmy continued.

“So, after we finish up here, I’m going to run over to the Fort Bend Jail and see if I can get a meeting with the guy.”

Trey was waiting for his food to be returned and seemed to be at a loss what to do while he waited. 

Jimmy said, “You seem to be at a loss, Mr. Howard.”

Trey shook his head. 

“A jail chaplain. How the hel – heck – is it that a jail chaplain is a millionaire?”

“That’s not all I am. The Lord brought me a couple of businesses that I own that do really well, and I have very little to do with them. Along with the businesses, the Lord sent wonderful folks to operate them for me. The businesses actually have nothing to do with me – I just get nice money that kind of drops out of the sky.”

Trey was flabbergasted. 

“You’re telling me that you make millions, and don’t do anything to get it?”

“That’s about it. Please keep that confidential.”

“What the heck do you do with it?”

“Well, like I said, it’s the Lord’s money, not mine. The Samaritan’s Farm is one thing I’m doing with it. When the Lord wants something else done, I’ll be listening and ready to do it.”

The server returned with the warmed filets, carrying a second bowl of mushrooms. Trey promptly dumped the bowl over the steaks and went back to eating, apparently determined to finish it before it could cool again. As he ate, Jimmy continued.

“I spend my time in service to the Lord Jesus. Since I don’t need the money, I am able to just go where He sends me and do what He sends me to do, for the person He sends me to do it for. So, here I am with you.”

“Unh hunh. And God told you to come be my personal assistant – is that right?”

“Yes sir.”

“Unh hunh.”

“Look, what do you care, right? I mean, I’m here, I’m available, I’m offering, I’m free, I’m ready to start tomorrow – after worship – and if I really believe the Lord told me to do this, then you can bet your shoestrings that I’m going to do it the best I possibly can. What do you have to lose?”  

“Four hundred million to be exact. As far as I can see, you really believe what you’re saying, so you make some good points. But the thing is, what if you’re just no good at doing what I need done? What if my investment falls flat because you’re not able to get things done? What about that?”

“Do you have someone better to interview today?”

“No. I don’t have anyone lined up. I was planning to call a temp agency Monday.”

“Well, at the risk of getting
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