Mr. Sharp
“Worship is demeaning. It is done by weak-minded people who need to depend upon someone or something else. When I was a child, I depended on my parents. But when I left home, I was expected to stand on my own two feet. Surely if God does exist, he would expect his children to grow up and leave the silly notions of worship behind them. As for me, I do what I want when I want to. I determine my destiny. I help me, and I don’t need anyone to tell me I need God. As my dad used to say, “We’re strong, we’re fast, and we’re sharp.”

The chaplain stood up from his chair and shook Mr. Sharp’s hand. “Well, Mr. Sharp, I hope you get better soon.” The chaplain walked away, and Mr. Sharp was relieved he was gone.

Mr. Sharp was the president and major stockholder of National Security Finance (NSF Corporation). He was recently told that he had a brain tumor, and was in the hospital for testing. Suddenly the room was filled with reporters and shouting voices.

Reporters crowded around him and bombarded him with questions. “Is it true that the FDIC has threatened to take over your firm?” “Do you have any comments regarding your board of directors asking you to resign?” “Is it true that “NSF is NSF?”   Some of the reporters started laughing.

Mr. Sharp’s face turned red with anger, and he pounded his fist on the armrest of his wheelchair. “I do what I do when I want to do it. I am in control. No one tells me what to do, and I am not sustained by the FDIC or God or anyone or anything else. My firm will get through these hard times. I am not going to resign, and I am not going to give up control of my firm to anyone else. I am in charge of the destiny of this firm, and I will make it succeed.”

During all of the commotion, Mr. Sharp’s attendant had left him momentarily. Mr. Sharp shouted, “Get me away from these reporters, attendant!”  But there was no answer, only more questions from the reporters. “I want to leave this room. Get me out of here!”  But no one heard his voice.

Two men broke through the crowd of reporters. They were executives of NSF. “We’re sorry, sir. There was a leak to the press.” They handed Mr. Sharp a legal document. “The shareholders want you to give them control in case you don’t get through this illness.” They pushed Mr. Sharp out of the room with reporters into his private hospital room.

“What do you mean by saying I won’t get through this illness?”  He grew even angrier. “I have always gotten through every crisis, and have never needed anyone’s help.” He saw a Bible lying on top of the nightstand and knocked it off to the floor. “I don’t need God, I don’t need you, and I don’t need anyone else. I do what I want when I want to. You’re both fired! Now get out!”

The two men left, and Mr. Sharp tore up the legal document. He wheeled himself to the door of his room and shouted down the hall, “Attendant! Attendant! Where are you? I need some help!”
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