
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – WWJD 

 

I shared with you a 

few weeks ago that 

the air conditioner in 

our car died.  I want 

you to know that I did 

NOT repeat the event 

of my childhood, 

throwing my clothes 

out of the window.  

The AC failure did, 

however, prompt us 

to begin searching for a new vehicle. 

What we needed was a fuel-efficient, comfortable sedan to drive back and 

forth between Wallace and Wilmington.  What I wanted, on the other hand, 

was a Toyota Tacoma 4-door truck.  Our Minister of Students, Gavin Spell, 

has my dream truck and I really, really want it.  Since the Bible does not 

say it is a sin to covet your neighbor’s truck, I think I am okay in saying that. 

While we were in Virginia recently, ENan and I were walking with our 

granddaughters.  We walked past a realllly nice Tacoma and I casually 

mentioned to the girls that I would like a truck like that.  My youngest 

granddaughter (age 7) immediately replied, “Granddaddy, you can’t drive a 

truck!  You’re not a tough guy.”  Somewhat offended, I challenged her 

statement.  “What do you mean I’m not a tough guy?”  Her response was 

very logical, “You wear khakis and tough guys don’t wear khakis.” 

All this has made me ponder what does it mean to be a tough guy or girl.  

Without doubt, the toughest person I know is Jesus.  He stood up for the 

underdogs everyone else ignored.  He challenged authorities whenever 

they were out of step with the Word of God.  He followed the will of God 

when no one else walked with him.  He faced criticism without flinching.  He 

approached death with a prayer of forgiveness on his lips.  



I know that being tough has nothing to do with what you wear on the 

outside or what you drive.  It has everything to do with what you have on 

the inside and what drives you.  Like Jesus. 

Although it is an old question, I still ask myself, “WWJD?”  “What would 

Jesus do?”   

And sometimes I wonder, “What would Jesus drive?” 

 

 


