
Evicted 
 
       Some years ago my wife and I moved from Columbia, Missouri to a small town southeast of Jefferson City. Try as 
we might, we were unable to sell our home in Columbia, as well as a rental house across the street. So we rented out 
both homes which turned into a nightmare with one bad renter after another. To make matters worse, during this 
same period of time, my wife had a major stroke and was forced into early retirement. A year later she was in a car 
wreck and broke her back, another year later was rear-ended and got major whiplash, my father died and I lost my 
job which threw us into a major financial crisis.  
       At a time when we desperately needed the additional income from our rental homes, we were losing thousands 
of dollars in lost rent. As hard as all these trials were the one thing which went against every fiber of my being was 
when I was forced out of necessity to take two of my renters to court to have them forcefully evicted. I can’t begin to 
put into words how gut-wrenching this was for me! Here I am, a chaplain, a Christian committed to loving people, 
having my name appear in the newspaper under court cases showing I was evicting two tenants. How loving was 
that? It truly went against every fiber of my being. I try to treat people honestly and fairly, and I expect to be treated 
the same way. I was not used to being lied to, cheated, cussed out, stolen from and maliciously hurt. One renter [not 
one of the ones I evicted] before moving out completely trashed the house where we used to live. There were at least 
15 holes in the walls, several broken doors, broken windows, unbelievable filth, etc., and all from a woman I’d known 
for years and tried to help by giving her reduced rent for her and her kids. It almost made me sick. 
       I began questioning God, “LORD, WHY WOULD YOU ALLOW ALL THIS TO HAPPEN?” As I reflected on it 
the thought hit me: “Ya know, if I were God, and I was landlord over planet earth, I think I’d be ready to evict a few 
people myself!” — I was comforted to realized God knew how I felt. We trash God’s world, we disrespect His creation, 
and spurn His holy name. And the Bible does teach that one day God will evict many people from planet earth when 
He comes to judge evil and establish His Kingdom. (See: Matthew, chapters 24,25, and Revelation 11:18 in the Bible.) 
       Some months later, as I was still licking my wounds, thinking how repulsive the whole ordeal had been, how many 
thousands of dollars we had lost in uncollected rent and house repairs, the thought hit me: “Would I have been willing 
to send my only Son to die for my tenants to pay their sin-debt?”—Yet, God did!  
       Ponder that thought! 
       And then, to top it all off, would I have been willing to grant my tenants eternal life with me (rent-free) for all 
eternity if they were willing to humbly ask my forgiveness? —Yet, God does! (See: Ephesians 2:8,9; John 3:16; 
Romans 10:9-13.) 
       We owe God a debt of gratitude we cannot remotely fathom. The least we can do is enthrone Him Lord of our 
lives. 
       Postscript: Some months later, the lady who had trashed my house texted me to apologize. She said she was now 
in drug treatment, had begun going to church, had received Christ as her Savior and finally understood what I meant  
about having a personal relationship with Christ. From an eternal perspective I can say it was vastly worth it (but I 
wouldn’t give an earthly nickel to go through it again). And, the month all of our savings ran out, and we were truly 
at the end of our rope, God miraculously provided me with a wonderful job.  
 
 
	  


