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      To My Savior:

      Without Whom, I am nothing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Let’s get one thing out of the way early. I do not now, nor will I ever, think that I am a better storyteller than Jesus. I’m not a better teacher, better writer, better…anything…than Him. I do not claim to be.

      Nor do I also think that my stories weave more intricate truths than His, or reach the depths of Christianity like His, nor speak more eloquent words of life than His.

      All I am, and everything I will be, is because of who He is, and what He has said, and what He has done.

      That point aside, all of the parables said by Jesus were spoken in His time period. Stories of Samaritans and Pharisees and Lepers, people that first century Jews would have been infinitely familiar with, are oftentimes lost on 21st century souls.

      For that reason, I wanted to create a series of books that retold Jesus’ parables from a modern-day perspective.

      I have taken great pains to make sure that every theme and teaching coincides with the stories found in Scripture; this effort would have been useless otherwise.

      Specifically with the story of the Rich Man and Lazarus from Luke 16 (my personal favorite, by the way), compassion, decency, and the heart of Christianity are on full display. The rich man is condemned not because of his overt wickedness per se (although that could be implied), but because of his brazen lack of love for his fellow man - a theme that is repeated numerous times in Scripture.

      It also teaches the essentiality of having your priorities in place and understanding your own spiritual condition before it’s too late. The Rich Man does not understand why he is where he is until Abraham tells him, and I wanted to capture that in this story.

      There are some side-stories and a few extra things, but none of which I felt detracted from the overall point of the message. The story is as true as I could make it, and it is only after serious prayer and consideration do I present this modernization of the Rich Man and Lazarus for your enjoyment (and instruction).

      Thanks!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE PARABLE OF THE RICH MAN AND LAZARUS (LUKE 16:19-31)

          

        

      

    

    
      Now there was a rich man, and he habitually dressed in purple and fine linen, enjoying himself in splendor every day.

      And a poor man named Lazarus was laid at his gate, covered with sores, and longing to be fed from the scraps which fell from the rich man’s table; not only that, the dogs also were coming and licking his sores.

      Now it happened that the poor man died and was carried away by the angels to Abraham’s arms; and the rich man also died and was buried.

      And in Hades he raised his eyes, being in torment, and *saw Abraham far away and Lazarus in his arms. And he cried out and said, “Father Abraham, have mercy on me and send Lazarus, so that he may dip the tip of his finger in water and cool off my tongue, for I am in agony in this flame.”

      But Abraham said, “Child, remember that during your life you received your good things, and likewise Lazarus bad things; but now he is being comforted here, and you are in agony. And besides all this, between us and you a great chasm has been set, so that those who want to go over from here to you will not be able, nor will any people cross over from there to us.”

      And he said, ‘Then I request of you, father, that you send him to my father’s house — for I have five brothers—in order that he may warn them, so that they will not come to this place of torment as well.”

      But Abraham said, ‘They have Moses and the Prophets; let them hear them.”

      But he said, “No, father Abraham, but if someone goes to them from the dead, they will repent!”

      But he said to him, “If they do not listen to Moses and the Prophets, they will not be persuaded even if someone rises from the dead.”
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      The cherry-red Lamborghini pulled up to the base of the high-rise in downtown New York City, engine roaring and music on high. Several onlookers stopped to gawk, some to take pictures, but everyone took notice. Even a couple of blonde bombshells stopped to snap a selfie.

      Matt Herde slowly took his glasses off as he observed the casual cacophony that had formed around him. As one of the youngest and most successful hedge fund traders in Asset International’s history, he was used to people fawning over him. His client list was long, his numbers were fantastic, and he knew he wouldn’t have to search for work in the years to come. Asset International did everything they could to keep him and to make him happy, including giving him a corner office with a view that was second in size only to the one the CEO sat in.

      He slipped the car into park, silencing the massive V12 engine and stopping the party around him. The door slid vertical—only the coolest cars did that—and Matt buttoned the third button on his tailored, hand-stitched, nine-thousand-dollar suit. This was a Wednesday; he usually wore his best suits on Fridays.

      “Hey, buddy, nice car,” a random stranger called out to him.

      “Thanks,” Matt said with a slight grin. He twirled the keys and put them in his pocket before gracing the curb with the presence of his alligator boots. He winked at the young women taking selfies. They giggled back, and he made a mental note to talk to them if he saw them again. The problem was finding the time. He didn’t socialize much for fun, but often enough that he had become quite the popular arrival at all the local clubs around town. People knew who Matt Herde was, and if they didn’t, they wanted to the instant he walked in.

      Yes, life was good.

      He glanced down the street at the local rabble. Beyond the pedestrians scurrying about lay a man with a sign asking for help. He was covered in filth and grime, and his clothes were all a different variation of the color brown. His sign read, “DOWN ON MY LUCK. EVERY BIT HELPS.”

      I bet every bit does help, ya lazy bum. Matt thought. If you really want money, get off the curb and go find a job. After all, I work hard for my money, nearly seventy hours a week at this point. Why does he get to sit around and ask for money?

      Matt prided himself on outworking the competition. The kind of person who was reliable; he was always ready to work long hours, cover a meeting, or do a presentation—whatever his bosses and coworkers needed. As a result, he was pulling in a very hefty salary. Hefty even for New York City, as the stares of several passersby could attest to.

      He knew the value of hard work, and because of the long hours spent working in his twenties, he was now enjoying the rewards of his labor in his thirties. He was at the top of all the party lists, had three houses in different states, and had a luxury condo downtown with a breathtaking view of the city.

      Yes, life was good indeed.

      Matt walked inside the huge, glass double doors of Asset International’s seventy-eight-story building. His shoes click-clacked on the tile floor as he strolled across the lobby, checking his Rolex to make sure he was on time.

      Seven-thirty, he thought. Enough time to make some calls before Lucas comes in.

      Lucas was a new broker with the firm. He had only been with the company for two years; previously, he had been with a firm somewhere out West. He made an impact in his the short time since arriving in New York City, however, nabbing high-profile clients with several of the big corporations around town.

      Matt hated him.

      He didn’t hate him because he was good at his job; Matt hated Lucas because he was everything Matt was not: humble, honest, benevolent, and most frustratingly, a family man. Lucas had married his middle school sweetheart; not high school mind you, his middle school sweetheart. They were in love before either one of them got to really experience the awkward teenage years, and the fact that they stuck through it made Matt even angrier. No one should be that happy, or lucky.

      Oh, how he really hated him.

      Matt had worked hard: put in the hours, sacrificed his weekends—sacrificed his life—and it was beyond frustrating to see someone walk in and have it all, literally.

      Oh well, Matt thought, I’ve still got Michael on my side, at least. That’s what ten-plus years of industry-leading service will do for you. Lucas doesn’t have THAT.

      Michael Brent was the founder and CEO of Asset International, and at seventy-six years old, was looking to retire sooner rather than later. He had taken AI from a three-person office in rural New Jersey to one of the largest firms in downtown New York City.

      And with a net worth of just over five hundred million dollars, Michael didn’t really need the money anymore anyway. Like Matt, Michael also had multiple vacation homes, but the one in the Florida Keys was his favorite. He was set to retire there sometime within the next year.

      Who would replace him? Or better yet, who should replace him?

      Matt knew the answer. Me. No one else has performed better under pressure. I’ll take this company to five times its current valuation within ten years.

      Matt smiled at the thought.

      His office was on the forty-second floor of AI’s tower, which owned seventy-eight in all. Not all were associated with AI, but all of them paid a king’s ransom to put their office in such glorious real estate. Michael Brent had indeed built quite a monument to himself.

      “Good morning, Matt.”

      Matt turned to look at his secretary, Mary. She had been with him for several years, and while she was loyal to Matt, he had always considered her grossly incompetent, losing messages constantly and running late. She claimed it was because of her three young kids and her role as a newly single mother, but Matt didn’t really believe her. Quietly, he had already been searching for her replacement.

      “Good morning, Mary,” he replied. “Is the coffee on?”

      “Yes, sir, and I’ve got the six scoops like you wanted instead of the regular four. It’s been brewing for the last twenty minutes.”

      “Fantastic.”

      Maybe she wasn’t that bad after all.

      He sat behind his oak desk and began to go through the day’s client list. He had targeted some of the bigger corporations in the city, as well as some major clients in other states as well. He would make a few phone calls, throw in a few impressive words, and most likely have made another hefty commission by lunch.

      But first, coffee.

      He wheeled around in his chair and looked out through the window. He took in the landscape ahead of him, feeling much the same way that King Kong must have as he walked to the edge of his cave and scanned the horizon.

      This is my city, he thought. I own it, and everything inside of it.

      Looking down, he noticed the street dweller from before. From his vantage point, he could tell the man hadn’t moved much, if at all. Most likely, the man was still sitting and holding his sign, begging for loose change. Matt didn’t know how much money he had made so far that morning, but he was certain that it wasn’t as much as he would have made if he simply got up off the curb and got a job.

      Freeloader, Matt thought.

      What a bum.
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      Liam looked up from his torn and soiled blanket and watched the people moving quickly about the sidewalk. Everyone looked so busy with their lives, and so happy. He had his sign up—DOWN ON MY LUCK. EVERY BIT HELPS.—but every person who walked by seemed far more interested in their phones or the sky to notice him. He tried making eye contact, but most just hurried by. The times their glances did meet, they quickly broke away to avoid what they thought was coming next: harassment from a street-side bum.

      Liam sighed; life hadn’t always been like this. At one point, he had been a straight-A student and salutatorian in his high school. Granted, he could count the members of his graduating class using just his fingers (and toes), but that didn’t matter. It was printed, right there in the yearbook—Salutatorian: Liam Earl.

      He had a great family, too: two sisters and a little brother. He idolized his older sisters—even if he would never let them know it—and his little brother idolized him. Henry, his brother, had wanted to follow in big brother Liam’s footsteps on the baseball team as the first baseman. Liam wasn’t very good, but to Henry, he was a regular Jimmie Foxx, the legendary first baseman for his beloved Boston Red Sox.

      Yes, Liam thought, life was good then.

      Not that life was bad now, per se, just different. After high school, Liam had enlisted in the U.S. Navy, traveled around at least part of the world, and learned how to be a radar technician. At the time, it was a job in high demand, and still is in some parts, but Liam committed the cardinal sin when it came to technology: not keeping up with the times. Eventually, he was replaced, and then his wife died of cervical cancer, and his only son moved to the West Coast to pursue his dream of becoming an actor. Last time Liam heard from him, which was going on two years at this point, his son had landed a part in a toothpaste commercial. It wasn’t much, but man oh man, was he proud of his boy. He just wished he would see him more often.





