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| Don't Even Know His Name*
By Don Kimbro

| was beginning to feel asense of panic as| looked over the financial
report for my ailing business. It was much worse than | thought. | didn't
see how we could possibly makeit. What was | going to do? How was |
going tell my employees, especially those who had been with me from
the beginning? What would | do to make aliving? The businesswas
al I knew!

My business wasn't the only thing going sour in my life. | had
recently moved out of our house and getting a divorce was the
hot topic with my wife of 18 years. Although we said we il
loved each other and there was no one elseinvolved — we
just couldn't seem to live together. Our marriage was a constant fight. Our drinking didn't help either.

Our oldest daughter, who was only 16, apparently had enough of the both of us. She ran away from home
with aboy friend of four months. Two months earlier my dad had suffered a massive stroke. | madeit to his
bedside just in time to watch him die. He was helpless—and sowas I. | didn't even know how to pray for him.

Now my business was failing. What was happening to my life? Everything | had worked so hard for was
falling apart — my marriage, my family, my business. Was there anything el se that could go wrong? Wasthis all
therewasto alife of hard work — alife of sadness, disappointment and failure? Suicide crossed my mind but |
knew | wastoo chicken for something like that. | needed help. But from where? From whom?

The knock on my office door startled me.

"Yes," | shouted out, "What do you want?"

My secretary, sensing theirritation in my voice, slowly opened the door and said, " There's agentlemen here
to seeyou. He said he'salocal businessman and just wanted to stop by to say hello. Here's his card.”

"I bet he's hereto try and sell me something,” | muttered to myself as| glanced at hiscard. "Thisisthe last
thing | need right now — asales pitch to buy something I'll probably never be ableto pay for, much less sell.”

"What's he look like," | asked her.

"Well, he'snicely dressed, in hismid-fifties and has avery pleasant manner about him. He said he would just
take afew minutes.”



"All right, but that's all he'll get — afew minutes. I'll be right out.”

"Hello," he said, as he extended his hand in awarm and firm handshake. He was a pleasant looking fellow —
nice suit, conservative tie— maybe hereally was a businessman. He certainly looked happy.

He introduced himself asthe owner of aconsulting firm — onel'd never heard of. "I'm calling on local
businessmen in the area to share something that has brought about atruly remarkable transformation in my life
and my business. Even though you don't know me, | think you'll be interested in hearing what it is. | promise I'll
bebrief."

"Hereit comes,” | thought to myself. "He's going to try and convince methat | need his services. Boy, ishe
going to be disappointed.”

"O.K.I'mal ears, but | realy am busy. Could you make it short?’

"Certainly," he gently responded. "I want to talk to you about Jesus Christ and how knowing him can change
your life."

"You've got to be kidding," | interrupted, "1'm in the biggest crisis of my life and you want to talk to me
about religion? | don't want to be rude but —"

"I understand, but if you'll just let me explain. What | have to share may be just what you need to hear. You
just said you're facing the biggest problem of your life. | believe that God can help.”

"No, you don't understand,” | retorted, "If thereisa God, why hasn't he helped me before now? Thisisn't the
first timel've beenin serioustrouble.”

"Maybe he has," my visitor smiled, "and maybe he wants to again — right now!"

Before | could respond, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out alittle booklet called, Sepsto Peace
With God. In the next few minutes he explained how much God loved me and how he had a purpose and a plan
and for my life. My sin and my unwillingness to change was keeping me from that plan. He told mewhat |
needed was anew life, one brought about by having arelationship with God, through faith in his son Jesus
Christ. He explained how Jesus had died for my sins and that God was ready to forgive me, if | would repent and
accept hisson asmy Lord and Savior.

"God will totally redirect your life," he concluded, "if you'll let him. That'swhat he did for meand | haven't
been the same since— and neither will you. You can change the course of your whole future right now if that's
your desire. You can start by admitting that you're a sinner and that you need help. Then tell Jesus that you are
sorry for your sins. Thank him for dying on the cross for you. Ask him to come into your life— and hewill. You
can become what the Bible calls'born again. Would you like to do that right now?"

| was startled at this man's boldness. | hesitated — then | asked, "Isthat it?"

"That'sit," hereplied.

"Look, | really appreciate your stopping by, but I'm not ready for this right now. Thingswill get better —
they have to. And when they do, I'll be O.K. But thanks for stopping by. | wish you well in what you're trying to

do, | really do. But it'sjust not for me. Maybe some other time. Anyway, thanks. Maybe — some other time,
0.K?Good-bye."



He extended his hand once again, "Thanks for your time. Keep the booklet. Perhaps you'll find time to read it
again. There'saprayer in the back which you can say anytime, day or night and God will hear you. Good-bye. It
was a pleasure meeting you."

| watched him as he walked out the door. "Nice man,” | thought. "Took alot of courage to do what he did.
Maybe I'll look at that booklet again someday. Right now I've got to figure out how to get out of this mess.”

| walked back into my office, tossed the tract on my desk, closed the door and for some strange reason — |
began to weep. Did | really believe that things would get better? No — not at all!

Six monthsater, | was divorced and my businesswasin the process of declaring bankruptcy. | was cleaning
out my office on the last day before we closed the doors for good. While placing some papers from the top of my
desk in afolder, | saw the little booklet my visitor had left with me on that day. | had forgotten all about it — but
amazingly, it was still there. | quietly sat down and began to thumb through the first few pages. | could almost
hear his voice as he explained the different steps to peace with God, especialy the part about how much God
loved me. How could that be? Everything | had done all my lifewas afailure. But thereit wasright there, "But
God demonstrates his own love for usin this: Whilewe were till sinners, Christ died for us® (Romans 5:8).

Then | remembered the man's closing words, " There's a prayer in the back which you can say anytime, day or
night and God will hear you." | quickly searched for that page. Astears began to fill my eyes, | repeated the
prayer and asked Jesus Christ to forgive me and come into my life and change me.

That was twenty-five years ago and my visitor wasright. My life has never been the same since. My wifeand
| remarried and she al so became a Christian. God dramatically changed both our lives. We joined awonderful
Bible-believing church and answered the altar call for salvation together. One year after our conversion, we
volunteered to work with the Billy Graham Crusade that came to our city and one year after that, | wasin Bible
College studying to become aMinister of the Gospel. God not only restored my marriage but he gave me a new
business aswell — one serving himin full time ministry. | have been a pastor now for over 20 years.

My oldest daughter? She's now married with her own children and they are members of my church asismy
youngest daughter and her family. Infact, al of our family have become believers. "Yet to all who received him,
to those who believed in his name, he gave the right to become children of God ..." (John 1:12). God isfaithful
to hisword!

Asfor the visitor to my office that day? | never saw him again and to thisvery day, | don't even know his
name. | believethat | will see him again though — in heaven. With his boldness, he'll most likely be one of the
first saintsthereto greet me. Then I'll know his name — for all eternity!
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