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THIS SECOND BOOK IN the Chosen to Serve series is meant as an important lesson to us all. We find Jimmy in service again in a manner unique in his experience. One of the most disputed topics of the Christian faith is the subject of miracles. Many Believers – especially western civilization Believers – adamantly maintain that there are no miraculous gifts or healings in these modern times. Such a view of God and our relationship with Him, has led to a culture and society that literally worships our medical systems.

One of my favorite authors is Jack Deere, who spent many years denying miraculous things, and then changed his view a hundred-eighty degrees. He made the best point I have heard when he said, “If miracles stopped, where did Jesus’ compassion go?”

Mark 1:41 “Moved with compassion, Jesus stretched out His hand and touched him, and said to him, “I am willing; be cleansed.”

Jesus was “Moved with compassion.” We have a High Priest who can be touched with the feelings of our infirmities. He knows. He cares. He understands. He’s been there and He’s done that.

While all of the above is true, this story is not about miracles and spiritual gifts, it’s a story about the reason for miracles and gifts. Compassion is defined as: “concern for the sufferings or misfortunes of others.” Isn’t that the bottom line that brought our Lord to the cross? His love and concern for our suffering the worst loss imaginable - separation from our Creator for all eternity. Our Lord was “Moved with Compassion.”

This story thrilled me from the moment the Lord brought it to my mind, and I am again overflowingly blessed by God to be allowed to be the one to tell it. I pray that it touches you in a deep and meaningful way. The Lord has certainly worked on me through it, and I have been made a better vessel for writing it. 

The goal of the story is the same as always, that being to encourage us all to open our Bibles and give thought, study, prayer and discussion to things that pertain to God and living for Him. My hope and prayer is that you are caught up in the story, but much more than that, to open your Bible and consider the things discussed and why you believe what you believe. 

And ultimately, that you find the place of service He has intended for you from before you were born.

May it bless all who read it. In love for Him,

K. K. McKee

––––––––
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Dedicated with love to my children

because they are the

personification of hope in my life.

COPYRIGHT © 2022 BY K. K. McKee  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods without the prior written permission of the publisher. For permission requests, contact the publisher via the address below. 

Correspondence to the author may be sent to the same address.

Westbrook.chosenseries@gmail.com

––––––––
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OTHER STORIES FEATURING Jimmy Westbrook in the Chosen to Serve series:

The Masterpiece Matrix

Moved With Compassion

Not Me Too

God Said If

Make Your Calling and Election Sure

It’s How I Feel

Be Still

Keep Silent

Render Unto Caesar

The Seventh Sense

––––––––
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SCRIPTURE TAKEN FROM the New American Standard Bible, © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, by The Lockman foundation. Used by permission.
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Chapter 1
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Heed the Call

––––––––
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HARRY SIMMONS WAS THE pastor of the Calvary Chapel Christian Fellowship in Prairie View, Texas. He was the senior pastor, the youth pastor, the worship pastor, and every other designation possible. He was the spiritual shepherd of one hundred and sixty-seven souls, and he took his responsibility before the Lord most seriously. 

Harry had graduated from the University of Texas before enrolling in the Jesus is Lord Theological Seminary in Austin. Harry had been a committed Christian for nearly forty years, and at fifty-seven, he was a solid rock in his faith. He was clean-shaven, six-one and two hundred pounds, with a formal disposition and rarely ever seen not wearing a coat and tie. He was known for the wide variety of cowboy boots that he habitually wore, with a different pair for every suit he owned. 

This Saturday evening found him in his study at the church building, preparing the Sunday message. It was a message he truly needed no preparation for, as tomorrow was Easter Sunday. As he prayed and thought of the message, his office phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Harry?”

“Yes?”

“Harry, it’s Peter Holmes.”

“Oh! Hello Professor, it’s been quite a while.”

“Just about four years, if anyone’s counting.”

“Has it really been four years? Gracious.”

“You were here for your twenty-five-year reunion. That was four years ago.”

“Well, it was really good to see the guys. Good to see you, too. I take it you’re still with the seminary?”

“I am indeed. Still teaching eschatology studies. I don’t think my class is as feared as it was when you were here.”

“I hope not! Maybe you have mellowed in your old age.”

“I suppose so. Listen, the reason I called is that we are having our annual conference next month, May the 20th through the 24th. The theme is Serving Others. I would like to formally invite you to be the late-afternoon keynote speaker each day.”

“Professor, I am honored that you thought of me, but I am going to be in Venezuela on a mission trip that week.”

“That’s a shame. Well, that’s not what I meant. It’s a shame you can’t be here to speak, but it’s a wonderful thing that you will be doing.”

“I hate it. I would have loved to be there.”

“Well, I shall have to keep looking, I suppose.”

“Hey, I know a man who might can do it. He’s a member here and a really special guy. I can absolutely recommend him.”

“What’s his name?”

“Jimmy Westbrook.”

“Is he a pastor?”

“Well no. He’s a unique guy - he calls himself a ‘servant.’ That’s what made me think of him – when you said the theme was serving others. He’s tailor made for that topic.”

“Well, I don’t know if I can be comfortable inviting a man I never met to be the keynote speaker. What’s his theology?”

“Professor, this man is perfect for the topic. His theology is sound - I can give you my word on that. He won’t embarrass you or the school.”

“Well, I don’t know. Do you think he would be willing to sit down with me one afternoon and make sure we’re on the same page?”

“I’m sure he would. He’s a good guy, really.”

“Well, in that case, why don’t you ask him if he’s available and interested in doing it and tell him to get in touch with me in the next few days, one way or the other.”

“I should see him at worship in the morning and I’ll tell him about it then.”

“That will be fine. Take care of yourself in Venezuela.”

“I will. What’s your extension there?”

“If you go through the exchange, just press 613.”

“Got it. Thanks Professor Holmes. Maybe next time, okay?”

“That’s a deal. Bye now.”

“Goodbye.”

___________________________________

On Easter Sunday, April 21, 2019, it was a perfect day in Prairie View, Texas. The sun was warm, but not hot; the breeze was fresh and gentle but not hard enough to mess up the nice hairdos; and the trees, daffodils, tulips, and lilies had leafed out with an explosion of color that had transformed the dormant countryside into brilliant life. The thrill of spring had affected everyone, and on this Easter Sunday, as the members of the Calvary Chapel gathered for worship, the world felt like it had been born again.

In three hundred thousand churches across America, two-hundred million people would be celebrating Jesus rising from the tomb this morning. The parking lot was overflowing with sparkling cars and trucks, the young girls were dressed in an incredible variety of new dresses and colorful outfits, and even the boys didn’t seem to mind being dressed in nice clothes. In short, it was a beautiful and memorable Easter morning. 

___________________________________

The piano played the call to worship as the overflow crowd made its way into the sanctuary and found seats. The typical noise of folks catching up with one another after several days apart was louder than normal, largely due to there being so many visitors and infrequent attendees. 

The service began as it usually did, but departed from the norm shortly thereafter, as instead of everyone breaking out into Sunday School classes, today would just be an extended worship service. Brother Simpson stood and rendered the opening prayer; Adam Headley read a passage of Scripture, and three classic hymns were sung. Last but not least, the collection plates were passed. Following the offering, Pastor Simmons walked to the pulpit.

“Good Resurrection Morning! What a beautiful day our Lord has made for us to celebrate His resurrection! He is RISEN! Amen. I want to welcome our visitors this morning and tell you that you are allowed to be here next Sunday, too. We would love to have you join us any and every time you will. We’ve got some folks in folding chairs today, and I promise everyone that if that proves to be a regular thing, we will buy padded folding chairs, so don’t let worrying about that keep you away, okay?”

He smiled as there was light-hearted laughter scattered around the packed room.

“This morning is Easter Sunday, and I spent a great deal of time this past week thinking about what to preach this morning, believe it or not. I know that sounds very unlikely, but I kind of felt like I wanted to preach something different this year – something new. Somewhere in my mind, I wanted to preach something better. So, I did some praying about it and thinking about it, and you know what? I never could think of anything better! Now, there’s a confession of sin in that story, for sure. I admit it readily. The more I thought about it, the more the Lord must have been offended. Finally, last night, it occurred to me that it’s called the Greatest Story Ever Told for a reason. You know what that reason is?”

He looked around the room.

“The reason it’s called that is simple – it’s because it IS the Greatest Story Ever Told! Now I admit I am slow, but I do eventually figure most things out, and last night I figured out that I couldn’t do better than the greatest. So, you folks are all going to have to settle for the Greatest Story Ever Told this morning. I want you to imagine a time before social media. A time before cell phones and computers. A time before electricity even. No cars, no planes, and no trains. Transportation was walking or sitting on or behind a horse or donkey or a camel. Where we can go seventy miles in an hour down the interstate, those folks could go two miles an hour walking at a normal pace. They didn’t have two-hundred-dollar special walking shoes, either. They wore sandals as they walked those primarily dirt paths and roads. That’s why we see the mention of washing the feet. When the Lord washed His disciple’s feet it was to teach them the importance of serving, but it had a practical application too, didn’t it?

“Now, this morning, I want you to walk with me on a trip to a nearby town. The town is about seven miles away. Will you walk with me?”

He looked around to be sure that they would.

“Let me remind you that seven miles means if we walk normally, we will be on the road for three or four hours. So, we’ll be walking all afternoon. Will you go with me? Now, don’t be nervous, that doesn’t mean I will be preaching all afternoon, okay? We didn’t have Sunday School this morning because I am planning to preach longer than normal, but I promise to let you out before the roast burns.”

Another smile met with general laughter.

“So let’s walk together. Who will walk with me today?”

He looked around the building, and having made arrangements earlier, he said, “Brother Tom – will you walk with me?”

“Yes sir, Pastor, I’ll walk with you!”

Tom Davis jumped up and stepped up on the low stage and stood beside the preacher.

“All right, Tom and I are walking to Emmaus – we’re leaving Jerusalem and headed to Emmaus this afternoon. It’s a four-hour trip, so, that pretty much means we’re talking and visiting as we walk, doesn’t it? What will we talk about? We don’t have a radio; we don’t have anything for distraction or entertainment. No television and no newspapers so we can’t talk about the hurricane in the Gulf, or the earthquake in China. We can’t talk about the ballgame we saw last night, or political elections. Now I’m Jewish, and Tom is too, and something remarkable has just happened in Jerusalem. Everyone is talking about it, and Tom and I are no exceptions.”

He paused a beat then looked at Tom. 

“Tom, I just can’t believe He’s dead.”

Tom said, “I can’t either. I had hoped He was the One. I was sure of it.”

Harry responded, “We all thought He was the Messiah – and for good reason. Were you there when He fed the five thousand men with just the five small loaves and two fish the lad had?”

“I was! But there were nearly ten thousand more women and children. And I saw the twelve baskets of pieces that were left over – there was much more left over than there was to begin with!”

“So how could He do that and NOT be the Messiah?”

“Well, He was a prophet for sure. Like Elijah and Elisha. I guess He just wasn’t the One we’ve been hoping for.”

“But that’s the thing – He said He was, didn’t He? I mean, I didn’t hear Him say it myself, but I heard others say that He said it. If He was lying, He couldn’t be of God, and He couldn’t have done the things He did. But if what He claimed was true, they couldn’t have crucified Him. I can’t see a way to figure it out.”

Tom said, “I saw Him cast demons out of a man, across the sea, where the Gerasenes are. He sent the demons into a huge herd of pigs and then the pigs all stampeded down the hill, off the cliff and into the water. They all drowned and let me tell you, the herders were MAD! Who but a prophet could do that?”

“Did you hear about His friend Lazarus?”

“I was there when the messenger came from Mary to tell Him that Lazarus was very sick! The messenger said that Lazarus might die if Jesus didn’t come quick and help him.”

“You were there? What did He say?”

Tom said, “He said that the sickness wouldn’t kill him.”

“Is that all He said?”

“He said something about Lazarus being sick was for the glory of God and that the Son of God would be glorified by it.”

“What did He mean?”

“Who knows? But we stayed where we were for two more days.”

“But Lazarus did die! If Jesus was a real prophet, He would have known that.”  

“Well, on the third day, we headed back to Judea, where we had just escaped from. We told Him they were looking for Him to arrest Him, but He went anyway.”

“Why?”

Tom said, “We tried to warn Him, but when we did, He said that Lazarus had fallen asleep, and He was going there to wake him up.”

“That’s crazy! If he was asleep, anyone could wake him up. That’s part of it – He was always talking in riddles.”

Tom said, “Yeah, we told Him that anyone could wake the guy up. But then He said Lazarus had died. Now, that was tough because we all heard Him say that Lazarus wouldn’t die. We were all wondering what was going on, you know? There again, if He was from God, He would have known Lazarus would die.”

“See, that’s what I mean – if He was really the Son of God, He wouldn’t have been wrong about it. He loved Lazarus.”

Tom said, “Well, the next thing He said knocked us all over.”

“What did He say?”

“He said He was glad He hadn’t gone right away. It almost sounded like He was glad that Lazarus had died.”

“I don’t know about all of this. It’s so hard to know what is true now-a-days.”

Tom said, “Well, we all felt like it was going to be a big mistake if we went with Him, we knew the chief priests were looking to kill Him and we figured they would kill us if we were with Him.”

“But you went anyway?”

“We wanted to see what happened, you know? And besides, most of us believed He was the Messiah. We were willing to risk death to follow Him.”  

“What happened when you got to Bethany?”

Tom said, “Well, Martha met us when we got near, and told Him that Lazarus had been in the  tomb for four days by then. I think she still hoped He would do something.”

“What did Jesus say?”

“He told her that Lazarus would rise again.”

“Well that was something He always talked about – that there would be a resurrection of everyone – some to eternal life and some to eternal punishment.”

Tom said, “Well, that’s kind of what Martha said. But Jesus said to her, ‘I am the resurrection and the life; he who believes in Me shall live even if he dies, and everyone who lives and believes in Me shall never die.’

“See, that’s the kind of thing He always said. He claimed He was the Son of God and He wanted everyone to believe it.”

“Martha said she believed He was the Son of God.” 

“What did He do?”

“Well, Martha turned around and ran away. She went and found Mary and told her that Jesus was there.”

“Did He follow her?”

Tom said, “No, we waited there. I don’t think He wanted to go into the village.”

“So Mary came there?”

“Yes. She ran up, crying and weeping and bowed her face to the ground before Him and said, ‘Lord, if You had been here, my brother would not have died.” 

“Oh boy, I bet that didn’t go over very well.”

“He just raised her up and said to take him to his tomb. When we got there, He knelt and cried.” 

“Well, if He had been there instead of waiting, He might could have healed him. He healed many others, didn’t He?” 

Tom said, “I have to admit there were several of us that were thinking the same thing, and truth is, some said it.”

“I hope He didn’t hear that. Why do you think He didn’t come when He should have?”

“Just wait until you hear what happened.”

“I’ve heard the stories and rumors, but you are the first person I have talked to that was really there.”

Tom said, “Well, Jesus said to roll the stone away from the entrance to the cave.”

“Oh wow. Lazarus had been dead for four days, I mean, that meant his body had begun to decay.”

Tom said, “Yeah, Martha told Him that the smell of the decay would be in the cave by then.”

“But they rolled the stone away anyway?”

Tom said, “Yes. And the smell came out when they did.”

“What did He do?”

Tom said, “He prayed. He said ‘Father, I know You hear Me. Let these see and believe in Me’. Or something like that. Then He shouted, ‘Lazarus, come forth’” 

“And he came out?”

Tom said, “Yes. They had wrapped him for burial, so he was covered with the wrappings and could barely walk, and his face was wrapped up too.”

“Oh I wish I could have seen it!”

Tom said, “I did see it. Now, unless it was a big hoax and there was a dead animal in the tomb causing the stench, Jesus brought Lazarus back from the dead.”

“What did Mary and Martha say?”

Tom said, “They unwrapped him, and everyone began praising God and looking at Jesus funny.”

“Was Peter there?”

Tom said, “Yes, Thomas and James, and two or three others of name were there.”

“What did Peter say?”

Tom said, “Well, you know Peter. He’s always speaking before he thinks about it very much.”

“But I heard that Peter said He was the Messiah. Peter said Jesus was going to establish the Kingdom of God. I was hoping we could finally be rid of the Romans telling us what we can and can’t do.”

Tom said, “Yeah, well Peter said a lot of things, didn’t he? What about that tall tale of seeing Jesus walking on the water?”

“Right – and then Peter said he did it too. I mean, come on, right? When he said that, I wanted to say, ‘Well, okay, show me’ but I kept my mouth shut.”

Tom said, “Well, I’m not ashamed to admit that after Lazarus, I believed He was the Messiah.”

“To be honest, I did too. When I saw Him put that guy’s ear back on, good as new after Peter whacked it off, I believed. No one could do that.”

Tom said, “But the Romans killed Him! They didn’t just kill Him – they crucified Him! It’s the most horrible way to die there is. And they only do that to the worst of the criminals.”

“He was no criminal. The chief priests and the elders are responsible. The Romans couldn’t have cared less. Our own leaders rejected Him, and I heard them say to Pilate, ‘His blood shall be on us and on our children!’” 

Tom said, “Well, whatever or whoever He was, He’s dead now. So much for our hopes and wishes.”

“Oh yes, He’s dead. I sat on a stone and watched Him die. He was still acting like He was the Messiah while He was up on the cross. He said, ‘Father, forgive them; for they do not know what they are doing.’”

Tom said, “Well, if He really was the Son of God they wouldn’t have been able to kill Him. And they did.”  

“But what about the darkness? What happened with the darkness? At noon, the sun dimmed out and it was dark as night until He died three hours later. We were all scared. Why did God dim the sun?”

Tom said, “Did you hear about the temple veil?”

“You mean the heavy veil between the Holy Place and the Most Holy Place?”

Tom said, “Right. It split in two.”

“How? What does it mean?”

Tom said, “Who knows, but they say it was split completely from the top to the bottom.”

“The entire thirty-foot height?”

Tom said, “That’s what I heard.”

“How will they repair it without defiling the Most Holy Place and being destroyed by the Presence? No one can look into the Most Holy Place except the High Priest once a year.” 

Tom said, “What about the zombies?”

“What’s a zombie?”

Tom said, “My uncle Nathan died three weeks ago. The women prepared his body, and I helped place it in the tomb. When the sun woke again from its dimness Friday, he came from the tomb and walked to the city and was at his house. His flesh was decayed, he stank as rotted meat and he had no eyes. My aunt Rebekah saw him, and she has suffered a mental failure.”

“What do such things mean? Has God condemned the world?”

Tom said, “No man ever yet died as Jesus did. But He was not truthful in His teaching. He said in advance that He would be killed but He said He would be raised from the dead. He didn’t, but my uncle Nathan did.”

“What are the chief priests saying?”

Tom said, “They are pretending none of it happened.”

“What became of Nathan?”

Tom said, “He returned to his grave later that same day. There were many others that did the same.”

“Never has such a thing been heard in Israel.”

Tom said, “When Mary went to the tomb Sunday morning, she found the stone rolled away and the tomb empty.”

“Did someone remove His body?”

Tom said, “Why would anyone do that?”  

“Maybe His disciples took it to establish Him as a great prophet.”

Tom said, “Who? Peter? James? These men are not such men.”

“Well then, who has done such a sin against God?”

Tom said, “Who would dare commit such an act?”

“Then what has happened?”

Tom said, “Mary said that a spirit appeared to her claiming that He had risen from His grave and was alive again.”

“Mary was stricken with sorrow. Perhaps drunk with wine.”

Tom said, “She also solemnly stated that she had seen Jesus alive returning from the tomb.” 

“Did any believe her?”

Tom said, “Peter and John went to the tomb and found it empty.” 

“What did they do?”

Tom said, “They went fishing.” 

“So none believe He rose?”

Tom said, “I have not heard them speak in the days since these things happened. But none of His disciples have made public statements. They all fear the chief priests.”

“None wishes to be cast from the temple into the dispersion. I don’t blame them.”

Tom said, “Look, here is an Inn. Let us pause and rest for a while and refresh ourselves for the journey.”

Pastor Simmons said, “We are going to take a short break, and you all have the opportunity to get some water or visit the restrooms. We will be back in a few minutes to continue our journey.”

At that, he and Tom stepped off the stage and went into the side room to the right. Energetic conversations broke out all across the congregation, as many stood and made their way to the restrooms. There was a lot of animated conversation about the walk to Emmaus. Everyone knew the Easter story, of course, but there was an excitement about the presentation and the walk. The crowd lingered longer than planned before everyone had returned to their seats and the noise began to fade slowly. 
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Chapter 2
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Jesus Joins Us

––––––––
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AFTER A BREAK OF ABOUT fifteen minutes, Pastor Harry and Tom returned to the stage and the murmur of conversations faded away. Harry said, 

“Tom, I feel refreshed and ready to continue the journey.”

“I as well. Shall we go?”

“Yes. I want to hear more of the things Jesus did. I want to understand how He could do such things and not be the Hoped for One.”

At that moment, another man walked in from the right-hand room beside the stage. He was dressed in a white robe, with sandals and a large walking staff. He said, 

“May I join you on your journey?”

“Yes, welcome. Let us journey together.”

The new man said, “What are these things you are speaking of?”

Tom stopped and looked at the new man. “Are you the only one visiting Jerusalem and unaware of the things which have happened here in these days?” 

The new man said, “What things?”

“The things about Jesus the Nazarene, who was a prophet mighty in deed and word in the sight of God and all the people.”

“I have not heard of this man. You say He was a prophet?”

“He was a prophet at the very least. We had hoped He was the coming Messiah.”

“How so was He then a prophet?”

“He performed many miracles and spoke as never a man did speak before.”

“Then God was with Him?”

“God was surely with Him. We were just speaking of Him raising His friend Lazarus from the grave. I was there and I know it to be true.”

The new man said, “The elders tell us that Elijah raised the widow’s son from death. Now you say this man has done the same?”

“I saw Him do it. I saw the man come forth wrapped in the burial cloths.” 

“Surely the man was only ill. I have heard of sickness that appears to be death but is not.”

“This man had been dead for four days and when they removed the stone from the cave, the stench was present. Indeed, the wrappings carried the smell after they were removed from him.”

“So a prophet of God truly has appeared in Israel? Where can I go to see this man?”

Harry stopped again and said, “The chief priests and elders have crucified Him. He is no more.”

“When did they do this sin against God?”  

“On Friday, three days past. His body was taken down from the cross by Joseph of Arimathea and placed in a new tomb, just before the Sabbath began at the twelfth hour Friday evening.” 

“Surely this man you call Jesus is not the first prophet the rulers have put to death.”

“No indeed, ‘but we were hoping that it was He who was going to redeem Israel.’”  

“God has used prophets of old to restore the people to Himself. But why so with this man against Rome?”

“He claimed to be the Son of God – the coming Messiah. The Holy One.”

The new man said, “A bold claim indeed!”

“But also some women among us amazed us. When they were at the tomb early in the morning, and did not find His body, they came, saying that they had also seen a vision of angels who said that He was alive. Some of those who were with us went to the tomb and found it just exactly as the women also had said; but Him they did not see.”  

The new man said, “O foolish men and slow of heart to believe in all that the prophets have spoken! Was it not necessary for the Christ to suffer these things and to enter into His glory?” 

“Sir I perceive that you are a scholar. Will you help us understand these things?”

“I am willing. Did not Moses write, ‘The Lord your God will raise up for you a prophet like me from among you, from your countrymen, you shall listen to him. “This is according to all that you asked of the Lord your God in Horeb on the day of the assembly, saying, ‘Let me not hear again the voice of the Lord my God, let me not see this great fire anymore, lest I die.’ “And the Lord said to me, ‘They have spoken well. ‘I will raise up a prophet from among their countrymen like you, and I will put My words in his mouth, and he shall speak to them all that I command him. ‘And it shall come about that whoever will not listen to My words which He shall speak in My name, I Myself will require it of him.’”

“This man was like Moses in that He was powerful with God.” 

“Did not Isaiah write, ‘Therefore the Lord Himself will give you a sign: Behold, a virgin will be with child and bear a son, and she will call His name Immanuel.’ Was this Jesus born of a virgin?”  

Tom said, “We have heard that He was. But surely this is only a rumor that Joseph spread to hide the woman’s sin.”

“Did the prophet Micah not write, ‘But as for you, Bethlehem Ephrathah, Too little to be among the clans of Judah, From you One will go forth for Me to be ruler in Israel. His goings forth are from long ago, from the days of eternity.’ Was this Jesus born in Bethlehem?” 

Tom responded, “He was. But Joseph and Mary had only traveled to Bethlehem for the census. It was not His hometown. Her days were fulfilled while they were there.”

“Did not Malachi write, ‘Behold, I am going to send you Elijah the prophet before the coming of the great and terrible day of the Lord. “And he will restore the hearts of the fathers to their children, and the hearts of the children to their fathers, lest I come and smite the land with a curse.’ Did this Jesus teach restoration to the people?”

“Yes, this He did do. He spoke of love and compassion for one another.”

“Did Hosea not write, ‘When Israel was a youth I loved him, And out of Egypt I called My son.’ Did this Jesus sojourn in Egypt and then return to the people?”

Harry said, “Indeed. His father took them and fled to Egypt from Herod. I had forgotten that He had been carried to Egypt as a child.” 

“Does the Scripture not say that the Messiah would be called a Nazarene? Did this man Jesus live in Nazareth?”

“You know, Joseph did move his family to Nazareth when they returned from Egypt. This is true.”

“And did Malachi write, ‘Behold, I am going to send My messenger, and he will clear the way before Me. And the Lord, whom you seek, will suddenly come to His temple; and the messenger of the covenant, in whom you delight, behold, He is coming,” says the Lord of hosts.’ Was there a messenger before this Jesus, proclaiming and testifying of Him?”

“John the Baptist! The priest Zacharias had a wife who was barren, and the Lord opened her womb. They named him John although no one in his lineage was so named. Zacharias always said an Angel told him to name the boy John.”  

The new man said, “Isaiah wrote, ‘Then the eyes of the blind will be opened and the ears of the deaf will be unstopped. Then the lame will leap like a deer, and the tongue of the mute will shout for joy.’ Did this man Jesus do such things?”

“He went everywhere healing the sick, curing the lame, and giving sight to the blind. Great crowds followed Him hoping to be healed and to see others delivered.”

“Zechariah spoke of thirty pieces of silver being the price of betrayal. Was this prophet betrayed by one of His own?”

“He was!”

“For a price of money?”

“Yes – thirty pieces of silver! Surely a coincidence.”

“Zechariah also wrote, ‘Rejoice greatly, O daughter of Zion! Shout in triumph, O  daughter of Jerusalem! Behold, your king is coming to you; He is just and endowed with salvation, Humble, and mounted on a donkey, Even on a colt, the foal of a donkey.’ Did this Jesus do such a thing?”

“We did that! We spread our cloaks and branches along the road as He came into Jerusalem on a donkey!”

“Zechariah also wrote, ‘I will pour out on the house of David and on the inhabitants of Jerusalem, the Spirit of grace and of supplication, so that they will look on Me whom they have pierced; and they will mourn for Him, as one mourns for an only son, and they will weep bitterly over Him like the bitter weeping over a firstborn.’ He spoke of the Messiah. Was this Jesus pierced?”

“As the start of the Sabbath neared, they came to break the legs of those three crucified, they broke the legs of the other two, but not Him. They thought He was already dead, and a soldier took a spear and pierced His side and water and blood flowed forth.”

The new man said, “David wrote that not a bone of Him shall be broken. He also wrote, ‘The stone which the builders rejected Has become the chief corner stone. This is the Lord’s doing; It is marvelous in our eyes. This is the day which the Lord has made; Let us rejoice and be glad in it.’ This man Jesus, why was He crucified – what crime had He committed?”

“He committed no crime. He was a man of peace and love and full of compassion.”

“Why then was He crucified?”

“The chief priests and scribes hated Him because the people followed Him and listened to Him.”

“So He was rejected by them?”

“Yes. Jealousy killed this prophet of God.”

“David wrote that the Father would not allow His holy One to undergo corruption. He would rise again from the grave to give life to all men. Has such a thing happened?”

“We were just speaking of that! Mary went to the tomb early in the morning and found it empty. She said an angel appeared to her and told her that He had risen, and she came and reported it to us. Peter and John raced there and found the burial shroud and face cloth in the tomb, but no body. Someone had taken the body away.”

“Jeremiah wrote, ‘Behold, days are coming, declares the Lord, when I will make a new covenant with the house of Israel and with the house of Judah, not like the covenant which I made with their fathers in the day I took them by the hand to bring them out of the land of Egypt, My covenant which they broke, although I was a husband to them, declares the Lord. But this is the covenant which I will make with the house of Israel after those days, declares the Lord, I will put My law within them and on their heart I will write it; and I will be their God, and they shall be My people. They will not teach again, each man his neighbor and each man his brother, saying, ‘Know the Lord,’ for they will all know Me, from the least of them to the greatest of them, declares the Lord, for I will forgive their iniquity, and their sin I will remember no more.’ The Messiah was coming to redeem man to the Father. Did this man Jesus ever claim such a thing?”

“I remember at the Passover meal, when He blessed the wine and told all to drink of it  He said, ‘This is My blood of the covenant, which is poured out for many.’” 

Tom continued, “Here is the inn we are to stay at tonight. You are knowledgeable in the Scriptures, join us please so we may talk further about these things.”

“At your bidding, I will tarry.”

The pastor went over to the backside of the stage and brought out a small table with three cups and a loaf of unsliced bread. He placed the table in the front and the three men gathered around it. He then poured some juice into the three cups. The man in the white robe said a prayer of blessing and then took the loaf, broke it, and gave a piece to each man. When He did, Tom said, “It’s YOU!! Brother, it is Him!”

At that moment, the white-robed man pulled a sheet over himself and quickly walked away, back into the side room.

The pastor said, “Where did He go? He has vanished!”

Tom said, “It was Him! He has risen from the tomb! Were not our hearts burning within us as He explained the Scriptures to us!”

“Yes. I felt the fire in my bosom. Why did we not know Him?”

“God has revealed His Messiah to us – we must return to Jerusalem and report what He has done.”

“Let us depart immediately – the disciples must be told of this thing!”

At that point, Tom sat down, and the Pastor picked up his open Bible and read.

“And they got up that very hour and returned to Jerusalem, and found gathered together the eleven and those who were with them, saying, The Lord has really risen and has appeared to Simon. They began to relate their experiences on the road and how He was recognized by them in the breaking of the bread. While they were telling these things, He Himself stood in their midst and said to them, Peace be to you. But they were startled and frightened and thought that they were seeing a spirit. And He said to them, Why are you troubled, and why do doubts arise in your hearts? See My hands and My feet, that it is I Myself; touch Me and see, for a spirit does not have flesh and bones as you see that I have. And when He had said this, He showed them His hands and His feet. While they still could not believe it because of their joy and amazement, He said to them, Have you anything here to eat? They gave Him a piece of a broiled fish; and He took it and ate it before them. Now He said to them, These are My words which I spoke to you while I was still with you, that all things which are written about Me in the Law of Moses and the Prophets and the Psalms must be fulfilled. Then He opened their minds to understand the Scriptures, and He said to them, Thus it is written, that the Christ would suffer and rise again from the dead the third day, and that repentance for forgiveness of sins would be proclaimed in His name to all the nations, beginning from Jerusalem. You are witnesses of these things. And behold, I am sending forth the promise of My Father upon you; but you are to stay in the city until you are clothed with power from on high.And He led them out as far as Bethany, and He lifted up His hands and blessed them.While He was blessing them, He parted from them and was carried up into heaven.And they, after worshiping Him, returned to Jerusalem with great joy, and were continually in the temple praising God.” Luke 24:33-53

“Brothers and Sisters, without the resurrection, Christianity is meaningless. Of all the religions in the world, Christianity is the only one that proclaims that God loves us so much that HE came to US to provide a way to have a relationship with Him. And not only did He come to us, but He also paid the price for our sin and failings. When we were separated from His holy Presence because of our own actions, He wanted us back in fellowship with Him so much, that Jesus – God the Son – came and lived as a man and lived a sinless life and died on the cross to pay the penalty for my sin. And yours too.

“He died for me, and He died for you. But if the story ended there, it would not be the miracle that we need. Jesus said He would rise again, so if He hadn’t, it would mean He was a liar, and was not Who He claimed to be, and we would be left with no hope. The empty tomb means He was Who He said He was, and He did rise again, and since He did, so will we. That’s the good news of the Gospel. He was Who He said He was, and He did do what He said He would do. These two men who were walking to Emmaus and were visited by the Lord on their journey, knew all the prophecies, they had seen miracles, they had heard of His love and compassion, and they knew of the empty tomb. They told the new guy that Jesus was ‘a prophet mighty in deed and word in the sight of God and all the people.’ But they still didn’t understand, did they?

“The same thing is still true today. Hundreds of millions of people know the story – but they still don’t understand it. It’s still not a miracle to them. It’s not real and it’s not personal. Look what Jesus said to the men, ‘O foolish men and slow of heart to believe!’ The message of the Gospel is more even than life after death. It’s life with Him after death. It’s being redeemed from our own sin and failings. It’s eternal life with no sickness, no sorrow, no suffering, no cancer, no saying goodbye to loved ones, and no dying ever again. It’s not just life – it’s wonderful, marvelous, praise the Lord eternal life! That’s what the resurrection means. But it gets even better than that, doesn’t it? Can I get an amen?”

There were several amens scattered through the crowded sanctuary.

“Jesus said He came to give life and to give it abundantly! That’s not just after death and a resurrection – it’s NOW. Life only finds meaning in Jesus. Life is given hope in Jesus. Life is given victory in Jesus. Sorrow turns to joy. Death turns to life. Despair turns to hope. The end becomes the beginning. Everything humanity lost from sin, was restored when Jesus rose from the grave. 

“Our passage in Luke chapter twenty-four says that their eyes were opened. That means God granted them to see it and to understand Who Jesus is. John 6:65 says, ‘For this reason I have said to you, that no one can come to Me unless it has been granted him from the Father.’ Now, that is a chilling verse, is it not? It’s not within us to be able to have our eyes opened of ourselves. Only God can do that.

“So how can we have our eyes and our understanding opened? Matthew 7:7-11 says, ‘Ask, and it shall be given to you; seek, and you shall find; knock, and it shall be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives, and he who seeks finds, and to him who knocks it shall be opened. Or what man is there among you, when his son shall ask him for a loaf, will give him a stone? Or if he shall ask for a fish, he will not give him a snake, will he? If you then, being evil, know how to give good gifts to your children, how much more shall your Father who is in heaven give what is good to those who ask Him!’

“And my dear and cherished friends, that’s the Greatest Story Ever Told. I’m so thankful for each person here this morning and hope that you have walked with Jesus this morning. If you are here and don’t know Him – and you want to – and you didn’t walk with Him, but you want to, we are here to help you and welcome you into the fellowship of those who accept Him and give Him all they are, to walk with Him here and to hope in Him at death. As we stand and sing, come down front and make your desire known this morning. Please stand.”

The gathering all stood and when the instruments and music started, the congregation sang, “On a hill far away, stood an old, rugged cross, the emblem of suffering and shame. And I love that old cross, where the dearest and best, for a world of lost sinners was slain. So I’ll cherish the old, rugged cross, where my trophies at last I’ll lay down. I will cling to the old, rugged cross, and exchange it some day for a crown.”

As the church sang, a fourteen-year-old young lady stepped into the center aisle and walked to the front, where Pastor Simmons waited with an outstretched hand and a shining smile. He whispered with her as the song concluded and then said, “Please be seated. This morning Cindy Sherwood has come to share with us that she has accepted Jesus into her heart as Lord and Savior, and she is dedicating her life to walking with Him. Praise God! How wonderful it is when one remembers their Creator in the days of their youth, Amen?”

There were several Amens in response.

“Cindy said that she wants to be baptized today – right now is how she said it, and to that I say that since we didn’t have Sunday School we are still a few minutes earlier than our normal time to end our worship service, so who can forbid water for her to be baptized? Please give us a few minutes to make preparations and witness her baptism.” 

Two women stood and assisted Cindy into the room to the left of the stage, while the pastor went into the room on the right. The music leader stood and spoke to the worship team, and they began softly performing.

“There is a fountain filled with blood, drawn from Emmanuel’s veins. And sinners plunged beneath that flood, lose all their guilty stains. Lose all their guilty stains, lose all their guilty stains. And sinners plunged beneath that flood, lose all their guilty stains.”

Shortly after the music ended, the curtain centered behind the stage opened to reveal the pastor standing in the baptistry with Cindy, with his left hand behind her back and his right hand raised. He said, 

“Cindy, because of your confession in Christ and having accepted Him as Lord and Savior, I now baptize you into His death and raise you up to walk with Him in a new life. In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen.”

Cindy put her hand over her nose and the pastor baptized her. When she came up from the water, he said, 

“Praise the Lord for the Greatest Story Ever Told. We are dismissed.”
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Chapter 3
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To Speak or Not to Speak

––––––––
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THE CONGREGATION BEGAN to disperse, with much conversation and amiable companionship. The young children running and flashing lively colors, and the older folks delighting in seeing it. Jimmy joined a group of people waiting for Cindy so they could congratulate her and welcome her into Christ, and in a few minutes, she exited the room on the left. The pastor was a little slower to come out of the right-hand room and Jimmy suspected he had spent a moment in prayer for Cindy.

Jimmy waited as several people complimented Harry on the Easter service, and one lady bent his ear over her son away at college. As she continued in a lengthy discussion, two other waiting women decided to post-pone their remarks with the pastor. The pastor caught Jimmy’s eye and smiled, to which Jimmy smiled back and sat on a pew to wait. Jimmy had no desire to eavesdrop, but the lady apparently had no concerns about her tirade about her wayward son being heard.

Harry made several assurances that he would try to speak with the son in the coming week and see if perhaps he could be influenced to amend some concerning behaviors and he began slowly moving toward the exit. As the lady moved with him, she continued to talk rapidly. Amused, Jimmy stood and moved along behind them a respectful distance away. His mind was on the different callings that the Lord gave to His servants. One person was gifted to shepherd the flock – as Pastor Simmons was doing at this moment with the insistent lady – and others gifted to serve one-on-one as individuals had need.

Harry certainly had patience and a spirit of service. Jimmy wasn’t gifted with patience and chuckled to himself as the lady continued to monopolize the pastor’s time and attention. Finally, with yet another promise to speak to her son, Harry was able to send the lady on her way. He turned to Jimmy with a mischievous grin, but the reason for it remained unspoken, as he offered his hand. Jimmy shook and then hugged his friend and said, 

“Brother, that was a wonderful presentation of the Resurrection. Well done! It brought the Scriptures to life in a way I hadn’t seen before. I think it reached many this morning.”

“Well, I hope so. I really did have to repent of trying to find a new way to share it. Isn’t it remarkable how none of us ever get past our own humanity?”

“Indeed. Just as soon as you start thinking you got something right, pride slips in and knocks you back to your knees. Thank God for Grace.”

“Thank God for Jesus.”

Jimmy said, “Do you have lunch plans?”

“Well, I was supposed to eat with Greg and Sandra Moore, but her mom fell sick yesterday and Sandra called me last night and begged off, so I guess I am free. I wanted to talk to you about something anyway.”

“Well, I’m sorry about Sandra’s mom, but glad to get to break a little bread with you. Got a preference?”

“How about that Mexican place in Hempstead – El Cabello Padre?”

“Let’s do it. You want to ride with me? I can bring you back by here.”

“Sure. Let me lock up the building. Gimme just a minute.”

___________________________________

Driving to the restaurant Jimmy asked, 

“What did you want to talk to me about?”

“Do you know Professor Holmes – Peter Holmes – at the Jesus is Lord seminary?”

“I don’t think I do. That’s where you went isn’t it?”

“Yes. He was one of my professors. He’s been there forever, and still going strong. He called me last night and asked me to be the evening speaker at their annual conference in May.”

“Oh, well that should be a treat.”

“Would have been, but I’m going to be in Venezuela that week on the mission trip.”

“What week is the conference?”

“May 20 through 24.”

“That’s a shame. You would have been speaking to those who are following in your own footsteps – you have a wonderful perspective to help guide them.”

“Well, I had to make my regrets to Professor Holmes, and then I thought of you!”

“Me? What do I have to do with it? I’m no public speaker.”

“You might be now – the theme is Serving Others – and you always describe yourself as a servant. I told him you would be perfect, and I think you would.”

Jimmy was quiet for a few minutes as he considered the possibility. As they arrived at the restaurant and parked, he said, 

“You say it’s all week long? When would I be supposed to speak?”

“Yes, it’s five speeches, each afternoon, Monday through Friday from 4 till 6.”

“How many students are there?”

“Eleven or twelve hundred, I believe.”

“Wow! That’s a lot of pastors.”

“Overall, pastors are a dying breed. We’re not replacing them as quickly as we are losing them. Retirement claims many, of course, but many are just quitting.”

Jimmy said, “Hard to have a church without a pastor.”

“Right. That’s why our seminaries are so important. Thank God we have young men and women who are still wanting to serve.”

“When do you need to have an answer?” 

“I told Peter that you would call him one way or the other within a few days.”

He pulled out his phone and took it off airplane mode. He found the professor’s number and extension and texted it to Jimmy. When Jimmy’s phone chimed, he checked it and said, 

“Let me pray about it. It’s not something I would normally think I am right for, but who knows?”

“Great! That’s all anyone can ask. Let me know what you decide, okay?”

“Absolutely. Thanks.”

“Let’s eat!”

___________________________________

Jimmy spent his Sunday afternoon as he often did when home, out in his woodshop making gifts. He used old planks recovered from fallen barns to make wall hangings that had Scriptures routed on them. He had a small router mounted on a pantograph which allowed him to route the letters by tracing them on paper. 

Jimmy was a lonely man, missing his wife deeply, but determined to finish his course for the Lord. His favorite poem was by Louisa May Alcott:

“I slept, and dreamed that life was beauty; 

I woke, and found that life was duty. 

Was thy dream then a shadowy lie? 

Toil on, sad heart, courageously,

And thou shall find thy dream to be 

A noonday light and truth to thee."

Jimmy knew sadness and sorrow first-hand; death having taken his wife years earlier. Duty had called – literally – in the form of the Spirit of God drawing Jimmy into a life of service since then. Serving in the Lord’s vineyard was beyond dispute the most wonderful and fulfilling thing he could even imagine, but it wasn’t all victory. Typically, the Spirit sent him to help people going through the toughest times in their lives. Jimmy fit the job well, having been there and done that himself – which was how the Lord usually did things.

But it meant that he often served in places and times of sorrow, suffering and death. Such things were hard enough for Believers, but terrible for those who didn’t know Jesus or have the blessed hope to hold on to. There had been many times when his serving had led someone to know the Lord, but there had been other times when they had died without Him, too. Jimmy always told others that he wasn’t a saint, just a servant.

This question of speaking at the seminary conference intrigued him. He certainly wasn’t a polished speaker, and he imagined a considerable bit of nervousness being in front of an audience of a thousand people or more. As he worked on his signs he turned it over in his mind and determined to lay it before the Lord.

___________________________________

Monday morning found Jimmy seated in his recliner, with his Bible open to the Gospel of John, sipping a cup of coffee. He had dedicated himself to beginning every day reading the Word of God. He didn’t do it to impress anyone, and he didn’t do it to get the ‘God stuff’ out of the way so he could spend the remainder of his day pursuing his own interests. He did it because he loved it. He loved the faith it built in his heart. He loved the peace it caused in his mind. He loved what the Lord had done for him in his own life, and he loved how the Lord allowed him to be involved with serving others that the Lord was calling.

Jimmy read through the New Testament every other month, reading one Gospel each time. He spent the next month in the Old Testament, gradually working through from Genesis to Malachi. The following month, he went back through the New Testament again. It wasn’t something he had planned, it just worked out that way. 

He had finished Genesis through Deuteronomy yesterday so this morning he was beginning another trip through the New Testament, starting with the Gospel of John this time. He read the first eleven chapters, which took him about thirty minutes, ending with the story of Lazarus and the ruler’s plot to kill Jesus and Lazarus both. He closed his Bible and said a prayer while holding it against his chest, then laid it aside and fetched a second cup of coffee.

As he prayed his communing period prayer, he said, “Holy Father, You have brought me a question of whether to speak at the seminary in May. Lord, I lay this before You and ask You to allow me to understand Your will in this matter. Father now I ask you to send ministering angels to whisper Your love and guidance to me, and to surround us with warring angels to defend me from the deceptions and lies of the evil one. I call my spirit to attention and command my soul to get behind my spirit, as I turn my heart and ear to You. In the Name of Jesus my Lord, Amen.”

He placed his notebook on the arm of his chair and sipped his coffee, as he opened his mind to listening for the Spirit’s leading. In a few minutes he felt that he was indeed supposed to accept the charge to speak at the conference, and he made a note to that effect. As he tried to continue listening, his mind wandered to wondering what he was supposed to speak about. When he realized he was breaking his own rule of procedure, he tried to refocus his thoughts on listening but was unable to stop wondering about the topics for the speeches. Exasperated with himself, he prayed.

“Lord, forgive me and be patient with me, as I have not been as I know I should be this morning. Help me to grow closer to You and to walk with You beside the still waters. Amen.”  

The result of his morning communing time was that he was convinced the Lord was leading him to speak, and he had unwittingly arrived at two main ideas for the series of lessons – one being ‘Christlike love’ and the other ‘the Calling of the Lord.’ He wrote the two ideas on his notepad, prayed over it, and set it aside. Later that morning he called the number Harry had given him for Professor Holmes.

“Jesus is Lord Theological Seminary; how may I direct your call?”

“This is Jimmy Westbrook calling for Peter Holmes regarding speaking at the upcoming conference.” 

“Thank you. One moment please.”

Jimmy waited as the automated music kicked in. A moment later he heard the ringing tone that meant the call had been connected, then:

“Hello, this is Professor Holmes.”

“Good morning Professor. This is Jimmy Westbrook. Harry Simmons told me about the conference coming up and asked me if I would be willing to speak.”

“Yes. I’m glad to speak with you Mr. Westbrook.”

“I am interested in speaking, although I am not a polished speaker, I will admit that right now.”

“That’s not a requirement, Mr. Westbrook. In fact, I would much rather have real than polished. You come very highly recommended by Harry.”

“Well he speaks highly of you, sir. I think my main beneficial quality is having lived so long. I’ve seen enough to know God is involved.”

“I agree. I’ve seen much myself, and I suspect I am considerably older than you are.”

“So, tell me about the topic – Harry said it’s ‘Serving Others’?”

“Serving Others, correct.”

“So, any additional focus other than that?”

“No, anything within that context will be fine.”

“Well sir, I am formally accepting the responsibility, if you still want me to. I laid it before the Lord, and I got a solid ‘Yes,’ so I feel good about doing it. Now I just have to settle on the particular lessons.”

“Excellent! I will look forward to hearing you speak.”

“Now, it’s Monday through Friday, four to six, is that right?”

“Yes. You are the final speaker each day.”

“So, that makes me the final speaker Friday evening?”

“Correct. Well, each evening we have a dinner reception in the school cafeteria, and there is a speaker during the meal each night. Dean Gilmore is set to speak at the Friday night reception, so I guess technically, he gets the final word.”

“Got it.”

“You are invited and encouraged to attend the evening sessions, but of course, not required to.”

“I understand, and I will intend to be there each evening. Would it be possible to have a look at the auditorium ahead of time, so I know what to expect?” 

“Certainly. If you will just let me know when you want to come, I will meet you and show you around.” 

He paused a beat and said, 

“I feel like I should sit down with you and visit a little before you speak, anyway, you know, just to get comfortable with you.”

“Yes sir, I understand that. Let me call you next week, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Great. Thanks.”

“Anything else?”

“Well, yes. How many students will be there?”

“This year’s enrollment is twelve hundred and nine. The auditorium seats fifteen hundred and it will be full.”

“Well, I promise to try not to flub it up.”

“I’m sure you’ll do fine. Call if I can help.”

“Thank you, professor. I hope to see you soon.”

“Good to talk with you, Mr. Westbrook. Be well.”

“Goodbye.” 

___________________________________

Jimmy did what he always did when making an important decision – he sought input from other people that listened to the Lord as well. He knew several intercessory prayer warriors and felt closest to Jenny Smith. She lived in Nashville and had lost her husband the same year Jimmy had lost his wife, and they were good friends. He found her number in his phone and called.

“Good morning Jimmy.”

“Good morning, Jenny. How are you doing?”

“I’m well. My knees ache which reminds me how blessed I am.”

“I get it. I do. Have you considered finding a new position to pray in?”

“I’ve tried several things, and none feel right to me. It’s probably just me, and I know that, but how I feel in prayer is important to me, you know?”

“You know, I just had an idea. I piddle around in my woodshop, maybe I could make you a prayer bench?”

“That might be interesting.”

“I’ll make a sketch or two and send it to you. See what you think.”

“Great! But why did you call?”

Jimmy laughed. “Oh yeah. Duh. I have been asked to speak at a local seminary, it’s five speeches and I’ve kind of narrowed the general theme down to two ideas, and I just wanted to ask you to mention it in your prayers and see if you get anything from the Lord about it.”

“Alrighty. I’ll mention it today.”

“Thank you, my friend. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“Well, send me that drawing when you come up with it.”

“Deal. I’ll talk with you soon.”

“Take care of you, Jimmy. Bye now.”

“Goodbye.” 

___________________________________







Over the next few days Jimmy developed a drawing of a prayer bench that had a central padded area to kneel on, with a matching padded part for the elbows, and had a firm hand support on each side to give assistance to standing up from the kneeling position. He took a picture of the sketch and texted it to Jenny, who responded that it looked perfect. So, he set about building it.

Before it was complete, Jenny called.

“Hello, this is Jimmy.”

“Hello Jimmy. You doing alright?”

“I am. Been working on your prayer bench.”

“Well, I said I would let you know if I got anything from the Lord on your speech topic. Now, you said that you had narrowed it down to two, right?”

“That’s right.”

“Is one of them compassion?”

“Yes ma’am. It is indeed.”

“Well, that’s what I got. Compassion or moved with compassion.”

“Thank you very much. You’re a wonderful blessing.”

“Well, it’s my blessing. Are you going to deliver that prayer bench?”

“Yes ma’am. I promise.”

“Good! It will be nice to see you again.”

“Same here. Can I ask another blessing from you?”

“Certainly. What?”

“Would you be in prayer while I’m giving those five speeches?”

“I would be honored to fight during those speeches. Praise the Lord!” 

“Jenny, you’re a peach. I’ll call and remind you then. Thanks again.”

“Just deliver that prayer bench! Bye now.”

“Goodbye.”

___________________________________

The following week, Jimmy called Professor Holmes and made an appointment to visit the campus and sit down with him to talk. In Jimmy’s limited experience, seminaries and Christian schools maintained a particular attitude and view about the sanctity of their own curriculum and doctrinal positions. A certain reverence almost – like hallowed halls of higher and privileged understanding.

“This is Professor Holmes.”

“Good afternoon, Professor, Jimmy Westbrook.”

“Ah, Mr. Westbrook, good to hear from you.”

“I was calling to see if tomorrow would be a good time to visit with you?”

“Well, on Wednesdays I have a class at 9 a.m. and another at 2 p.m., so between 11 and 2 I’m available.”

“Excellent! Shall we say 11:30?”

“That will do nicely.”

“Where exactly should I go?”

“When you enter the campus from the north side, go around the entry circle and take the right-hand drive. Go along the roadway until you come to the big building on the right. There is a large sign indicating Administration. My office is on the third floor – 325.”

“Thank you, I will see you there tomorrow at 11:30.”

“Thank you. Goodbye.”

“Bye.”

___________________________________

The next morning, Jimmy knocked on the open door at 11:24.

“Hello, Professor.”

The Professor rose from his seat behind an impressive desk and said, 

“Welcome! Come on in, please.”

He stepped around the desk as Jimmy met him with hand extended. They shook and the Professor pointed to one of two chairs in front of the desk. Jimmy sat as Holmes returned to his own chair. Jimmy noted that the professor appeared to be in his early seventies, white hair, clean shaven, thin, and slightly stooped, in a respectable suit with vest, and conservative tie. He could be in the dictionary as an exemplar of a college professor.

“Did you have any trouble finding me?”

“No sir came right here. You give good directions.”

“I suppose that might come from trying to do exactly that for my students for forty-two years.”

“Indeed! Lots of practice.”

“Mr. Westbrook, thank you for coming in. I’m sure the reason has not escaped you, and I apologize for how it must seem to you.”

“No apology necessary, sir, I understand completely. What would you like to know?”

“Well, I guess the main thing is what is your theology?”

“I believe that Jesus is the Christ, the only begotten Son of the living God in Heaven, and I call Him Lord and Savior.”

“Well, can’t fault that, can I? But I must say I assumed that already. Harry would not have recommended you were that not true.”

“Certainly. But I always enjoy an opportunity to confess my Lord. You want to know mostly what I intend to say from the stage, right?”

“Of course.”

“Well, I will speak in line with the topic you gave, and I promise my effort will be centered on the students and helping them find their way in Christ. I have not created the specific speeches yet but have a general idea of what I intend to cover.”

“And what are those ideas?” 

“The Lord considered me faithful, by His Grace, putting me into service about eleven years ago. Since then I have been privileged to see His hand working in many people’s lives. My plan is to share some of those experiences and use them as teaching points to expound the Scriptures.”

“You are not a pastor, correct?”

“No sir, I wasn’t called as a Shepherd. I was only called as a servant.”

The significance of the statement was not lost on Professor Holmes, and he eyed Jimmy as he considered what he had just said. Jimmy returned his look with an honest and open countenance. The moment stretched out.

“Mr. Westbrook, I think you might be a very remarkable speaker.”

Jimmy chuckled. “I might be. Or I might fall over from nervous knees.”

“You are not of the Baptist faith, are you?”

“Well, I was raised in the Church of Christ, and I left that denomination when I was saved in 1985, I believe it was. I was supposed to become a Church of Christ preacher, but I just couldn’t find their specific doctrines supported in Scripture. I have been a member of a Baptist Church in time past, and I agree with the vast majority of the Baptist doctrines. Currently, as you know, I am a member of the Calvary Chapel, where Harry is the pastor.” 

“Which of the Baptist doctrines do you not agree with?”

Jimmy chuckled. “I thought you might ask that. One of the two I take issue with, I’m not even certain is a universally held doctrine, but it was at the church I was a part of. That is that the Father and the Son are equal. When I brought that up to the pastor before I placed membership, he tried to explain it away, saying the word equal was not being used in that context, but it was presented in their written doctrinal beliefs, so I just stated my own belief to be honest.”

“And that is?”

“I believe that God the Father is absolutely Supreme, and that God the Son has been given all Authority by His Father. However, 1 Corinthians 15:27 says, ‘For He has put all things in subjection under His feet. But when He says, All things are put in subjection, it is evident that He is excepted who put all things in subjection to Him.’

“To me that means that God the Father is still Supreme. In fact, I think the entirety of Scripture presents Jesus Himself as always presenting the Father as Supreme, and never once laying claim to being equal with the Father.”

“Well, I agree with what you said. And the other?”

“Unconditional Eternal Security.”

“Oh, my! You don’t believe in that?”

“I believe in eternal security; I just don’t believe it is unconditional.”

“That might be an interesting discussion, Jimmy. Can I ask you why you are convinced it’s not true?”

“Certainly, and I assure you I have done a lot of study on the question. I am certainly not coming here to convince you or the students what to believe doctrinally. The bottom line is I see the Scriptures to be filled with hundreds of verses that warn us that such a doctrine is heresy. Now, that’s just my own opinion. I’m not a pastor or a professor employed to teach folks what to believe. No offense, sir.”
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