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Dedication page

For my wife Shumi, who reminded me that calling doesn’t retire at 60.

And for every man and woman who thought their best days were behind them.

Author Note

You’re not done.  

You’re redeployed.

If you’re breathing, you’re not retired.  

Your best work may still be ahead.

The world called it the end of your career.  

God called it the start of your second wind.

They told you your fire went out at 60.  

They were wrong. It just learned how to burn longer.
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Introduction: You Are Not Retired. You Are Reassigned.

You thought the war was over. It isn’t. The 

battlefield just moved. They gave you a

gold watch.  A pension.  A speech.  They 

called you “retired.” They told you to rest.  

To golf. To travel. To disappear.

That was a lie.  A quiet one. A deadly 

one. Retired is a word for tires. For 

machinery.  For things that wear out.  

You are not a thing. You are a soldier.  

And soldiers don’t retire.  They get reassigned.

I’m 59. 18 as a church elder. I oversee 200 

to 300 seniors every week. Men in walkers.  

Women on oxygen. Widows who still set

two plates.  Men who still wake up at 5am  

because no one told their body the mission 

is over.

For years I’ve watched the same 

ambush. It happens at 60. Or 65. Or 70.  

The job ends. The kids move. The house 

gets quiet. The body breaks. The phone 

stops ringing. And the enemy shows up  

with a clipboard and a lie: “Sign here. 

You’re done. You’ve served your time.  

You’re retired now. Go sit down.  

Go be quiet.  Go die slowly.” 

Men sign it with their silence. Women sign 

it with their sighs. Churches sign it with 

their senior trips and their “special music” 

at 10am because you can’t handle drums 

anymore.

I watched a man sign it. Age 73. 

Forty years at the bank. Regional manager. 

His name on the door. His voice in the 

boardroom. Retirement party. Cake. Card. 

Six months later he comes to me. Shaking. 

He said, “Elder, I don’t know who I am when 

I’m not who I was.”

I watched a woman sign it. Age 68. Raised 

five kids. Buried a husband. She said, “I 

used to matter. Now I’m just the grandma 

they remember when they have nothing else to remember.”

This book is for them. And for you. If 

you’ve ever looked in the mirror and not 

recognized the face. If you’ve ever sat in 

church and felt invisible. If you’ve ever laid 

in bed at night and wondered if God is 

done with you. If you’ve ever thought,  

“This can’t be all there is.”

It isn’t. You are not retired. You are 

reassigned. Retired is not a bible word.

Open your Bible. Find “retirement.” You 

won’t. You’ll find Moses at 80 arguing with 

Pharaoh. You’ll find Caleb at 85 saying, 

“Give me this mountain.” You’ll find Anna at 

84  “never leaving the temple, serving night 

and day with fastings and prayers.”  Luke 

2:37.

You’ll find Paul in prison. Old. Cold. Alone.  

Writing to Timothy, “Bring the cloak... and 

the books, especially the parchments.” 2 

Timothy 4:13. He was still studying.  

Still fighting. Still writing. He died with his boots on.

You will not find one verse where God tells 

a man, “You’re 65. Sit down. You’re done.”  

You will not find one verse where God tells 

a woman, “Your kids are grown. Your work 

is finished.”

Because your work isn’t finished. Your 

paycheck stopped. Your calling didn’t.  

Ephesians 2:10. “For we are his 

workmanship, created in Christ Jesus for 

good works, which God prepared 

beforehand, that we should walk in them.”

Beforehand means before you were born.  

It means after you retired. It means until 

your last breath. God does not have a 

retirement age. The devil does. He wants 

you benched at 60 because you’re too 

dangerous at 70.

This Is Not a Devotional. This is a battlefield manual. You will not find poems about sunsets. You will not find stories about grandkids that end with “and then I prayed.” 

You will find 18 wars. Real ones. The Mirror War. The Intimacy War. The Heaven War. The ones killing men at 2am when the house is quiet and the regrets are loud.

Each chapter has four parts:  

The Enemy: The name of the spirit behind it.  

The Lie: What the devil whispers.  

The Truth: What God says, with the verse.  

The Mission: What you do for 30 days.

No more theory. No more “be encouraged.”  

War needs orders. You’ll get them.  

Day 1 starts today.  

Day 30 ends with you different.

Why 60, 70, 80, 90? Because that’s the 

forgotten front line. The church disciples 

youth. The world chases 25-year-olds.  

But heaven’s heaviest hitters are over 60.  

You have scars. You have stories. You have 

time. You have prayer hours at 3am  when 

the young are sleeping.

The enemy knows this. That’s why he hits you with shame. With irrelevance. With pain.  

With “it’s too late.” If he can get you to 

surrender at 70, he doesn’t have to fight 

your grandkids at 20. He’ll starve them of a legacy.

You are the wall. And walls don’t retire. 

They stand. Or they fall.  And kingdoms fall with them. Your New Orders. Second Wind is not about adding years to your life. It’s about adding life to your years. It’s about finishing empty, not empty-handed.

You will not coast home.  

You will not drift to the tape.  

You will not die in a recliner  

watching other people live.

You will bleed.  

You will fight.  

You will laugh.  

You will love her again.  

You will tell the truth about dying.  

You will leave something  

that outlives you.

Because Moses was 120 and “his eye was 

undimmed, and his vigor unabated.” Deuteronomy 34:7.  

Because Paul said,  “I have fought the good 

fight, I have finished the race,  I have kept 

the faith.”  2 Timothy 4:7.  

Because Jesus said,  “Well done, good and faithful servant... Enter into the joy of your master.” Matthew 25:21.“Well done” is not for 30-year-olds.  It’s for finishers. It’s for you.

So Here’s the Deal. You can close this 

book. Go back to golf. Go back to silence.  

Go back to waiting to die. Or you can turn the page. To Chapter 1: The Mirror War. And start fighting. You are not retired. You are not done.  

You are not invisible. You are not too late. You are reassigned. And your orders stand.

Welcome to Second Wind.  

Day 1 starts now.

Part 1: THE IDENTITY WARS

Who You Are When What You Did Is Done
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Chapter 1: The Mirror War — When You Don’t Recognize the Face  
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The Enemy: Your own reflection.  

The Lie: “I’m falling apart. My body betrayed me.”  

The Truth: Your body didn’t betray you. It 

told the truth about 60+ years of living. And 

it still has work to do.  

The Mission: The 30-Day Body Reclamation

I saw her in the grocery store. Sixty-eight. Good jeans. Silver hair cut sharp. The kind of woman who used to run board meetings and raise three kids and never ask for help.

Now she was standing in aisle 3, holding a can of soup like it weighed 40 pounds. She wasn’t shopping. She was staring at the label. Squinting. Shifting her weight from one foot to the other. Left hip. Right hip. Back again.

Then she caught me looking. And she did what we all do at 60+ when someone catches us struggling. She laughed it off. 

“These eyes,” she said. “Can’t read a darn thing anymore.”

But it wasn’t her eyes. It was her hands. Arthritis. Swollen knuckles. Fingers that used to type 90 words a minute now shaking just trying to hold a can.

She put the soup back. Walked out with nothing.

That night she told me later, she stood in front of her bathroom mirror. Full length. Lights on. No mercy. And she hated what she saw.

“I didn’t know that woman,” she said. “The hands, the stomach, the neck. Whose neck is that? That’s not me. My body betrayed me.”

She sat on the edge of the tub and cried. Not sobbing. Leaking. The kind of crying you do when you’re too tired to make noise.

She said, “I worked 42 years. I raised kids. I buried a husband. I did everything right. And this is what I get? A body I can’t trust and a face I don’t know?”

That’s the Mirror War.

It’s the first war of the second half. Because before you can fight for purpose, for money, for legacy, for heaven — you have to look at the soldier you’re fighting with.

And at 60+, most of us don’t like him. Or her.

We wake up and the person in the mirror is a stranger. The hair is thinner. The skin is looser. The joints pop like bubble wrap. The stomach sits where the belt used to be. The hands look like our mother’s hands. The knees sound like a bag of gravel.

And the voice in our head says, “Who are you? Where did I go?”

You stand there and think, I’m still 35 in here. I still want to run. I still want to dance. I still want to stay up past 9. I still want to be wanted. I still want to be strong.

But the mirror says no. The mirror says slow. The mirror says old. The mirror says done.

And if you believe the mirror, you’ll sit down. You’ll quit. You’ll cancel the trip. You’ll say no to the pool. You’ll stop buying clothes that aren’t beige. You’ll stop trying.

Because shame is the real enemy. Not wrinkles. Not weight. Not arthritis. Shame.

Shame says, “You’re not you anymore. So hide.”

And hiding is how wars are lost.

THE LIE: “MY BODY BETRAYED ME”

Let’s drag this lie into the light. Because it grows in bathrooms with the door locked.

At 20, your body was your employee. You told it to run, it ran. You told it to stay up all night, it stayed up. You told it to heal from a sprained ankle in three days, it healed. You told it to eat pizza at midnight and not gain weight, it obeyed.

You were the boss. Your body was staff. At 60, your body becomes your business partner. And sometimes, a hostile one. You tell it to run. It says, “How about a walk?” You tell it to stay up. It says, “How about 8:30pm with chamomile?”  You tell it to heal. It says, “We’ll get to it. Maybe next quarter. Have you tried ice?” You tell it to sleep through the night. It says, “Best I can do is 3:17am with a bathroom trip.”

So you look in the mirror and think, This isn’t me. This is a breakdown. This is a betrayal. My body quit on me. That’s the lie: “My body betrayed me.” The truth is worse, and better. Your body didn’t betray you. Your body told the truth.

Those hands? They buried parents. They changed diapers. They signed mortgage papers. They planted gardens. They typed reports. They prayed. They built. They fixed. They served. Of course they’re different. They’ve been working for six decades.

That stomach? It survived stress and grief and holidays and job losses and your wife’s lasagna and your husband’s barbecue and three kids and two recessions and one pandemic. Of course it’s different. It’s a record of survival.

That neck? That’s 24,000 days of holding up your head while life happened. Death. Birth. Joy. Terror. Bills. Hope. Of course it’s different. It carried you here.

Your body kept the receipts. The mirror is just the accounting department.

You don’t get to 60 without scars. You don’t get to 70 without wear. You don’t get to 80, and 90+ without your body telling the story of every mile.

The betrayal isn’t the wrinkles. The betrayal isn’t the weight. The betrayal isn’t the hearing aid or the cane or the pillbox with Monday through Sunday. The betrayal is believing that wear means you’re disqualified.

I’ve sat with men who won’t take their shirts off at the pool anymore. Not because they’re vain. Because they’re ashamed. “I look like my grandfather,” one said. He’s 68. His grandfather died at 74. He thinks he’s next.

I’ve sat with women who won’t buy new clothes. “Why bother? I’m just going to the doctor and church.” As if doctor and church aren’t places where human beings deserve to feel human.

I’ve sat with a man who stopped going to his grandson’s baseball games. “I can’t walk across the field without my knees screaming. I don’t want him to see me like that.”

So the grandson thinks Grandpa doesn’t care. Grandpa thinks he’s protecting him. Shame is lying to both of them.

The enemy wants you to look in the mirror and surrender. To see the limp, the weight, the tremor, the scar, and decide: I’m done. I’ll just sit here till Jesus comes. He doesn’t need to kill you. He just needs you to bench yourself. But you are not done. You’re just in a different uniform.

You used to be a sprinter. Now you’re a general. Generals don’t run the field. They read the map. They know the terrain. They’ve seen this battle before. You used to be the one who lifted the heavy boxes. Now you’re the one who knows which boxes matter. That’s not demotion. That’s promotion. But you won’t see it if you’re still measuring yourself by 25-year-old standards.

THE TRUTH: YOUR BODY IS STILL YOUR ASSIGNMENT

Paul said, “Your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit.” 1 Corinthians 6:19. He didn’t add, “until age 59, then it’s a condemned building.”

Temples get old. The one in Jerusalem needed repairs every generation. Stones cracked. Gold dulled. Roofs leaked. But nobody boarded it up because the roof leaked. You fix the roof. You sweep the floor. You keep worshiping.

Your body at 60+ is still a temple. Even with the bad knee. Even with the scar from surgery. Even with the hand that shakes.

A temple isn’t valuable because it’s new. It’s valuable because of Who lives in it. And at 60+, God still lives in you. Which means your body still has a purpose. At 60+, your job isn’t to have a 25-year-old’s body. Your job is to honor the 60-year-old body you have.

That means two things, and both are hard.

1. Grieve what’s gone without worshiping it.  

You can miss your knees. You can be mad you can’t hear in restaurants. You can hate that stairs are now a negotiation. Grief is holy. Denial is not.

Tell the truth: “I hate that I can’t run anymore.” Then tell another truth: “But I can still walk.”

“I hate that I need these pills.” Then: “But I’m still alive to take them.”

“I hate that I look like my mother.” Then: “But my mother survived a war and raised five kids. Maybe that’s not an insult.”

David grieved Saul. He tore his clothes. He wept. Then he became king. 2 Samuel 1. You don’t get to the throne until you bury the body. You don’t get to your second wind until you bury your first wind.

Stop lying to yourself. “I’m fine” when you’re not is not faith. It’s fear. Faith says, “This hurts. And God is still here.”

2. Use what works to do what matters.  

You don’t need a six-pack. You need to be strong enough to carry your own groceries at 85. You need to be balanced enough to not fall in the bathroom. You need to be mobile enough to get to your grandkid’s graduation without needing an ambulance.

That’s it. That’s the standard. Not Instagram. Not your high school reunion. Not the guy on TV selling supplements. Function.

If you can get off the floor by yourself, you’re winning. If you can walk to the mailbox, you’re winning. If you can hug your wife without gasping, you’re winning.

God isn’t measuring your biceps. He’s measuring your obedience. And sometimes obedience looks like 10 minutes of stretching so you can kneel to pray without pain. Sometimes obedience looks like choosing water over soda so your kidneys last another decade. Sometimes obedience looks like going to bed instead of watching one more episode because sleep is medicine.

Your body is still your assignment. Not your identity, but your instrument. And instruments get tuned, not trashed.

You don’t throw away a piano because it’s out of tune. You tune it. One string at a time. One day at a time.

You don’t throw away a car because it has 180,000 miles. You change the oil. You drive it with respect. You thank God it still starts.

Your body has mileage. That’s not failure. That’s faithfulness. It got you here.

So the question isn’t “How do I get my 30-year-old body back?” That body is gone. It did its job.

The question is “How do I steward this 70-year-old body so I can finish my race?”

Because you have a race. Hebrews 12:1. And you don’t run it with someone else’s legs. You run it with yours. The ones you have. Today.

THE WEAPON: RECLAMATION, NOT RESTORATION

You’re not trying to restore the old model. You’re reclaiming the one you have.

Restoration says, “Make me 35 again.” That’s not happening. And it’s not the goal.

Reclamation says, “Take this body, with its scars and its limits, and use it.” That’s the goal. That’s possible. That’s holy.

Jesus didn’t get His pre-crucifixion body back. He got a resurrection body. Still had scars. John 20:27. The scars weren’t erased. They were declared. “This is what I went through. And I’m still here.”

Your scars are not shame. They’re testimony. That belly? Three kids. That knee? 40 years on concrete. That tremor? Chemo you survived.

Stop hiding them. Steward them.

Here’s how we start. Not with a gym. Not with a diet. Not with a trainer.

With honesty. And one rep.

THE 30-DAY SECOND WIND CHALLENGE: THE BODY RECLAMATION

The Rules:  

1. No zero days. If you can breathe, you can do Day 1. If you’re in a hospital bed, you can do Day 1. Wiggle your toes. That counts.  

2. No comparison. Your Day 5 is not her Day 30. Your Day 1 is not his Day 100. Fight your war. Run your race.  

3. No shame. If you miss a day, you don’t start over. You start next. Shame is the enemy, not failure. Failure is data. Shame is a prison.  

4. Tell one person. Text them every day: “Day 3 done.” Accountability kills isolation. Isolation kills seniors. You don’t heal alone.

Week 1: Occupy Territory 

You’re not training for a marathon. You’re taking ground back. One inch at a time.

Day 1: Stand up and sit down 5 times. From your kitchen chair. From your recliner. From the edge of your bed. If you use your hands, fine. If you need to push off the table, fine. You stood up 5 times. You win. Text someone: “Day 1 done.”

Why this matters: Most seniors who end up in nursing homes don’t go because of disease. They go because they can’t get off the toilet by themselves. Strength is independence. This is independence.

Day 2: Walk to the mailbox and back. Or to the front door and back. Or to the end of the driveway. Distance doesn’t matter. Decision does. You decided to move. That’s war. That’s victory. Text: “Day 2 done.”

Day 3: Drink one full glass of water before coffee. Not sip. Glass. Your cells are 60+ years old. They’re thirsty. Your brain is 73 percent water. Your joints are 80 percent water. Dehydration feels like dementia. Hydration is a weapon. Drink it. Then coffee. Text: “Day 3 done.”

Day 4: Stretch your arms over your head 3 times. Like you’re praising God. Like you’re reaching for something on the top shelf. Like you’re saying “I’m still here.” Because you are. Hold for 5 seconds. Breathe. That’s it. Text: “Day 4 done.”

Day 5: Look in the mirror and say your name. Out loud. “I’m Richard. I’m 72. I’m still here.” Not your maiden name. Not “Grandma.” Not “Dad.” Your name. The enemy hates when you speak your name. It means you exist. It means you haven’t been erased. Say it. Text: “Day 5 done.”

Day 6: Carry something. A gallon of milk from the fridge to the counter. A book from the bedroom to the living room. A bag of trash to the can. Weight-bearing is life-bearing. You’re reminding your muscles they have a job. They want a job. Give it to them. Text: “Day 6 done.”

Day 7: Rest. On purpose. Sit outside for 10 minutes. Or by a window. No phone. No TV. No guilt. Watch a bird. Feel the sun. Breathe. God rested on the seventh day. He wasn’t tired. He was modeling. Rest is not laziness. Rest is a weapon against burnout. Use it. Text: “Day 7 done.”

Week 2: Hold Ground 

You took territory. Now you hold it. Add one. One more rep. One more step. One more minute.

Day 8: Stand up and sit down 6 times. You did 5. Now 6. That’s 20 percent more. That’s progress.  

Day 9: Walk to the mailbox and back, then around the living room once.  

Day 10: Drink one glass of water before coffee, and one before bed. 

Day 11: Stretch your arms over your head 3 times, then roll your shoulders back 5 times. You’re opening your chest. You’re making room to breathe.  

Day 12: Look in the mirror and say your name, then one thing you’re grateful for about your body. “I’m Linda. I’m 68. I’m grateful my eyes still see my grandkids.”  

Day 13: Carry something 10 feet farther than Day 6. 

Day 14: Rest, but write it down. “I rested today because my body is worth keeping.”

Week 3: Advance  

Now we push. Gently. But we push.

Day 15-21: Add one minute of movement per day. Day 15: Walk 1 minute. Day 16: Walk 2 minutes. By Day 21, you’re walking 7 minutes. That’s a lap around most blocks. That’s a miracle if you haven’t walked in a year.  

Every day, text: “Day 15 done. Moved 1 minute.”

Week 4: Reclaim  

This is where you take back what shame stole.

Day 22: Wear something you like. Not “good enough.” Not “it still fits.” Something you like. Shirt. Earrings. Tie. You’re not dead. Dress like it.  

Day 23: Take a photo of yourself. Not for Facebook. For you. Look at it. Say, “This is me. Today. I’m 74. And I’m still here.”  

Day 24: Do one thing that used to be easy. Touch your toes. Or try. Reach the top shelf. Or ask for help and still do it. Reclaim the motion.  

Day 25: Eat one meal sitting at a table, not in front of TV. With a placemat. Like you matter. Because you do.  

Day 26: Ask for help with something. Reaching. Lifting. Opening. Then thank them. Asking isn’t weakness. It’s wisdom. It’s how you stay in the fight longer.  

Day 27: Move to music. One song. From when you were 20. Stand. Sway. Tap your foot. If you can dance, dance. If you can’t, move. Your body remembers joy. Wake it up.  

Day 28: Write a letter to your body. “Dear legs, thanks for 25,000 miles. Dear hands, thanks for holding my babies. I’m sorry I called you ugly. We’re in this together.” Read it out loud. Forgive it. It never quit on you.  

Day 29: Do something your body still does well. Bake. Sing. Whittle. Pray. Garden. Fix. Whatever it is. Do it. Name it. “My hands still work. And I used them today.”  

Day 30: Look in the mirror. Full length. Lights on. Say this: “This is me. I’m 60+. I’m not betrayed. I’m battle-tested. I have scars. I have stories. I have work. And I’m not done.” Text someone: “Day 30 done. I met me. And we’re good.”

Margaret, from aisle 3?

Day 1, she walked to her mailbox. Took 4 minutes. Sat down after.  

Day 7, she drank water before coffee and said, “Tastes like metal, but I did it.”  

Day 15, she walked 1 minute. Around her kitchen island.  

Day 22, she wore her red blouse. “Haven’t worn red since Frank died,” she said. “He liked me in red.”  

Day 30, she went back to that store. Bought the soup. Read the label out loud. “Sodium 480mg.” Carried it herself. Took it to the cashier. Paid. Walked out.

She texted me that night. “I met her. In the mirror. She’s tired. Her hands shake. Her neck is... lived in. But she’s mine. And she carried me through cancer and widowhood and three kids. I’m not mad at her anymore. We’re not done.”

That’s the Mirror War. You don’t win it by looking younger. You don’t win it by losing 20 pounds. You don’t win it with surgery or filters or denial.

You win it by looking honestly. By grieving what’s gone. By thanking what’s left. By picking up your weapon and fighting anyway.

Your body is not your enemy. It’s your ally. It’s tired. It’s scarred. It’s been through hell. But it’s still here. And so are you.

Day 1 starts tomorrow. Stand up. Sit down. Five times. Text me: “Day 1 done.”

Because you’re not betrayed. You’re battle-tested. 

And we need you in the fight.
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Chapter 2: The Relevance War — Why You Feel Invisible After 60
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The Enemy: Obsolescence  

The Lie 1: “Your best days are behind you. Step aside.”  

The Lie 2: “God’s done with me.”  

The Truth: God doesn’t retire people. He reassigns them. Titus 2:2-5  

The Mission: The 30-Day Relevance Reset

He walked into the room like he used to walk into board meetings. Shoulders back. Chin up. Suit pressed.

Only it wasn’t a boardroom. It was the church basement. And it wasn’t 1985. It was last month.

He was 72. Name was Harold. Ran a tool-and-die shop for 31 years. Had 60 men under him. Signed paychecks. Solved problems. Made decisions that fed families.

Then he sold the business. Got a gold watch. Got a party. Got a cake that said “Enjoy Retirement!”

He did not enjoy retirement.

First year, he fixed everything in the house. Second year, he fixed everything in the neighbors’ houses. Third year, there was nothing left to fix.

So he started coming to the Tuesday morning men’s group at church. He sat in the back. Didn’t talk much.

One day the 34-year-old pastor asked for volunteers to run the food pantry. Harold raised his hand.

The pastor smiled, kind, and said, “Oh, Harold, we need some younger backs for that. All that heavy lifting. But hey, would you be willing to pray for the team?”

Harold nodded. Went home. Didn’t come back for 6 months.

When I found him, he was in his garage, organizing screws. By size. By thread count.

He said, “I’m not mad. He’s right. I’m old. My back is old. My ideas are old. I had my turn.”

He said it like he was reading his own obituary.

“I’m not useful anymore,” he said. “I’m just... here. Taking up space. Waiting.”

That’s the Relevance War.

It’s not about money. Harold had money. It’s not about health. His doctor said he was fine “for his age.”

It’s about meaning. And when you lose meaning, you lose the will to get out of bed.

At 60+, the world starts editing you out of the picture.

Job ends. Kids move. Grandkids get busy. Church asks you to “sit this one out.” Doctor calls you “dear” like you’re a child. The TV only shows people under 40 selling cars you can’t afford to go places you don’t care about.

And the lie creeps in quiet: You had your turn. The world moved on. You’re a relic. Don’t be a nuisance.

So you stop raising your hand. You stop speaking up. You stop believing your opinion matters. You start saying things like “In my day” because you don’t think you have a place in this day.

You become invisible. Not because you died. Because you complied.

The enemy doesn’t need to kill you. He just needs to convince you you’re already gone.

But here’s what the enemy doesn’t want you to remember: You don’t get retired from a calling. You
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