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I

want to talk to you about Charles—well, I call him “Chaz”. Chaz and I have
been friends for over 9 years—since high school. We’ve always had a lot in
common: we both attended the same church, we both had 2 kids, and we both
liked BBQ. Both of our young families had gotten really close over the years. He
had helped me over the course of our friendship and I have helped him—whether
it was car trouble, marriage advice, taking our kids to soccer practice—you name
it. In fact, he was the one that helped me get my current job as a graphic designer
at the advertising ﬁrm where he worked at as a designer. A couple of years ago, our
employer’s business was growing and needed to hire an advertising manager. They
opened up the position to all of us internal employees and he was the one chosen
for the job. The cool thing is he still maintained our friendship at the same level.
He respected me and vise-versa. It was great being able to work with someone who
really was like me in so many ways.
Like most friendships, our friendship has had its ups and downs, but we have
always managed to get through our problems. However, last Monday morning,
something huge happened that I never thought would happen in our friendship.
It started out as a normal morning at the oﬃce. I met Chaz in the hallway, with
briefcase in hand:
“Good morning, Chaz, how was your weekend?”
“Oh, it was good.” He looked down at his feet, “However, we weren’t able to
make it to church. Um, how was the sermon?”
“Excellent. It was based on Genesis 48, how Joseph had to remain faithful to
God—no matter the circumstances. Did you guys leave for the weekend? Brooke
sure missed Sarah at Sunday school.”
“Aw, you know. It was just a long, hectic week; Monica and I just couldn’t wake
up in time for the service.”
“Yeah, I know how that is. . . Um, we’ll still see you at the Church picnic this
Saturday, right?”
“Is that this Saturday? Already?”
“Yeah.”
“I’ll check with Monica to see if we’re free.”
“Well, I better get back to work before my boss ﬁres me.”
I laughed, “Yeah, right. You’re the boss. See you later.”
As Chaz walked to his oﬃce, I walked to my desk and turned my computer on.
As the monitor warmed up, I checked my inbox for my current projects this week.
“Same old, same old. . . Wait a minute what’s this?”
As I pulled out the project folder, I saw text copy and photographs of a young
girl in a bikini, selling industrial hardhats. There was a job ticket attached: “These
pictures are on the CD. Please see enclosed.—signed by the client.”
Sure enough, contained was the CD of images. According to the job ticket,
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our advertising ﬁrm was to put together a postcard and ﬂyer campaign for this
hardhat company for the construction industry. Supposedly the client thought
that an attractively posed young female, in a very, very, very skimpy bikini would
help sell more hardhats. The female model didn’t look much older than my teenage
daughter. Was this marketing campaign selling hardhats or something else?
I threw the folder back in my inbox and leaned back in my chair. “How could
Chaz give me a job ticket like this”, I asked myself.
Never in my 9 years of working here have I ever had to design something so,
well, sexual. Sure, I’ve had to work on ad campaign photos with women selling
their widgets—toothbrushes, detergent, clothing, etc. Some of these women have
had tight shirts on, short shorts, but most of the pictures were fairly modest in
their advertising and I had no problem working on them. But, this, by far, was
the most oﬀensive design. I admit the model was very attractive. Duh! She was
supposed to be attractive so more hardhats would be sold! I wanted to look at
the picture again, but, out of respect for my wife, I didn’t. I knew that if I, as a
Christian man, was having a hard time putting that image out of my mind, that
other men—construction workers, no less—would have no problem lusting after
the young woman on the page.
What kind of father would let their daughter model for photos in such a sexual
fashion? What kind of woman would want men to look at her as a piece of meat?
Did she have no self-respect? What kind of Christian manager would give this job
to his Christian employee?
These thoughts plagued my mind. Minutes were rolling by and I decided to
ignore the problem and work on my other job tickets. As I worked for the next
hour, I debated how I would bring this up to Chaz. He was my boss, after all; a
friend, but still my boss. I kept staring at the folder; the due date was tomorrow.
That was when the client would sign oﬀ on the design and it would go to press. I
was running out of time.
I knew that it was wrong to work on the design. There was no way I could. Just
one look at the sexual pose made me get a sickening feeling in my stomach. There
was one other graphic designer Chaz could have given this job to, but he was on
vacation this week; not that that was the right thing to do—giving the job to a nonChristian designer—but Chaz had done it before for me. However, this time, I was
the only designer in the building. There was no one else he could give this job to and
have it be completed on time.
I’m sure he would understand my reservations if I just explained the situation
to him. I mean, we’ve been friends for over a decade. He knows my opinion on
things. Certainly this job could wait till Ted came back next week.
With a conﬁdent plan, I marched to Chaz’s oﬃce with the job folder under my
arm. His door was open, but he was on the phone. He motioned to me to sit down
as he ﬁnished the phone conversation.
4

As I looked around his oﬃce, I saw pictures of his family on his desk, next to
his blood pressure medication. His computer monitor was loaded with Post-its and
next to his keyboard was a small New Testament, no doubt to give him comfort in
his very stressful position. I admired Chaz for his vast knowledge of the Bible. He
had taught me a lot over the years. He even led our Men’s Bible Study group a few
years ago.
“Yes, sir, we will have a proof to you this afternoon. Uh huh. Yes. Ben is working
on it right now. OK. Good bye.” Chaz hung up the phone.
“Whew, that was that hardhat client from Friday’s meeting. I forgot to remind
you about it this morning. Have you had a chance to come up with a design yet?”
“Well, actually, that’s what I came in here to talk to you about.”
“Oh, great! Let’s see the design!”
“Um, well, it’s actually not done yet.”
“Why not? I promised him that he’d a proof later today.”
“Chaz, have you seen the pictures he supplied me with?”
“No, why?”
I opened up the folder and placed it on his desk, “Does she look like she is
selling hardhats or selling her body?”
Chaz quietly ﬂipped through the photos, “Wow, that bikini doesn’t really hide
much skin, does it?”
“No, it doesn’t.”
“Well, I don’t know what to say, Ben. If Ted was here, you know I would give
this job to him. He’s not a Christian. He doesn’t care what he works on. But, you’re
the only one here that can work on this.”
“You know I can’t work on this,” I stated as I sat down.
“Look, Ben, I don’t like these photos any more than you, but we have to get this
job out to the printer tomorrow.”
“I can’t, Chaz. It’s not right. I mean, C’mon, this model is the same age as both
of our daughters. She’s basically wearing lingerie.”
“I don’t want to argue with you, Ben,” he stated matter-of-factly, as he took a
sip of coﬀee, “I know you have reservations about this. You’re right that this job
is, shall we say, slightly amoral. But, I’m not asking you to agree with their form
of advertising. I’m just asking you to put a few photos, text blocks and captions
together on a page. Try to just forget the content and just think of it as just putting
blocks together on a page.”
“You’re basically asking me to ignore my conscience and to shut up.”
Chaz let out a big sigh, “Look, I know this project is not usually the kind of
subject matter you would work on. I know your feelings on these jobs, but what do
you want me to do? This client is a friend of our CEO. He personally handed me
the folder late Friday. I said I would take care of it, wrote up the job ticket and put
it in your inbox. I never even opened the folder.”
“This client is a friend of Mr.Douglas?”
5

“Yeah, they golf together. Mr. Douglas promised him that we would put
together a fantastic campaign for him.”
I looked down at the photos. Anxiety was building up in me. I have never been
put into a tight spot like this before. I have never had to work on something that
was so against my conscience. Chaz was looking across from me, hoping I would
change my mind.
He could tell I was computing it all in my mind and he sought to smooth out
how bad it really was:
“Because this job came from higher up, I have to just do what was given to me,
Ben. That’s why I don’t have a lot of say on this one.”
“Yes, you do. You could call up Mr. Douglas right now.”
“And say what? Uh, Mr. Douglas, Ben doesn’t want to design this ad because
the use of blatant sexual imagery in selling a product is appalling to his Christian
beliefs.”
“Yeah, that sounds good.”
“Hahah! That’s funny, Ben! You know I can’t do that.”
“And, you know I can’t work on this.”
“Ben, c’mon. We both know that the images are, um, how shall I say it, very
sensual. However, we’re not here to act as the conscience of our clients. They’re not
Christians like we are. They tell us what to do because they’re the ones that give us
our paychecks.”
“My paycheck is meaningless if I oﬀend my conscience—not to mention
God!”
“God knows that this is just a part of our jobs. He totally sees that. He is not
going to fault you for doing one little design. Can’t you just do it as a favor for
me?”
Just then the phone rang. Chaz answered the phone and lifted up his ﬁnger,
indicating me to stay in the chair.
I didn’t know what to do. Would God really understand if I just turned a blind
eye to my conscience and just did the design? After all, it was just one little design.
Maybe my conscience was overreacting a bit. God knew that I never would do this
if I had a free choice in the matter. . But, I do have a free choice in the matter, don’t
I? I don’t want to work on these sensual images. It’s no diﬀerent than those lingerie
mailers that come in the mail and I toss in the trashcan. I can’t do this, and I don’t
want to do this, but I know that this is my job and Chaz is counting on me.
Just then Chaz hung up the phone. “Well, that was Mr. Douglas calling me
now. He was asking about this ad campaign. His friend, the client, just called him,
wanting to “make sure” that the design was our ‘top priority’.”
Chaz looked down at the photographs of the female model and closed up the
folder and handed it back to me. “I’m sorry, Ben, but you’ve got to get this done. I’m
sorry. The client is expecting his proof this afternoon.”
I looked down at Chaz’s outstretched hand, handing the folder to me.
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“I. . . I can’t do this, Chaz.”
“What?! Look, I have asked you very nicely to do this design. I have been very
patient with you in this matter and I am your boss and I am giving you this job
ticket to do!”
“I can’t do it.”
“Why?!” Chaz was standing up now.
“It’s not in my conscience to do it.”
“I don’t give a rip about your conscience!” Chaz paused and realized that he was
yelling at his best friend. “Look, I’m sorry for yelling at you, Ben.”
I stood up and glared at him. My heart was pounding. My ﬁngers were digging
into my ﬁsts. At that moment, I wanted to let him have it. But, by the grace of God,
I kept my tongue quiet until he spoke again.
“Um, I can see that we’re not getting anywhere on this project,” he sighed. “I
hate arguing with you, Ben. I really do. Why don’t you take an early lunch. Think
about the design. Think about what kind of position you’re putting me in. It’s just
one design. I need you to do this for me. I don’t know how to design stuﬀ. Please.
You know I can’t give this job to anyone else—it’s just you. You’re my last hope.”
As he took his seat, he said, “Please, Ben. Go enjoy your lunch. I’ll see you in an
hour.”
I walked out of his oﬃce fuming. So many thoughts were running through my
head as I walked out to my car. I needed to think. Was this campaign really worth
losing my job over? What kind of Christian was I to put my friend in danger of losing
his job? We both have families to support. He has been a Christian longer than I
have. . . maybe I’m missing a key element in all of this. It is just one campaign—a
magazine ad, an email blast and homepage image. Is it really worth losing my job
over? Maybe I’ll just do it this one time and maybe there won’t be a next time.
I started my car and drove to the closest burger place in town: Northtown
Burgers. While in the drive-thru line, I kept wondering what my family would
think of me for doing this design. What would my wife say? What would my two
daughters think of me? They would surely be disappointed in me. I have made it
very clear to them that they are to be dressed modestly and that they are to respect
themselves. But, do I respect myself enough not to do this design? What would
Jesus do in this situation?
I ordered my food and ate it in the parking lot. The hour went by fast. It was
5 ‘til Eleven and I still hadn’t made up my mind what to do. I wanted to please
God, but I also didn’t want to get ﬁred. Is being ﬁred glorifying to God? Is being
insubordinate glorifying to God? I had major heartburn and it wasn’t the burger
and fries.
Just then, outside my car door, a family of sparrows ﬂew down and were pecking
along the ground. They found a pile of French fries and a piece of a hamburger bun
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someone left behind. It’s awesome that God provides even for the sparrows.
I looked down at the clock and hesitatingly started the car.
I walked back into Chaz’s oﬃce. The folder was still on his desk.
“Hi Ben, please, sit down.”
“I’ll stand, thank you.”
“Very well. Did you think about the ad campaign?”
“Yes, I did.”
“Good. However, before you give me your answer, Ben. I want to ask you a
question: do you know how many jobs that I’ve given to Ted all these years so you
wouldn’t have to design them?”
“No, I have no idea.”
“A lot. I’ve funneled them through Ted’s desk rather than your desk so you
wouldn’t have to look at them.”
“Well, I didn’t realize there were so many racy jobs that this company was
accepting. I appreciate that, Chaz. Thank you.”
“That’s what friends are for, right?”
“Yes, of course. But, um, why are we, as a company, even taking jobs like that?
The decision to take or not take a speciﬁc client starts and ends with you.”
“True, the decision to take the jobs is mine. But I don’t make the rules for the
company. We have a business to run and a responsibility to make this company
proﬁtable. We all get paid from up above.”
“You’re right, Chaz. We all get paid from above.”
There was an awkward pause as we both looked at each other.
“Well, let’s hear it. What is your decision, Ben?”
“Well, on my lunch break, I was thinking that this situation is really about two
things: doing what’s right or doing what’s wrong. Providing for my family is right.
Helping you, my friend, with this project is right. Bringing a project to completion
is right for this company.”
“You’re right, Ben. All of those points are high ideals we need to live up to. I
mean, we can’t just let our consciences—”
“And then I started thinking about this ad campaign from God’s perspective.
What did He think about this situation? Like Joseph, in the Bible, this was just a
regular, every day circumstance that would show where my heart was at. I asked
myself who’s perspective was the most important—more important than my family,
my friend or the company.”
Chaz sat back in his chair, as he tapped his ﬁngers on the armrest.
I continued, “I decided that God’s perspective is the most important one. And,
the conscience that He has given me has to have the ﬁnal say in what I do or don’t
do in life. Joseph didn’t cave on his beliefs and he got kicked in the face for doing
8

God’s will. But, later, God raised him up because of his integrity.”
“So, what are you saying?”
“I’m saying that if we, as Christians, aren’t standing up for what’s right in the
little things, then we aren’t going to stand up for what’s right in the big things.”
“But, God’s will is that you provide for your family and that you listen to your
manager.”
“True, but not at the expense of God’s greater will.”
“So, Ben, I take it that you’re not going to design this ad campaign.”
“No, I will not.”
“You realize what kind of predicament that leaves me in, don’t you?”
“Yes, I do.”
“You are being insubordinate and there is only one outcome of that.”
“I know.”
Chaz put his head in his hands, “I don’t know why you are making this so
diﬃcult. . .”
“I’m sorry, Chaz, but God has the ﬁnal authority—not you.”
“It’s just a picture! It’s just a young female in a skimpy bikini selling hardhats!
What is the big deal?! Why can’t you do this?!”
“Because God doesn’t want me to.”
“Does God want you to lose your job?”
“If that’s in His will, then so be it.”
“You want to lose your job over a picture?”
“It’s not just a picture—it’s pornography.”
“So what?”
“I used to look at pornography, Chaz! You know that! Don’t you remember our
men’s Bible studies in which we talked about this?”
I was yelling now.
“I used to lust after naked women like this! I was addicted, OK?!”
I picked up the photos and ripped them up in front of Chaz.
As the pieces ﬂoated onto his desk, I quipped, “I destroyed my ﬁrst marriage
because of pornography like this—and for what? Just to satisfy my sexual urges? I
was a ﬁlthy sinner before I came to Christ. But then He saved me. . . and I promised
Him that I would never ever look at pornography again, nor support that industry
again, nor cause others to sin! And there’s nothing you or anyone else can say to
make me do this!”
Chaz was quiet. He knew I was right.
He looked down at the shredded photos and said, “The client and Mr. Douglas
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will be calling later, asking for the proof. You leave me no other choice than to ﬁre
you.”
“Then do it, Chaz.”
“OK, Ben. You’re ﬁred.”
We just stood there, staring at each other. All the years of our friendship ﬂashed
through my head—gone in the blink of an eye.
As I started to walk out, I turned around and said, “You know, I’d rather get
ﬁred for doing what is right, than hold onto my job and do what’s wrong.”
I slammed his door behind me. He didn’t try to stop me. I quickly walked to my
desk and packed up my family pictures, coﬀee mugs and personal reference manuals
into a box.
Chaz never came back out to talk me out of leaving. I had no idea what he was
thinking inside his oﬃce. My co-workers all wanted to know what had happened. I
told them I refused to work for a company that promotes the sexual exploitation of
young women.
I told the accountant to mail me my paycheck. I said my goodbyes to a few
people and walked out.
When I got home, my wife was in shock that I quit, but she was proud that
I had done the right thing. My two daughters gave me a hug. I knew it would be
diﬃcult ﬁnding a new job in this lousy economy, but, one thing I did know, I could
look at my family and hold my head high. I knew that God would take care of us.
The next Sunday at church, I didn’t see Chaz and his family. No surprise there.
Weeks went by and I had yet to see them at church, Bible Study or anywhere else
around town. I bumped into one of my old co-workers at the grocery store and he
told me that after I had left, the company continued to take more sexually-explicit
jobs and design campaigns for their clients; it was the only steady work that kept
the company aﬂoat.
Later that week, I was looking at the employment section in the newspaper.
I happened to see my former employer hiring for another graphic designer. I just
laughed to myself and my wife came over to see what I was laughing at.
“What are you laughing at?”
“Oh, just the fact that Chaz is hiring another graphic designer to do his
bidding.”
“He’s replacing you?”
“Apparently. Now, Chaz can have two “yes men” who will never question his
job tickets. They will never question him on what is right and wrong. They can just
happily work in their cubicle, searing their conscience one design at a time.”
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“It’s sad how he turned out. I always thought that Monica and Chaz were such
outstanding Christians. Becky at church says that their marriage is on the rocks;
has been for a while.”
“Well, unfortunately, it was all a show. Ever since he got that managerial position
two years ago, his joy for life just seemed to wane. I thought it was just the stress of
his new position—not the fact that he was taking jobs that he shouldn’t have been
taking.”
“I wonder if he ever told Monica the kinds of jobs he took.”
“Probably not. He just couldn’t bring himself to turn down proﬁtable clients
for the company. I suppose he feared losing his job. I suppose he feared not making
his mortgage and car payments. I suppose he feared Mr. Douglas more than he did
God.”
“Well, Honey, I know that the Lord will take care of our ﬁnances.”
“Of course He will. I have no doubt.”
The end
“Love not the world, neither the things that are in the world. If any man love the world,
the love of the Father is not in him. For all that is in the world, the lust of the ﬂesh, and
the lust of the eyes, and the pride of life, is not of the Father, but is of the world.” — 1
John 2:15-16
“My brethren, count it all joy when ye fall into divers temptations; knowing this, that the
trying of your faith worketh patience. But let patience have her perfect work, that ye may
be perfect and entire, wanting nothing.” — James 1:2-4
“Trust in the LORD, and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt
be fed.” — Psalm 37:3
“Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also
reap. For he that soweth to his ﬂesh shall of the ﬂesh reap corruption; but he that soweth
to the Spirit shall of the Spirit reap life everlasting. And let us not be weary in well doing:
for in due season we shall reap, if we faint not.” — Galatians 6:7-9

11

The Gospel
of Jesus Christ

What is the Gospel?
The gospel is the undeserved salvation of all mankind from sin and eternal
death, accomplished only by the death, burial and resurrection of Jesus
Christ of which is made real to an individual’s heart by the power of the
Holy Spirit. In other words, the gospel is God’s plan to rescue us, sustain
us and grow us up in Him for all eternity. The famous passage John 3:16
explains the gospel:
“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that
whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.”
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The Gospel
of Jesus Christ

The gospel’s foundation is only based upon what Jesus has done; not what
we have done. It is God’s free gift to us. Heaven is for those who have
trusted in Jesus Christ as their Savior. People think that getting to heaven
is some long, drawn-out process in which you have to try and follow the
Ten Commandments or be a do-gooder or go to church or something. But
it’s really not complicated at all. See, salvation isn’t about getting to God
on our own terms or pulling ourselves up by our own bootstraps, it’s about
God reaching down to us and offering us salvation free of charge.
Paul says in Ephesians, “But God, who is rich in mercy, for his great love
wherewith he loved us, Even when we were dead in sins, hath quickened us
together with Christ, (by grace ye are saved;)” —Ephesians 2:4-5
Our sins won’t allow us to get to heaven on our own terms; it is only
God’s rich mercy that He has made a way for us. God demands no less
than perfection, and only perfect people get to go to heaven. Based
on works, none of us would make it; only Jesus would. But, God has
provided a way to give perfection to us through Jesus. Jesus is the
exclusive, one-way to the Father. He says this in John 14:6:
“I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but
by me.”
Either that statement is true or it is not. Every Christian knows that it is
absolutely and irrevocably true. Ask Christ to reveal himself to you today.
It’s your choice.
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