The Pastor “Die”ry

Thank you so much for coming this morning. As your Pastor, it is always an honor to stand before you. God is good all the time! Enjoy your afternoon and don’t forget to spend time with your family. You will learn that family is everything in life and you can’t live without them. Stand with me as we pray and love on someone who looks like they need it. 

Hey John, can you finish up here, Rizz and I are headed out for the afternoon. Yeah, Pastor G, I got you. Y’all go and enjoy your day. It’s been a great day here at the Mountain. I can’t wait for next week’s Reach night. Those are my favorite days of the year. So many people who need help and so many opportunities to love on them. Yessir, I agree John. Those people need so much help, and I am happy that the Mountain is a place that cares. I cannot imagine living like that or having grown up without a solid foundation. 

You ready to go babe? We have a six o’clock at Rooster’s Flight and it takes us an hour to drive over without traffic and you know folks will be headed down to the beach for the week. Yeah G, I am ready to go. Seth brought the Wagon around and the kids have already left. Let’s go!
What a day! You know Rizzi, there are days I don’t feel it when I am up there. Most days I just want to quit and never go back. I feel like such a fraud most days and if people only knew, they would leave and never come back. G, what are you talking about? You are a good man and one the most Holy people I know. My life has never been better, and I thank God for the day you walked into that coffee shop. Do you remember that day? Just like it was yesterday darling. Just like it was yesterday! That day will always stick out in my mind.
Dad! What are we supposed to do while you and mom head over to Galveston? I don’t know Sadie, I am not a cruise director. I’ll Venmo you and Aaron some money and y'all can grab food. We won’t be back until late, so don’t wait up. Thanks Dad, you are the best. I love you. I hope you and mom have fun.
Riz, let’s go or we are going to be late. I am coming, just a few more strokes and lipstick and I’ll be right there. What are you planning on getting at Rooster’s? Not sure, I am thinking the lamb or the duck, but i really like the way they carve the tomahawk. There is just something about watching that knife slide through those cuts of meat. Well, get that if you want G, I think I am leaning towards the Sea Bass and topping it off with that vanilla bean panna cotta. Oh, so good... Grab your purse before the valet grabs the truck. 
Pastor G, my man! Good to see you and Pastor Rizz. Take good care of the G mobile, here is the keys Reggie.
Enjoy the food and I'll have the Wagon warmed up and ready for you. Thanks Reggie! Always good to see you.
G, I don’t think you need another whiskey. Don’t you think you’ve had enough? Just one more! It’s been a long week, and I need to unwind. I am good to drive though. Ok, I guess one more won't hurt. Let’s finish dessert and get out of here. It’s an hour drive home and you have an early meeting tomorrow. Fine, I will drink this quick, and we will get out of here.  	
G, I am worried about you. You haven’t been yourself lately. It seems like every time we are together that you are a million miles away from me or you just don’t care anymore about us. Give me a break Rizz. You know how much pressure I’ve been under with all the growth at the church, the building project and then having to deal with Elder Johnson’s surely attitude. I can't even breath most days and feel constantly like shit. The only time I feel truly free and like myself is when I travel. There is just something about the freedom of being somewhere in a place where not everyone knows you or cares about you as a Pastor. Yeah, I understand that, but why can't I be enough for you when you are home? You never let me go on those trips with you unless it’s to Florida and close to my family. 
Babe, I just need time away to focus on God, the church and preaching in whatever city I am in. Plus, someone must focus on the kid’s busy schedule and the business. What are you saying? You don’t trust me? Of course not! I trust you. I believe you to be a good man who loves us, but it would be nice to be included in some of 
these vacations. Vacations? What the hell are you talking about. You think that I get to go on vacation while spreading the good news? Trust me, when I get home, I am dead tired, usually jet lagged and the last damn thing I think was that I was on vacation. Well excuse me! I would think that if I requested a house off the grid with zero neighbors in sight that I would be in vacation mode. Plus, most of the time, you have your cousin meet you there too. Look, he helps the ministry by taking care of all the mundane bullshit that you always complain about. He doesn’t mind driving me any distance or take care of anything that I ask of him. Let’s just drop this because I don’t have the patience to listen to this tonight. 
I’m sorry for bringing it up. I don’t want the night to be ruined even more than it is now. I had hoped we could have a nice time and maybe sex tonight, but there is no way in hell you are getting close to me now. What did you just mumble G? If you have something to say, just say it. You want me to say it? Ok, fine! I don’t expect much from you anymore, so what’s one more night of jerking off compared to the hundreds of others. How can you be so crude G? You are just being an ass right now and I’m done talking to you. Don’t talk to me anymore tonight. 
I’m sorry about last night! I think I had one too many drinks and let my mouth talk more than I should have. You sure did! It was humiliating for you to speak to me the way you did last night. You know G, I don’t ask for much because I know the pressures you are under, but you have got to control yourself. I am not your enemy, but you make me one when you take all the church crap out on me. 
I won’t continue to be your punching bag whenever you feel like taking it out on me. You can show me respect or we can just call this marriage done and you can figure out what to do with your life. Rizz, I am sorry. What else do you want from me? I want you to change, G. I need you to change. You are the pastor of a 10,000 people who depend on you, but if they knew how you treated me at times, I don’t think they would be very impressed. Your books on dysfunction need to be read by you. You’re right! I am really having struggles right now and I need to do better. I think this preaching trip this week will help me clear my head. The Big Sky always helps me. Well, maybe I am overreacting too. Menopause is taking its toll on my body and emotions. I think deep down there is a good guy in there. He is just buried under a pile of life. 
Good morning, John, what’s the agenda for the staff meeting today? Looks like we need to go over the ministry objectives again. Some of these departments are failing to meet their objectives and really underperforming. Which ones specifically? Well Pastor, the Youth Ministry is not doing well. I think Pastor Ted is too busy worrying about his Tik Tok following versus focusing on keeping things moving in the right direction. Oh really? Tell Ted that we want to meet with him right after staff meeting. We need to get him on board with the direction of The Mountain. You got it Pastor. I will take care of it. Also, here is all your booking information for your BNB in Montana. You are flying into Bozeman, and the cabin is about 45 minutes outside of there. Jess is going to pick you up at the airport and drive you to the cabin. You are set to speak Friday, Saturday and 
Sunday and then fly back on Monday. That way you will have a couple of days downtime before Friday. Perfect John, I cannot wait to get there. I really need this time away to get my head right before Friday. 
Good morning, ladies and gentlemen! This is your pilot, Captain Steve speaking. We will be taking off momentarily. Looks like the weather is perfect for a smooth flight into Bozeman this morning. Projected flight time is 3:45 minutes and we should arrive just a few minutes ahead of schedule barring any unforeseen tower issues. Sit back and enjoy the flight this morning and welcome aboard American Airlines. 
What brings you to Bozeman? I’m sorry? Oh, I didn’t see that you had your iPods in. No, it’s fine, I was just catching up on a podcast that I have been listening to. You listen to podcasts? Yeah, some! Mostly about business and family. I own a ranch outside of Helena called The Prairie Dog. We raise cattle and sheep. So, I don’t get a lot of time to listen to podcasts. What are you listening to? Crime Podcasts are my thing which may be weird when I tell you what I do. I am a Pastor of a church in Texas. Texas? Really? Small world because that is what my friends call me. Well not Texas, but Tex. My real name is Tom, but I’ve been known as Tex since I moved to Montana 30 years ago. What part of Texas are you from? We live in Houston right now. We have been there 13 years and started the church in our home. Houston? I grew up close to Houston in a town call Port Arthur. You familiar with the Port? Yeah, I know a little about it, but not too much. 
We moved from Port Arthur about 30 years ago. My mom was a single mother who worked two jobs just to make ends meet. My sister and I were latch key kids in a not-so-great neighborhood. Why did y'all move to Montana? Well, to be honest, my mother freaked out about a murder that happened in our neighborhood, not far from our house. 
This family was stabbed to death and the son was kidnapped. Wow, that is horrible! Did they ever find the kid? No, there was so many leads that came in, but he was never officially found. What do you mean officially? Well, there was a body found in an abandoned field outside of the port, but it was burned so badly that it was unrecognizable plus the skull had been shattered into so many pieces there was no way to identify the remains. The whole town assumed that this was the son, but there was no way to close the case. It was a crazy time in our area for sure. My mom decided to get us as far away from the big city as she could. Looking back now, I realized Port Arthur was not a big city, but she wanted out of Texas. So, we moved to Montana to a small town called Whitefish and she took a job at a ski resort. It was a drastic change from Texas and damn cold to go along with it.
Well, you look like you have done well for yourself Tex? You own a ranch now and sitting in first class, so I say life has been good to you. Yeah, it has been, but not without hard work and long ass days. I took a job during the summers at the Big Fork Ranch and fell in love with the life. The owner did not have any children, so he passed not only his love of the ranch, but his love for Montana and his money to me. The resort wanted to buy the ranch, so we reluctantly sold 
and bought 2500 acres in Helena. My wife and I have three children and two grandchildren. So, yeah, I guess you can say, I’ve lived a good life. What about you? What do you do? Don’t tell me, let me guess! You look like a salesman or maybe a motivational speaker. Hahahaha! I guess both of your guesses are right. I am the Lead Pastor at the Mountain Church outside of Houston in the Woodlands. Really? Yes sir, we’ve been there ten years. My name is Garrett. Have you got a last name Garrett? Johnson, the last name is Johnson. 
Ok, Garrett Johnson, let’s just google the good pastor and see what you are all about. Looks like you are a big deal! Mega Pastor Garrett Johnson publishes his second book on dealing with dysfunctional families. That’s a pretty good headline for the Chronicle. How many folks do y'all have over there? Is it one of those big churches where you don’t know your neighbor? Well, we have around 10,000 members, so I guess you may not know everyone. Well, preacher, it sounds like I am sitting next to a celebrity. Do I need to get your autograph? Tell me more about you and this dysfunctional family stuff you write about. 
Well, I grew up in Florida with a mess of a family. My father beat my mother merciless most days. He was an alcoholic and tried his best to function but took his bitterness out on my mom and I most days. We had no other family around and my mom was scared to death of him and the possibility of leaving him. We pretended to be normal at functions like school or church mass. But, behind the scenes it was hell on earth. It stayed that way until he lost his job, and we couldn’t pay our bills. It went from bad to worse until it 
turned outright deadly. He came home from the bar one night and beat my mom severely. When I came home that night, she was lying on the floor and could barely move. Her eye was swollen shut and her mouth was covered in blood. I helped her up and she was able to eventually regain her composure and strength. I begged her to pack a bag and leave, but she refused. I was so mad that I wanted to go in that room and hurt him like he had hurt her. She made me go to my room and go to bed. During the night, I was awakened by the sound of a gunshot. I ran into the room just in time to see her turn the gun on herself. She had killed my father and then killed herself. I was 13 years old. 

That’s a terribly sad story and one I would never want to experience in a 1000 lifetimes. I hate that happened to you. So, yes, I guess you have some ideas about dysfunction. I just grew up with a father who didn’t want anything to do with me, but nothing of that magnitude. I think I need a drink! Excuse me ma’am, can I get a Jack Daniels and a Coke, please? What happened to you after that? I am sure DCS got involved quickly? Did you have family that took you in? We got time on this trip, so give me more information and don’t leave me hanging.

[bookmark: _Int_gViHoJqc]DCS definitely got involved! They immediately took me in to foster care. The first few days were a whirlwind. I was taken out of a bad situation and put into a home with other children who also came out of bad situations. It was not a great atmosphere and one that I hated. They put me in with 
[bookmark: _Int_BCHVhuxX]a therapist and wanted me to talk about everything. Honestly, I just closed up and didn’t talk for days on end. The authorities wanted me to tell them things about my home life, but I couldn't bring myself to even think about what I had witnessed. After a few weeks, I began to open up about the horrific days of mine and my mother’s life. The Police eventually finished their investigation and ruled it a murder-suicide and deemed my mother as mentally unstable. Truth be told, my father was the one who was not mentally stable, and my mother was just a beaten down woman who finally had enough. 

Life pretty much never got better. They placed me in a foster home with a childless couple. They were nice enough, but could never really make me feel secure about being at their home. I stayed with them over a year and finally just went back to the foster house. At that point, I was 15 years old and who wants a 15 year old foster child? Nobody, I can tell you, nobody. So, one night I decided that I wanted out. I packed a bag and ran away. I didn’t know where I was going to go, but I wanted out of Florida. I put that thumb out and found the first ride that would stop for me. 

So, you’re telling me that at 15 you caught a ride with a complete stranger? Were you not scared out of your mind? 
I was on that first ride, but by the time I hit the Mississippi line, I had been with so many people that it just came easy. Most of the people were ok to ride with. There was only one guy who asked me to do things in order to get in the car. Didn’t happen and he just hurried off. So, I finally got dropped off in Dallas and that’s where I started my life. I lived on the streets for the first couple of years. I panhandled and stole things to make ends meet. I eventually met a guy who was a preacher. He had a mission at his church and invited me to stay there, get a job and get on my feet. His name was Marcus. He was an older black gentleman who was extremely kind. He had been loving on people for many years. His congregation was small, but he did his best everyday to help people and I guess he saw something in me that needed help. I lived there utnil I was 21 years old. I would clean the toilets, the church, etc to pay for my room and board. I got a job with a construction company that helped me get my life back on track as least financially. Other parts of my life were a complete mess and Marcus knew it. 

What an incredible story that is! I can see that you have much to say about life and how you can overcome it. I am glad I don’t have any crazy stories like that to share with you. The most ole Tex has ever got in trouble for was smoking weed and peeping in on the foreman’s daughter. Seems like Marcus was just what you needed at that time in your life just like the ranch owner was to me. The only difference is my mentor was not a church guy. Our church was the acres of ranch, and we went to church every day. So, I’m not much on that church stuff and don’t really believe in any one God. When I die, I just hope I get to ride my mare one more time into the afterlife if there is such a thing. 

Well, that is too bad that you don’t know much about God. Marcus is the one who taught me about God and showed me what it was to be a good person and a good friend. It’s because of him that I started The Moutain and it’s why I am sitting here with you today. Well preacher, I don’t really think much about that nor do I care to discuss it. I am fine just where I sit and believe in letting people live their life while I live mine. 
Sorry Tex, I didn’t mean to be pushy. I just wanted to tell you that God is love and He loves you too no matter what you think or feel about Him. Let’s talk about something else. What your subject? Ranch, cattle, horses? I don’t know much about those, but I am happy to listen and learn. Well Preach, I really like cigars and whiskey, but I am sure a man such as yourself doesn’t know much about those. Are you kidding? I love cigars and occasionally drink a nice glass of bourbon with the big ice cube. Well, well, well, how about that! A man of the cloth that dabbles in the ways of world. Look Tex, I prescribe to a different theology. I am not one to believe that you are going to hell if you have a drink of whiskey or smoke a stogy. Everything needs to be done in moderation so that you do not become a slave to any of it. Heck, the Bible beaters who constantly condemn people for that most of the time are overweight and tapping out the buffet on a weekly basis. 

Well preach, that makes me think differently about you. You may just be alright after all. Ma’am, bring my new friend here a whiskey. What’s your favorite preach? I do not think they carry it on the plane. I love a good shot of Angel’s Envy, Buffalo Trace or when I want to venture out, Hibiki Japanese Whisky. Oh, you like that high dollar stuff! I drink those on occasion, but at my heart, I am just a Tennessee Whiskey man. Old number 7 does just fine for a night under the big sky. I’ll just take a Jack on the rocks please and put it on my bill Tex shouted. 
Well now we have something to talk about preach. I like a cigar and whiskey guy. I have a huge humidor at the ranch. Once a week, my buddies and I get together to play poker, drink and smoke. I have over 500 cigars in there. That’s what people buy me when they travel to the Central and South American region. So, I smoke so many different variations, but I am still partial to Fidel’s old boys. What’s your favorite smoke preach? I always like a Cuban, but those are hard to come by for me. I generally go to anything by My Father or Oliva but love anything that Rocky Patel makes or even a Warhead. Sounds like I need to come smoke a few with you and take in Big Sky country. 
Where are you going once you get to Montana? Headed out to preach for a friend of mine at his church: The Church of Now. Pastor Fred Headman started that church about 3 years ago with a few people and now they run around 2500 people. It’s a growing church, so I don’t mind coming out to help him. I don’t usually take small engagements, but to be honest, I really needed out of Houston. I need to breath some fresh air and get some stress out of my system. It’s    been about 6 months since I have been on a speaking engagement. We have so much going on at the Mountain with a building project with a price tag of a $150 million. 
Did you say $150 Million? Where in the world do you get all of your money? That’s a large number so that building must be huge. Yeah, we plan to accommodate 12000 people per service, so we are planning for big things. Sounds like you are preach! The church buy that Rolex on your arm too? No sir! The church doesn’t pay me a salary anymore.  I made most of my money from book sales and then invested most of that money into cryptocurreny  before the boom. 
Ladies and gentelmen this is the pilot, we are making our final descent into Bozeman where the tempature is a balmy 42 degrees with clear skies and a full view of Montana’s Big Sky. We will be on the ground shortly. Thank you for flying with us! 
Well Tex, it looks like we are about to land. It’s been great getting to know you. Hopefully, we will see each other again soon. Hit me up anytime you are in my area. I may just take you up on that preach. I am in Houston often! I will make sure I bring you one of Fidel’s finest when I come, but you must provide the whiskey. Deal? Yessir, you got it. 
Excuse me! Do you have a barf bag? I am not feeling well and I don’t have one in my seat back. Sure thing sir, I will be right back with one. What’s wrong Preach? You are looking a little green around the gills. I don’t know Tex, it just hit me all of a sudden and I feel very nauseated and I can’t breathe very well. I hope this plane lands soon. Just hang on preach,  we are almost down.
I am glad to be on the ground. I didn’t think I was going to make it. How you are you feeling Preach? I still feel nauseous and short of breath. I am sure I will be ok once I get out of here and get to the cabin. Let’s head down to baggage claim. I need to call Riz and let her know we arrived. Go ahead Preach, I gotta make a call too. We will walk down together. 
Hey babe, we made it. Flight was pretty smooth and I met a guy on the plane. No! He is a rancher with a big ole cowboy hat named Tex. Yeah! How are the kids? Good deal! We are headed to baggage claim and then I am headed to the cabin to get some... ressstttttt. Oh my god, my chest! It hurts so bad. 
Preach! What in the hell is going on? Somebody dial 911. I think he is having a heart attack. Hurry! Stay with me Preach, stay with me! Don’t you die on me. Stay with me... Preach! Preach! Here comes the medics. You must help him. Move out of the way sir. Grab the padels and give me charge. Again! Again! Still no pulse. Clear!!! Come on man, come back to us. Again! Nothing, just nothing. No pulse, he is asystole. 
I am sorry sir; your friend is gone! We just met each other on the plane. We are going to carry him to Deaconess Regional if you can let someone know. I don’t even know who to call or what his real name is. Here is his phone, you can see if his wife or significant other is in there. It looks like there are several missed calls from this person. Fine, give me the damn phone. 
Hello! You don’t know me, but my name is Tex. I met Garrett on the way up from Houston. I am sorry to have to tell you this, but Garrett just passed away here at the airport. I am so sorry, there was nothing anyone could do. I have his phone and his bag. I can get his suitcase too and hold on to everything until you get here. They carried his body over to the hospital. It will need to be identified before they will release it to you. Here is my number: 406-555-1435! You call me when you are on your way up and I will meet you back here with his things. Again, ma’am I am so sorry for your loss. 













Chapter 2

Oh God! What am I going to do? What’s going on Rizz? Who was on the phone? It’s Garrett, Stephanie, he’s gone. WHAT? Yes, he’s gone. He died just a few minutes ago at the airport. Some stranger just called and told me. Oh honey, I am so sorry. Come here! I am here for you. I won’t leave your side. I will call John and let him know what’s going on and make sure he lets the elders, and the staff know. He will handle things over at the church and he will grab the kids for you too. 

I don’t even know what to feel right now. I feel sick to my stomach. He’s gone. I will never be able to talk with him again, I will never feel his touch. Why? Just why? It makes no sense. He was a good man, a good husband, a good father... WHY? I have to hear from someone I do not know that he is dead. This guy has all of his stuff! He’s just there in that hospital alone. I need to get to him asap. Can you help me get things situated? Yes, I can. Let me see about booking a flight right now. What are you going to tell the kids? I don’t know Stephanie, I truly don’t know how to tell them this. Will you and John be with me when I tell them? Of course we will! I found an early morning flight tomorrow. I am booking it now. We will get you to the airport, take care of things here and make sure the kids are taken care of. Thank you so much for that. We need to leave here and head home. I cannot breathe right now.














