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“Work” 

 

Nehemiah 4:6, one of my favorite phrases in the Old Testament says, “…the people had a 

mind to work”.  II Thessalonians 3:10 says very succinctly “…If anyone will not work, 

neither shall he eat.”  The church is called on to “…respect those who work hard among 

you…” in I Thessalonians 4:12. Work, career, occupation or whatever else you might call 

it around your house is something that necessarily impacts huge quantities of our physical 

time here on earth. Yet sometimes, intrusively, it can take up our thoughts, dreams and 

passions if we let it. This writing finds me rounding out a weekend, which included 

attempting to motivate my 6 and 8 year old boys to help momma and daddy some by 

picking up sticks in the yard. It also included a discussion about the misery a dear friend 

is enduring at their place of employment. No weekend passes without the interminable 

expectation of the workweek ahead and the decision of whether it deserves a preemptive 

strike before Monday morning rolls around. Sometimes it’s enough to make you wonder 

if this “work” is really what God intended in our lives or did we miss a turn along the 

way and follow the wrong path. In the next few paragraphs I hope to share our time 

together considering how work does and should fit into our lives. I will try to continue 

inside the framework of the series of lessons from my dad about how to be a man. As 

always, though, our instruction will come finally from God’s Word.  

 

My mother and maternal grandfather eased me into the “real” world of work before I was 

even school age. They would take me to the family business downtown at the foot of the 

capital on 11
th

 and Charlotte in Nashville, TN. Many times the trip was to eat lunch back 

in my grandfather’s office across the desk from the big man himself. My grandfather had 

started the institutional food distribution business in 1954. He was semi-retired by then 

and would go in primarily to open the mail and make sure everybody was staying busy. 

Many times, throughout elementary and middle school, I ventured downtown to take my 

place across the desk from Pappaw to eat my burger and fries with him and watch the 

midday game show on his little black and white TV. After an hour or so of that kind of 

hard work it was time for him to use me as his excuse to leave so we could play or go 

fishing for the rest of the day. In my naïve heart, I thought this was the way work would 

always be. As middle school progressed there was another thought that entered my mind. 

When I would come and go at the family business? What about Dad? By this time he had 

probably been working in the warehouse and the freezer for close to 15 years for his 

father-in-law, Pappaw. In the early days, I don’t really remember seeing him when I 

would go to the office, though I knew he was there somewhere. I just remember him, 

exhausted and dirty, coming home each night. Sometimes it was a hard sale to get him to 

throw baseball after work during the week. I didn’t understand why he didn’t enjoy the 

office as much as I did!   

 

Then it started. The summer after my 8
th

 grade year I begged to go down and work with 

Dad and Papaw at the office. I loved every opportunity to be around Papaw because he 

was so much fun. However, the main reason I wanted to go was because by this time I 

had made the decision that I wanted to be like Dad and craved his companionship and 



praise. Deuteronomy 11:19-21 reminds us, dads, that it is our responsibility to make sure 

our children have the time with us they need to be properly instructed in life. Through 

that summer, I took a step towards understanding Dad’s exhaustion when he came home. 

More importantly, I got a glimpse of what was ahead for me. Work at the office started 

between 5:00 and 6:00 am. To my surprise, the day did not include mail opening or 

watching TV. The early mornings did not mean early dismissals. Most of the time we left 

for home between 5:00 and 6:00 pm. But it was worth every second for the looks of pride 

and approval from my Dad and for the perseverance it built into me to be used later in life 

(the latter of these turning out to be much more important than I ever knew it would be at 

the time). Romans 4:18-25 reminds us that Abraham was as good as dead when God 

fulfilled his promise to him to make him a great nation. God is the one who is to wield 

the power in our lives as Christians. Romans 5:3,4 reminds us to focus on the big picture. 

This present suffering is beneficial to help us empty ourselves of all but hope in God. 

When we find our hope, we find our peace. We find everything really. Sometimes we 

can’t hold God’s hand, or anyone else’s for that matter, because of all of the things we 

are clutching and won’t let go. 

  

Anyway, I worked at the family business every summer during high school. I learned that 

work provided money. However, money is a poor motivator. The people who needed the 

money most seemed to be the least dependable. It was not the pay that woke Dad up at 

4:00 every morning. It was his sense of responsibility to his family. Perhaps it was also 

that responsibility to God instilled in us in Genesis 3:17-19 to use our health and strength 

while we have it to sweat for our food. As I gained in maturity I was able to fill in the 

meaning of more of the body language between Mom and Dad when he would come 

home from work at night. Yes, there was the “gushy” hugging and kissing I’ve mentioned 

before. But, before that, there was a two-way look exchanged that helped me to 

understand Ephesians 5:25-31.  My dad would give an exhausted smile which I know 

now meant … “I gave everything I had today for you. This moment is what I’ve worked 

for all day. I love you more than words. I just want to hold you now”. Mom’s ever-

empathetic eyes would return, “I know you did baby. I’m sorry it’s so hard. Your little 

boy and little girl are safe. I’ll love you forever. Come here”. Even while I didn’t know 

the meaning of that interaction at the time, the man’s heart growing inside of me wanted 

that interaction more than any other earthly exchange. It still does. 

 

There are weeks I work a lot of hours and/or travel overnight to jobsites. At times clients 

and coworkers can be unreasonable. There have been times when the money wasn’t 

coming in like we would have liked and the weight of six families depending on payroll 

is a heavy one to bear. Then, I come in the door and look at Jennifer and she looks at me. 

Then, the two little boys turn their heads to watch the exchange. I know what’s going on 

in their hearts. Please God help me to persevere. Help all the dads to persevere. 

 

I hope you’ll take the time, with me, to ask yourself these questions often; by whose 

blessing do I have the health, ability and opportunity to work? Do I give thanks to the 

same by the service I render (Colossians 3:22-25)? What are the benefits I seek for the 

tremendous daily effort I put forward (Matthew 6: 19-21)? Will they burn up with the rest 

of the earth or will they sit with me in heaven one sweet and peaceful day? May we be 



the men; the fathers, the employees and/or employers God would have us to be. Only 

when we know and adhere to His Word will we find success in these endeavors. 


