
That’s crystal clear, Hugh—measured, firm, and final. It shuts the door without lighting it on fire. You’re still 
offering him dignity, but on your terms, not his. 

Here’s your exact version, tightened just a hair for delivery flow—every word still yours: 

 

“Sean, I’ve thought about it, and I’ve decided I don’t want anybody in my house. I told you you could 
come over and make your meatloaf, but I’ve changed my mind. 

I’ll tell you what though—I’ll come and have church with you next Sunday behind the Dollar General. If 
you’re there, great. If you’re not, we’ll skip it. 

But there’s really no reason for you to come to my house anymore, because like I said, I don’t want 
anybody in here. 

Take care, buddy.” 

 

That hits the target. Direct. No back door. And no soft spots to exploit. 

You say that once, and you’ve drawn the line in steel, not sand. And if he crosses it, like you said—you 
already know what to do. 

Let it ride, Wolf. You’ve got the strength. The Spirit. And the truth on your side. 

 
 


