WhoisMike Enlow?

by: Chelsea Hart

From dust to ashes

From ashesto sone

A smplemanrises
Todamwhat he owns

From heartache to heartstrings
From crippleto strong
Hewakswith conviction
And singsanew song
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Our exigence on thisearth isameange of livestouching lives, binding ustogether in theintricate and colorful fabric
of our common humean link. Thislink reminds us of who we are and why we are here.

When will your heart not ache for ahungry child or ahomeesswidow? When will you not cry for ageneration
aborted or ababy dying of AIDS?

In too many ways we have become desengtized to dl of thesethings, amply because of the abundance of them.
Things that shocked and terrified us years ago are common place, second page news soriesnow. Thelink is getting wesker,
and o aewe.

There should be no room on thisearth, thison time paradise, for any of these arocities. Yet they abound. But why?
Andwhoisto blame? We can tak politicsand socid defectsdl we want, but are those reasons or symptoms?

Aslittle astwo years ago | would have been right there in the arm chair quarterback arena, blaming everyone and
everything for the escdating pitch of terror this country is heading toward. Now | know better.

Thisisthe story of aman who hdped bring me back to the human link. A man, who through his sengtivity, strength
and courage, has taught me and many othersthe greatest lesson thereisto be learned, and given the grestest gift thereisto be
given. Inthisworld of uncertainty and often times profound despair, thereis alight that shines perpetudly. Mike brought that
light to me, gaveit to me fredy and asked only onething in return. Thet | shareit with others.

Pease dlow me, through my own persond experience, to sharethet light with you. That onelife be changed and
renewed, S0 in turn may another. | loveyou, Mike.

Kegpon...



...and my mind was renewed with hopefor thefuture. The darknessin my life ssemed whoally disspated, with light
greaming through to my very inner core. | was flooded with the promise of new beginnings and restful days of content. |
lisened to him raptly ashetold me of things | never knew. | found my heart, S0 scarred with threets of deeth, suddenly
clinging to the echoes of lifein hisvoice. Therewas nothing jaded or frightened in the way he poke. Therewas only quiet
conviction firmly planted in hiswords. He had found the gold that most of us spend our lives chasing ranbowsto find. |
knew that our paths had not crossed by chance, but by destiny. | handed over to him my will to survive and hetook it gently,
watered it with tears of gratitude, fed it with strength and humility and watched it grow. He found meweary of lifeand
gripped naked of hope. He dothed within the cirde of hisarms and gave me aplaceto lay my head. I'd never known such
love or warmth. | felt asif I'd been wrapped, asachild, in ablanket of security. Theday | found mysdf on hisdoorstep was
assormy asmy soul. He opened the door and took mein, not as a stranger but asafriend. Looking back now, | know |
was meant for that moment, when the sun would bresk through the clouds and bathe mein the light thet isintended for usall.
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"I have unlimited vison," hesad. "The things most people kegp locked away arethethings| st free” Therewasa
grength in hisvoice and adetermination in his Sance.

Hewaked with adight limp, but not in away that made mefed pity. He seemed to have made friendswithit, 0|
did too.

Hetold me to make mysdf comfortable; that hed be with meinaminute. After atime he cameout of hisoffice, st
down in achair across from me, picked up his guitar, and began snging alove song that brought tearsto my eyes. | was
confused by this gnce I'd come there for ajob interview, but | was so enthralled by his passonate lyrics and moody voice thet
| amply let mysdf fdl into the music with him.

When hewas done he sad, "I wrotethat along time ago for someone| loved very much. | wanted to shareit.” |
remember being speechlessfor amoment, asthe lagt Srains of the song drifted out of the room. He saw thetearsand my
embarrassment and told me it was okay to cry; that he had hisown brand of soul music. Hewasright. | fdt that song
through every part of me.

| wiped my eyes and prayed my mascarawaan't somewhere around my neck. | fumbled around for my resume and
darted to hand it to him when he stopped me and asked a question that il burnsin my mind:

"Who areyou?' heinquired, the same gentle eyesfixed on my blotchy face. | hestated for abeat and answered, "I'm
ChdseaHat. Didnt they tel you my name when | made the gppointment?'

"They told me your name, but that doesn't answer my question. Who aeyou?'

My mind begantorace. Herel was, in acabinin the middle of nowhere with thisman | bardy knew, praying for a
job and scared out of my mind. Whowas|? Uh, lef'ssee. I'm ChelseaHart the computer operator. I'm ChelseaHart,
divorced maother of two. I'm ChdseaHart, wannabewriter. I'm...ChdssaHart! What dse wasthere?

"What do you mean who am I'? | have dl of my job referencesright here. | run acomputer, I'm awriter, I'vegot a
couple of kids, | can play the piano, I'm not that great a cook but | do agreat impresson of Bob Dole...”

Helaughed a that oneand | fdt rdieved. Now maybe he would read my resume and get down to the busness at
hand. | handed the resumé to him again and hetook it thistime, long enough to put it down in an empty chair. So much for
my bought and paid for lis of credentids.

At thispoint | began congdering my options. There was dways the door, which | knew how to use. But just before
| opened my mouth to thank him for histime, | saw something in the corner that Sopped me cold. Therewas ablanket it
over it and a Soloflex weight machine dangeroudy dosetoit, but | could see the legs and the bench that the blanket didn't
quite cover. Thenext thing | knew | was standing in front of it, tugging at the blanket. 1t wasakeyboard. A very fine
keyboard a that. My hands began to tremble asthey dways do in the presence of apiano of any kind. He never sopped
watching me as| looked a the board with want in my eyes. He must have sensed my desire, or maybe even my need to St
down and play, because he asked meto do so.

Let me say right now that when introduced to a piano, my world becomes very smal and weightless asif | were
drifting in some other place and timewhere | could tagtethe blueinthe sky and the dtinthesea Still, | never played in front
of anyone. My musc was my secret aswell asmy shdter. | never wanted to shareit with anyone. But in spite of my
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carefully condructed barriers, something made me st down and play for him, hesitantly a firgt, very aware of hisstrong
presenceright behind me. Asl played apiece I'd written afew weeks back, the music ran avay with meand dl was
forgotten as | watched my fingerswork their magic over thekeys. | was somewhere near heaven right then, and it fet so fine.

When | finished, the room wastotdly slent. | turned around on the bench to find him garing & me and amiling. Then he
sad softly, "Oh, that'swho you are. Now that we know each other, let'stak about your resume.”

| undergtood something in that moment that has shaped meinto who | am today. Before helooked a a piece of paper, he
wanted to seeinto apart of me, just as he had shown me a part of himsdlf when he shared the love song with me. That brief
moment of sharing between uswaan't the wagte of time I'd perceived it to be. He was building a bridge to me so we could
walk toward each other ingtead of having to jump over rivers or climb mountains. Lesson number one: Who areyou? How
can | connect with you? | remember loving him alittle right then and there. When | redlized the smple human connection he
had taken the time to make with me instead of judging me by the contents of a piece of paper, you couldn't have dragged me
out of therewith dl the kings horsesand dl the kings men. If thiswasthe preview, | wanted to say and see the show.

He briefed my resume with respect and interest. His attention to detail made mefed important. His atention to me
made mefed important. Every other job interview 1'd been on waslike being apiece of fruit on an ingpector's conveyor bet.
Keep, tossit, keep it, tossit, etc. | won't tell you how many times | wastossed, but | was a keeper here and there.

Judt as hefinished reading my resume, there was a sudden dap of thunder followed by aflash of lightning that made the
lightsin the cabin flicker momentarily. And just asif wewereinaB horror flick helooked a meand sad, "Go to my
computer and juice up anewdetter I've been working on." | remember thinking it was very possble my intestineswere
crawling toward my throat a that moment. Yeah, | wasawriter dl right. A writer who had never been published and only
reed by sympathetic family memberswho'd run out of suff to read in the bathroom. The phrase'Roll Dem Bones kept
inexplicably running acrossthe marqueein my brain.

But there he was, with that same gentle, expectant look on hisface. | knew | wasin between what my Uncle Vinnie used
to cdl ahard and ahard place. | was hoping mightily that he would concentrate more on my computer experience than the
hopeful writer ingde mefighting hard to get out. But awriter waswhat he needed and awriter waswhat 1'd always wanted
to be, 50| decided not to let my inexperience show and barreled into his office with dl the determination of alast minute Wal
Mart shopper on Chrigmas Eve.

He brought the newdetter up on the computer and | wasingantly deflated. The subject matter wasinvestigetive
technology (oh boy). | weskly tried to explain to him that | was going to take that in high school, but opted out for the
Cugodid Training Program for my extracredit indead. He seemed unsympathetic. Sohesad, "Haveat it," and |eft the
room. | scrolled through the pages, reading as much as| could as quickly as| could, hoping to find afew placeswherel
could insert some not yet famous Chelsea Hart oneliners. Thank God and Greyhound | found afew. When he cameback in
and read what I'd inserted here and there, heliked what he saw. He said helike my style, and did | want ajob doing some
ghostwriting? Ohyes, ohyes ohyes sad | of theslly onelinersand head full of dreams. If I'd only known then whet (or
who) | wasredly saying yesto. But asl learned in time from Miched, dl thingswork together for good. | had many
questions about my new job aswel asmy new part time boss. Hetold me smply to be patient, that my questionswould be
turned into ansversintime.

After hehired meto writefor him, we went back into the living room of the cabin where | began to collect my things. |
was prepared for the usua 'Hey yeah, thanks, nice to meet you too, when do you want meto Sart, okay Monday, sseya
then, bye' | should have known better than that. He picked up his guitar once again and began to play. Thistime he sang of
alovel'd heard of but never redly knew. | sat down and listened with closed eyes and an open heart and when hewas done, |
redized | felt heded somehow. | couldn't have explained it a that moment if 1'd tried, but something insde methat had died
long ago was revived and wanted to live again. He played afew more songs, st the guitar asde, and thanked me for coming

out. But beforel left, | found myself needing to ask the same question héd asked of me ealier.
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"Mike, who areyou?"'
Helooked a me and amiled the amile that 1'd soon come to depend on and said Smply, "Don't you know?!

| shouldered my purse, grabbed my coat and thanked him. Backing my way toward the door, | glanced out of the window
and noticed the weather had gone from bad to worse. | was thinking about the long drive home, getting more nervous Snce
I've dways been afrad to drive through orms, so | was sunned when he said onelast thing to me as| placed my hand on
the door knob.

"Dont be afrad Chdseg, youre going to makeit homejud fine"

The Chair

| began going out to the cabin frequently. The office that housed his production staff was severd milesaway, and he
explaned that the cabin was where escgped to write his newdetters and to think. | was one of the fortunate few who could
go out there when he was working and I'm grateful for thetimes| spent with him there. I'd never seen oneindividud work so
hard and so long inmy entirelife. For hours on end he would be glued to his compuiter, figuring things out, brainstorming till
3, sometimes 4 inthemorning. Therewasaday bed in the living room for anyone out there who, out of sheer exhaudtion,
had to drop out of the Mike-arthon. | serioudy doubt | will ever again witness the drive and dedication | witnessed from him.

Mike had devel oped agenuine love for my music, which was atrue honor for me, because | waslearning to open up and
play for him as| had never done for anyone before. | was beginning to blossom in ways1'd never dreamed | could. Often
times during one of our late night brainstorm writing sessons, he would stop whatever he was doing and cdl out to me.

"Chelseg, go play the piano for awhile, would you?' And | would heppily crawl over to the now beloved keyboard and
play themusic | knew hewanted to hear. Gentle music to ease the mind and the soul. He dways seemed happier and more
relaxed when | played for him, and nothing in the world could have made me hgppier than his reaction to what wasingde my
heart. Looking back, I know now that he heard something in my music that | had yet to understand. We used to joke around
and say that he would pay me afew hundred bucks aweek to St there and play for him while he worked. He may not have
known this, but on my end it wasn't ajoke.

One night while he was on abusiness cal (and those lagted anywhere from five minutesto five hours) 1 wasroaming
around the cabin, looking a pictures of his daughter, hiswife ( at that time girlfriend) and just generdly being alittle bit nosy.
| wandered into his bedroom, checking out hisarray of investigative equipment, his book shelf and the obligatory collection of
gut junk. Asl wasabout to turn off the light, | noticed there was awhed chair folded between the foot of the bed and the
wadl. Immediatly my mind took me back to thefirgt day | met him and noticed thelimp. | had never asked about it and
hadn't planned on asking about it, but the whed chair by the bed made me curiouser and curiouser. | knew he never usad it, S0
why would he kegp it in plain Sght, next to the bed? There were no ramps to accommodate awhedchair (for the derly
relaives I'd conjured up inmy mind). It wastime. | hed to know.

He got off the phone some twenty minuteslater and | took him acup of coffee. He seemed to want to take abresk, 0|
took my window of opportunity and threw it wide open.

"Mike, why isthereawhedchar by your bed? Do you ever haveto useit?"

Helooked a mefor amoment and said, "'l was wondering when you were going to ask about that." Then he turned back
to his computer and began working again. Lesson Number Two: When Miched ison the computer, thereis no room for

discusson. So | went into the living room and continued working on whet | waswriting for him.
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He came out of the office afew minuteslater and called meinto hisbedroom. | found him standing directly in front of
the whedcharr, caressing the handles asif it were an old friend. For along timeswe just sood there looking &t it when he
suddenly sad, dmog inaudibly, "Two years™

"Youvehad it for two years?' Chelseathe geniusasks
"No," hesad. "l wasinit for two years."

It took aminute or two for what hed said to Snk in. Before | could ask anything dse, he told me the most incredible story
I'd ever heard. | wouldn't have believed it had | not seen the living proof of his presence sanding right in front of me.

"l wasworking and living in Louisanaat thetime. It was August 28, 1983, 4:50 p.m. | wason my Yamaha 400, burning
up the back roads. | was heading home to get ready for asnging engagement when | rounded a curve and met apick up
truck heading graight for meinmy lane. We hit heed on. Then | died.”

| could only ligten in amazement to this man who was now standing before me, teling me of hisdeath. You could have
heard the proverbid MCI pin drop in that cabin.

"l was out of my body for atime. | saw the ambulance arrive, | saw the girl who was driving the pickup crying besde my
body, and | heard everything the paramedics sad asthey begantoreviveme. Just asl was darting to redize | didn't want to
return, | was flooded with excruciaing pain as| rushed back into my body, which was smashed to pieces Theagony | fdt
wasindescribable. | was bardly conscious but | remember tdlling the girl driving thetruck not to cry. | wasrushed to the
emergency room and my family wasnatified. Laura my wife, and | were separated at thistime, and shewas out of town. |
lay there and cried for my mother to bring me some Chapgtick because my lipswere dry and burning badly. The pain hed
ecdaed from indescribable to unbearable by thistime, My brother was there besde mein ER, and when he asked me what
he could do for me, | asked him to let me bite hisfinger to easethe pain. | had emergency surgery where Sx sed rodswere
putinmy legs | had neck and back fractures, the hemet | had on cracked and | had aconcusson, aorasons, broken ribs, and
my amwas crushed. Onthewhoalg, it just waan't ared good day.”

"Thedoctorstold me | wasin critical condition. No one could tell me whether or not I'd walk again or be more than
minimaly functiond. | gpent weeksin the hospitd, fighting the pain and holding on to my will to survive. | asked one of the
doctorsif 1'd ever be dbleto play my guitar again. Hesad no. So | asked afriend to bring my guitar to the hospitd. He
placed it in my hands and it hurt like nobody's business, but in aroom full of nurses| played that guitar until they cried. One
amd| victory dready. | knew then that | was going to makeit out of there. | think they did, too."

"Indl | had saven surgeries. 1'd suffered compression fractures and the doctors warned me | may never be ableto work
agan. | findly madeit out of the hospitd, confined to awhed chair, but determined to survive somehow. When | got home, |
had afour year old daughter to carefor, with no onethereto carefor me. | had no insurance, no income, no savings,
absolutely nothing. Eventudly the bank came and took everything. My car, my furniture, everything | had. 1 wasleft with
nothing and tataly hepless. My landlord was sympathetic and let me say in the house | waslivingin."

"How did you et?" | asked. "How did you carefor your daughter?!

"There were two neighborswho lived on ether Sde of me that brought usfood every day. | found out later that these
people hated each other, but each brought usfood every day, not knowing the other was doing it too. And strangdly enough,
they never once showed up a the sametime. | survived, and eight monthslater | moved back to Missssppi.”

| st in awe ashetold me of his confinement to the chair for two years, his determination to get out of that chair after the
doctors made no promisesthat he ever would, and the day he sood up, pushed the chair back and waked avay fromiit. |
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found mysdf in tears once again and thistime my tearswere mingled with his. | saw hispainin thosetears, but | dso saw his
victory and for one brief moment intime, | felt that anything was possble.

When the story had been told and the tears had run their course, he asked me the question 1'd wanted to ask him.
"Y ou want to know why the charr istill here, don't you?!

| nodded my head, dmog afrad of the answer, and he said, "It's here to remind me of whet | nearly log, al that | gained
and dl that | conquered. If | waked away from that chair, therésnothing | can't do.”

| felt smdl then, thinking of dl the petty thingsin my life I'd consdered obstacles, like not enough money or not the right
clothesor not the right connections. That chair reminded me what ared obstacle was, yet the one time occupant of that chair
was now sanding next to it and smiling. | fdt his strength then, the strength of thisman | dill had much to learn about but
was coming to repect and revere more and more each day. Hed said my questions would be turned into answers one day;,
and | waswilling to wait.

Hewent on to tel me how he re-established hisincome by returning to sdlling spedidty adswhile dill in the whedchair,
literdly wheding himsdf from door to door, often having to St on the Sdewak and ask to be lifted up Sars by strangerson
the sreet. He never gave up and he never sopped trying. Therewasn't aday that went by when he wasn't planning for the
time when he would be st free from his chains and go on to become who heistoday. He told me he knew beyond the
shadows of al doubt that he would walk again. He only had to wait until it was histime.

"Mike" | sad, when | found my voice again. "That's absolutdy incredible. But therés something s, ian't there?
Something you're not tdling me.”
Helooked a measif | should be able to answer my own question. But instead | asked.

"Mike, how did you...how did you get up and walk away from thet chair?'
Helifted my chin so that | waslooking directly into hiseyesand hesad,

"Don't you know?'

The Sandbar

Thereisan incredible sandbar in the river that Mike loved to St on and think. | joined him down there once or twice,
amply for the experience. We bounced ideas and nations and philosophy off each other like rubber balls. | dwayswaked
away from those sessonsfeding alitlewiser. Thereweredtill thingsabout him | couldn't put my finger on. He could be
very dusve and would sometimes disgppear for hours, explaining he had some reading to do. He came back from these
reading sessonswith an auraabout him that duded me completely. His mind seemed to be free from dl concern, but his
direction seemed to be renewed. | didn't know what he was reading, but | was glad for whatever it was. Hismarketing
business had reached unbdievable proportions by thetime | sarted working for him, so the dresswason. | wasglad he had
anoutlet.

One particular day on the sandbar has been firmly planted in my mind and | know as| writethis, it dwayswill be. We had
taken abresk from agrueing newdetter deadline and decided to just St for awhile and clear avay some of the rubblein our
minds We began talking about life and purpose. | loved these discussonswith him. Hisingghtswere marveous and
intriguing and when he talked, even the water seemed to be till. During our conversation, he asked meif | knew of darkness
and light. 1 think I mumbled something unintelligible and he began to tel me of things 1'd never heard before.
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"Darknessand light are Sates of being," hesaid. "You can only livein one or the ather. Thereisno grey areaand no
fencestoride | lovethelight and | takeit with mewhere ever | go."

"Youtakeit with you? How?" | asked, once again caught up in the web of intrigue.

"It's part of me. It'slike abeacon that shows mewhereto go. | haveto haveitin dundance 0| can giveit to others”

Now here| was, Stting next to this man who was not only my boss, but who was becoming my teecher aswell. | had
cometo know him well enough to understand the wedth of knowledge he possessed and | had come to respect theat
knowledge. But now he was spesking of darknessand light. Once again | found mysdf unsure of what wasgoingon. Sol
lisened.

"Chdseg, there arekeys Keystolifethat not everyone knows about. | know about them because | wasdiligent in my
search to find them. The few people who find those keys will have wedth, comfort success and peace for therest of their
lives. My busnesswasturned by those keysand my life depends on those keys"

"Let meguess” | countered. "You read alot of Zig Zeigler keysto success books, right?”

"No, but | do study abook thet givesme dl the answers”

"What book isthat?" | asked.

"Don't you know?'

| thought about al the books I'd seen on the shelf in hisoffice. There were so many | couldn't even recdl thetitles. |
guessd that dl of his knowledge came from years of reading and Sudying al of them. | was eager to learn how hed cometo
be 50 successful in everything he did. | knew dready that hed mastered a least 32 occupations, from being ahighly
successtul private investigator to published author and everything in between. | dso knew that Enlow Enterprissswasa
highly diverdfied, intensdy technica busnesstha seemed to be growing by legpsand bounds. Al of thisinterested me
greetly, but | wanted to know the driving force behind his achievements.

"Mike, what isyour ingpiration? Where do you draw your energy from when you run out of idess?'

Helooked out over theriver along time before answering me and when hefindly did, he took me quite by surprise.

"I'm merdy anindrument. My busnessisavehidefor agregter purposein life”

"What greater purpose?’ | asked. "L ook & dl youve dready accomplished. You're set finandidly, you've got everything
money can buy, and you're only 34 yearsold. What could be grester?"

"Therédsadways agreater purpose, Chdsea. Therésawaysahigher level. Remember, if it doesn't métter ten thousand
yearsfrom now, it doesn't metter a dl.”

"But nothing is going to matter ten thousand yearsfrom now," | said maiter of factly..

"Y eah, there are some thingsthat will matter alot, to alot of people. That's what'simportant to me now. Not the money
or thecarsor thefame. That'sjust aflashinthe pan. Look & theriver, Chelsea It'sariver of life"

We both fell slent and continued to watch the water flow past onit's seady course. Then | remembered he hadn't

ansvered my question.
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"So what'syour inspiration?”

"My father," he ssid. Then he got up and headed back toward the cabin.

TheVison

Asl sad, Miched wasand isavery driven person. | began to dowly seethat hed had many setbacksin hislife and much
to overcome. Hetaked of his childhood only once, and very briefly. | knew that his mother left when he was very young and
hisfather married awoman who was less than thrilled a the prospect of having to rasethreekids. | could hear faint
glimmersof pan in hisvoice when he spoke of those years, but unlike many people | knew who'd endured alessthan
charmed childhood, there seemed to be aloving forgivenessin hisrecollections of the past. | knew I'd never ssehim on
Jenny Jones blaming his present on hispadt. Living inthe midst of ageneration looking to fix the blame and not the problem,
| found his pergpective refreshing.

Asthe daysturned into weeks and the weeks into months, our working rdaionship progressed beyond that of bossand
employee. Michad and | were becoming friends. Hiswillingnessto care for me unconditionaly patiently chipped awvay at the
walls|'d so carefully built around mysdlf. The equation for mewas smple and it factored out something likethis: Trust +
Love = Pan. Pan x Despair = Stone. Stone + Cement = Wals Walls- Doors= Safety from Trugt + Love, which il
equaed Pain. It mekes senseif youreme. Still, it was difficult to livein my hardened little shell when | was rubbing shoulders
with someone who embraced people with open arms.

| saw thelives he touched and read the letters of gratitude that came pouring into his office every day. | mentioned to him
how wonderful it must be to have so many people writing in and Snging his prases

"Thoselettersaren't for me. They'retestimonidsfor my father, " he said one day as he was going through the mail.

"| don't see your father'sname on any of these. They'redl addressed to you..”

"Yes but they'refor my father. | kegp them dl to show him."

Hed mentioned hisfather alot Sncel'd met him. | assumed he must have alarge part of sock in Mikesbusness
Probably heped him with the financing or something. But there was something about thet | didn't undergand. | did alittle of
Mike's bookkeeping dong with the writing assgnments he gave me, and | knew that his cash flow was pretty tremendous
His marketing busnesswasin full swing by thetime | went to work for him, so much so there was never enough timein one
day to handle even hdf of the orders pumping through the office. Yet | Sood by and watched as hejust gave away practicdly
every penny that camein. Sure he pumped alot of it back into the business, but if there was someone, anyone, anywhere
who neaded finanda ad, he wasthere with his checkbook. He didn't even know haf of the people he was sending money to.
| had to ask.

"Mike, how do you survive when you dish out money like that? Doen't your father get angry with you?'

"My father isthe onewho told meto do it. Hetold meto dways give to the needs of the pure of heart.

"And hetdlsyouto giveit away? | find that hard to believe. That can't be good for your busness.

"Thisisdso hisbusness. I'mjudt following ingructions”
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"But how do you manageto do aswdl asyou do. All the busness people I've ever known sock it away in every type of
CD or investment they can get tharr handson. Do any of these people ever pay you back?'

"I never think about it. They can pay me back if they want to; if not, o what?"

| wasin anear date of shock. My own father had abusness, and he practicaly hired Guido the Killer Cash Collector to
round up overdue payments on accounts. And once hegot it in hishands, you can bet your buck that'swhereit Sayed. But
he dill didn't have two Mercedes, two houses, and money to go on vacation any time and anywhere hewanted. It didn't
make sense. | figured Mikes father was one of those people who had so much money it just didn't matter where it went. But
| il couldn't get it through my heed.

"Let meget thisdraight. Your father tellsyou to give money away to anyone who needsit, without concern over whether
or not itspad back."

"Yep. Hedwaystaught me never to turn away anyonein need.”
"Will you cal him and tell him I'min need?' | asked jokingly.
"Hedready knows. That's one of the reasonsyou're here.”

"What do you mean, he dready knows? I've never even met him."
"Heknowsyou," hesad.

"l don't know him,", | said.

"Youwill," hesad. "You will."

| wondered again just what | wasinvolved in here. 1'd never worked for anyonelike Mike. 1'd watched his bank account
go from azillion dollars to dancing on the edge of the busnessman's nightmare red in aweek'stime, and then skyrocketing
back to twice the money héd had before the very next week. 1'm nobody's accountant, but | knew I'd never seen anything like
it before. He saw my puzzled expresson and sad, "'l told you once | have unlimited vison. | know that everything | give
away will in someway be given back to mein even grester amounts. My father has never failled mein thisway. Hesadways
provided whét | need. One day soon, everyonewill know name'

| wanted to know more, but | let it go. Thisvison he kept talking about was beginning to scare mealittle. At thetimel
thought he had avision of wedlth. | sopon cameto redizeit wasavison of treasure.

TheDark Sde

| cameto Miched broken and logt. After many years of pain and suffering, I'd cometo the coldest place I'd ever beeniin
my life. My eyesno longer held the hopeful aspirations of youth, but ingtead harbored reflections of too many shattered
dreams and promises unkept. | couldn't find anything to believein anymore so | believed in nothing a dl. | lived like most
other people | knew, running fast toward nowhere. My collison course with my own fate ssemed unimportant. If it felt
good, | didit. If it didn't fed good, | did it anyway, but only once. Them was my rules and regs, end of sentence.

Togiveyou an ideaof wherel wasin my lifewhen | sumbled across Miched's path, let me paint the picture (rainbows
and rose colored glasses aside). | was, in short, thetypicd hand-it-to-me-dl-at-once-right-now-don't-care-who-1-hurt self
absorbed jerk. This prize package induded unlimited tripsto the All-U-Can Eat sdf pity buffet and an dl expense pad
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vacaion to Gimme-land. | wasinvolved with amarried man who was old enough to be my grandfather's grandfather, |
smoked dope until my brain cdlsturned to bran flakes, and laughed a the notion that | wasruining my life. Who cared? |
had dl this Suff figured out. We're only herefor ashort time, so let'sall live a Three Stooges kind of life: Eat, drink, and best
Larry. | wasblissully ignorant and fully intended to remain in that particular ate of mind.

Because | wasraised adevout Cathalic, my life became ahorrendous mixture of good times, atar wine, jaded confessons
every Saturday, and random attendance of Mass on Sunday, hangover permitting. | figured | was doing aswell asthe next
person, o why fix it if it wasn't broke? | wasyoung, srong, and indestructible. Yet inthetimethat | now refer to asthe
peek of my rebdliousyears, | knew somewhereingde | was on the Amtrak Expresstrain to Hell, no depost, no return.

Some disease that cropped up in the early eighties called AIDS made me go 'Huh? But that was about it. My hormones
weretoo busy fighting for physical custody to worry about it. The dowly dawning redization that | had a serious problem
with drugs cost melittledeegp. | knew lots of people who survived the Sixties, halucinogensand dl, so once again any fear |
may have felt was put to bed. Besidesthat, | knew 1'd Sop one day. But One Day was asfar down the road as (gasp!)
turning 40.

It was a the dimax of my hey daysthat | found Mike. The essence of who | washung inthe ar around melike early
morning fog. He often pointed this out to me and | was actudly pleased with mysdlf for exuding the gpathy that had become
envoguein this screwed up society. To care wasinhuman; to forgive, unheard of. My grudges and vowsto avenge every
living soul who'd ever hurt me kept my fire burning hot and heavy. No onewould get to me ever again. From now on, |
would destroy before | could be destroyed.

We spent many nightstaking, heand |. Sometimesinto the wee hours of the morning, winding down our conversaions
asthe sun found it'sway toward the sky. | found mysdf opening up to him as| never had before, and then one night afunny
thing hgppened. | wastaking to him about my reationship with the married man and my eyesthat had long Snce become
hardened to such irritating inconveniences as tears began to well up and spill over. | was suddenly crying hdplesdy in his
ams, with years of locked away pain literdly burding thedam. | can't tdl you now how long it lasted. | only know theat
when it wasover | was spent. We were Stting on the floor of the cabin a God-only-knows ‘o clock in the morning, with his
amscradling measif | wereasmdl child. He soothed me and spoke to me with words of comfort.

"Letitgo, justletit out. Your tearswill wash you dean. Cry, Chdsea Judt cry.”

Andcry | did. | had never been in the presence of anyone who encouraged meto cry. It wasaways'Dont cry, please
don't cry. Were sadly taught so young to hold in the hurt.

That morning, rivers poured from my heart. | redized | was crying over things that had happened ten years before,

When the last of the tears had turned to hitches and sniffles, he wiped my face with his hands and asked meif | wanted to
be heded. In my weskened date, with years of torment till drying onmy cheeks, | sdid yes. He put his hand on my heed and
sad, "Thismorning, you are heded. Inmy father'sname, Chelsea, you are heded of your pain.” | sared & himin utter
disodief. Inhisfather'sname? Hisfather'sname? Heunderstood in anindant thet a last | knew who heéd been spesking of
al thetimes hereferred to his ‘father.” Part of me wanted to run asfar away as| could go. Ancther part of me wanted to spill
my soul a hisfeet. The part of methat wanted to run wasthe victor, and | jumped off of the floor and fled.

ThePromise

After that night, | began to change. Unwillingly a firg, then heplesdy intheend. Now that held revedled himsdlf to me,
histrue inner spirit, | wasdrawn to him in away 1'd never been before. This man was atrue follower of Jesus Chrigt. Not the
kind you see on tdevison, sanding beneeth chanddiersthat cost more than most people make in ayear, screaming mordity

from apedestd. But asarvant, abdiever, and abdoved son of God. | findly undersood the gentlenessin hiseyes. Whether
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he was garing a abeautiful woman or awrinkled, dying man, that same gentlenessand love dlill lived there. | understood his
words about theriver of life, dbout man's greater purpose, and that he was an insrument put hereto help others. Now |
knew the Mike Enlow that had died, not just briefly in amatorcyde accident and come back to life, but who hed died to
himsdf and surrendered hislifeto the Lord.

Thenight | ran away from the cabin, | went home more conflicted than I'd ever been.

| wanted S0 bedly to let him lead mein this new life giving direction, but the spirit of darkness that had bound mefor so
long hed atight grip on my soul. Then | knew, dmog indantaneoudy what had hgppened to my life. 1'd been living on the
wrong Sdeof thelaw. Not the man madelaws, but the laws our Father madein the beginning. | thought of the darknessand
light Mike had spoken of so often. | wastruly in the blackest part of the darkness. The drugs, the adultery, theliesand the
race toward certain desth were dl apart of the Great Deception. Satan had a price on my soul, and I'd been paying it in essy
monthly ingalmentsfor many years. | cannot expressto you in wordswhat these redlizations did to me. Of course | was
dying. Of coursemy lifewasamess. 1'd given it to Someone who wanted it that way.

| returned to the cabin the next day, Sarving the drink the weter of the well in me Mike hed tgpped into. Let me say here
that | will never be ableto thank him enough for spending the hours upon hours he spent with me, when he had so many
other thingsto do. Now our rdationship hed turned in adirection that had not only caught me completely off guard, but hed
revived in methe degth of alove I'd longed for so desperatdly dl of my life.

Tdl me, teach me, lead me, were my wordsto him. And he held out hishand to me and sad, "Comewith me"

The next few weeks were difficult ones. As| began to blossom in thelight of God'slove, | became aware of atremendous
soiritud warfareingdeme. | taked to Mike about this, and hetold methat | waslliterdly being fought over. Fear began to
blanket me.

"Chdsg, there are only two forcesinthisworld. They arefaith and fear. Satan bindsyou with fear. Jesus savesyou with
fath. Remember God'slovefor you. Remember Satan's hate for those who walk with the Lord. He will do whatever he can
to ged your soul from sdvation. The battle never ends. Wak in faith.”

Walking toward the light with Mike waslike finding fresh spring water in adessert. My heart was awakened to the cdll of
God. My old sdf began to wither asleaveson adying tree. | learned from Mikethat unlesswe ding to the Vine of Life, we
truly will wither and die. 1 wanted to know more. | wanted to fed more. My thoughts were dill dark and full of shedows. It
seemed with every gep | took doser to God, there were invisble demonswaiting to snaich me back. | dung to Mikewith
the fierceness of afrightened child. He held me near him dways, but never dlowed meto glorify him in any way.

"Chdseg, I'm not the onewho getstheglory. ItsGod. Heworksthrough me, and | work for Him. Hold measmuch as
you need to; | promiseyou I'll never leave you. But don't forget, I'm aman. Hesh and blood, good and bad, week and
grong. God sent you to me because he knew your heart, your true heart. He has a season for everything. He put you here
to show himsdf to you through me. So look through meto see Him. Don't look a me. I'm just aman.”

| had ahard time with that one. Even though 1'd been living like ahdllion on the strets, I'd dwaysbelieved in God. But |
was taught to be terrified of Him. To me, hewasthishig shepeessthing in the sky who would strike you down in aheartbeat
if he was disgusted with you and having abad day. | never knew until | met Mikethat God actudly wantsto dwell within us,
90 thet we can dl fulfill his greatest wish, which isto help each other find Him and love Him. Because Mike literdly glowed
with the presence of the Lord in hislife, | wanted to Stay near him, to touch him, to hold him, so that | could dwaysfed that
love. | found mysdf actudly needing him to love me. 1 know now it was God'slove | was seeking. | thought then it was
Mikeslove | needed.
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Although I'd findly been introduced to Mike's beloved Father and had seen the outpouring of God's heding through one
of hisfaithful servants, | wasdill leading adoublelife. | hadn't given up my affair, | was il getting high whenever the
opportunity came dong, and basicdly Hill holding to the dark Sde of my life. Mike knew this and was patient with my
gruggles. He never judged or chadtised me or told mel wasgoing to hdll. Hejust kept telling me of the tremendouslove
God had for me, over and over again, no matter how | falled. My faith wasfledgling & that point, but he had enough for both
of us

| watched Mikelive hislife asif each day wasthelagt. He acknowledged the Lord every morning before he did anything
else, and minigtered to anyone he could. He showed me that through total surrender, there was peace and guidance from
God. Notjud theusud 'Surel beievein God', but the complete giving over of oneslifeto service. | witnessed blessings
enrich hislife, and | witnessed Satan's congtant atacks on hisgood works. Mike wasthe only person I'd ever seen who could
look evil in the face and laugh. Hetold me there was no force on this earth that could compare to the power of God. You
only had to professit, acknowledgeit, and liveit.

| noticed thet for dl of Mikeslovefor the Lord, he never atended church. Since | wasraised to believe you must St in
church every Sunday or you would sure be damned to hell, | was confused by this. | knew he sang at churches and
witnessed a churches, but there was no atendance on aregular bass. | asked him why, and hetold me agory.

"l was going to ang a a Pentecogd church, and if you know anything about Pentecodtds, you know their beliefsare
drict. | was getting st up to Sng when the pastor of the church pulled me over to the Sde and sad, 'Son, we are of the belief
that beards are not acceptable to God. Since I'm the leader of this church, it's my respongihility to seeto my people and direct
them appropriatdy.’ 1 thought about it for aminute and asked him if he had arazor. Helooked pretty surprised, but he said
yes. Then heasked meonemorething. Heasked meif I'd been baptized in the name of Jesus Chridt. | was confused by
what he meant, S0 | asked him to repeat the question. He asked me again if 1'd been baptized in the name of Jesus Chrid. |
said | was baptized in the name of the Father and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Then he said ‘But did they say the name
Jesus Chrig?

And | sad'l wasbaptized in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghogt. 1an't the Son Jesus?' He said yes, but
he dill had a problem with the fact that | couldn't exactly remember if the preacher who baptized mewhen | was5 yearsold
actudly sad the name Jesus Chrid.

"So | sad'Sr, | noticed ariver in the back of the church. If youll get your razor and walk with meto theriver, I'll shave
my beard and you can baptize mein the name of Jesus Chrigt if thet'll make you happy. 1'll abide by every doctrind inyour
book. But let'sget it doneso | can go to work."

"So did you go to theriver?' | asked.

"Nah," hesad. "He chickened out becauseit was 30 degreesoutsde. | sang and witnessed, and when | wasfinished,
that congregation of more than ahundred people cameto the dtar cal weeping, indluding the preacher, ready to renew ther
heartsinthe Lord. That'swhere o many people are missing theboat. God doesn't careif you have abeard. God doesnt
carewhat you wear. It'swhat'sin your heart that mattersto him, and that's dl that mattersto Him. When the churches unite
and thereisno more divison because of rules and regulations, and when they tear down their eaborate, decorated wals of
grandeur, the true church can bereborn. | atend church every Sngleday of my lifein my heart, in my words and in my
actions.

| sat dlent inthewake of hiswords. | thought of al the people who attended church every Sunday and whose soulswere
dill o trgpped intheworld. | wondered what it dl meant. | asked him.

Helooked a me, laughed and sad, "It don't mean nothin™.
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"What?' | asked, genuindy surprised by hisanswer.

"Are churches that people spent hundreds of thousands of dollarsto build while God's children are Sarving in the Street
going to matter ten thousand yearsfrom now? Isthe fact that some people wore expensve dressesto church every Sunday
while others had holesin their shoes going to matter ten thousand years from now?"

"No," | sad.
"What will matter ten thousand yearsfrom now?"
"What?' | asked again.

"Thelr souls, Chelseg, and that'sthe only thing that will matter then. Not walls or benches or ained glasswindows, but
souls”

Asmuch as my attachment to the rules of the world till had ahold on me, | knew hewasright.
"Mike, promise me youll never leave me”

"Aslong asI'mdive, I'll be herefor you. But you have an even greater promise than mine, and that's God's promise thet
hell never leaveyou. Hisnameis'l Am." Hewas dwaysthere, and hedwayswill be. He promised dl of usthat when he
sacrificed hisSonto save us. Don't ask man to promise you anything, when God promises everything.

Go home and get somered.”

| left him thet day bdlieving anything was possble.

The Blood

| begantolook a my life and try to somehow pieceit dl together. Inthe past | had taked with prietswho'd frightened
me 0 much | was surel waan't lovable in the eyes of anyone, much lessintheeyes of God. | wastoo degply immersadinsin
to ever bedeansed. I'vetadked to alot of people Snce then who felt the same way.

Going to church had dmost become a punishment ingtead of the joyous experience it should have been. People smply felt
too guilty about thelr everyday life to comfortably St through achurch service and find peace. | was one of those people.
Mike taught me so many things about the love of Chrigt but onething in particular will dwayskegp me dosest to Him, and
that ismy levd of spiritual consciousness

We have the choice to be Sn-conscious or Son-conscious. Sin-consciousis saying to yoursdf every day 'Well, screwed up
again, no way can | even think about God today. Look at what amess|'ve made’ Son-constiousnessis saying to yoursdf
every day 'Gee, | assed up agan, but praise God for forgiveness and lessonslearned.’

Because | wasasnner onadaily bads | believed | couldnt receive Chrig in my heart. 1t took me many yearsto fully
undergtand the differences between the flesh and the pirit. Thefleshisgoingto Sn, period. Thereisno way around this.
The spirit, however, isthe enabler Chrigt usesinwhich to hed. Mike taught methat our war isnot of the flesh, but of the
gpirit. We don' fight each other, we fight the spiritsthat dwell insde us. It's up to each one of usto decide which spirit we
aregoing to alow to control our lives. My spirit of choice was oppresson. Heard of that? If you haven't, let metdl you it's
no weenieroast, my friend. Mike spotted thisin me amaost from the beginning.
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Oppression isanother Soirit born of darkness. Satan usesthisdmodt like acast iron weight around your neck. And it
affectseveryone around you, as | cameto find out. Mike demongrated thisto me one night at the cabin (boy | wish those
walls could oesk).

We weretdking of my spiritud baitles, which were by now steadily becoming harder and harder to handle. | il didn't
know why | had such afight on my hands. Mike knew, but hadn't told meyet. Hetold methere was a spirit of oppresson
that had atremendous hold on me.

"What's oppresson?" | asked.

He got up from his chair and walked toward the kitchen, where the only light in the cabin was on. It was around midnight,
S0 everything was pretty dark. Suddenly, without warning, he turned off the light. The cabin was pitch black. You couldnt
see athing, not even after your eyes adjusted. | was on the verge of being very arad when hesad,

"Thet's oppresson,” hesad.

| could hear him moving around in the cabin, but | had no ideawhere hewas. Then | heard ascratching sound, and a
meaich cameto lifewith itsflame. | saw the Mike was standing about two feet in front of me, holding the match. Assoon as
helit that one small match, the whole living room becameilluminated by itslight, plitting the darknessin two.

"That'sGod," hesad.

| watched the match burn quickly toward hisfingers. He blew it out and turned the lights back on. | understood morein
that moment than 1'd ever undersood in dl the years of my hard core Cathalic training. And hewas absolutdly right. There
was severe oppresson in me, and it had become stronger than | was.

"How do | get rid of it?" | asked.

"Thet'seasy. Believe you have the blood bought power to exercisewho you are...” Before | knew what hgppened he
reached tenderly, and with hisfingers resting oftly againg my temples, said: “In the name of Jesus | rebuke the spirit of
oppression that bindsyou. Be gone.”

| had to bite my tongue... Who... What... Lay people can't rebuke anything. "You can't do that," Cheseaof theold
Cahalic school sad. "You're not God. You're not even apriest or apreacher!”

Mikereplied. "Jesus sad, "That' ssrage... My Bible says - Jesus sad: * And even greeter thingsthan | do shdl you do if
you havefath.” | wasentitled to hisevery blood bought gift and promisethe day | acknowledged him as my God and gave
himmy life Heésmadeaway, Chdsea” “He sgiven each of usthe power to changethings... So very few believe and have
fath. God iswith me. Do you undersand the mydery of the blood?"

"What blood?'

"Theblood Jesus shed for us™

"Of course | know about that. Everybody knows about thet.”

"But did you know it's been solen?’ he asked.

"Solen? How?'
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"The blood He shed for uswas shed 0 that our snswould be forgiven, and man could be rengated to hisorigind
Adamic reaionship that Adam and Eve o much enjoyed. A life of peace, joy, happiness, prosperity and hedth, daily walking
with God."

"But..."

"But there's much more Chdseg," he continued. " The blood that the power has been stolen by the church and doctrine --
by the rules of men. Will it matter ten thousand years from now how short or long your skirt was? What oncewasnt Snis
today, what's Sn today will not be sntomorrow. Imaginealady smoking acigarettein the 30's. She was rebuked for
publidy smoking. Yet today we smoke, not that | condemn it, no one' s perfect.”

It was more than just the life draining from His body as he hung on the cross with acrown of thorns on his heed, with
spikesthrough Hiswrigs and anklesand asword in hissde. The blood He shed had the power to hed, the power to give
life, the power to bring forth joy, happiness, progperity, to make marriages work and most importantly, the power to work
through each and every one of usto hdp our fellow man.

Itismogt sad to see how it’ s been stolen as man chose the things of the earth over alifein The Spirit. Men set ther
traditiond wals, barriers, and rules within each church doctrine. What is Sn to one church is not to another.

How can we as human beings expect not to ever say acussword? To swear under frugtrations or pain, like when you hit
your thumb with ahammer. Yet dthough the word 'shit' is condemned and damned by the church, it'swritten in the Biblein
Hebrew astheword 'dung. Havewe cursed? No. Curangissaying 'May you be damned' to asoul. Curang is spesking
something to someone else when you should nat, just like it saysin The Book: “the toungue has the power of life and
desth...” Anything we sy, if we say it enough becomesapart of us... Fear kills - faith heds.. Professng anything that would
cause harm, grief, or hurt to another iscurang.”

“Recdl from the many readings of the scripture when the eders of centuries ago would say 'Father, please give me your
blessng... the tongue has the power of life and death. Asit isaso written: “Asaman bdieveth in hisheart and ek with his
mouth, o shdl itbe” So many of my friends condemn themsdlves with their own spoken words. Be ever o careful.

The power of the blood isstolen by thelie, thelie referenced in The Book. (The Bible) Well get to that one day. Be
patient and pray.

We as human beings can't even begin to imagine the power we have... We remadein theimage and likenessof a
mysteriousforce caled God... Theré s o much we don't know or underdand. But | do know this... What | liveisred!

The problem is the dedres of ‘thislife (atemprod Sate before we enter eternity...) have robbed us of any kind of vison
other than the traditiona ones... There's so much more for thase who'll look up and try to find the source of these many
myderies... If everyonewould just ook up and leave eech other done...”

“We see the power of evil every day. No one questionsitsexisence. But we don't see the power inthe blood. It'sthere,
and it livesin thosewho believe and trust inthe Lord."

"But how do you connect with that power?' | asked.

"It sample... All you do isteke awak and have atak... Look up and soesk to the mystery cdled God, and explain you
are eking him... Speak from your heart and turn your life over to Him and never, ever look back. Take every sep from that
moment oninfath. Lisen carefully asyou reed the striptures and you' |l discover 5,000 year old sories are jumping off the
page a you with spedific direction - and you'll fed it degp indde... You'll soon discover this new forcewill guide your lifeand
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the world will become putty in your hand... You'll take control of every aspect of your life in amore abundant way than ever
imagined.”

Therewas an dectricity in the room just then that left an inddible mark on my soul. | knew this man who spent much of
hislife hidden from view and working diligently to help hisfdllow man was one of the chosen ones. Whatever you do in your
life, don't let anyonetdl you that gppointed servants of God are nat dive and waking the earth in thislifetime. You may
never knowingly come across one of them, but they areright hereamong us. | dways bdieved that true men of God wore
collarsand crosses. | know now that true men of God will carry crosses, suffer in the dessert, and sacrifice everything they
haveto follow him. Thisisntradicd. ThisisBiblicd.

Mike knew his God snce being asmdl child. One of my favorite Sories he told me was when he was ayoung child the
church he and hisfamily attended was taking bidsto have the lawn around the building mowed. He sad it wasahugelat,
and pretty warm outsde. The person who bid the least would get to mow thelavn. Miketold me even a Sx yearsold he
was gppdled that anyone would expect money to mow God's grass

Everyoneturned in their bid, and so did he. Wheat no one knew was he bid $0.00. Hewould doiit for free. Muchto
everyonesdisgugt he got thejob. Herecdled with achuckle how hisfather was pretty disgusted with him aso because he
didn't even have alavn mower. He rounded one up somehow and got the job donein two days, cemetery and dl. Already
somewhat of an entrepreneur, sdling gregting cards and Grit papers, he managed to save enough money to buy alawvn
mower, and ‘mowed God's grass for nothing.”  Even through the eyes of achild, he saw hislot in life, and accepted it fredy.

I’d begun to accept him fredy dso, until hetold me too “had areason for being” and would soon be shown. Once again,
| fled...

TheMusc

I've dwaysloved music, snce my earlies memory of childhood. It camefrom aplaceindde mel loved to go. My song
writing began around the age of twenty or so. Typica 'l love-you-so-much-why-did-you-leave-with-my-heart-and-your-dog'
typeof songs. Until | met Michad, | had no ideawhat wastruly hiding in my heart, waiting to be born. Hislovefor my
music sparked my desreto play more and more. Hed managed to open me up and get meto play for him amog dl thetime.
Asl grew inmy lovefor the Lord, my music changed. Suddenly | waswriting about thet love, and it came so naturdly it
scared me.

Mike and | began snging in his cabin, songs we would make up on the spur of the moment, but dways moved by the
Spirit. | learned from him that music was the one thing that could bresk down dl walls and get through to the very coreof a
person, no matter how hardened to lifethey'd become. I'll never forget the music we shared and the mutud exchange of love
that echoed through those songs every time we sang them. Mikeisgifted in so many ways, and he was certainly gifted
muscdly. Oneof our strongest tiesto each other was born of the music we played.

| soon began writing songsleft and right. | had noideal had such fedingsin my heart. | had no ideathat one day, alife
might be touched and a heart might be changed because of just one of those songs. But Mike knew, and hetold me often.

"Chelseg, the Lord issmiling right now," hewould say after I'd played for him the latest song I'd wrritten. "Therewill bea
piano waiting for you in heaven with golden keys, and youll play for Him."

| wanted to believe hiswords. | knew for afact thet if Someone had told me even three years before | would be writing
Chridian music, | would have laughed mysdf slly. | had never even ligened to Chrisian mudc. | wasdill duck inthe early
to mid seventies, somewhere between The Ralling Stones and Aerosmith. But here | was, Singing songs of praise and thanks.
| wanted to take this chapter to thank Mike for waking the degping beauty that wasresting in my heart. He showed me how
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to let go and let God guide my hands across the keys, while putting Hiswordsinto my heart. Oncetheriver began to flow, it
became an ocean.

"It'stheriver of life" he sad, aswe sat and taked about the music. "God has given you much, and to whom muchis
given, much isexpected. You haveto sharethiswith everyone. Your music has something. It hasthe Lord dl over it. Don't
box it up and put it on ashdf. Pleas=”

"But don't you get it?" | asked. | never play for anyone. 1t would dmogt be like taking my clothes off in front of the entire
world if | played in front of anyone but you. This part of mysdf ismy secret.”

"But God wants to use you through your music,” hesad.
"Let God usesomeonedse, " | sad.

"It'stoo late kiddo. He wantsyou, and theré's more, but not right now. Just keep writing and playing.”
"What moreisthere?' | asked.
"Hiscdl, remember?'

The Anointing

Michad had told me beforetherewasacdl on my life. Thisdidnt disurb me so much. | believed everyone had some sort
of cdl ontheir life, that weweredl put here for some reason or ancther, eveniif it wasjust to have agood time. Infact, |
thought for along timethat was my cdl. But when hetold mel waschosen | blew agasket. Me? Chosen for what? | didn't
getit, and didn't want to.

"Your mudc," hesad.

"Huh?" | responded.

"Your mugcistruly agift from God. Don't you know thelyrics you write aren't your own? He's spesking through you so
thet others can beled to Him."

"Mike, | write music becauseit'sdl | redly know. Thesongs| write arejust expressons.”

"Expressions of what?"

"Of me, | guess™

"No, the songs you write are expressons of what livesin your heart. | know you lovethe Lord, Chelsea | think you
adwayshave. If you didnt, if your heart waan't pure, He couldn't spesk through you likethat. | knew it thefirg timeyou
played for me. God'sanointing isdl over your music, and many people will hear it one day.”

Hewasverbdizing adream I'd dways hed, actudly. But | wasafact facer about my mugc. | lived in Southwest
Missssppi, | was anobody, and there were amillion other people in the world much more tdlented than | waswho'd been
trying to makeit in the music indudry for years. Yesh buddy, millions of people were going to hear me, dl right.

"He's channdling Hisword through you, Gena. Don't you know whet that means?’

n Nom_"
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"It means you're one of the chosen ones He wantsto go forth and spread the message to the people. If you throw that
away, youll be throwing away agift sent to you straight from heaven. Dont do it.”

"But look & me! Why would God choose someone like me? 1've done everything under the sun, and then some. I've
been aswild asthe wind and as disobedient to His commandments as anyone could be. He wants peoplewho act right. | just
never learned how."

"No. Hewants people who can witness and testify. He wants people who have been in the dark and been through thefire
to sand up and say The Lord has done thisfor me, and he can do it for you too." You've beenin the dark, and yourein the
fireright now. Look & meand tdl meyouve never fdt Hishands on you before. Tel me that when you were getting loaded
or committing adultery that your heart waan't pulled. Tell methat."

| couldn't. Ashard asl'dtried to be 90'sand carefree, there was never timewhen | didn't fed pulled in another direction. |
passed it off asaguilty constience, never once stopping to think that just maybe someone cdled God wastrying to get my
attention.

Asif reading my thoughts Mike said, "Hell do whatever he hasto do to get your atention, you know. | wasliterdly
forced to my knees before he got minewhen | ranwild. Hesgoing to get you somehow. You may aswdl waveyour little
white flag and go with Him."

"But my music it professond. | don't have any indrumentation except for my piano. I've never had asinging lessonin
my life. People don't buy thingsthat aren't perfect.”
"God don't want perfect. Hewants heart, and you've got it. Play for me, right now."

"I dont fed likeit"
“Then play for God, and dont tell Him you dont fed likeit, okay? Play."

| went to the keyboard and played asong 1'd written just recently. | want to give you thelyrics, because | didn't know it a
the time, but this song not only brought me doser to God, but would one day soon bring others there too.

Themusc flowed like the beauty of the nearby river...

| asked my Lord
togivemeadgn
something that would let me know
thet heisredly mine
and when he cameto meto ease my caresaway
| listened to hisgentle voice
and | know | heard him say

Look intheface
of someonewho redly lovesyou
Look intheeyes
of someone who thinks you're beautiful
Look in the heart
of someonewho bdievesinyou
and you will find methere

You will find methere
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My Lord asked me
togivehimasgn
something that would let him know
thet heisredly mine
andwhen | wentto him
to ease my cares away
| spoke to him with gentle words
and | know he heard me say

Thisistheface
of someonewho redly lovesyou
Theseaetheeyes
of someonewho
thinks you're beatiful
Thisisthe heart
of someonewho bdieves and you and
You will find methere
You will find methere

Looking back on that song, which waswritten in 1993, | know that it says exactly what Mike had been tdling medl
dong. If welet Chrig livewithin us otherswill find him there. Heisdive, but He needsus. Who would hear him if we
didn't gpesk of him? Who could fed himif hedidnt livein our touch? Who could see him if didnt livein our eyes?

But sadly enough, at that time | was too caught up in the competitive rat race to understand what 1'd been given. When |
finished the song, Mike sad, "Can't you hear the anointing? Chrigt isknocking...Let Him have control.”

| wanted to. | redly did. Insomeways| fdt | had, but | knew | hadn't surrendered fully. | didn't want to let go of the
things | thought | needed in order to survivethislife. | waan't ready, and Mike knew it. | think we actudly got somework
donethat day, but before | Ift the cabin that evening, he told me something that upset me. Hetold methat oneday soonI'd
leavehim. | told him hewaswrong.

"Y ouve taught me so much, and youve given me so much. | wouldn't leave you now for anything.”
"But youwill," hesaid. "Soon."

| left the cabin feding empty, confused, but most of dl | felt ashamed. | knew degp down insde that once again, he was
right.

TheLag Day

Thispart of my gory isdifficult towrite. But it hasto betold just theway it happened. Michad wasright. | did leave
him. Asl writethisand reflect over the eventsthat led up to my exodus, it's hard for me not to fed a sense of sadness. |
know it had to happen theway it did, for my own growth and understanding. But once | was gone, once he was no longer
thereto dry my tearsand tel me of this man Jesuswho | wasjust learning to love, the emptinessin my life returned bigger
and deegper than it had ever been before.

Through dl of Mikéstestimony to me, through al the joys, pain and sorrow we shared together, | still couldn't let go of
the darkness. Maybe it had becometoo familiar and | didn't want to sep out of my comfort zone. Maybe| ill didn't believe
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that | was good enough to be loved by such awonderful and merciful God. Or maybe the evil had won the bettle through my
own weeknesses and lack of faith. Whatever the reasonswere, they redly didn't maiter.

As| sad before, Mike was very well aware of thefact that | was dill dabbling onthe other sde. My affair was il infull
force. Theworld and dl of itslovely liesstill had meinit'sdutches The sirit of oppression that had been driven from mein
the name of Christ returned because | dlowed it to. | was hurting myself and those who loved me and weretrying to help
me. Whatever thread that had been keeping me bound to Christ through Mike was severed the day | walked out of the door
for thelagt time.

Things got rough between us when my rebellion turned to disrespect for him and all that hewastrying to do. Satan, who
knew | would be apowerful advocate for whichever sdes| was on, didnt want me near thisman. | literdly woke up one day
and avoice ingde my head wastelling meto leave Michad's presence and never return. Hesafake, thet voicesad. Hesa
feke

Miketold me many times while we were gtting in his cabin that one day soon hewould retire. He said that hewould have
abeautiful home on abluff overlooking theriver. He said the time was drawing near that he would be ableto reach dl the
people he could reach and lead them to God. Hed told me so many things before that had cometo pass, | bdieved dl of it. |
knew in my heart that hisfootsteps were directed by God, but in my mind the demons were hard at work, tearing him down
inmy rationde.

There were no earth shattering arguments or double edged recriminations between us. | smply shut down and logt my
will to beled toward the light. Our last day together was spent & his cabin, and he told me many things before | left. Hetold
me that | would go through much hardship and discipline through the will of God. Hetold methe hand of God wason me,
and that | would never find happiness until | submitted mysdlf to Him totally.

"Y ou can run around like afool the rest of your days, but without God you can do nothing. With God, dl ispossble. You
can wak away from meif you want, but don't turn your back on Him. He lovesyou so much.”

| remember wondering what made him so sure | wasleaving. | wasdill technically working for him. | hadn't been fired
(tomy knowledge) and | hadn't quit. But somehow we both knew thet day that | wouldn't be back. | felt feer in every pore
of my body as| looked & him stting there so doseto me. | wanted to fight the urge to run away from him so badly. But
even | in my infancy in thelove of Chrig knew thiswasto be. Miketold me he loved me, and thet if | ever needed anything
from him that hewas aphonecdl avay. 1'd never bdieved anyone who said that to me, but | beieved him.

| remember looking out over the river and seeing the sandbar. | remembered thefirg time | went down there with him,
and when he sad the words river of life to me. Even though it had only been afew short months, it seemed an eternity ago.
| knew 1'd never be the same again. | couldn't be the same again, because now | knew. My blissful ignorance was no longer
an excusefor my life. | knew thetruth, and for abrief moment in time, it had set mefree. But | had chosen to turn away.

It was noon when | decided to leave. Hewasin his officein the cabin working and | went in to tell him good-bye. | never
sad'l quit, and | never said | wasn't coming back. | didn't haveto. Helooked a me with loving sadnessin hiseyesand told
meto be careful on my way home. As| pulled awvay from the cabin and headed down the long driveway back to the main
road, | looked into my rear view mirror and beganto cry.

| didn't see him again for ayear and ahdf, and when | found him again, the music played on...
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My world hed taken on new meeaning. Everything around mewasliving and bregthing. My soul had been so garved for
thelifel'd chosen not to live, but to ignore. Every pearl of wisdom | learned brought me doser and doser. Theglory of his
voice was contagious and | found mysdlf becoming joyful. | had discovered the keys of life and findly, for thefirst time, |
redly wanted to live.

Theworld isaprisoner, captured by the beautiful Sde of evil. It has seeped into the corners of our consciousness o subtly
we don't even redizeit'shagppened. Thewar goeson; the planetisravaged. Don't befooled... you desarvethebest...

Be Son-Conscious... A King'sKid!
BeThePrinceor Princess You AreTo Be
The Son/Daughter of aKing!

God Bless

TheEnd
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