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Introduction 
 
 

In 2006, the Lord prompted me to write a play. This was 
not an unusual or unreasonable prompt. I am, after all, an 
English teacher with a lot of years of experience and a 
master’s degree. I was, at that time, the school speech and 
drama teacher and the drama club sponsor; however, 
what He wanted was not just a play, but a two-act musical. 
“Uh, Lord, I barely sing, and I only know a few chords on 
the guitar . . .” Remember what God told Moses? “Who 
gives one man speech and makes another deaf and dumb? 
Or who gives sight to one and makes another blind? Is it 
not I, the Lord? Go then! It is I who will assist you and 
will teach you what to say!” Well, I got somewhat the 
same message, only mine also had something to do with 
teaching me what to sing and how to play.  

I was in the habit of taking walks at night during the 
time this prompting came. It started to happen that God 
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would drop songs into my spirit on those walks. I really 
didn’t have to compose anything; I just sang along with 
Him and learned the songs. Well, that’s good, but how 
could I translate those tunes to others? In our home there 
was a portable keyboard that had been bought for one of 
the children as a Christmas present and never really got 
used. I got it out from under a bed, took a pencil, and 
numbered the keys, yes, literally wrote the numbers on 
the keys, and then played and wrote down the songs by 
number. There were many talented students in my classes 
that year, and what I couldn’t figure out, one of them 
usually could. So it happened that within a few months’ 
time, I had ten original songs. You may believe it or not, 
but I can testify that my God is still in the miracle 
business! For the most part, the play itself was written in 
about two and a half hours—one afternoon. Of course, 
there were edits and rewrites and tweaks here and there, 
but it did quickly come together, and I believe God was 
pleased with the results. 

The play, titled Isaiah Speaks OR The First Street 
Church of the Messianic Mechanic, debuted at Faith 
Christian School in Anniston, Alabama on October 27, 
2006. It was also performed the following summer at 
Gateway Ministries International in Oxford, Alabama. 
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Audiences were blessed by the play, the actors, the music, 
and the message of Isaiah Speaks. 

That was more than a decade ago, and it seems the 
Lord is not finished with Isaiah yet. His story has become 
the third in the Carry My Tears series. Along with 
Miranda, Caleb, Tad, and Jobie, Companion now leads 
Isaiah across the cityscape of his life with a higher purpose 
for him—to carry the tears of the Master to a lost and 
dying world. 

I wish to dedicate this volume, first of all, to my 
wonderful family: my best supporters, my biggest fans, 
my greatest blessings. I love you all! Second, I lovingly 
dedicate it to my students over all the years. You have 
blessed my life, and I have learned from all of you. Among 
you is the group who brought this vision to reality on the 
stage. It was one of the biggest thrills of my life. You are 
all glorious children of the King. I pray that you will live in 
His love and provision, and that you will always feel the 
burden to carry His tears. 

I wish to offer many thanks to my mother, Patricia 
Irwin, and my brother, Edward Risden, for helping me 
with “Girolamo,” whose story is real. An additional “thank 
you” I extend to Ed for the verses in Chapter 8 (Risden, E. 
L. Book of Hours, Book of Days and Nights: Selected Poems, 
Anaphora Literary Press, 2018). 
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“Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and 
forever” (Hebrews 13:8). Carry My Tears to Shiloh is for 
“yesterday”; Carry My Tears: A Myth is for “forever”; and 
Carry My Tears: Isaiah Speaks is for “today.” 

To God be the glory! 
Beverly



 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Prologue 
 

742 B.C. 
 
 

In the year that King Uzziah died, I saw the Lord, high 
and exalted, seated on a throne; and the train of his robe 
filled the temple. Above him were seraphim, each with six 
wings: With two wings they covered their faces, with two 
they covered their feet, and with two they were flying. 
And they were calling to one another: “Holy, holy, holy is 
the LORD Almighty; the whole earth is full of his glory.” 

At the sound of their voices the doorposts and 
thresholds shook and the temple was filled with smoke. 

“Woe to me!” I cried. “I am ruined! For I am a man of 
unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips, 
and my eyes have seen the King, the LORD Almighty.” 

Then one of the seraphim flew to me with a live coal 
in his hand, which he had taken with tongs from the altar. 
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With it he touched my mouth and said, “See, this has 
touched your lips; your guilt is taken away and your sin 
atoned for.” 

Then I heard the voice of the Lord saying, “Whom 
shall I send? And who will go for us?” 

And I said, “Here am I. Send me!” 
 

*   *   * 
 

A.D. 1951 
 
Gray fog rose from gray water and blended with gray 
factory smoke. Together they tried to suppress the first 
ambitious rays of golden sun that desperately stretched 
out their radiant fingers to touch rooftops and the highest 
of windows in the towering, concrete buildings uptown.  
Groaning tug boats were answered by a distant whistle 
and clang of a locomotive passing over a trestle that 
spanned the oily river. It was a modest dot on the map, 
perhaps, but occupied and bustling every Monday 
through Friday from seven to five-thirty. In fact, the 
factories and businesses had crowded all the way down to 
the street that paralleled the river, which moved quietly 
and nonchalantly in contrast to the rumbling cars, trucks, 
busses, and other traffic that whizzed by with a purpose. 
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On that street (appropriately labeled First Street), nearly 
lost in the hubbub, an unassuming automotive repair 
shop awaited patronage. It was a small, homey, blue and 
white, wood-frame building, with a glass door that faced 
the street. A neatly hand-painted sign was mounted on a 
pole near the road announcing, “Isaiah Speaks Auto 
Shop.” The young man himself, Isaiah Speaks, proprietor, 
stood at the door of that shop drinking from his foam 
coffee cup and lifting his voice in prayer. His eyes 
remained closed as he felt a warm hand gently come to 
rest upon his shoulder, and he heard the whisper of 
another prayerful voice joining his. 

Isaiah opened his eyes and found beside him a man 
who looked to be in his forties, wearing ragged blue jeans 
and a dirty purple t-shirt. The man looked as though he 
had not shaved in quite a while, and his silvering, shaggy 
hair was mostly covered by a red cap. Isaiah was startled, 
not because the man had appeared from nowhere—there 
were some homeless people who made their way up and 
down the street bordering the river doing what they could 
to survive—but because this man looked at him through 
the kindest eyes he had ever seen. 

“Thank you for your prayers,” Isaiah said sincerely. “Is 
there something I can do for you?” 



C A R R Y  M Y  T E A R S :  I S A I A H  S P E A K S 
 

xii 
 

“Serve the Master,” was the surprising reply. The man 
smiled at Isaiah and gave him a pat on the back, then 
headed down the street. 

Isaiah watched him go feeling strangely moved, 
although he did not know why. Only a year earlier, Isaiah 
would not have thought much about prayer. He had 
grown up in church, but he never really thought about a 
personal relationship with the God of the universe, a 
Being who was certainly too busy for him. Then came the 
tragic, accidental death of Isaiah’s parents, and a visit 
from sympathetic Pastor Phillips who took the time to 
talk to Isaiah, to reach out to him where he was 
emotionally and spiritually, and to offer a ray of hope and 
peace. That preacher had rocked Isaiah’s world with the 
gospel of Jesus Christ. Comfort and peace were in Pastor 
Phillips’s words and in the pages of the Bible that he gave 
Isaiah. A heart that he had considered permanently 
broken was healed and transformed, and Isaiah vowed to 
serve the Lord God with all his heart and all his mind and 
all his strength, for he knew that in that city there were 
many broken hearts. 

One seemingly ordinary October morning as the sun 
was just breaking through the clouds that had misted the 
town during the night causing the droplets on brick, 
concrete, and glass surfaces to scintillate like fallen stars, 
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Isaiah offered up a prayer to his Lord from the pure heart 
of a man with a recent epiphany. Suddenly, he saw the 
Lord, high and exalted, seated on a throne; and the train 
of his robe filled the temple. Above him, without knowing 
their names, he saw seraphim, each with six wings: With 
two wings they covered their faces, with two they covered 
their feet, and with two they were flying. And they were 
calling to one another: “Holy, holy, holy is the Lord 
Almighty; the whole earth is full of his glory.” 

At the sound of their voices the doorposts and 
thresholds shook, and the temple of Isaiah’s vision was 
filled with smoke, and it was not the smoke of the 
factories nor the fog from the river. It was the Shekinah 
glory of God! 

“Woe to me!” he cried. “I am ruined! For I am a man 
of unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips, 
and my eyes have seen the King, the Lord Almighty.” 

Then one of the seraphim flew to him with a live coal 
in his hand, which he had taken with tongs from the altar. 
With it he touched Isaiah’s mouth and said, “See, this has 
touched your lips; your guilt is taken away and your sin 
atoned for.” 

Isaiah heard the voice of the Lord saying, “Whom shall 
I send? And who will go for us?” 

And Isaiah answered, “Here am I. Send me!” 
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And the mighty voice responded, Carry my tears! 
 

*   *   * 
 

Prepare ye, prepare ye 
Lay down your sin, and enter in 
Prepare ye the way of the Lord. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
1 

 All That You Desire 
 

 
saiah Speaks, auto mechanic, reached out to the city 
with a simple message: The Lord God loves you! Many 

people came and went. Some stopped and listened for a 
while, then returned to their day; some simply passed by 
without taking notice; but some were touched by his 
message and some stayed. For those who stayed, Isaiah 
prayed, anointing them by laying his oily hands on their 
heads and shoulders. He passed on to them all his skills of 
engine repair, body work, and prayer, and they joined him 
in the work of the automotive shop. Isaiah was a skilled 
mechanic and his business, located on First Street across 
from the river, prospered adequately. Isaiah’s tastes were 
simple, and he always had enough. 

I 
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As the business grew, Isaiah added a rectangular, blue, 
metal building to the back of the wood-frame shop and 
hired a helper. Through the years, the man in the ragged 
jeans, purple t-shirt, and red cap showed up often. Isaiah 
was never surprised to see him; there were many 
homeless people throughout the city, and most of them 
lived under the land locked ends of the bridges that 
spanned the river close to the shop. That man always 
called Isaiah by name, even though Isaiah had never 
formally introduced himself. Easy—his name was on the 
front of the business. Once Isaiah asked the man his 
name. 

“I’m just a prayer companion,” was his reply, and that 
is the only name by which Isaiah ever knew him. Oddly 
fitting, though, he thought, for the man always showed up 
when Isaiah needed a friend to pray with him and advise 
him. 

Eventually, Isaiah fell in love, got married, and had 
two children, a girl, Rachel, and nearly ten years later, a 
boy, Isaiah Jr. Years rolled by like the river, as time does 
when children are growing up. Rachel married, moved to 
Louisiana, and had children of her own. Tragically, 
Isaiah’s wife, Wanda, fell ill and passed away.  

Life became difficult for Isaiah and his son without 
Wanda to help them communicate. The boy was often 
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rebellious against Isaiah’s wishes, and fiercely angry, 
unreasonable as it may be, that his greatest advocate, his 
mother, was gone. Isaiah desperately wanted him to go to 
college and build a prosperous life with a degree in hand, 
but Isaiah Jr.—Sai, as his mother had dubbed him—did 
not care for books, and after failing for two semesters, he 
dropped out of college. Sai also did not care for engine 
repair and refused to spend time in his father’s shop. 
What he really wanted was to join the military, but his 
father was hard set against that, so he spent some time 
wandering from fast food jobs to yard maintenance to 
custodial work. After he was fired from his sixth job, 
Isaiah got impatient and they quarreled. Careless words 
were spoken. Soon afterward, Sai joined the Army against 
his father’s wishes and travelled the world. He did not 
contact his father and the two slipped apart. It was a pain 
that neither one was capable of addressing, and so their 
wounds eventually became scars, and the only thing 
Isaiah knew of his son came from Rachel. It was Isaiah’s 
biggest regret. He had only one other, and that was that 
he had never left town. He had never carried his Master’s 
tears to the world. 

Age crept up on him, and Isaiah began to leave the 
opening of the shop and the repair work to his trusted 
crew: Chris, Megan, Chase, Taylor, and Kaleb. That left 
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Isaiah free to come in at his leisure (which was still early 
every morning) to do the bookkeeping, to pray, and to 
offer a word of encouragement to everyone who came 
into the shop. Even total strangers found blessings, rest, 
peace, and counsel in Isaiah’s words and often friends and 
acquaintances would drop by just to visit and have a cup 
of coffee and hear whatever he had to say. Eventually, the 
new millennium arrived with all its promises and fears, 
but life at Isaiah Speaks Auto Shop remained much the 
same: peaceful and calm in the front office where brown 
vinyl chairs lined the brown paneled walls and the scent 
of coffee wafted through the air at all hours, and bustling 
and busy in the large garage where the mechanics spent 
their days making cars of every make and model run to 
their full potential as praise music streamed from 
Pandora. 

At nearly seven o’clock one mellow spring morning, as 
the sun peeked over the horizon scattering ruby and 
topaz flecks across the iron-gray river and causing the tall, 
concrete buildings of uptown to shine like marble, 
Megan, a young, blond, responsible girl with dancing 
green eyes, unlocked the shop’s door and began to roll 
out the tires that were scheduled to go on sale. She was 
not what people imagined when they heard the word 
mechanic, but she was good at her job. Very good, in fact. 
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Her particular specialty was locating engine problems 
with lightning speed. She also had an enchanting singing 
voice which she used to spread cheer and lift praise 
throughout the day. “Good morning, Taylor,” she chirped 
as the next worker came in. 

“Mornin’,” Taylor responded and immediately 
jumped in to help. Taylor was the newest member of the 
team. Her olive complexion and dimpled smile had 
endeared her quickly to her coworkers. That, and the fact 
that she was a driven worker and hated to stop before a 
job was complete, made her a perfect fit for the busy 
shop. 

“Ready for another day?” Megan asked her. “I have a 
feeling it’s going to be a busy one.” 

“Fine with me. I like to stay busy! It passes the time.” 
The shop cat, Jeremiah, emerged from somewhere 

and stretched his large, sleek, ebony body and made a 
noise that combined a “rowww” and a yawn. His name 
came from the fact that he was often to be found during 
the daylight hours dozing on a sunny windowsill or curled 
up on one of the brown vinyl chairs that populated the 
paneled office. He was named after Jeremiah, the weeping 
prophet; he was Jeremiah the sleeping cat. Jeremiah had 
arrived one rainy day, uninvited and unannounced, and 
immediately gained the sympathy of Isaiah and his team. 
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They coaxed him into the warm building, dried him off, 
and shared scraps of food from their lunches with him. 
Then they brushed him shiny and clean. In return, he 
caught a mouse in the supply closet, and everyone praised 
him for his stealth. Since he decided it was a good deal to 
stay on, he was given the job of keeping the shop free of 
vermin, and indeed he seemed to have a talent for it. 
Other than his aggressive, nocturnal hunting of rats, large 
insects, and the like, Jeremiah was a calm and kind cat. 
His beautiful, thoughtful, emerald eyes were a contrast to 
his odd upper teeth—two lengthy ones hung out over his 
bottom lip making him look rather like a vampire—and 
his fur was as black as coal, probably a good thing for a cat 
who worked around grease and debris from auto repair.  

Jeremiah greeted the mechanics as they arrived one 
after another and as they began to dress in faded but clean 
coveralls that sported an emblem of a yellow car with the 
words “Isaiah Speaks Auto Shop” curving above it. Then 
each pinned a name tag on the other side. Some of the 
mechanics were a bit more awake than others. All were 
quietly positive about their jobs, their skills, and their 
relationships with Jesus. 

“Anybody see Isaiah yet this morning?” Chase asked 
as he reached down and scratched the top of Jeremiah’s 
furry head. Jeremiah rubbed against his hand and purred 
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in return. Chase was a young man who was often 
impetuous. He had large dark eyes that missed nothing 
and a shock of curly, dark brown hair on his head. Chase 
was quick to laugh and was an excellent mechanic. He 
talked to everyone and had friends in all walks of life. He 
was well-liked by all the customers. 

“He’s not here yet,” Taylor responded.  
“When is that man gonna take a vacation?”  
That was Kaleb. He was a young African-American, 

clean cut and, in his off hours, a snappy dresser. In the 
evenings, Kaleb often played in a blues band, the sultry 
notes of his keyboard tugging at the heartstrings of his 
fans. He was a good worker, but his mind tended to 
wander if a job took too long, so he drove the tow truck 
and ran errands for the business. That was fine with 
Kaleb: it got him out of the confinement of the shop. 

“Or retire?” Megan suggested. “He’s not getting any 
younger and I doubt he’s spent many days away from this 
shop since he opened it, when?” 

“1951,” Kaleb reminded her. “You’ve heard the story, 
haven’t you?” 

“Yeah—Isaiah was nineteen years old and his parents 
had lived in this building for years. It was a house then.” 

“A really small house,” Kaleb interrupted. 
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Megan shot him a sideways glance and resumed, 
“Then they were killed in a car accident—faulty brakes. 
Isaiah always blamed himself even though he was young 
and just beginning to learn about working on cars and he 
was not responsible for the failed brakes. He vowed to 
learn all he could about the workings of vehicles, and if 
there was any way he could keep anyone else from having 
an experience like that, he was going to do it. Somewhere 
in the process of his education, Isaiah learned that auto 
work was his talent and his calling.” 

“There was a lot less to learn back then,” Kaleb mused. 
Again, Megan’s face showed her impatience with the 

interruption, but Kaleb simply shrugged it off. “Isaiah 
loved working on vehicles, so he expanded the garage and 
turned this place into a business . . .” 

“Isaiah Speaks’ Auto Shop . . . ” Taylor interjected 
enthusiastically. 

“ . . . aaaaaaand lived out of the back room until he got 
married.” 

“They say Wanda Speaks was a great lady,” the eldest 
mechanic, Chris, noted out loud. Chris was tall and 
slender, blue-eyed and blond, and wore glasses. He was 
rather an “engine geek,” a devoted husband and father, 
and had a keen mind for business. 

“They say she sure could cook!” Kaleb added. 
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“And she sure could pray!” That was a voice from the 
doorway, and it belonged to Isaiah Speaks himself. 
Approaching what might be called elderly, Isaiah’s clean-
shaven face was creased with wrinkles, but they were as 
much from merriment as they were from age, and his 
thick hair was nearly all gray. A quick look into his brown 
eyes revealed wisdom, kindness, and love for his fellow 
human beings. His mind was sharp and his speech 
positive and encouraging. He was a superbly talented 
mechanic and an accomplished Bible scholar. In other 
words, Isaiah was an extraordinary man, and everyone 
who ever met him knew it. 

The workers wished Isaiah a good morning and got 
back to work quickly so he wouldn’t think they were 
wasting time, but Isaiah’s thoughts were far away. 
Jeremiah sauntered over and rubbed against his legs and 
Isaiah reached down absently and stroked his back. 

Isaiah continued the workers’ train of thought: 
“Wanda Speaks was beautiful inside and out. I remember 
the first day I saw her serving lunch at the Dairy Bar. 
Knocked me off my feet! I could hardly order my 
chocolate peanut butter milkshake . . .” his voice faded as 
he remembered that day. 
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At that moment, Chase walked into the office. “Isaiah, 
why don’t you take some time off? Go visit the family in 
Louisiana or something. You’ve earned a vacation.” 

“Well,” Isaiah smiled a little sadly, his mind back in the 
present, “you know what the Good Book says, ‘A man can 
do nothing better than to eat, drink and find satisfaction 
in his work.’ I had my breakfast, I have my coffee,” he held 
up a white foam cup from the Rippy Mart at the corner, 
“and now I’m ready to work.” 

“Have you ever thought about retirement?” Megan 
pressed. 

Isaiah shook his head and chuckled softly. “You know, 
I read the Good Book a lot, and I’ve never come across a 
retirement plan for disciples. I come in every day; I work 
on cars a little, I pray a little, and I talk to the folks the 
Lord sends to me—a lot! It’s all a great pleasure, a 
satisfaction, as the verse says. Now what could I do if I 
retired? 

“You could travel or something.” 
“Megan, most of the people I meet are travelling, and 

sometimes God lets me be their travel agent. Thank you, 
Lord,” he looked up and nodded toward heaven. 

Megan could only shrug her shoulders and return to 
work leaving Isaiah sitting still and knowing that God is 
God. However, that stillness was short-lived. It was 
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interrupted by a young and very rattled man in a suit with 
tie. 

“I need help! Can you help me?” he nearly shouted at 
Isaiah, perspiration beading on his brow. 

“What seems to be the problem?” Isaiah asked calmly. 
“I was just driving by and, bam!—my truck stopped. 

I’m late and I need to get to work, and my cell phone 
battery is dead so I can’t call in, and I’ve already missed 
one day this week—My boss is gonna kill me! Oh no, 
what if I get fired?” He began to pace nervously back and 
forth, wringing his hands. 

“Now just calm down,” Isaiah answered 
sympathetically. “Is that your truck out there?” 

“Yeah, I just told you . . .” 
“Chase!” Isaiah called back into the workshop, “Get 

Chris and Kaleb and push that truck out of the street and 
check it out.” He turned back to the young man and 
asked, “What did you say your name is?” 

“Sean, Sean Kinders.” 
“Mr. Kinders, go ahead and use the phone,” Isaiah 

turned an old land line telephone around so the rotary 
dial faced the man. “Call your boss and explain the 
situation and we’ll see what’s happening with your truck.” 

Sean Kinders looked at the ancient rotary phone and 
then back at Isaiah. “You’re kidding, right?” 
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Isaiah smiled and made a dialing motion with one 
finger as he stepped away to give young Mr. Kinders some 
privacy on the phone.  

Chase saw his boss and walked over to report, “Good 
news, it’s only a broken belt. We’ll have it fixed and the 
battery replaced in just a few minutes.” 

Isaiah walked back to his desk and faced the very 
stressed countenance of his customer.  

When he heard the news, Mr. Kinders took a 
handkerchief from his pocket and wiped the sweat off his 
forehead pronouncing, “Thank God!” 

“Isn’t He good?!” Isaiah said with enthusiasm. 
“Huh?” he answered, confused. 
“Isn’t God good? He knew what you needed, so your 

truck stopped right beside someone who could help you 
out.” 

“Oh,” Mr. Kinders was a bit embarrassed, “It was just a 
figure of speech. If there is a God, He doesn’t care 
anything about me or my truck.” 

“There is, and He does. Know why?”  
Mr. Kinders absently shook his head. 
“Because He cares about every little thing in your life 

because He loves you.” 
“Right!” Mr. Kinders puffed. “Why would He care 

anything about me—if He’s there at all.” 
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“Because He made you; He knew you before you were 
even born, and everything that concerns you is a concern 
to Him. His desire is for you to have joy and success, not 
to go around tied up in knots all the time.” 

“What would make you believe a thing like that?” 
“Because,” Isaiah looked into the man’s eyes as he 

spoke, “He helped me out when I was pretty tied up in 
knots. I was a young man, all alone in this world, Mother 
and Dad dead, sister run off, and I didn’t know nothin’ 
but a little bit about how to fix cars. Pretty soon after my 
parents’ funeral, a preacher came by and told me how 
Jesus Christ was there, just waiting to ease my grief and 
burdens and give me peace—peace that passed my 
understanding—so I let that preacher talk because, you 
see, I really needed some peace. I couldn’t find it at the 
bottom of a bottle; I couldn’t find it runnin’ with my 
friends; and I couldn’t even find it workin’ on cars, and I 
dearly loved to do that. That preacher told me that God 
loved the world so much that He sent His son Jesus 
Christ into the world to die so that whoever believes in 
Him would not perish.” 

“Wait, who said anything about perishing?” 
“You did. You said your boss was gonna kill you.” 
“You know what I meant.” Mr. Kinders’s face softened 

a little. “It would be nice, though, to have some peace 
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once in a while. But God wouldn’t want anything to do 
with me after the way I’ve lived, if He really exists.” 

“Mr. Kinders . . .” 
“It’s Sean.” 
“Okay, Sean, the Good Book says that all have sinned 

and come short of the glory of God. It also says, ‘Come all 
you who are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn of me, for I am 
meek and lowly of heart, and you will find rest for your 
soul.’” 

“So, assuming all this is true, I’m still young and I like 
to go out and have fun and stuff. I’m not ready to give that 
up. I like having fun.” 

“Son, he’s not going to make you move into a cave and 
eat locusts. You don’t have to stop enjoying life just 
because you ask Jesus into your heart. In fact, I think 
you’ll find a whole new level of fun.” 

“To be honest, I’m ready to try almost anything—
almost anything, Old Man. What do I need to do to get 
this peace you’re talking about?” 

“Are you a sinner?” 
“God probably thinks so,” Sean snickered. 
“Have you ever done anything you shouldn’t have 

done?” 
“Of course. Hasn’t everybody?” 
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“Yes, exactly—‘All have sinned and come short of the 
glory of God’—everybody has done things they should 
not have done. But ‘if you confess your sins, He is faithful 
and just to forgive your sins.’ You see, you’ve probably 
done a lot of things you should have been punished for, 
right? But Jesus already took your punishment upon 
Himself. That means all you have to do is ask Him to 
receive your acknowledgement of His sacrifice. Ask Him 
to take what you did and give you what He did.” 

“What exactly did He do?” 
“He was whipped and insulted, spat on and nailed to a 

cross. He did that because you deserved it. Then He died, 
but He rose from the grave and now He lives forever.” 

“In heaven?” Sean’s voice sounded doubtful. 
“Right!” 
“Okay, so how do I go about asking Him? Do I go to a 

church or something?” 
“You can ask Him right now!” Isaiah spoke with such 

complete confidence that Sean was almost convinced. 
“I’ll help you. Just repeat after me.” Isaiah placed a 
reassuring hand upon Sean’s shoulder, and right there 
Sean confessed that he was a sinner and asked Jesus for 
His forgiveness and His help with everything in his life. 
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“This sounds crazy,” Sean said after Isaiah 
pronounced the amen, “but I really do feel better! Thanks, 
Old Man! I mean, what’s your name?” 

“Isaiah.” 
“Thanks, Mr. Isaiah. Now what do I do?” 
“Read His book.” Isaiah handed Sean an old Bible 

from the desk (he always kept extras around). “The rest is 
between you and God. Talk to Him. He’ll let you know. 
Go carry His tears.” 

Chase walked into the shop wiping his hands on a rag. 
“Sir, your car is ready.” 

“Thank you.” Sean turned back to Isaiah, “What do I 
owe you?” 

“This one’s on the house to help you remember, Jesus 
paid the price. God be with you, Sean. Your life will never 
be the same. Come back in once in a while and let me 
know how you’re doing.” 

“Thank you again, and thank God! And this time I 
really do mean thank God!” 

Sean walked out with a lightness in his step and 
headed to work. Chase started out of the office but turned 
back.  

“Isaiah, may I ask you a question?” 
“Of course, Chase. What do you need?” 
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“You pray for people all the time and then you always 
tell them to carry the tears of the Master. What exactly 
does that mean, to carry His tears? I thought Jesus was all 
about living in joy and power; You know, ‘the joy of the 
Lord is your strength.’” 

“You’re not wrong, Chase, about living in the joy and 
power of Christ, but if that is your only goal, you’re 
missing a big part of the point. As great as it is, Jesus 
didn’t come just to bring us joy and power. He came to 
teach us love and to commission us to spread that love, 
hope and peace to others. His heart aches for His loved 
ones who don’t know Him, those who are suffering and 
afraid and bound up in all kinds of things, and those who 
are searching but can’t seem to find what they’re 
searching for. We want to live in His joy and power, of 
course, but we must also carry His burdens. If we don’t 
feel His heart of longing for the souls of the world, His 
deep desire for all those souls He loves enough to die for, 
we haven’t the patience or the motivation to reach out to 
them—to ‘go into all the world and preach the gospel to 
every creature.’ We must be moved by His joy and power, 
but we must also be moved by His pain. It’s all about 
love—total, complete love.” 

“Wow!” said Kaleb who was listening from the 
doorway. 
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“Yeah, wow!” agreed Taylor who stood beside him. 
And all the mechanics who had been drawn into 

hearing range by this heart-felt lesson nodded in 
agreement. 
 

*   *   * 
 

ONCE my heart was just a desert, endless 
empty dry despair, 

Hopeless, barren, lonesome, and no one 
seemed to care, 

Then You came and walked me through, 
knew exactly what to do 

Because Your feet had walked there, too. 
 

All that You desire is my heart in Your hands; 
All that You require is my life in Your plan. 
Every day You lift me higher, You have set 

my soul on fire, 
I will praise You, Holy Lamb. 
 
Once my life was full of mountains; there was 

no way across, 
Only paths I couldn’t follow; I knew that I 

was lost, 
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Then You reached Your hand to me and 
taught me how to fly 

Now with You I’m flying free. 
 
All that You desire is my heart in Your hands; 
All that You require is my life in Your plan. 
Every day You lift me higher, You have set 

my soul on fire, 
I will praise You, Holy Lamb. 



 

 

 
 
 

*** End of Free Sample *** 


