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For all the law is fulfilled in one word, even in this; Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.But if ye bite and devour one another, take heed that ye be not consumed one of another.”

Galatians 5:14–15 
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Jordan had been restocking paint supplies in aisle 7 when the customer approached him with a question that would later seem like prophecy, though he didn't recognize it at the time.

"Excuse me," he was holding up a can of wood stain. "Is this the right product for refinishing oak cabinets?"

Jordan glanced at the can and shook his head. "No. You want the quart size for cabinets. And Provincial is too red for most oak. You'd be better with Special Walnut or Jacobean, depending on how dark you want to go. Also, you're going to need wood conditioner first if it's red oak. Otherwise you'll get blotching. And make sure you're using oil-based poly for the top coat, not water-based. Water-based won't give you the depth you want."

The man blinked. "I just asked if this was the right product."

"Yeah I know. I'm telling you what you actually need."

"Right. Well. Thanks." The man set down the can and walked toward the exit.

Jordan watched him go, genuinely confused about why people got defensive when you gave them correct information. The man had asked a question and he had answered it-accurately, comprehensively, saving him from an expensive mistake And instead of gratitude, he got that look. The one he'd been seeing more and more lately. He shrugged and finished restocking the paint thinner before he moved to the next aisle, checking his watch. Four thirty. Another ninety minutes until closing. Then home to the apartment he shared with Derick, his younger brother, where he'd make dinner and spend the evening doing what he did most evenings: reading theology, listening to sermons, and most importantly arguing with strangers on the internet about doctrine.

It was a good life. Simple. Faithful. It was completely uncomplicated by the mess that seemed to define his sisters' lives-Maddie with her endless intercession for kids who kept drifting, Jen who'd left the church years ago for reasons he'd stopped trying to understand, Anna who'd gone silent and strange and wouldn't return calls. He had watched all three of them struggle, stumble and compromise, and he'd learned the lesson: stay faithful, never compromise, don't let emotions override truth, keep your theology sound and your life simple and you'll avoid the chaos that comes from trying to have it both ways.

He was the fourth child but the first son, born after three daughters into a family that had wanted a boy so badly his father had actually cried when he was born. His mother told him this story often-how his father had stood in the hospital room holding his newborn. He had wept with relief and joy, and how from that moment on Jordan had been special. Different. The one who would carry on the family name, the one who would be strong where the girls were weak, faithful where they faltered, steady where they wavered.

Jordan had internalized that identity so deeply it had become indistinguishable from his sense of self. He was the faithful one. The one who got it right. The one who stayed when others left, who stood firm when others compromised, who knew the truth when others got confused.

He was thirty years old, single, working at Home Hardware in Tignish, Prince Edward Island, living with his brother, teaching Sunday school at Tignish Baptist Church, and spending his free time on Reformed theology forums where he went by the username "SolaScriptura88." It wasn't the life he'd imagined at twenty-he'd thought by thirty he'd be married, maybe working in ministry, definitely doing something more significant than mixing paint and cutting keys-but it was a decent life. 

His phone buzzed and he slid his phone out.

Derick: What do you want for dinner? I can pick something up on the way home.

I'll cook. Be home by 6.

Derick: You sure? You worked all day.

It's fine.

Derick: Thanks man.

Derick was like that-considerate and thoughtful. They’d lived together their entire lives. Derrick was twenty-eight and worked at a call center. He was quiet and passive in a way that sometimes frustrated his older brother, and Jordan was protective of him. Derick was a follower and Jordan naturally stepped into that role. Derick didn't challenge him, didn't argue with his theology or push back when Jordan got on one of his tangents about doctrinal drift or biblical compromise. He just listened and nodded and said "yeah, you're probably right" and went back to his business. There was minimal push back or conflict at all and it had Jordan wonder if his brother agreed with him because he was right or because agreeing was easier than fighting. He didn’t dwell on those thoughts. He was rarely wrong, so it had to be the first thing.

At five forty-five he clocked out, said goodbye to his coworker and walked to his car. He drove the quiet streets where everyone knew everyone and nothing much had changed. Derick’s car was in the driveway, he was sitting on the couch with his laptop, looking up when Jordan came in. “Hey.”

“Dinner will be ready in about twenty.” He didn’t want anything fancy. Poutine was good enough for them with some sausages on the side. 

“Yeah, cool, no rush.”

He tossed frozen fries in the oven and finished grating cheese before he checked his phone. He scrolled through the Reformed Baptist forum he frequented and settled on a thread about egalitarianism that made him want to correct at least a dozen misconceptions in the opening post alone. He warmed up gravy as he started typing a response. Three paragraphs in, he stopped. He was tired. It was always the same arguments with the same people who never changed their mind no matter how much Scripture he quoted. There wasn’t much point in being right if no one listened. He pocketed his phone and tossed the meal together, putting the extra cheese on his and making up for it by giving himself the sausage that burned while he was typing and brought the plates in. Derrick went behind him and grabbed two forks, puncturing his first sausage immediately. 

“Thanks Jordan. How was work?”

“Same ol same ol. Helped a guy pick wood stain and he walks out without buying anything.”

“Did you lecture him?”

“What?”

“Nothing. Nevermind.”

“No, no, what did you mean by that?” To prove he wasn’t all that upset, he filled his mouth with several fries, stretching out his ankles and looking as meek as possible. 

“Well, sometimes when you help customers you give them more info then they asked for, and sometimes people want just a quick answer, not a speech. That’s all. No big deal.”

"So you're saying I should give people wrong information because the right information is too much?"

Derick sighed. "You're right. Sorry. I didn't mean anything by it."

And there it was. The pattern. Derick would say something, Jordan would push back, Derick would retreat and say "you're right" and the conversation would end with Jordan vindicated and Derick quiet. It happened constantly. Derick just didn't think things through as carefully, because someone needed to be the leader in this relationship and Derick clearly wasn't built for that role. He let it go with a nod, using his last sausage to swipe up the cheese and gravy left on his plate. He carried his plate back in the kitchen, Derick doing the dishes while Jordan went to his room.

He had a theology paper
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