
The Right Tool For The Job
Have you ever had one of these days?
For those of you who don’t know a lot about cars, there is a huge belt under the hood of your car called a serpentine 

belt. It runs the alternator, air conditioning compressor, power steering, water pump, etc. Without it you couldn’t drive 
your car more than a couple of blocks before really bad things start to happen, like burning up your engine. Keeping it 
tight, so it doesn’t get loose and fall off, is a very powerful tension pulley. A few weeks ago, in my wife’s van, the bearings 
in that pulley went bad. The pulley quit turning and it tore up the serpentine belt. I took the van to a mechanic who re-
placed the ruined serpentine belt, not knowing that the tension pulley was the real problem. He then had to take the new 
belt off, replace the bad pulley, and put the new belt back on. What he didn’t realize was that the bad pulley had damaged 
the new belt. So, about half way home, as my wife was driving, the new serpentine belt began to make a loud squeaking 
noise. Rather than take the van back to the mechanic to have the belt replaced again, I decided to just fix it myself.—Big 
mistake! 

Even though I had replaced other serpentine belts on other vehicles, my wife’s van was different. The engineers 
(mutter-mutter) who designed my wife’s van had not left enough space to use a normal socket wrench. To make matters 
worse, the pulley was tucked into a hard-to-reach space behind some wires and a metal bracket. In other words, it was a 
real pain in the you-know-what to reach.

Day one: I worked and worked and tried everything I could think of to get that belt off without being able to use my 
regular socket wrench. Finally, I found a narrow socket and I was barely able to release the tension on the pulley to get 
the belt off. (Which now meant that I couldn’t drive the van back to the mechanic to get it fixed. It was now stuck in our 
garage.)

It took me most of an hour to get the new replacement serpentine belt rethreaded around all six or seven pulleys. 
Many of the pulleys were tucked so far down into the engine compartment that I couldn’t begin to reach them by hand. I 
had to take a thin board and poke the serpentine around the pulleys. I had grease up to my elbows. I had to crawl under 
the van, then back on my feet, then back under the van I don’t know how many times to get the belt in alignment around 
all the different pulleys. As soon as I would position it around one pulley it would slip off another pulley. Mutter-mutter.

Finally, after considerable frustration, I got the new serpentine belt all lined up, but when I applied pressure to release 
the tension on the tension-pulley, so I could slip the belt over the tension pulley, my socket wrench wouldn’t work. Some-
thing was definitely wrong. Mutter-mutter. I had to give up for the night.

Day two: Since I thought the gears inside my socket wrench must have gone bad, I went to Sears and bought a new 
socket wrench. That night when I went to use my new socket wrench the same thing happened. It would slip...and slip...
and slip. Obviously, the socket wrench was not the problem. I discovered that the socket I had been using had rounded 
the gripping edges on the bolt. Grumble-grumble. Not being one to give up easily, I found a small open-ended wrench 
that fit the bolt and I put a pipe over the end of it to get the needed leverage to release the pressure on the tension pulley. 
That almost worked. I could get the belt to within about a 1/8 of an inch of being able to slip over the last pulley. I was 
so-o-o close, but, try as I might, I’d run out of working space because that dumb metal bracket was in the way. Mutter-
mutter.  

Finally, since the pipe idea didn’t work, I took the old serpentine belt, the damaged one, wrapped it around the 
wrench, slipped it over my head and around my waist, and I used my body to pull against the wrench. I pulled for all I was 
worth and just when the new belt was about to slip over the pulley, because I was putting so much torque on this under-
sized wrench, it snapped in two! Groan! Mutter-mutter!  

Day three: I went back to Sears again, and this time I bought a Craftsman thin-socket wrench which I knew would fit. 



It had a lifetime warranty. No cheapie this time. I got home with my new adjustable wrench. I used the pipe for leverage 
and within a minute or so I had the new belt on. Problem fixed! My hands weren’t greasy. There were no broken wrenches, 
no banged knuckles, no grease stains on my clothes, no grease under my finger nails. It was a piece of cake.

What made the difference? I had the right tool for the right job!
Isn’t life like that? Some things can either be a pain-in-the-rear, or a piece of cake, all depending on whether we 

have the right tool(s) for the job. Have you ever thought that we are like tools in God’s hands? We can be like that cheap 
“dropped-forge wrench” made of low grade iron that breaks under pressure, or we can be like the Sears Craftsman tools 
with tempered steel and a life-time warranty that gets the job done right the first time. 

However, there is one significant difference between us and wrenches. Once a wrench is molded, it never changes. 
We, on the other hand, have the ability to change and adapt. We are always a work-in-progress, either growing or back-
sliding, becoming stronger or weaker, staying in shape or getting flabby, “using it or losing it.”

Recently I had breakfast with a Vietnam veteran who had been in combat. He said something which surprised me. 
He said that as a commander of soldiers, he could never tell how a new soldier would do in the heat of battle until that 
soldier was in actual combat. Some looked strong, and talked really macho, but when the bullets started whizzing, they 
would wimp out and turn cowardly. Other guys who looked almost sissy, in the heat of battle, might have the heart of a 
lion. Their hearts were like tempered steel. Only in real combat was he able to find out what they were made of, which 
may be one reason God tests us. 

Over the years, I have been surprised to see those who really stand strong when the going gets tough, when Satan’s ar-
rows are flying all around. I have been hurt and disappointed when people I really counted on would wimp out and say, “I 
just can’t do it!” On the other hand, I have been pleasantly surprised to see those who step up to the plate and hang tough, 
even when the going gets rough. They are some of the most unlikely people, sort of like Jesus’ disciples, just a bunch of 
obstinate fishermen with little education...and yet, through them, God turned the world upside down!

Battle-tested friends are one of the most precious gifts any one can have in this life. It is sad, but out of the total Chris-
tian population, the percentage of truly battle-worthy Christians is probably very small. Jesus’ words, “Take up your cross 
and follow me,” have come to have an all new meaning to me. How few are truly willing to take up their crosses, that tool 
of death, and actually follow Him into the heat of battle. It is easier to talk a good game, and then let others do the dirty 
work, than to offer up ourselves as living sacrifices and lay our own necks on the line. (Romans 12:1,2)

If we want to be the best tools we can be for God, and not break under pressure, it may mean that God will have to 
forge us in the furnace of affliction. Or, it may mean going through a tougher, longer boot camp to prepare us for action. 
In Isaiah, chapter 6, when God asked “Who will go for us?” Isaiah volunteered. He said, “Here I am. Send me!” May we 
be like Isaiah, ready to volunteer for the tough assignments...even if it means going into enemy territory and being on the 
front lines. With Isaiah, once he saw the holiness and greatness of God, he became a man of courage. The fear of man no 
longer controlled him. Knowing that we are on the winning side, even before the battle starts, makes a huge difference in 
how much courage we have. Knowing that God is fighting for us and beside us can make even the most cowardly person 
brave (Psalm 90:5-12; Romans 8:31,32).

If the world is heading into its darkest hour, as I think it may be, having a clear vision of God’s holiness and His power 
may give us the courage we need to stand and fight. Make no mistake, there is a battle being waged by Satan, and counter-
waged by God for the souls of men. In the final analysis, when it comes to battle, the heart of the issue becomes the issue 
of the heart—of knowing who loves us and who is fighting beside us...and, of course, having the right tools (Ephesians 
6:10-18).      




