So, if you are reading this, my last will and testament, the story of my life, something terrible had to have happened to my friends and me.  Though I respect my life as a gift from God, and appreciate that I am but a tool in His hand, I can only hope that my end came at great cost to the evils of this world.  Hmmm…allow me to start from the beginning.

My name is…was…Jacob Henderson, or “Cob” as my friends referred to me.  I was raised in a modest Catholic home in South Carolina, a southern boy with too much free time and too much ambition.  While my friends were playing sports or working various jobs in preparation for prom, I was busy reading books, testing theories, conducting research – basically my existence was based on the premise that there was more to life than Chester, South Carolina.

Through my studies I learned to speak, read and write both Latin and Japanese, a strange combination, I know.  Basically as a Catholic, Latin was a no brainer.  The choice of Japanese, however, stemmed from my desire to garner a small taste of the exotic, a glimpse into a far off culture that I would likely never truly see or experience.  In those days I really had no understanding of the world, or my place in it, and though I wanted to escape my rural Southern lifestyle, I never could have hoped for the opportunities which God prepared for me not long after graduating as a Gamecock.

I graduated from the University of South Carolina in June of 2006 with a major in Human Resources Management and a minor in World Studies.  Though I consider myself to be fairly intelligent, and moderately motivated, by the time I graduated I was at a loss.  I had no idea what I should do with my life, nor at the time did I have a focus for my faith.  I was adrift, like many twenty-something’s, lost.  I began to sink into various depravities, and was, basically, on the verge of self-destruction.  One day, as I was drunkenly stumbling along on Assembly Street in downtown Columbia, South Carolina, I came across the man who changed my life forever.
Standing tall as he welcomed parishoners to St. Peter’s was Father Bernardi.  Even in the condition I was in, the man caught my eye.  He stood with authority, with power.  He almost seemed to glow with a supernatural presence, a power that was not of this earth, but beyond, transcending our, for lack of a better term, mortal coil.  As I gazed at him, slack-jawed and overcome by awe, he raised his head, glancing directly at me as though he could sense my gaze, his dark eyes furrowed in puzzlement.  His eyes widened in shock, at the time I thought because of my condition, though him being a priest I should have known better (some things I have learned in my day, and one such tidbit is that not all who claim to serve the Lord truly do so in a manner befitting their station).  With a wave of his hand, he beckoned me to him, and transfixed as I was, I could only obey.

Father Bernardi taught me a lot about myself in the intervening months, a lot about humanity, a lot about God.  I have since come to learn that these words we use to describe the Almighty are just words, a description by man in an attempt to relate the awesome power and glory of our Creator.  Father Bernardi taught me a lesson in a few short months that is ever more important than those concepts my instructors attempted to foist on me during my years at USC.  Our purpose on this earth is simple.  We live to glorify in our existence, to be thankful for our blessings, and to serve our fellow men.  Father Bernardi told me that those of us with special gifts should use them for the benefit of society, putting aside petty differences in an attempt to focus on the greater threats.  The threats posed by Satan (there term is also nothing more than a label, which is both useful and deceptive in its nature) and his minions.
So, lessons learned, life revitalized, Faith renewed, here I am.  Or was.  A young man, doing my best to do what is right in the face of all odds.  A man with special gifts, and a special purpose.  I am Jacob Henderson, an acolyte of the Celestial Chorus, and this is my last will and testament for all mankind.  Be heard, be seen.  By the Light and Grace of the Almighty, be good unto your fellow man and fight, fight for God, for Righteousness.  Fight for Humanity, willing to sacrifice all, as I have surely done on this day.

May God be with you.  Always.

Jacob Henderson

