
        
            
                
            
        

    
Book Description


Kurt Henry is one tough motha. Rides motorcycles. Works construction. And has kicked his fair share of asses over the years.


He’s also a returning Christian. And he’s decided it’s time to dedicate himself to God once and for all.

But dark forces have other plans for him.


Can Kurt escape an enemy who knows all his weaknesses? Or will he lose his soul to the accuser?
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Dedication

For Ike and Chopper.



THE ACCUSER

Kurt Henry swished the stinging purple mouthwash around his puffed cheeks one last minute, then spat into the sink.

He glanced up, saw the reflection, and did a double take at himself for the third time since he’d come in the bathroom. Watching the stranger in the mirror, he straightened. Then he ran his calloused hand over his newly shortened‌—‌amputated?‌—‌beard. He stroked it again, the scent of whatever his barber had used on it wafting gently into his nostrils.

Before this afternoon, he’d had a colossus of a beard, one that would’ve made him right at home with the members of ZZ Top. The end of it hit him‌—‌had hit him‌—‌mid-chest; but he knew how to wrangle it on the construction site. He’d been growing it years. Even the guys at church admired it, though, Kurt knew from childhood memories, that beards were generally discouraged‌—‌and mountain man beards outright abhorred, unless seen on Brigham Young or other pioneer heroes of yore. Clean-shaven faces were the Mormon norm. Sorry, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints’ norm.

But in the singles ward, where the congregation’s age was between 18 and 30ish (depending on how long a guy or gal could fly under the bishop’s radar and avoid being gently kicked out to a family ward, or worse, mid-singles ward), he’d gotten approving nods from the guys and fascinated questions from the girls.

But the longer he’d attended the faith he’d formerly abandoned, the more he’d wanted to change. A change. Well, he was already changing, he guessed.

Katie Jameson, one of the girls in the ward he’d been assigned to minister to (along with Noel Lucas, a solid dude working in accounting) had called him once from Hawaii at the ass‌—‌uh‌—‌butt-crack of dawn in the morning when her dad had gone crazy or something on some hormone gel and had somehow upset her to crying. It was a hassle at the time. Between the broken sleep clouding his thoughts and her tears, he could barely understand what was going on‌—‌but when he had looked back on it, he felt a faint sort of…‌pride…‌and then alarm. She’d trusted him enough with her heavy stuff, partly because yeah, he stopped by with Noel every month and read a spiritual message from the Liahona (usually Noel’s gig) and shot the sh‌—‌breeze with her a little, said “hi” to her when he saw her at church…‌but also because, by doing that, along with sitting through two hours of church every Sunday when his work schedule allowed, and enduring endless, pointless Elder’s Quorum meetings, he was becoming…‌someone different. Someone who, from time to time, was asked to act on behalf of God.

And she took that seriously. And probably so did the other girl they were assigned to. Noel took it serious, he knew that. And Kurt realized…‌it was time to take it serious, too.

So he’d gone to Bishop Redgrave.

And there, across the pastor’s wooden desk topped with a glass jar full of Hershey’s Miniatures, Kurt had asked what he needed to do to advance in the priesthood.

A little, kind smile pulled at the bishop’s lips. Some of Kurt’s tension drained. Hard to be a worried man in the face of that smile. It was full of peace you didn’t see much out in the world, but was a familiar sight in the chapel. Holy peace, guessed Kurt.

Bishop had asked, “You’ve been ordained to the Aaronic Priesthood, right?”

“Yeah. But that was a long time ago. Back when I was a kid.” What, twelve, thirteen? He had come back to church only a year ago. He was twenty-eight now. Skipped the mission, went his own way when he was eighteen. But Riley, his roommate, had asked if he’d come to church, guaranteeing cute girls who weren’t (as) psycho as some of the ones Kurt had met online. Long story short, he’d come for the babes, but stayed for the Spirit. Funny how God worked.

Bishop got his iPad out.

“Let’s just see if…‌” He trailed off, scrolling through his screen. Kurt looked over the candy in the jar. Some Tootsie Rolls were mixed in with the miniatures.

Bishop glanced up. He stopped scrolling long enough to gesture to the jar. “Oh, help yourself!”

Kurt nodded. He didn’t need any candy. But he lifted the lid and fished out a Mr. Goodbar anyway. He chewed it quietly, looking around. Bishop’s office was a small room boxed in two sides by molded beige plastic chairs with hunter green cushions along the butts and backs, all lined along the same white-painted cinder blocks that made up the rest of the chapel. There was a window with frosted glass at Bishop’s back, and a table with a little statue of the Christus. The other wall without chairs had a whiteboard on it. On the whiteboard were magnetized photos of each member of the congregation, with their names typed on the bottom. People serving in callings together were clumped beneath handwritten headings indicating their jobs in the ward‌—‌Sunday School instructors, Elders Quorum Presidency (Noel was under this heading, as the second counselor), Emergency Preparedness specialists, that kinda thing.

“Ah‌—‌yep. Here it is.”

Bishop turned the tablet around. His church record‌—‌he’d gotten a paper copy of it last December during tithing settlement. Henry, Kurt Rutherford  was displayed on the top. Below it, in a table, were the dates of his baptism, confirmation, and…‌oh, yeah. Ordination to the Aaronic Priesthood. The lesser one. That the scriptures said still entitled you to the help of angels. Had he ever done anything angelic in his life? Kurt didn’t think so. Sure, he used to pay for the coffee order behind him from time to time, back when he drank coffee (dark and rich, oh, how he missed it!), and lately he refrained from punching people, even if they really really REALLY deserved it‌—‌but him, godly? Maybe not.

But Noel and Katie Jameson thought he was godly enough, and he knew he needed, as his mother would say, to poop or get off the pot.

He’d already tried flying solo. So deeper back into church he would go.

“I’m so happy to hear you’re ready to take the next step in the covenant path. And I know everyone else will be thrilled for you, too. You’ve taken the classes, right?”

“Right.”

“Can you meet with the stake president this Wednesday during his interview hours this week?”

Those started at six o’ clock. Kurt was off by then. “Yes.”

“Then we’ll announce it next Sunday in sacrament meeting, and do the ordination in Priesthood quorum.”

Kurt’s eyebrows rose. “Next week?”

“Yep.”

Kurt leaned back in his chair, pushed himself up on the armrests, readjusting his seat. Resettled, he waited a moment before speaking.

“But…‌isn’t there an interview to see if I’m worthy? With you?”

“Sure. Do you have a testimony of Jesus Christ?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you sustain the President of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints as the prophet, seer, and revelator?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you sustain the members of the First Presidency and the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles as prophets, seers, and revelators?”

“Yeah.”

“Any problems with drugs, violence, or pornography?”

“No.”

”And when you do sin, do you repent and strive to do better?”

“Yeah.” More or less.

Bishop’s hands opened like birds’ wings and he smiled a great big smile again. He seemed like a proud papa. “Then you’re good.”

Kurt couldn’t help but give him a look. It was that easy?

“You’ll do fine in your interview with the stake president. Kurt, I’ve been watching you a while now. You’re a faithful steward in all your assignments. Everyone has great things to say about you. And I can feel the love our Heavenly Father has for you. You’re as ready as you’ll ever be.”

Kurt furrowed his brow, trying to think how to word the question dwelling deep within him.

“Even though…‌I was gone a while?” was the best he could do. Then he added, “I”m no Noel, Bishop.”

Noel had been born in the church like Kurt. Unlike Kurt, he had stayed in‌—‌Eagle Scout badge, served a two-year church mission, the whole enchilada. Steady Eddie. Never drunk a beer or probably even kissed a girl.

Bishop pressed his lips together. “Even Noel’s not ‘Noel.’ We’re all just sinners‌—‌and the church is a hospital for sinners, all striving to follow the Great Physician. We’re all just us‌—‌Noel’s just Noel Lucas, I’m just Dave Redgrave, you’re just Kurt Henry‌—‌but when any one of us takes upon him the yoke of Jesus Christ, we become something new.”

“I don’t feel…‌like anything more.”

Bishop smiled again, warmly. “That’s because you’re a humble man. You don’t see the strides you’re making. And that’s okay. Just stick to the strait and narrow like you’ve been doing, and keep repenting. And show up next Sunday.”

That Sunday was tomorrow. Kurt still didn’t feel any holier, but he got his mountain man beard trimmed today after work all the same. He rubbed it again with his hand, noting in the mirror the way it defined his chin now instead of hiding it. He wondered what his buddies would say when he showed up Monday. Might get razzed, but it wouldn't last past a day or two. Probably they’d elbow each other and ask who the broad was that got him to trim it. Jerks. But that was exactly why he liked them.

Kurt shook himself‌—‌he never spent this much time in the bathroom normally. He reached for the switch to turn off the noisy bathroom fan and caught a glimpse of a furry boulder trucking along behind him in the mirror.

Kurt grinned. “Eyyy, Doze!”

The apartment’s enormous grey tabby cat, Dozer, ignored him, prowling uninterrupted to Kurt’s bedroom.

“Urgent cat biz, huh?”

Well, it was bedtime.

Kurt flipped off the fan and lights and followed the cat.

He had two other
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