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To all those called by God to minister.

“Courage is contagious. When a brave man takes a
stand,

the spines of others are often stiffened.” Billy Graham
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Chapter 1




“The best revenge is just moving on and getting
over it.” Unknown

 


Khalil sat in Hezekiah’s office gleaning over
the way he had handled the situation with George. He was not
anybody’s pushover. He learned a lot when he was a youngster on the
streets of Chicago shooting up dope, robbing people, and hanging
out with gangs. He took the same hustle mentality he learned from
the streets, and no doubt from his father, and put them to work at
Holy Rock.

When he told Hezekiah about his decision to
take over Holy Rock, Hezekiah mouthed some unintelligible garble.
Khalil didn’t try to decipher what the man was saying. At this
stage, he didn’t really care what his father thought. Hezekiah had
done enough damage as it was and now Khalil was determined to be
there for his mother and help her through the troubling times
Hezekiah had put her through.

He did as he threatened and reported George
to the police. When the police paid George a surprise visit coupled
with a search warrant, they confiscated items from his home, but
they also gave George a ride to the police station for further
questioning.

Khalil had turned over the micro card, after
making a copy of it, to the police so they had some more evidence.
From what he found out from a friend who had a friend that worked
at the police station, George was far more involved with young boys
and pornography than Khalil could have ever imagined. From the
items they confiscated, Khalil’s friend said that George had
literally hundreds of illicit pictures of young teenage boys filed
away on his computer.

Khalil and Xavier held back the books and
computer files they found on Hezekiah’s computer. He wasn’t letting
Hezekiah off the hook, not by a long shot, but for now, he was
going to take his time and play his hand well. Hezekiah had messed
with the wrong boys, even if those boys were his sons.






“I need you to arrange a meeting with the
trustees and deacons,” Khalil told Sista Mavis, Hezekiah’s
administrative assistant. I want it scheduled as soon as you can
get the majority of them together, preferably Tuesday morning after
the regular weekly staff meeting.”

“Yes, I’ll get right on it. May I ask you a
question, Khalil?” Mavis said cautiously.

“What is it, Sista Mavis?”

“How is Pastor McCoy? I’ve been praying for
him and well, since the family still won’t allow visitors, I…I’m
well, I’m concerned about him.”

“The family? You mean me, don’t you,
Sista Mavis?”

Sista Mavis Beechwood turned a shade darker
than her already deep dark melanin skin. She tried her best to
refrain from rolling her eyes and coming back with a smart mouthed
rebuttal. How dare he talk to her like she was beneath him. Who did
he think he was anyway? The pastor?

“No, I didn’t necessarily mean you. I meant
the whole family. I’m sure First Lady McCoy has her reasons for not
allowing visitors, but it would be good to see Pastor McCoy even if
it was for a few minutes. Will you tell him that I asked about him
and that I’m staying on bended knees before the Lord on his behalf?
And y’all should remember too, that God is a healer. And before you
know it, Pastor McCoy will be back up in the pulpit sharing his
testimony about how God brought him through.”

“When you get that meeting arranged, give me
a call or shoot me an email, Sista Mavis,” Khalil said without so
much as acknowledging what Mavis had said.

Khalil strolled off, leaving her looking like
she could have been bought for a dime.

Mavis picked up the office phone as soon as
Khalil completely disappeared down the hall and entered his
office.

“Girl, something is brewing around Holy Rock.
I don’t know what it is, but I have a feeling that things around
here are about to explode,” she told the person on the other end of
the phone line as she stretched her neck as far as she could around
the corner to see if anyone was around who might hear what she was
saying.

Khalil stood inside his office with folded
arms. He wore his charcoal grey straight leg trousers, with a red
pinpoint Untuckit shirt with the sleeves neatly rolled to his
elbows, making him look like a male runway model. He made sure he
dressed the part of a successful young man. With his matching
expensive shoes, no one could tell him that he wasn’t sharp. On top
of his debonair attire, Khalil smelled good. It was enough to make
any and every woman, young or old, swoon in his presence.

He walked over to his desk and stood behind
it, looking down on it for a second or two before picking up the
phone and calling Sista Mavis.

“Yes, Khalil,” she said as soon as she put
her call on hold and answered the interoffice call.

“Sista Mavis, will you call Omar and have him
come to my office. I need him to move some things around.”

“Yes, I’ll get right on it.”

“Thank you,” Khalil said, and ended the
call.

Omar was the junior building engineer. He and
Khalil were a couple of years apart, with Omar being the oldest.
Before Khalil assumed his self-appointed role as Senior Pastor of
Holy Rock, he and Omar hung out from time to time, and had actually
become friends. Khalil didn’t allow too many people close to him,
at least, not too many dudes that is. He was cautious about who he
allowed in his inner circle. So far, Omar had turned out to be a
cool guy. He and Khalil shared some of the same interests like
sports and women. Omar was overall one of the good guys. He’d been
raised up in the church and since becoming the junior building
engineer two years ago at Holy Rock, he had transferred his
membership to the church. He was dedicated and committed and
possessed good work ethics. Omar loved people and he loved God.

While waiting on Omar, Khalil sat at his desk
and called his mother.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Fancy McCoy said when she
answered her cell phone.

“Hi, Mom. Are you on your way to the church
yet?”

“No, I’m still at home. I’m waiting on the
nurse to come and relieve me. I’ve had a time with Hezekiah this
afternoon,” she complained.

“What do you mean?” Khalil asked.

“You know how he’s been having these
outbursts for the past few weeks. Now that he’s regaining some of
his speech and able to get around in that electric wheelchair, it’s
hell to tell the captain. You would think the man would be humble
as a lamb but he’s as wild as a boar. Mean as the devil. I thought
he was going to hit me earlier when I tried to feed him.”

“What? Hit you? Ma, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m good; I dodged him. I think it’s
the meds they have him on. Some of that pain medicine from what
I’ve heard makes some people irritable and plus he doesn’t think
rational all the time. That’s from the stroke. You were there with
me when we took him to the doctor last month.”

“Yeah, but look, Ma, I don’t want you putting
yourself in harm’s way. I think you should do like I suggested last
month.”

“Khalil, honey. I know your father has done
some horrible things. I mean, sleeping with that slut, Detria
Graham, paying George under the table, and going behind my back
embezzling money from Holy Rock, but I can’t help it—I still love
him. If he can just get better, I believe he would try his best to
make up for all he’s put me through. Actually, all he’s put this
family through.”

“He needs to go to a nursing home, Ma. He
needs around the clock care. All he’s doing to you is stressing you
out.”

“Let’s not talk about that now.” A loud ring
interrupted her train of thought. “Oh, dear, that’s the doorbell.
It must be the nurse. Look, I’ve gotta go. I’ll see you shortly,”
Fancy said and ended the call without waiting on Khalil to say
goodbye.

It had been several months since Hezekiah’s
massive stroke. He was showing marked signs of improvement. With
the speech therapists working with him twice a week and both
occupational and rehabilitation therapists coming in, Hezekiah was
slowly regaining his strength.

He sat in his electric wheelchair out of
Fancy’s view and listened to her talking to that traitor son of
his. When he got out of this chair and fully recovered, he was
going to make all of them pay. He couldn’t believe that his family
had betrayed him the way that they had. How dare Fancy give her
approval for Khalil to take over the ministry of Holy Rock. The boy
didn’t know jack about the Bible or how to run a mega church like
Holy Rock. Was Fancy out of her mind? He had to find a way to
communicate his feelings to her but it was still almost impossible
for him to string a complete sentence together. He knew in his mind
what he wanted to say, but he could never get the words out. But
their day was coming.

And what was she talking about? Telling
Khalil he had tried to hit her. That was a bold-faced lie. Yes, he
did reach out and tried to grab hold of her hand to pull her back
toward him. But that was only because she had told him that she was
on her way to Holy Rock to help Khalil arrange a meeting with the
trustees and deacons to make it official for Khalil to take over
his pastorship.

Hezekiah prayed and prayed. Only God could
help him. And only God would be able to help Fancy and his sons the
day he would be able to get up out of this chair and walk back into
Holy Rock. Yeah, God help all of their worthless, miserable,
deceitful souls. They were going to pay the piper and they were
going to pay him well. Just you wait and see, Fancy, Khalil, and
you too Xavier.

 



Chapter 2




“You can fool some of the people all of the time,
and all of the people some of the time, but you cannot fool all of
the people all of the time.” Phineas Barnum

 


Xavier looked in the mirror and surveyed the
cap and gown that still hung in his closet. He was done with high
school and ready to live the life he wanted to live. He had plans
to attend Xavier University in Louisiana, the college that bore his
name, and pursue his degree in law with a minor in African American
studies, but that had been put on hold. With George putting his
secret homosexual lifestyle on blast to his family, he caved in
when Khalil pressured him into helping out in the ministry of Holy
Rock. He felt he had brought shame to his mother and brother so the
least he could do was adhere to their requests, for now.

He didn’t want to forsake his college career
for a life spent hanging around Holy Rock. He was tired of living
life behind closed doors, fooling people, and hiding who he really
was. Xavier wanted distance from his family and from the nosy,
prying eyes of folks at Holy Rock.

He looked at his graduation attire one more
time before removing the cap and gown from the rack, folding it,
and taking it out of the closet and to the chest of drawers in his
bedroom. He opened the bottom drawer and put the cap and gown
underneath some other clothes he hardly ever wore.

“wanna go grab something to eat?” he
texted Raymone.

A few seconds later his text notifier chimed.
“Yeah, was just thinking about hitting you up. Pizza
good?”

“Yeah, pizza is good. be there to scoop u
up in 15,” Xavier texted back.

“Cool.”

“Xavier,” he heard his mother call him on the
bedroom intercom. “Xavier,” she called again from the downstairs
intercom.

He answered by grabbing his keys, leaving out
of his room, and rushing down the stairs to see his mother standing
on the outside of the foyer leading into the kitchen and
garage.

“What’s up, Ma?” he asked.

“I’m headed to Holy Rock. Do you want to come
along? I think you’ll benefit from sitting in on this meeting with
your brother and me. We’re going to discuss the official
announcement about him taking over your father’s pastoral duties.
Plus, I want you to look over the rest of those files on Hezekiah’s
computer. We need to make sure nothing is on there that will show
that your father was embezzling money from the church. You know now
that the feds are all over George, he’s probably going to sing like
a bird on your father.”

“And what if he does?” Xavier said, sounding
fed up with talk about his father and Holy Rock.

“We have to have all of our ducks in a row
just in case the tables are turned. You’re the only one me and your
brother can trust to clean that computer system. You’re a genius
when it comes to things like that,” Fancy said. “And we have to
stick together.”

“Look, Ma, I told you. The only thing I know
to do is replace the hard drive. If the feds want to find something
out, they have their ways of doing it no matter how much I clean up
the computer. And I don’t know why you’re so concerned about Dad
anyway. He did what he did and he is who he is. He’s a cheater in
more ways than one.”

Xavier became angry inside every time he
thought of how his father had betrayed his mother. He was also
worried that once his father regained his speech that he would tear
into Xavier for being gay! He didn’t want to hear anything Hezekiah
might have to say. It was bad enough that his mother and brother
refused to acknowledge that he was a gay man, even after George
told them and showed them evidence.

Every time Xavier approached the subject,
Fancy found a way to avoid it, and so did Khalil. It was always the
wrong time according to the both of them. They even treated Raymone
like he had AIDS or something. When Raymone came to the house,
Fancy barely opened her mouth to speak or she would make sure she
was gone or in her room out of sight. The one good thing about the
whole situation was it seemed that his mother was giving him more
freedom. She no longer kept him from driving his own car and she
rarely said anything when he came in past his appointed curfew.

“It won’t take that long, Xavier. Anyway,
what could you have to do that’s more important than helping your
family and working in God’s ministry?”

Xavier almost choked at his mother’s
statement. “Working in God’s ministry? Are you kidding me, Ma? I’m
far from being the one to work in God’s ministry. Do you know how
much Christians hate gays?”

“Xavier, now, baby, that is not true, and you
know it. Sure, some people whether they’re Christians or not, do
hate gays and lesbians. But you shouldn’t make all Christians wear
that jacket. And anyway, I don’t want to talk about
homosexuals.”

“No, Ma. You don’t want to talk about
me being gay. That’s what this is all about. Every time I
try to sit down and have a talk with you about the person I am, you
find a way to skirt around the issue. You’re always too busy or you
have to run some errand, or whatever. I’m about to leave for
college in a few months, Ma. And when I do, it’ll be too late for
talking.” Xavier’s voice began to rise. His frustration was
obvious.

“First of all, don’t you raise your voice at
me.”

“See, here we go. Now you’re going to try to
make it seem like all of this is on me. That I’m being
disrespectful or something when you know it’s not like that.
Geesh!” Xavier said, biting down on his bottom lip.

Fancy looked at her youngest son and pointed
her finger at him. Her long, polished, manicured nail could have
pierced his eye if she got any closer to it.

“I thought we discussed you waiting to attend
college next year? Your father is still recuperating, we have the
work at Holy Rock, and so much more to contend with. Now is not the
time for you to leave home and run off to college. I’m not saying
attending college isn’t important, but what I am saying is that you
need to learn that blood is thicker than water and that sticking by
your mother, the only mother you will ever have, is the right thing
to do.”

Xavier could have exploded; he was just that
angry. “That’s where you’re wrong, Ma.”

“What do you mean?” Fancy said, folding her
arms and giving her son a cold, hard stare.

“The right thing for me to do is to be me.
The right thing for me is to get out of this house and go as far
away from here as possible. I have a full ride at Xavier, and I’m
taking it. I’m not going to sit out and miss out on that. No
way.”

“You would walk out on me at a time like
this? After all I’ve done for you and your brother? I’ve sacrificed
my own dreams for this family and you can’t sacrifice a few
months?”

Instead of turning this into a full-fledged
fight, Xavier didn’t say another word. He turned and walked past
his mother, and out of the house.

“Xavier! Xavier! Come back here,” Fancy
shouted. “Xavier, where are you going?”

Again Xavier said nothing. He left the house,
jumped in his car, and sped out of the circular driveway to go pick
up Raymone.






Fancy waltzed into Holy Rock, still somewhat
shaken about the confrontation she and Xavier had. She couldn’t
believe that he had walked out on her. That was so unlike her baby
boy. She would have expected something like that from Khalil.
Khalil could be hotheaded and subject to go off without a moment’s
notice like Hezekiah while Xavier kept his temper under wraps like
she did. When she did reach the boiling point, she could be hard to
contain. That’s exactly how Xavier had reacted today. He had never
once raised his voice to her or defiled her in any way. But he had
done both today. He refused to come to the church to help her and
Khalil, he was going to leave home in a few months even though she
told him she wanted him to wait to start college, and he stormed
out of the house without telling her where he was going.

That last part wasn’t too hard to figure out.
More than likely he was going to Raymone’s house. She didn’t care
what George told her, what pictures he showed her, and she didn’t
care that Xavier admitted to being gay; Fancy refused to accept it.
Xavier was just confused, mixed up, and needed to get himself a
girlfriend. She hated to think it, but he needed a loose woman
right about now. One who could turn his little behind out. Once she
got things settled with Khalil taking over Holy Rock, she would
have to work on just that—finding the imperfect woman for her baby
boy.

 



Chapter 3




“Trials in life are not meant to make us fail;
but to see how far we can fly.” Ilifequotes

 


Stiles prayed that his life would get back to
normal but it seemed that as time passed things got worse instead
of better. He thought of the latest trial that God had allowed into
his life. The mass shooting at Holy Rock seven months ago,
discovering that Audrey, the woman he loved and knew as his mother,
was not his mother, the tragic murder of his sister and
brother-in-law at the hands of a deranged woman, Margaret who was
his real mother, and to seal the deal, Hezekiah McCoy was his
brother.

“God, I don’t know what you have for me in
all of this, and I definitely don’t see how any of what’s happened
in my life these past couple of years and these last few months
could work out for my good. No way. I know your ways are not my
ways,” Stiles said as he sat in his recliner in his man cave
pausing from watching First Take to converse with God. “I know you
called me to be a messenger of your Word, but I don’t know how much
longer I can hold up. I’m in a state of peril, Father. I need a
word from you, a rhema word, Father God.”

His cell phone rang in the middle of him
pouring out before God. Stiles momentarily paused then ignored the
ringing phone and continued his talk with his Father. For the next
twenty minutes or more, he cried, he prayed, he pleaded, and
beseeched God to deliver him from evil and restore what had been
taken away from him.

In front of his congregation Sunday after
Sunday, since returning to Houston and to his church family, he put
on a face of contentment when inside he was hurting and
heartbroken. His messages to the people of God remained strong and
uplifting but Stiles didn’t know how much longer he could put on a
‘happy’ face.

His phone started ringing again, moments
after he finished his spiritual talk and returned to watching the
last few minutes of his favorite sports talks show. He picked up
the phone, recognizing it was Pastor’s ring.

“Hello, Pastor.”

“Hi, son. I was calling to check on you. We
haven’t talked in at least a month, maybe longer.”

“Has it been that long?”

As Stiles thought about it, Pastor was right.
He hadn’t talked to him in almost a month. That told him that he
had been consumed with too many other things in his life and that
wasn’t like Stiles. He always tried to make time to talk to Pastor.
Tomorrow was not promised, and that had been made absolutely
clearer than ever after everything that went down at Holy Rock
during that awful Jubilee weekend.

“You must be pretty busy there in Houston,
huh?”

“I should never be too busy to check in on
you and Josie. How are you, Pastor? How is Josie?”

“Still blessed, son. Blessed and highly
favored.”

Stiles smiled at hearing Pastor still give
praises to God after everything he had gone through. Margaret had
practically shamed him, told all of his dirty secrets, and
belittled him before the congregation of Holy Rock. She had
slaughtered innocent people like Francesca, her husband Tim, and
Pastor’s closest friends, Rena’s parents.

“That’s good to hear, Pastor. I’m doing the
best I can. Still been battling some spiritual issues in my life,
but that’s between the good Lord and me. I do remember the last
time we talked you said you had returned to Holy Rock.”

“Yes, I told you before you left Memphis that
I was not going to allow Hezekiah to put me out of the church. He
removed me from being one of the ministers and I can deal with
that, but to tell me that I wasn’t welcome at Holy Rock? No way. Me
and Josie go there at least a couple of Sundays out of the month.
She still feels a tad bit uncomfortable going since she knows how
Hezekiah feels so I pacify her by visiting churches of some of my
other preacher friends. I must say, I enjoy it but then again
there’s no place like home, you know.”

Stiles could hear the hurt in Pastor’s voice.
It was sad that Hezekiah acted the way that he did toward Pastor.
Sure, finding out that Pastor was his father and Stiles his brother
was hard on Hezekiah. Stiles believed that was partially the cause
of Hezekiah’s stroke. From what he had learned, Hezekiah had
suffered with hypertension for many years even though he was a
relatively young man. The stress and shock from Margaret’s
revelation probably sent his pressure through the roof and it
wasn’t long after the mass shooting that Hezekiah had the
stroke.

Stiles had reached out to his brother before
he departed Memphis, but of course Hezekiah was still bitter about
everything. Stiles couldn’t blame him. After all, they’re both
human and the flesh can be weak and vulnerable when hit with the
onslaught of what happened to them. But even with that, Stiles
longed to have a relationship with his brother. He wanted to get to
know the man Hezekiah and his nephews Khalil and Xavier. It was the
only family he had now.

“Are you still there?” Pastor asked.

“Oh, yes, I’m here,” Stiles said, having
momentarily mentally checked out as a stream of thoughts raced
through his mind.

“Anyway, like I was saying, me and Josie are
hanging on. God is still good. I’m praying for Hezekiah’s healing
every day.”

“Have you talked to Fancy?” Stiles asked.

“No, not since I told you me and Josie saw
her in the hallway at church, but that was a while ago. She spoke
to us. You know she’s never been one to be mean-spirited. I asked
about Hezekiah and she said he was slowly improving. Said he was
able to say very short sentences and that with help he could stand
up long enough to sit in one of those electric wheelchairs they got
for him. You know it took some time for me to fully recover from
both of the strokes I had, but I know if God healed me, He will do
the same for my son. I just know He will.”

“Yes, you’re right, Pastor. Well, look, it’s
been good hearing your voice. I’ll do better about calling. I’m
really sorry that I’ve acted like I’m preoccupied.”

“No need to apologize. I want you to spend
time with the Lord. Ask him to deliver you from this burden you’re
carrying around. God is the one who wants to bear our burdens, son.
He doesn’t want us carrying around the weight of things we cannot
change. He wants us to lean and depend totally on him.”

“Yes, Pastor. Thanks for the word of
encouragement. I love you. We’ll talk in a couple days,” Stiles
said.

“Before you hang up, I want you to do
something for me,” Pastor said.

“Sure, what is it?”

“I want you to reach out to your brother,
even if it has to be through his sons or Fancy. And next, I want
you to open your heart to receive and give love again. This life is
too short to hold on to hurt and unforgiveness. I know you’ve
endured a whole lot. I mean a whole lot; more than some folks
endure in a lifetime. You’ve lost your baby girl, your sister, and
well, I don’t want to go into it all. I just want you to know that
God is still in control, Stiles. No matter how hard it is, He’s
still got you covered.”

“I hear ya,” Stiles said with a sound of
sadness resounding in his voice.

“Gnite, son.”

“Gnite, Pastor.” Stiles pushed the END button
on his cell phone, sat back on the sofa, and stared at the
television as a dog food commercial played on the screen.






The sound of his cell phone ringing awakened
Stiles. He looked around in a state of confusion. Another sports
show was on and he was stretched out on the sofa, one leg on the
sofa and the other one hanging off of it. He looked around, hearing
his cell phone ringing but unable to find it. He looked on the
floor and then reached underneath his backside and felt the
phone.

It stopped ringing by the time he pulled it
from underneath him. He looked at his call log and saw that he had
missed two calls plus a text message from Kareena and his friend,
Leo, from Memphis. He read both text messages.

“Guess you’re either sleep or out
partying, lol.” The text message from Kareena read. “Call me
later. Didn’t want anything.”

The text message from Leo read, “hit me up
ltr. Just checking on ya, bruh.”

Stiles hit the Call Back button and listened
as Kareena’s phone began ringing. It rung several times before
going to her voicemail.

He looked at his phone. It was going on ten
o’clock. Dang, he had been asleep for three hours! Slowly, he got
up off the sofa and went to his bedroom. He looked at his phone
again to see what time Kareena last called and texted him. It had
been two hours ago.

He texted her back with the same message she
had texted him about partying, smiling as he hit the SEND
button.

Next, he undressed, and then went into his en
suite bathroom and took a long hot shower. After he got done with
that, he went into the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of water and an
apple before returning to his man cave. He didn’t feel like
sleeping in his bed alone tonight. He would much rather camp out on
the sofa and flick the remote back and forth until he fell back to
sleep.






Kareena tossed and turned. She wanted so
badly to answer her phone when Stiles returned her call, but she
didn’t. Her feelings were all over the place. She didn’t want him
to think that she was sitting around waiting on him to call her
back. After all, she had friends; she had a life outside of Stiles
and outside of the church.

Lately, she had been going out more with
friends. She’d even met a nice guy who attended Full of Grace
Ministries, too. River Garrett was his name. She hadn’t mentioned
anything to Stiles about him.

Stiles had made it clear on several occasions
that the two of them could never be in a serious relationship; that
they were only friends. So why not live her life and move forward?
She was a young woman who wanted to have fun, go out on dates, take
walks in the park, and ride on Ferris wheels. She wanted to share
that with a man, someone who would fall in love with her. She was
ready to open her heart and receive all that a man had to give to
her. Yes, she had hoped that the man would be Stiles Graham, but
Stiles wasn’t ready. Kareena doubted that he would ever be ready,
so it was time she accepted things for what they were.

She had called to talk to him, to hear his
voice and when he didn’t answer, Kareena took it as a sign that she
should let him be. Later that same evening, when River called and
invited her out to dinner she readily accepted. She had to admit
that she had a good time. River was extremely easy on the eyes, a
real hunk. He had relocated to Houston a few months ago and joined
Full of Grace shortly thereafter. He had no children, had never
been married, and before his job relocated to Houston he had been
in a long term relationship that ended on a sour note when she told
him that she was not willing to make the move with him even though
he was ready to put a ring on it. They decided that they should go
their separate ways and that was that, according to River.

After she returned home from dinner with
River, Kareena went over some paperwork she needed to complete for
tomorrow evening’s church business meeting. Her text notifier
chimed; it was a message from Stiles. When she read it, she smiled,
laid her phone down, and went back to doing what she was doing.

 



Chapter 4


“There is no killing the suspicion that deceit
has once begotten.” George Eliot

 


The deacons and trustees listened as Khalil
and Fancy discussed Hezekiah’s slow recovery and his wishes for his
eldest son, Khalil McCoy, to reside over the congregation of Holy
Rock while he continued to recover.

The duo presented a signed note from
Hezekiah, which of course had been fraudulently signed by the best
of the best, Fancy McCoy. Fancy had been forging Hezekiah’s
signature since back in the day when they were running their
schemes. Hezekiah would often tease her, saying that she could sign
his name so good that even he had a hard time determining whether
he signed it or not. They would both laugh at that, but today was
no laughing matter. Things were about to get real.

The deacons and trustees felt compassion and
empathy as they listened and watched Fancy McCoy deliver a
performance like an academy award-winning actress. She boo-hooed on
cue and then told the most touching, loving stories of how Hezekiah
was seeking God even in the midst of his stricken body. She gave
them the story, along with the signed note, of course that Hezekiah
had been led by God to have the ministry run by Khalil. He asked
the deacons and trustees to give Khalil a chance and vote for him
to become the interim senior pastor of Holy Rock until he was able
to return. If God saw fit that he was not to return to the pulpit,
Hezekiah stated in the typed letter that his wishes were for his
son to be appointed as his permanent replacement.

By the time Fancy finished her award-winning
performance, Khalil stood up and in a booming, confident voice that
reminded the attendees of Hezekiah McCoy, he too delivered a
powerful message about how God had spoken to him in a dream.

“The Lord is faithful. He takes care of His
own. I know this is a big move we’re asking of you to support. I
know that you probably are asking yourself and one another how a
young man can like me lead a flock like Holy Rock. Well, I’ve been
prepared for such a time as this. My earthly father has been
preparing me since I was a young boy,” Khalil said, sounding like a
mighty servant of God. “The Lord has brought us through a raging
storm. He’s seen us through some real turbulent times, but we’re
still standing!”

“Speak boy,” one of the trustees said.

“Amen,” said another one.

“God is a God that cannot fail. He’s a God
that makes no mistakes. Who would have thought that out of tragedy
God would bring me to this very place at this very time? I know
it’s asking a lot of you, but I am asking you to not think of how
young I am. Do not think of how inexperienced I am. Do not think of
those things. Instead, think of what the good Lord says. Learning
how to be led by the Holy Spirit is one of the most important
things you can do. It doesn’t matter a person’s age or the stage
they are in life. I had to get quiet and begin to listen to what
the Holy Spirit was saying to my spirit. So, I stand here
confidently before you. Isaiah forty-one verse ten says, do not
fear, for I am with you. Do not anxiously look about you, for I am
your God. I will strengthen you. Surely I will help you, surely I
will uphold you with my righteous right hand.”

By the time Khalil finished his mini sermon,
the trustees and deacons were on fire praising God and welcoming
Khalil McCoy as the new Senior Pastor of Holy Rock!


Fancy smiled and embraced her son after the
meeting ended. “We did it!” she said with joy. “Baby, you had the
room on fire. You had those men ready to sign over everything they
have if you had asked them to.” Fancy paraded around the room like
she was full of the Holy Ghost, dancing and shouting and waving her
hands all up in the air while Khalil reared his head back and
released a long loud laugh!

“Let’s go celebrate, Ma. Let’s go out to eat.
And dinner’s on me.”

“I heard that. Let’s do it.” Fancy gathered
her purse from behind the desk and walked toward the door.

“Hey, what happened to Xavier? He was
supposed to be here.”

“You’re going to have to talk to that boy. He
ran out on me.”

“What do you mean by he ran out on you?”

“Called himself getting mad ‘cause I was
telling him that he needed to be here to help us clean your
father’s computer files and he needed to be at this meeting.”

“He got upset because he says he doesn’t want
to sit out from college for a few months. Talking about what he
wants to do is more important than his family.”

Khalil walked in front of Fancy and opened
the office door for her, allowing her to step out in front of him,
before he turned around and locked it. “

“Ma, I’ve been thinking about that. Let him
go on off to college. I mean he’s already dealing with enough. My
brother is a gay male; that’s hard for me to accept and I know it’s
hard for you to accept. And even though Dad is a no good, lying
creep, I hate to see and hear his reaction when he finds out that
his baby boy is gay. So I’m saying that maybe Xavier does need to
leave. We don’t need any more unnecessary drama at Holy Rock...or
at home. You feel me?”

“I guess, but he still could have come today.
He hasn’t left for college yet
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