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t was late when I pulled

up in front of my house.

Every night that week
had been spent
gallivanting around town
and returning in the
waning hours of the
night. As I shifted into
park and turned off the
ignition, I noticed that a
solitary light was on in
my living room. Perhaps I
had been careless when 1|
had departed earlier that
night, but I could not
shake the feeling that
something was amiss.

I fumbled in the darkness
outside through my various keys,
searching for the one that would
let me in out of the cold. I
shivered as I watched my breath
form small clouds mere inches
from my mouth.

Finally, I opened the door and I
rushed inside, away from the
bitterly harsh elements of the
winter night.

Before I could turn around, I felt
it. The presence of someone in the
room with me. I slowly removed
my jacket and hung it on the coat
rack and turned to face my visitor.
There I saw the familiar figure of
the one not welcome in my home.

“Hello, old friend.” He looked at
me with a devious smile.

“What are you doing here?” I
retorted. Across the room he
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strode, coming closer with each
step.

“Why, you invited me in,” he
replied. “Don’t you remember?”

My mind flashed back to the
nights spent before. Images
resurfaced of the tonics consumed
in the downtown nightlife.
Memories of recent indiscretions
and momentary lapses of
judgment. My past sins and my
recent pains all wrapped up into
one enormous feeling of guilt and
self loathing.

And here before me to gloat
about it all was my old self. The
one I had left behind years ago
and told to never return. Yet, here
he was. And he was right. I had
invited him in. I asked him to
return with my very actions. The
life I was now living was of my
own desire, purposely plotted out
because of my pain and
desperation.

“I don’t want you here,” I told
him.

“If that were true,” he said, still

smiling, “then I would
not have come in the
first place. No, you
invited me and here I
will stay. In fact, I
would like to stay for a
while. I noticed that
you have a very
comfortable bed. You
don’t mind taking the
couch during my visit,
do you?”

I could not respond. I
could not speak. The
shock of seeing him here and
knowing that I did not possess the
power to force his removal had
paralyzed me, every muscle in my
body involuntarily frozen.

“You...you can'’t stay.” I quietly
stammered.

“Tell me,” he sneered. “Where is
your protector?”

Again, more thoughts surfaced.
This time of the man who had
saved me from my antagonist on
another winter night many years
before. Onto my back I had fallen,
intoxicated and overwhelmed by
this world. He had picked me up
out of the gutter and given me
new life. I had kept him close for
many years, but eventually grew
tired of his company. I wanted to
live my own life and dictate my
own direction.

And so, I had left him behind as
I had my old self all those years
prior.

My eyes lowered and I began to
cry. I was beaten down
emotionally. Every expressive
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My Protector...he had always been here for me, watching
as | fell through life, tumbling through every endeavor.

vertebra had been crushed and I
fell to my knees in silence. My
hope was lost, and my only desire
at this moment was to die and
prevent my old self from gaining
control of the last remaining
fragments of my soul.

“We're going to have fun this
time around!” he said with a
chuckle as he bent down, level
with my face. I could smell the
disgusting stench of death and
decay and the putrid aroma of
separation and anxiety on his
breath with every word spoken.

But then, I heard it. A small
voice, crying out my name. It was
gentle and soft, almost
unrecognizable. Mere white noise
in the chaos of the moment. Yet,
the harder I cried, the louder it
became.

I knew this voice. It was my
Protector. The One who had
saved me before. In the midst
of the tears and
anguish, I called out
to him! I shouted
only his name, for I
was unworthy of
anything more.

Without hesitation,
the cold fist of my old self struck
my face as punishment for my
words. I could feel the blood begin
to flow as he hit me again to
remind me of who was in control.

“Do you really think he is
coming? Do you really think that

fAs the door opened, the room
filled with light and the walls
began to shake. My old self
covered his face with his arms fo
ward off the inevitable.

he can look beyond what you
have done to him? I am here now,
and....”

He was cut off by a knock at the
door.

My old self stood silent, and his
smile disappeared. His face grew
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pale as the knock
repeated, only
louder this time.
He knew who was
knocking, yet he
was compelled to
answer the call
anyway.

As the door
opened, the room
filled with light
and the walls
began to shake. My
old self covered his face with his
arms to ward off the inevitable.
He screamed in agony, but only
for a moment, and then he was
simply gone.

I dared not look up. I could not
face the One who had saved me
yet again. I was not fit for his
presence, yet here he was,
regardless. I had left him behind
to pursue my own happiness, only
to find emptiness in every place I

searched. In every relationship, I
had found myself alone. In every
addiction, I was left exhausted.
Not a single one of my earthly
desires had filled the vacuum
inside of me.

Then I felt his hand on my
cheek. His gentle touch was
wiping away my tears, and I could
do nothing more than to lift my
face up to him. And then he
kneeled beside me on the carpet.
His arms enveloped my body and
he held my face to his chest as I
cried again, but this time it was
different. For thankfulness had
overwhelmed me—not
destitution. I wept freely as he
stroked his hand across my back
and reminded me that he had
always been here for me, watching
as I fell through life, tumbling
through every endeavor. To my

dismay, my somersaults of
disobedience had not gone
unnoticed.

But then I looked at my
Protector, remembering that it was
not I that had to bear the scars
and pain of my own insolence, for
he had done that as well. Every
single imprudence was a lash
across his back. Every single
offense a thorn in his crown. How
could he love me for that? How
could he forgive such treatment?

| know that nothing good lives in me, that is, in my sinful nature. For | have the desire fo do
what is good, but | cannot carry it out. For what | do is not the good | want to do; no the evil |
do not want to do—this | keep on doing.... What a wretched man | am! Who will rescue me from
this body of death? Thanks be to God-through Jesus Christ our Lord! ~Romans {:18-19, 24-25

His answer was a smile. A simple
smile on a righteous face. And not
a word was said. Not a word
needed to be said. He knew that I
was repentant and I knew that he
wasn’t departing.

So, we just sat there on the floor
as I wept. Soon, I drifted to sleep
and he carried me into my bed
and then returned to sleep on my
couch. O

Aaron Matthew Kaiser is an award-
winning TV and film producer and
co-creator of the animated series,
Dr. von Kaiser (www.whoisdvk.com).
Aaron inherited a love of writing
from his grandfather, Arn Shein, a
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writer. We published Arn’s final
article, “What Mary Lou Taught
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2007 issue of Plain Truth.
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