Chapter 7 – I’m a Cookie!

“Dude…I’m a cookie,” Azzie proclaimed, making a slightly sheepish face when two chuckles from the other room indicated that Lois and Mary Ellen had heard him from their newsletter stuffing stations.

Josh glanced up from his desk to see Azzie hovering over with a plate of snickerdoodles.    


Azzie continued, a little quieter this time, “You said it yourself the other day--we want more Os for our cause. We called it 'coaching champions', right? So, how do we get more Os? 


Josh’s eyes returned to the email he had been writing. “Uh, that’s the million dollar question, isn’t it?


“Then get your checkbook ready, ‘cause here’s the answer.  You ask Betty Crocker.”

“What?” Josh replied suspiciously.

“I told you…I'm a cookie, man." Azzie nodded at the snickerdoodles on the plate he was holding. "I think Os are cookies and we have to find the recipe to make them.  You know, each cookie might be a little different, but I bet there are some basic ingredients that are the same.”  


“I think all that sugar has gone to your head, Az…but I'm sort of catching on to what you're saying.   I hadn’t given much thought to you and me being Os, but I guess we are.  I guess I'm a cookie too.”

“Right on, J!" affirmed Azzie. "So the way I see it, what we really should do is start by figuring out what an O looks like...figuring out our cookie recipe…and then maybe we can see what ingredients we need to make some more.”

“You know, Az, that actually makes a lot of sense. To the whiteboard, then!” Josh said theatrically. 


“I’ll bring the cookies.” 


Azzie continued as they broke out the markers. “So, if we want to make Os, our goal should be to come up with a recipe that helps transform people into mature followers of Christ as it relates to our cause.”  


“Wait--did you just call us 'mature'?” Josh replied as he beamed a Nerf ball right at Azzie’s head.

“Only for the sake of argument.  Let’s just say we’re mature in Christ as it relates to the cause of helping teens in this neighborhood, and maybe only compared to everyone else.   But that's cool: it’s like Paul tells Timothy—You heard me do it, and you saw me do it. Now go teach others to do it, too.” 


“You know, Az, only you can find a link between cookies and the words of Paul,” chided Josh.

“So," blushed Azzie, "now we need to come up with the ingredients…or the steps…that we need to lead people through to reach their full maturity.”   

Jumping up and seizing the marker, Josh said “So, if Lois, you and I are the Os at LLF…what do we do that makes us Os?”

“Well, we all have personal relationships with needy or at-risk teens.”  


“Ok, good.  So, relationships…relating.  What else?”

“Lois is a real prayer warrior.  And you and I regularly pray for the kids we work with.”

“So, praying.”

Josh continued as he wrote “Serving” on the board.  “What about this?  The three of us each do things to meet the needs of teens in our community.”

“I think I'm finally catching on to this ‘ing’ thing," mused Azzie. "How about sharing…as in, we all share and spread the cause wherever and whenever we can? Oh--and where does ‘giving’ fit? Is it a totally separate category?”

“Yeah, I think it is.” As Josh wrote it in he mused, “Taking our cookie metaphor one step too far…maybe it's the leavening agent.”

The two surveyed the board, Josh tapping the marker next to each entry he had written.


“OK," he summarized, "So we have relating, praying, serving, sharing and giving. Is that it?”

Azzie’s eyes narrowed like he was trying to read something far away.  “I don’t know. It seems like there still needs to be something a bit more, um, intangible added in there. Secret ingredient, y'know." 


After a long pause, Azzie continued.  “Check this out, J: Haven’t the three of us each experienced some healing or redemption in our relationships either as teens or with teens?  Like for me, I experienced the healing firsthand when you helped me get my life straight. With Lois, she saw it when you helped her grandson get back on track.  So how do you write that out as a category?”

“Healing?" asked Josh. "Actually, I like it just the way you said it. Healing works for me.”
They paused for a moment, admiring the board which now read “Relating, Praying, Serving, Sharing, Giving, and Healing”

“These are the categories we can use to disciple our champions," announced Josh. He paused. "Do you realize how Live Life Fully just changed? We're not just helping youth anymore. We’re helping champions live fully for Christ so that they can help youth live fully.” 


Azzie shook his head. “Dang, that’s cool. It’s like God had that planned all along…we just took a while to catch up with him.”  

The men looked at each other and then chimed in unison, “Wee need Lois.”

**** 

After surveying the board and hearing the excited explanation, Lois said, “Makes sense, boys…So what next?  What do we do to make more people like us?"

Josh and Azzie exchanged puzzled glances. “Uh..." Josh mumbled. "That’s why you’re here, Lois.”


They all stared at the board blankly for a minute.  Then Lois erased the whole thing and drew this:

	
	P (Participation)
	E (Engagement)
	O (Ownership)

	Relating
	
	
	

	Praying
	
	
	

	Serving
	
	
	

	Sharing
	
	
	

	Giving
	
	
	

	Healing
	
	
	



“It seems like we need to have opportunities in each of the categories at each of the levels," she ventured. "And our goal would be to help each person move forward in each area, not just one." 


She folded her arms and regarded the board thoughtfully. "So, for example," she continued, "a P activity for praying might be for a champion to come to one of the annual Prayer for Our City events.  And, an E might host one at their church.  And, maybe an O would promote the events to other churches.  See what I mean?”

A clearly impressed Azzie replied, “Lois, you rock.  That's brilliant!”  

Josh’s brain was already on a roll.  “So, let’s look at the things we do and see where they fit.  The cookie ministry.  Definitely a good opportunity to get new people involved, so it’s a P, right?  I think that lands in 'Serving' since we’re meeting a need?"   


Lois wrote “cookie ministry” in the P box next to “Serving” and surrendered her marker to Azzie.  “You guys take it from here.  That newsletter won’t stuff itself.”


Azzie watched her go, obviously thinking something. “About that newsletter, J," he mused. "Stuffing the newsletter is a good 'Sharing' activity, right?  But, writing the newsletter--that's got to be at the O level of 'Sharing', I'm thinking."  

“What about birthday parties or baby showers?" Josh added. "I could see that as serving, since we’re meeting a need. But, I think it is more about developing relationships with the kids we serve.  So, let’s put those under 'Relating.'   In the P, let’s put 'attending a baby shower.'  But, under E, could we put ‘hosting a baby shower’?  Would that make sense?”

“Does to me,” replied Azzie.  

“And what else do we do?" Josh twirled the marker in the air as if it would stir up thoughts that might by floating around. "We’ve got this new gang idea.  Where would that fit?  Joining the gang would probably be at the E level – engaged.  That would be 'Serving'.”

“You know what doesn’t fit here, J?" offered Azzie. "Bake sales.  No wonder they were a bust. They didn’t help transform people and they had nothing to do with our cause.”

They continued filling in the boxes with the lists of all the ways people could be involved with LLF — bible studies, visits to juvie, and so on.  


After surveying the board, Azzie said “We still have some serious gaps, J.  No wonder we don’t have many Os.  We haven’t been adding the right ingredients to the recipe.” 

“But, it's not like we have time to start 30 new initiatives,” Josh protested. “We’re running as fast as we can.”

“True, true," nodded Azzie. "But it's just like we talked about when we had Lois write the newsletter, man. All we have to do is take one step.  What one thing could we do?" He put his finger on the "E" category. "We could start with Bob.  What would be the next step in Bob’s path toward becoming a LLF champion?”

Josh rubbed his chin, then snapped his fingers together. “Here’s a wild idea, he announced. "Let’s ask Bob! He’s stopping by and we’re going to lunch.  Let’s ask him what he’d like to do next.”
******


“What, no streamers this time?” Bob teased as he entered the office.    


“What, no check this time?" Josh replied, wincing almost immediately as he said it. That was funny, he thought. Funny enough to get me killed. 

Josh extended his hand, glad that Bob didn't seem to notice his impertinence. There are advantages to working with the self-centered, thought Josh.  “Bob, welcome.  Come on back. I have something to share with you.”

*****

After Josh’s initial explanation of the P-E-O discovery, he searched Bob’s face anxiously.  Is he offended?  Confused?


“Something’s missing here, Josh," frowned Bob. "This is big on theory, but what are you going to do with the information?” 

Josh opened his mouth to say something, but shut it for fear that something foolish would sneak out again. He was relieved when Bob continued.



Bob continued, “What if you worked to develop individual plans to help people move through the steps?  Someone like me isn’t going to bake cookies, but I might be able to mentor a teen who is interested in law…something like that.”


Did he really just tell us the next step he wants to take?  Is it really that easy?


“It’s like basic sales," concluded Bob. "Except you don’t have to hide it from people.  You aren’t tricking them.  You’re helping them.  Actually, it is kind of refreshing.”

“What do you mean?” quizzed Josh. 


“Well, let’s chart a plan for Jean.”  He grabbed the marker and started writing. “She ended up coming to your cookie delivery, right?”


Funny how everyone feels free to just grab the marker, mused Josh.

“So, she’s already “serving” at the P level.  So, what could she do to begin 'Relating' – getting to know the teens we serve?”

Did he just say “we”? 


Azzie interjected, “Baby showers.  She could attend a baby shower.”  


“Bingo!" roared Bob joyfully, jabbing Azzie in the chest with the marker. "And then, if that really suits her, you could ask her to host one – thereby moving her from P to E.”


Azzie clutched his chest while Josh smirked. "And, after that," Azzie wheezed, "she could begin inviting her friends to the showers and encouraging them to get involved. She'd make more Ps.”


Looking at the clock and thinking Azzie must be about to pass out, Josh interjected “Bob, we better get going to lunch.”


As they walked out, Josh cupped Bob's elbow. “Bob--what you said about mentoring one of the teens. Were you really serious about that?”


“I don’t have time to blow smoke” was the gruff reply.   
****

When Josh returned from lunch, he found Azzie at the whiteboard deep in thought.  


“What's up, Az?”


“Just thinking is all," mused Azzie. "We’ve been talking about getting people to become owners like that's the whole recipe. Like at that point we just eat 'em instead of helping them to keep growing. But Os gotta grow, too, right?  But how?”
“Give them more ownership,” Josh carelessly suggested, surveying his email inbox. “After all, they're owners, right? So give them responsibility. Instead of us running the project, equip them to run the project. We did it with Lois and the cookies. Let’s find another person and equip him or her to run the teen Bible studies.”
Azzie nodded, pursing his lips in thought. "I’m sure there’s a Josh Junior out there who would love to do that. Find someone who is passionate about a project, and then let them own it.”

“And share it with all their friends,” Josh added, banging on the keyboard to tap out a quick email reply. “They get to walk their friends through the same steps that they went through—". He looked up, as if struck by what he had just said, "That would actually have been kind of exciting for me, as I think about it. I would have loved to have drawn more friends into this, instead of doing the Lone Ranger thing, riding into the inner city to save broken youth on my own.”
Azzie grimaced. "I ain't no Tonto there, Kemosabe." 

Josh chuckled and returned to his email. Azzie continued to stare at the board.
“So we need to equip people to begin the participation process with their friends.” Azzie jotted that on the whiteboard, pressing harder and harder with the pen to compensate for the drying ink. “I think we need to invest a little more into our participation projects—especially the gang. I think the gang is Lois’s best idea yet.” 

“And that says a lot from the man who's lived on scotchmallows for the last month,” chuckled Josh. He looked up expecting to see Azzie smiling in reply, but was surprised to see his coworker continuing to stare intently at the board. This champion development process is developing one more champion in this room, he mused.
“I started dreaming last night about the gang, J," announced Azzie, turning to face Josh with an earnest expression. "You know how the gangs have initiations? And the initiations are different for each person, depending on what the person is most afraid of? We get to do that, except base it on what the person is most interested in. Like, if the person has a passion for helping teen moms, her initiation would be to attend a baby shower and bring a gift. If it’s drug recovery, let him spend some time visiting with the recovery group you have, or helping in the detox facility with us at juvie.” He sat down in the chair in front of Josh's desk. “I think this idea is money, J. I want to see it go.” 

Josh stared intently and proudly at Azzie. “You're serious about this, aren't you?” he said, searching Azzie's face. "You really want us to do a full-on LLF gang."
“Dude!" Azzie leapt back up, "When the news hears that some Christian organization formed its own gang and are doing initiations and jumping people in and cleaning up the neighborhood and helping teens and handing out cookies—all the Kevin Jacksons within six miles of this place will freak out. We might even get front page in the metro section!" 

Azzie strode back over to the board and stared at it again. "If we could get churches to start their own gangs, or groups—like Bob’s fellowship group—to get initiated, we could have so many things going on. Remember what Lois said? Many hands make light work. It's how we win, man. It's how we win.” 

Josh slowly caught up with Azzie’s enthusiasm. "Az, you're talking about a signature project for LLF--something totally unique, something no one who heard about it would forget.”
“That's right," answered Azzie. "A signature participation project for LLF.” He wrote SPP on the whiteboard. “A gang of champions. All initiated by us. Living Life Fully in Christ so they can teach teens in this neighborhood what that means.”  

Azzie spun towards Josh abruptly. “But let me ask you something serious, J." He paused, gathering up his thought. "Do you think Lois is living life fully in Christ?”

Josh frowned. "What do you mean, Az? She's the one who set up the chart. Of course she's living life fully. She’s like the perfect champion for LLF.  She jumps in and owns things.  She holds us accountable.  What is she missing?”

“I thought you might ask me that," answered Azzie slowly. "And I don't mean to say anything bad in the least about the lady who just turned our entire ministry upside down just the way it needed. I think she challenged us in a good way, and now I think she needs us to challenge her back. Or rather," he corrected himself, "I think her family needs us to challenge her back."

"About what?" queried Josh, puzzled. 

"J, think about why Lois is part of LLF.”
“Well, that's an easy one," said Josh, leaning forward in his chair and placing his chin on his clasped hands. "I worked with her grandson.”
“That's right, J--you worked with her grandson." Azzie leaned forward, copying Josh's posture. "And you worked with one of her grandsons. And every time she's stuffing newsletters, she mentions her other grandsons and granddaughters that are still out in the game. J," said Azzie, softly but intently, "What does it mean that Lois is an O at LLF but a P in her own family?"

Josh stared back at Azzie for what felt to Josh like minutes. 

He's right. He's right. He's absolutely right. I've seen it and just tried to ignore it. I've always thought, "What business do I have to butt into her personal life?" But if what this P/E/O process of champion building is all about is mutual accountability relationships that grow us in Christ, then that's exactly the business I need to be in. He smiled, looked away from Azzie. It was easier when all I had to do was to laugh at a major donor's jokes...remember their kids' birthdays...beg them from time to time. 

He stopped himself. 

But none of that changed anything. Didn't change LLF. Didn't change me. And it certainly didn't grow donors--champions, I mean--into the likeness of Christ.

He sighed, steeled his resolve. He'd have to talk to Lois. Because if Lois was going to be the best example she could be, there was a way that Josh could help her grow.
"So what does it mean, Azzie?" Josh offered at last, addressing Azzie's prior question. "It means I should leave you alone with the whiteboard more often, dear brother  and fellow cookie of mine.”
