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They say if you have friends you have everything that you need in life. I have been blessed with many friends throughout the years. This book is dedicated to Jay and Laura who always are there for me. Don and Pam who helped me when they could’ve turned their back on me. The wonderful people of Hopeful Lutheran Church who pulled me through some very hard times.


GOD

MOVED ME



Introduction

God Moved me and, to be honest, I do not know why. I spent most of my adult life Catholic with no particular purpose other than get married, have some children and get to heaven. Not exactly a plan for success but one day when I was minding my own business God Moved me. Not me but rather my wife, a lovely creature sent to me by God to terrorize my life. You see, she always thought I could do better and never let me forget it. When I was satisfied doing a mundane job she would always tell me you can do better after all I married you. I remember telling her I thought she married me because her Seeing Eye dog bit me and she felt sorry for me. Anyway, she always thought that I could do better in life.

The day that God Moved me started out rather uneventful, we had recently changed religions because one of our children refused to go to church anymore. I got tired of fighting with him every Sunday so I finally struck a deal with him. I told him you find a church you like and we will go to it. Thought I was safe since for years I thought the boy was the anti-Christ and would never find a church he liked! As usual I was wrong. He found this wonderful little church in the town we lived in and my wife and I agreed to visit it.

Now I was sure there would be human sacrifice and all kinds of demonic rituals going on for this boy to like it. We entered the church and some of my suspicions were confirmed. There was something wrong with this church. It was the people; they seemed to be glad they were there and actually smiled! I could not believe it…someone actual smiled in church! Then there was the music, my lord, what kind of place was this? The music was good, lively and uplifting. This could not be church! Then we met the pastor and he actually seemed glad to meet us. I was terrified. Never in my life had this happened to me! I fought every instinct to run and jump into a pool of holy water but remembered the last time I did that I got burned pretty badly! So we decided to stay and unbelievably we actually enjoyed ourselves at church. I felt guilty for almost a week that I felt good going to church. I prayed to God to ask for forgiveness and promised if I ever returned to that little church I would not enjoy myself! Then I said five Our Fathers and five Hail Mary’s.

The week went by very quickly and soon I found myself trudging up the steps to the church and it happened again! People were smiling and having a good time! I was shocked, they seemed like rather normal people and yet they were willingly going to church. Then my heart stopped as the pastor saw us and came over to greet us. I was about to tell him who we were when he called us BY name. Surely there was something evil going on in this place. Well once again, the service was enjoyable, the sermon was right on target and even my son, the anti-Christ seemed to be enjoying himself. Then the really weird thing happened people came over and started talking to us. They didn’t want anything, they just talked to us. It was unsettling to say the least. These people actually wanted to know us even before anyone gave us envelopes for the collection. It shook me to my roots which according to my wife were never all that deep. 

We kept coming week after week and the next thing I knew we were members of the church and the people actually seemed to be happy that we were there. Good thing they didn’t ask for any references. So we were going to church on Sundays and even looking forward to it. Now you would think that this would have pleased God and all would have been well with the world. However, the Lord works in mysterious ways. One day my wife was up at the church office talking to the pastor and his secretary and she asked the pastor where he was going on vacation. He said he couldn’t take a vacation because there was no one to fill in for him well he was gone.

Now here is where the story takes a twisted turn…my wife said why not let my husband fill in for you! The really strange thing was that after she had said it the dead didn’t rise from their graves although I imagine my father was spinning in his! The pastor who up until then I considered a smart man asked her if she was kidding. She laughed and said that I would be glad to do it.

Now you have to remember that there is only one thing in this world that scares the hell out of me and that it talking in front of large crowd of people who tend to turn violent if you say something they do not like to hear. Well, when I came home from work that night I made the fatal mistake of asking here what was new. She smiled, and the angels sang, and told me that I was going to do the services at church that Sunday. Suddenly not only did the angels quit singing but they left the house never again to return.

I took it pretty well I remember yelling at her and asking if she was out of her mind! She said most probably since she did marry me! Then I played my trump card. I told her that I thought she liked those people at church. She said not to worry that most people have a short memory. I told her I still remember the Titanic and quite a few others did too! She smiled and walked out of the room. I looked up to the heavens and for a split second I thought I heard divine laughter! I told her there was no way that I could do this. She merely smiled but this time minus the angels.

Now I would love to tell you that I filled in for my pastor out of the great inner faith and love of the Lord, but the truth is I loved showing off for my wife. There were only three services so how hard could it be, I’m quite sure that is what Custer thought at the Little Big Horn, how hard can it be to clear out a few Indians. My wife was a constant source of inspiration to me. She was always encouraging me. Little things to pick me up when I was down. ‘Don’t worry hon’ even monkeys occasionally do the right thing’ or ‘I am sure most of the people who know will expect nothing out of you!’ yes, that woman was always my rock. I called her Alcatraz on more than one occasion.

Sunday morning came and as we were leaving for church for ‘dad’s last stand’ as my wife called it. I noticed she was packing her bags. She smiled and reassured me, ‘I don’t think we’ll have to move but why not be on the safe side!’ She asked me if I was prepared and I smiled and said I was up to the challenge which for some reason made all of my children laugh and laugh and laugh. As we walked out the door, some of the neighbors who knew what I was about to do were also laughing and laughing. There is nothing that a man cannot do with a good woman by his side and nothing was what I was about to do!

When we arrived at church, my wife gave our oldest son the keys to the car and suggested that he kept the engine running. Just in case. Then she went over the escape plan with the rest of the children. She reminded them of their new identities and how the Marshals would see to it that they got safely out of town. I was pumped!

Well I did the three services and nothing major happened, nobody rioted or threatened any of my family with bodily harm. I asked my wife who for some reason did not want to stand by me if I did okay. She smiled and said, “Mister you did such a good job that the people can’t wait for their minister.”

With such words of encouragement how could I not be on cloud nine? I remember on the way home looking at my wife and smiling. She shook her head and said, ‘you did something today that not many people could do and I hope you can live up to those words you spoke.' I told her nobody said anything about living up to the words you just told me to fill in for the pastor.

Well, the church was far more forgiving that I could ever imagine for they allowed me to fill in a couple of times that summer. Or as my wife referred to it, ‘The drought of 01’.

Even our pastor got into and encouraged me to take classes so I could fill in at other churches when their pastors were away. I never knew the man could be that mean to other churches. I told him I didn’t think it would work out and smiled and headed on my merry way. Then he did the dastardly deed! He called my wife

After I signed up for the classes’ life at home was a lot better. So I spent the better part of that fall in classes learning how not to destroy what was left of the Lutheran Church. There were times when I thought about quitting but I was encouraged to go on by many people, most of them Baptist and Methodist. Things were going quite well when the other shoe fell. We were told that we would need to find a mentor to guide us on our path. That mentor could be any minister other than our own. I was dead! I only knew one Lutheran minister, my pastor, and even he didn’t talk to me in public.

I thought there was nothing to lose so I prayed. I tried everything else so why not go to God right? That day we had a guest speaker who was talking to us about the Bible. I didn’t pay a lot of attention because I was thinking how I was going to tell my wife I flunked out of class! During the break, that pastor and I started talking and he asked me about myself and I told him. Then GOD MOVED ME, we were talking about the churches and I told him about the pastor my sister in law knew who helped with some church work for the Catholic Church. Told him how impressed she was with the man. He asked my sister in law’s name and I told him. He WAS that pastor. Then the weird thing happened, he asked if I wanted him to be my mentor. I didn’t even ask and suddenly I had a mentor not just any mentor but the assistant to the bishop! Maybe there was something to this prayer thing after all…

When I arrived home and told my wife what had happened, she smiled and said didn’t surprise her a bit that God always looks after the lost sheep. I bleated and went back to my life such as it was...

That summer I served at a couple of churches and even found one that liked me enough to ask me to stay on until they found a pastor. I couldn’t believe it. Here was a church that actually seemed to enjoy me being there. My wife smiled and said to me, “See I told you that God has a sense of humor.”

That was over ten years ago and it all came about because God Moved me, and quite a few people agree that I am Moved! Nevertheless, because God Moved me, I have been on a remarkable journey that I would never take on my own. I have gone places where no man has gone before and have seen sights that I cannot describe. I have lost my way along with my wife. I have lost my children and most of my friends on that journey and yet it is a journey that I would gladly take again. 

I am a flawed man who has been given more chances in life to make it right and still manage to take the wrong turns. As many times as I have been saved, I still have issues with faith. As many times as I have been shown the right path, I still manage to swerve off on the wrong path. We are fathered by a loving, caring and forgiving God. A God, who comes to us, not because He needs us but rather because we need God!



Faith

Our whole journey in life is based on faith whether we want to admit it or not. We have faith that the sun is going to come up in the morning. We have faith that that chair is going to hold our weight when we sit on it. We have faith in all the hucksters on TV who make impossible claims for their products. It seems like the only thing that we do not have faith in is God. No matter how many times God is there for us, we have trouble believing in God.

When I was younger and in college, a bunch of us went to Florida and got the bright idea of sailing into the Bermuda Triangle. I remember calling my dad and telling him about it and if he thought there was any danger. He told me that if there was something out there it would send me back! So we decided to embark on the greatest sailing adventure this side of Columbus, Ohio that is.

It was a beautiful day as we went down to the dock to pick out our sailing vessel. We were equipped with everything that we would need for a successful voyage. This meant we had plenty of beer and chips. We told the owner of the charter rental what we were looking for and he nodded and said he had the perfect vessel for us. We walked down the dock and saw the Poseidon, all forty-two feet of her. The man was patient with us and explained all we needed to know and told us that she was an ocean-going vessel. Later I found out that meant that it could sink in deeper water. He asked if we had sailed before and we said of course. I took a ferryboat ride in New York City. Well, he explained the basics to us and soon we were sailing out of the harbor.

I was at the wheel and the world was mine. I pushed forward on the throttle and we headed out for open water. We were going down to the sea in our ship. I could feel the ocean on my face which I quickly rectified by closing one of the windows. She set our course straight into the Bermuda Triangle feeling sorry for anything we would find on our epic journey. I had a good ship and a good crew and we were stocked with plenty of beer and chips what could go wrong?

Now one thing they never tell you about sailing on the high seas is that the weather is not always nice. The sea is not always calm and landlubbers get seasick if you drink too much, but none of that was going to deter our adventure. We had been at sea for about four hours and land had long since disappeared, we were already wondering if we would ever eat again or taste fresh water. The ocean has that effect on you.

It was about twelve bells that the ocean started giving us a hint that this was not to be our day. Now I have no idea what twelve bells means but it sounds nautical. Anyway, we looked over the bow and saw that the sky ahead was starting to darken. Now being fearless we continued on our journey and for the next couple of hours life was good on the open ocean. The sky kept getting darker and darker but the more the crew drank the least it seemed to bother them. Anyway, I keep an eye on the compass and we were heading east so I figured if anything happened we would just turn around and head west. Simple! My wife often said I was a simple man and on numerous occasions I proved her right.

I digress, anyway the weather start to get worse and we were wondering what to do in the event of a storm at sea. We did the usual safety check and found out we still had plenty of beer and chips so we figured what could go wrong. We were about to find out! The weather was about to take a turn for the worst, why does it never take a turn for the best?

Anyway, the winds picked up and the ocean got a lot rougher. The waves were breaking over the bow and the sky was darkening by the minute. I held firm on the wheel trusting in my natural ability to sail. My crew was right behind me offering words of encouragement.

“We’re gonna die!”

“The next big one and we are finished!”

“Whose idiot idea was this anyway?”

“Anyone know what happened to the bottle opener?”

I was not deterred; great men rise to the occasion. Well, on this day the only thing that rose to the occasion was the ocean. It never really dawned on me watching TV just how big the ocean really is, I mean it goes on forever and ever! There ought to be a warning about that when you sail into it.

I suspected we were in trouble when a flock of seagulls flew by and I swear they were laughing at us. The weather just kept getting worse and worse. The ocean kept surging with higher and higher waves and the boat seemed to be shrinking with each wave that tore over the bow. Now being a natural sailor, I decided that we should turn around and head back to port. I had lost all interest in seeing the Bermuda Triangle and just wanted to see dry land or at least land that wasn’t rocking back and forth and crashing down upon me.

So I took the wheel and turned it until the compass read we were heading east! I felt better except now the waves were attacking us from the stern of the vessel. Notice the nautical talk, I was becoming a seasoned skipper right after I threw up for the umpteenth time. The crew was near rebellion, but I felt safe nowhere in sight was there a desert island they could have marooned me on and besides none of them knew how to turn the wheel.

The ocean threw everything she had at us and still we were afloat. Then things got worse the sun was going down and it was getting dark all around the little boat. You never realize how dark it is until you are in the middle of the ocean during the storm of the century at night! It is DARK! Also, it is lonely.

From below deck, I heard my fearless crew praying which surprised me because I didn’t think any of them knew any prayers but during times of great crisis strange things happen. While it was still getting darker by the moment and right now, I could barely see the bow of the boat. The ocean was tossing us around like a dog with a new toy. The bow would go down in the water and then it would come back up as did our spirits. I couldn’t even see a star in the sky as the turmoil continued by now I was starting to get a little worried so once again having nothing left I prayed. Figured it couldn’t hurt. It was then that we saw the light! We were safe! We saw the light. Now keep in mind that nothing had really changed the storm was still raging around us, the waves still trying to beat our little boat into submission and we still had no idea where we were, but we saw the light and we were safe!

How many times in our own lives do we feel lost and in danger of losing our way due to circumstances beyond our control? How many times does our future seem bleak or non-existent and then we see the light and all is well with the world. That was how we felt that fateful night when we decided to tempt the Bermuda Triangle. We were lost and hopelessly afraid and then we saw the light and everything was okay.

The light we saw was from a Coast Guard cutter out looking for fools on a night like that one. When they threw us a lifeline and boarded the vessel, they asked who was in charge. Everyone capable of thinking pointed to me. Well after posting a guard at the wheel of the vessel to make sure I did not touch the wheel they took us back safely to port. Two of the sailors on board smiled at us and said of my navigating ability that we were headed for England!

And God Moved me…and I saw the light.



Covenants

My faith has been tempted many times in my life but never more than when my wife died. I was serving a small church at the time and still showing off for her. I would play to her in my talks as I did in my life. She was my life; she was my rock and my biggest supporter. She was the one who convinced me to stay at this church and really work for God and those wonderful people. My beloved had not been well for quite a while. She had heart problems which was strange because she had the biggest heart of anyone I ever knew in my life. Even when she was not feeling well, she would still come along with me every Sunday to church. I told her she should stay home, but she always said she couldn’t trust me alone with a church. Well, it was Christmas Eve service and as I was getting ready to go, she told me that she didn’t feel well and was going to stay home. I asked if she was sure and was going to leave that church alone with me. She smiled as she laid her head on her pillow and said that that night God would have to watch over the church. So I went there alone and it wasn’t quite the same. It was a good service and yet without her it was empty to me. I couldn’t get into it. When the service was over, I hurried home and told her all about it. Told her how everyone asked how she was and that they were going to pray for her. Funny I never thought of that!

The next week she felt better and once again was by my side at church and all was well with the world. I could tell she was getting tired every day but thought it was her medicine. She spent more and more time in bed but still found the strength to go with me every Sunday. Said she had to protect the church from me. Little did I know that in less than three weeks the love of my life would be gone. She passed away right after one of my services at the church. She died in the arms of God. Now I know they say that life never gives you more than you can handle, but that is a lie. Life does give you more than you can handle, but that is when God steps in and sends you friends and angels to watch over and walk with you.

I remember that the little church was afraid that I would quit serving them but I promised that I would be back just needed to take a week or two off. It was then that I made the covenant with God. I told him that I would continue to serve that little church and continue filling in, but the only thing I wouldn’t do was a funeral. I told Him that I just couldn’t do it. It would be too hard.

Things went along fairly well for about two weeks after I was back when one night the phone rang. It was the president of the council and one of the members husband had been taken to the hospital and they needed me to come there to be with the woman. I pleaded with him to find someone else. You see, we had a backup system that I would only be called to the hospital if no minister could be found to go there. He told me that he had already tried all the backups and no one was available. I told him I would call him back. I frantically called my pastor who was out of town. I called my mentor who told me there was no way he could do it. He told me just go say a prayer and leave.

I was beside myself. I tried praying to God, but all I could do was get mad at God. I yelled that we had a deal. I had lived up to my part of the covenant and why wasn’t God living up to his part. I yelled, I screamed and even denounced God for doing this to me. I swore I would never again set foot in a church and never again believe in God or his word. The phone rang and it was the council president wanting to know if I was coming to the hospital. I told him I was on my way. Oh, how I hated my God for doing this to me. I had no training for any of this. I didn’t know what to say. How could God be so uncaring to that poor woman and me? She needed a real minister not me. It was too soon after my wife to ask this of me!

I pulled into the hospital parking lot still screaming at God. I went to the front desk and told them who I was and who I was looking for and they gave me the room number. I got into the elevator and prayed if there was a God this would not happen. I didn’t sign on for this. I was just showing off for my wife. How dare You do this to me? I will never again ever pray to You. I have preached my last Sunday!

The elevator door opened and the council president was there waiting for me. He thanked me for coming as we headed to the room. I was furious that God was doing this to me. I entered the room and there standing by the bed was the one woman who went out of her way to make my wife and I feel welcome at the church the first time we went there to fill in. She had tears in her eyes as she praised God. She told me that she had been praying when he husband collapsed that God would send me to her. She knew I didn’t normally do that, but she prayed to God that if it was His will that I would be the one to pray for and be with her husband that night. I was horrified, I felt so ashamed of myself that night. I didn’t trust God.

Later on, I got a letter from the woman’s daughter thanking me and telling me how hard her mother prayed that I would be the one who came that night. How hard she prayed that I would be the one that would do the service and that I would be the one that sent her husband home to God. She thanked me and said the family would never ever forget what happened that night when their mom prayed to God.

And God Moved me…



Trust

I always tell the churches where I served that they should never follow me or listen to me but rather listen to and follow God. I told all of them that if they follow me they will wind up lost. I cannot count the number of times that I have taken the wrong turn, gone down the wrong path and yet I never seem to learn to follow God’s way, not mine.

After my wife passed, I decided that a couple of the children and I should go on vacation. I always wanted to see New England and one of my son’s loved lobsters so we decided to go to Maine for a vacation. It was something I thought we all needed at the time. I had just bought a new car and it had On Star so I knew I couldn’t get lost so we were off. Boy was I ever wrong. My son was a navigator and my other son was the back seat driver. It was the first trip that I took without my wife in thirty years. We packed carefully and headed off to see Maine.

It was not the kind of trip that my wife and I took; you see, my wife could not drive past a rest stop or a diner without stopping. My children, on the other hand, couldn’t wait to get there. Some of the best trips my wife and I ever had were because she wanted to stop at some obscure little town and explore.

On our trip to Maine, we passed by this sign for a restaurant which said they had the world’s worst apple pie. Well that would have been all my wife needed to read and we would stop and tasted the pie. It was brilliant marketing after all if the pie was bad what could you say? Well, my kids would not stop so we drove past the World’s Worst Apple Pie and headed East to Maine. My wife enjoyed the trip more than the destination. I was the opposite. I, like my children, wanted to see the end of the journey.

Well, the first night we stopped somewhere in Pennsylvania where we had a nondescript meal and spend a rather blah night at a good motel. In the morning, I could barely get the children to stop and eat breakfast. My wife was like a hobbit, she didn’t just have one breakfast, but she had several on the road.

Another difference was when my wife and I went on a trip we laughed so hard and had such a good time we really didn’t care how long it took us. When the boys and I took this trip, I slipped a cd in the player; my other son put on his earphones and listened to his heavy metal. The second son was already asleep in the backseat. My wife and I spent more time talking and laughing than anything else other than looking for quaint little places to explore.

Well on our second day we reached Boston and I couldn’t wait to see the usual tourist spots, but my children only wanted to get to Maine. We found a motel and I laid down the law and said that the next day we were going to see the U.S.S. Constitution and that was all there was to it. I felt good to be king besides I held the keys to the car.

The next day we got up early had a quick breakfast at a fast food joint and headed for our trip to see Old Ironsides. The kids thought we were going to see an ole flame. I pushed the button and got On-Star and they asked what they could do for me for a second I thought about asking for two new children but chickened out. I told the woman on the other end that we wanted to visit the U.S.S. Constitution. She sent us directions and we headed on our journey with fate.

We had been driving for about two hours when I again asked On Star for directions, another young woman told me we were very close. She said turn right at the next intersection and then left. Which I did, she then said that I should be able to see the Constitution. I looked out my window and all I saw was water. Little pleasure craft, a couple of tugboats but no Constitution. I told her I didn’t see it. She told me that I was practically on top of it. I finally told her I was looking for the boat, not the document. Once again she reassured me I was there. My one son was trying to talk to me, but I told him to be quiet as I was trying to find the Constitution. Finally, he turned my head and there was the Constitution in all her glory. However, it was to my right not my left. I was so busy doing it my way that I ignore the very advice I had sought out in the first place. My two sons laughed and said that they bet On Star would be talking about the fool who couldn’t see what was before his eyes.

I wonder how many times in our own lives do we go to God asking for help and then ignoring it when we receive it. How many times has God showed us the way and we were looking in the wrong direction because we thought we knew best? The only times I have got lost in my life is when I went my own way instead of the way that God showed me.

You would think that I would’ve learned my lesson that day but not me. My two boys wanted to eat at a really good fish place so I got out my triple A guidebook and found a place not too far from the motel. So we decided to walk to it. It was right by the ocean and we thought it would be fun. Well, we walked for about half an hour and didn’t see the place so we vowed to give it another ten minutes. We turned the bend and there was this beat up looking old dairy bar turned god only knows what on the corner.

We went up to it and looked at the menu and decided to try it but found out there was no seating. You had to take the food with you. I told the boys I didn’t drive all the way to Boston for takeout. So we went back to the motel and ate at the restaurant inside it. It was a bland meal at best. That night as we were watching the local news there was a report about the best restaurant in Boston to get seafood. You guessed it. It was the place that did not have seating and didn’t look all that great. Once again we judged before we even tried the food. We went for glamor and glitz and got a big bill for subpart food.

When you pray for guidance, you must first be willing to accept it!



Samaritan

As usual I was running late. It was one of those days when nothing was going right for me. I was going for a job interview the latest in a long line of frustration since my family and I returned from sunny California back to the land of eternal gloom. Time after time I had my hopes up that I nailed the job only never to be called back. It was starting to remind me of when I was dating. Anyway, this was one job I wasn’t holding out hopes for as I was a tad bit unqualified. By tad bit under qualified I mean, I had none of the skills or experience that the company was looking for in a candidate. I felt like a Christian at an Atheist convention. I was wasting my time and the company’s but at least it was something to do and who knows maybe it would snow in hell. The one thing I knew for sure was that there was not a lot of demand of a scriptwriter in Kentucky or Cincinnati, Ohio, but I plodded on always taking one step forward and three back. My wife always encouraged me; politicians have jobs there has to be hope for you.

Well, feeling sufficiently deflated I put on my suit coat and went out to the car which I had washed the night before don’t ask why but I always felt better going on an interview in a clean car. Who knows maybe if they didn’t like me they would hire my car.

I pulled on the expressway and started down the cut in the hill heading out towards Kenwood, I practiced my speech and thought about my references as I crossed the Ohio River and headed towards oblivion. My spirits were not exactly flying high that day. I went over and over in my mind what I was going to say and how I could make it seem like I had the slightest amount of ability for this job.

Things were going well until I was about four miles from my exit when traffic came to a stop. I looked at my watch, I still had almost half an hour so I figured I was safe. Ten minutes later I had moved all of a tenth of a mile. Now this was before the Age of Cell Phones so there was no way that I could call the company and tell them I was late. I looked up to the heavens to the ever-present cloud of doom which seemed to follow me. I thought ‘not today Lord, I really need this job.' Another ten minutes went by and I moved about a half a mile when I saw what the problem was with traffic. There in the fast lane was a car with a flat tire! Great! Scratch another job interview I thought as I inched forward. As I got closer to the car I could see the young woman standing beside her car with her two little children. I thought to myself, why someone doesn’t help her. How long can it take to change a flat! People just crawled by her looking the other way. Any other day and I would’ve helped, but I really needed this job. Then suddenly the traffic opened up and we started moving as I drove by and looked at her, she looked so sad and all alone.

I thought about the job and then I thought about my wife being stranded on a busy highway all alone with the children. I turned on my blinker and pulled up in front of her. I looked at my watch. I still had ten minutes, I would do the fastest tire change in history. One worthy of the Indy 500 pit crew! I got out of the car and saw that the woman was crying. I tried to reassure her. She told me that she had been stuck there for almost an hour and no one would stop to help. I told her I was going to change the tire for her. She couldn’t believe it.

I went around to the trunk after saying hi to the children and got out her spare. Then I got out the jack and started to change her tire. The car was relatively new, but that was the dirtiest tire I ever changed in my life. By the time I had the tire on the car and put the spare in the trunk, my hands were filthy and my shirt was somewhat dirty. I looked at my watch as I closed the lid. By some miracle, I might be able to make the interview. I smiled as she offered me money and told her no thanks and saw her off.

I got back into my car and once again headed for my interview. I knew I had to stop at the restroom in the building so as to wash my hands and try to clean up my shirt. I decided I had better sign in first. So I took the elevator to the fourth floor and walked up to the receptionist told her who I was and that I had an interview. She checked off my name and stared at me. I was most probably not the best-dressed applicant she had ever seen, but she said that Mr. Howard would be with me as he was running late. I asked her where the restroom was and she joked and said “I think you need a stable, but the restroom is right down the hall.”

I cleaned up as best I could, but I could not get the grease off my hands from the tire. I looked up to the heavens and show once again my great faith and scream, “How could you do this to me!” anyway I calmed myself down and once again swore I would never step foot inside a church. I then headed back to the office and sat down. People who were there waiting looked at me as if I was about to rob them. No one would sit next to me. Finally, the receptionist called my name and Mr. Howard greeted me. He took one look at me and I knew I was dead in the water, this was an upscale company in a very desirable high-rise in a pricey neighborhood.

He was polite as he looked over my resume, but he kept looking at me and my dirty clothes and I would imagine he thought what kind of smock shows up for a job interview looking like me. He was polite and after sitting my resume down said he didn’t think I would be a fit for the job they had open. As he was talking to me, his assistant came into the room and whispered in his ear. He nodded and looked at me and said he would be right back. Why prolong the agony. Just send me on my way. He was gone about three minutes and when he came back, he handed me a warm towel. He smiled and asked me when I could start.

To say I was surprised would be a great understatement. I gave him a puzzled look. He smiled and said anyone who came looking for a job and looked like I did had to have something going on that he didn’t see on paper. I tried to smile as he told me my salary which was about five dollars more and hour than he originally stated. As I stood up and after wiping my hands I thanked him. He said, “No thank you. Now many white men would’ve stopped and helped a black woman change a flat tire knowing that he was going to lose a job over it. You are exactly what we are looking for in an employee.”

And God Moved me...



Vanity

All my life I was told that one should always be humble and never go about bragging about your gifts from God. That was a painful lesson I learned while out in California. We had been out there for about four years and I was doing fairly well as a script writer. For someone with no background in it, I was making more money that I ever dreamed possible. We lived the good life. I was doing what I loved to do and my future seemed set for life.

My wife hated California, well not the state but rather the people I worked with out there. She said they were all vain and self-absorbed. I told her California! I tried explaining to her that it was not the real world. That they were merely actors playing roles that were not them. Time after time though, she would get close to someone only to find how shallow they really were in person. She wanted to go back home in the worst way. I told her no way! This was something that I was good at and I wasn’t going to give it up.

All during that summer in California my wife and I drifted apart. I was married more and more to my job and less and less to her and the children. I was good at what I did and was surrounded by people who told me just how good I was at it. No matter what my wife said, I paid her no mind. We went out less and less and I spent more and more time at the studio. It was at that time that I also started attending church less and less. I always had an excuse, but I rarely went to church with her and the children. She pleaded with me to go with her, but I told her I had scripts to edit and that I would go next week. Well, next week never seemed to come, there was always an excuse.

One Monday morning we had a particularly ugly fight and I drove off to the studio madder at her than I ever thought I could be in this life. How dare her want me to give this up? Didn’t she know who I was and how good I was at my job? What was wrong with her? I prayed to God to straighten her out as I drove to the studio.

It was not a good season for the show I was working. The rating had slipped a little and there was quite a bit of pressure to perform better. That day I sat at my desk looking out at the sunny California sky when the head writer came in all called all of us in for a meeting. This man was a genius but had the personality of a dead stone. He was so full of himself because he had won numerous awards for his writing. He ranted and raved at us for about an hour. Then he looked at us and told us to stay put and he would show us how it was done. Then he suggested we think about our careers.

He was gone for about two hours and he came back with a new script for the show. He looked at us and asked what we had done while he was gone. No one said a word and then he looked at me and asked me what I had done since I was such a hotshot writer. I looked at him and calmly said that I had written three scripts while he was gone up on the mountain. He was furious with me and demanded to see them. The producer also was at the meeting and he read them along with Mr. Hollywood Writer. Now an alarm should have gone off in my head kind of like the Titanic in the ice field but like I said I was pretty full of myself.

The producer looked over at the head writer and held up one of my scripts and told him he liked it better than his. As a matter of fact, all three of them were good. Well, my ego soared up to the very gates of heaven. I showed him who the better writer was.

One of the scripts I wrote was filmed that week and everyone agreed it was very good. The head writer looked at me with eyes slightly below the melting point of molten lava. The script aired and they used another one of my scripts the next week which also did well in the ratings. The producer smiled at me and told me to keep up the good work. I was elated, I knew I was good and this merely reinforced my already sizable ego.

Things at home were getting worse and my wife and I barely talked to one another for a week. Sadly, I didn’t care, for I knew what God wanted me to do and that was a writer of scripts for sitcoms. What did my wife know anyway? She never did like TV. We had a running joke for years that if she liked one of my scripts I threw it away because it would not sell. She was just jealous of me. Fame has a strange effect on some people. Here was the one woman in this world that God created to love me and I was too stupid to realize it.

The nominations came out for Emmys that week and sure enough the script that I had written and was chosen over the head writer’s was nominated. I was on cloud nine. That very afternoon the producer and the head writer called me into his office. I was overcome with joy!! I knew they were going to over me more money and maybe even a better job.

The producer smiled at me as he handed me my check. I knew it was going to be a big one. I was somewhat disappointed because it was not near as large as I expected. Then the head writer reached out and shook my hand and wished me well on my next job! They had fired me!! The nerve of them, here they were firing the best writer they had on the staff!

I learned a valuable lesson that day. Never upstage your boss! I went home and kissed my wife and told her I loved her and that we were out of work. She smiled and kissed me. Never once did she say I told you so or anything else she just welcomed me home and said God would provide. I knew then God had given the greatest gift of all.

And God Moved me.



Blind Faith

My children learned how to swim at an early age. My wife could swim but was never going to set any records as a matter of fact once while she was swimming at a pool a lifeguard rescued her. He thought she was drowning. She laughed as she stood up in the three and a half feet of water. Now I never learned how to swim. The way I looked at it was that if God meant for us to swim then when we go into the water we wouldn’t sink. It is the same reason I do not jump off cliffs, I know I cannot fly. 

One day when we were at a pool at the campgrounds, we were all talking and then we couldn’t find our youngest son at the time. My wife looked in the pool and there he was floating head down in the water. At first we thought he was just having fun but he did not move. We both jumped into the water and pulled him out of the water. He took a couple of gasps of air and then he was fine. We asked him why didn’t he struggle and let us know he was in trouble. He smiled as he drank some soft drink and said he knew that we would save him. He knew it so he didn’t struggle.

Sometimes in life I think we have the tendency not to struggle to go with
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