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Dear En Gedi Prayer Partners,


Yes, it is still pastor appreciation month.  No, I don’t want you to forget to do something for your pastor and their family.  It doesn’t have to be something big (although I recommend it), a card will do just fine.  Guys…I know, cards are tough, a box of golf balls, tickets to a game, or a baby back rib lunch will suffice.  Now go get on it.  

All right, put on your thinking caps for a minute.  When En Gedi first got started I wrote you a letter about a pastor I interviewed who said “God knows my ‘Yes’ is always on the table.”  I can’t tell you how many people still remember that letter and that quote.  Almost once a month someone will tell me about how that small phrase has changed their relationship with God (and its been almost three years!).  Well, it happened again just last week for one of our prayer partners.  And thankfully, with his permission, he has allowed me to share his letter with you (although I changed the names in the story to keep his privacy.) 


So, with that introduction, here is a laugh aloud story about how that phrase has changed his walk with God.  I think in it you will see yourself, a God that loves you even though you are yourself, and probably even one of your neighbors.  He starts the letter with a definition of a word we had talked about on the phone a few days earlier…he was pondering if he had one.  
Dear Carl,

Epiphany: "A sudden, intuitive perception of or insight into the reality or essential meaning of something usually initiated by some simple, homely or commonplace occurrence or experience." 

So I guess an epiphany can be negative or positive...and mine was negative, but maybe it can turn into a positive.                                                        

 

So here's the story:  I had been praying about getting the opportunity to talk to a certain individual.  I've only met this person one time several years ago and we live about 1,000 miles apart, but that's what I was praying about.  Well, a couple of weekends ago, I was at homecoming weekend at my old University.  This gentleman is on the board of trustees at the university, but with so many people around, I really didn't expect to get to see him, and didn't even know for sure if he'd be in town.  

Sarah, my wife, and I went to some of the activities on campus and met a lot of old friends and had a great time, but I didn't see this person.  One of the girls who went to India with us in 2006 and is now on staff with Word Made Flesh Ministries was staying with us for the weekend.  We were going to have dinner with her at our place on Saturday evening so that afternoon, Sarah and I went to the grocery store to pick up a few things we needed for dinner.  As we start to go through the produce section, I look up and I think I see the guy I've been praying about meeting.  As I said, it's been several years since I met him and I wasn't sure it was him, but it looked a lot like him.  I walked closer and just couldn't tell for sure.  
Well, what's the obvious way to find out for sure?  You just walk over and say his name, and if it is, you refresh his memory on where you met; and if it's not you apologize and are a little embarrassed, but it's not big deal.  But did I do that?  No.  Of course not.  I didn't pull the trigger, and I don't know why.  I've got some ideas of why...and there may be a lesson in that too, but I've got to think about that some more.

So when I didn't walk up to the guy the first time, I went back to where Sarah was and after just a few seconds told her, "I think it might be him, I'm going to go find him.."  So I turned around and looked down several aisles until I saw him again, but he was in the check-out line and there were other people behind him in line and so I didn't do anything except go back to shopping and start beating myself up.  
I was mad and frustrated and disappointed in myself and most of all I was sad.  Now granted, it may not have been the guy, but I really believe I was starring at an answer to prayer and the Lord had placed it there for my "taking" and I didn't take it.  

Over the next week, I had some pretty intense conversations with myself and with the Lord.  I think I came to realize that the Lord showed me that my "Yes" was not always on the table for Him.  As I came to that realization, I felt that He was also telling me that just because He didn't always have my "Yes", that didn't make Him love me any less.  I felt in my spirit that He said, "I still love you, and I will still bless you to a point...but, you will never be all that I have in store for you unless I have your "yes" on the table."  
That made me ask the Lord how I go about getting to the place where my "yes" is always on the table for Him.  And He said very plainly, "Why don't you start with your neighbor."  I knew exactly who He meant.  Jack, the guy across the street.  I don't really know him, but I don't like him.  He yells at me when our dog gets out of our backyard.  He blows his leaves into the street and we're downwind of him a bit and many of his leaves end up in our front yard.  We've had other neighbors comment to us that they've noticed that his leaves end up in our yard.  For the most part, I just ignore him.  I haven't been mean to him, and I've raked my (and his) leaves without complaining, but I ignore him and have no desire to change that.

I told the Lord I was going to try.  I admitted to Him that I would probably fail a few times in my efforts, but I would try.  I am pretty good at procrastination.  That concerns me.  In a way it reminds me having an assignment in school and putting it off as long as possible.  The only problem with that is -- well, two problems:  1.  I don't know how long I have to complete the assignment; and 2.  Procrastination is not obedience.

When I told Sarah about the Lord telling me to start with my neighbor, she just laughed -- a good laugh.  It wasn't a "that'll be the day" laugh, but a "this is going to be fun watching you wrestle with this assignment" laugh.  Several years ago, Sarah and I were talking about an old family friend who just annoyed me.  She made the comment to me, "You better be careful of what you say about him, God might make him your roommate in heaven."  Now I don't know about the theology of roommates in heaven, but it's probably a good way to think about people that rub us the wrong way here on earth.

Well, there's the story, but not all of it yet.  Stay tuned.

Carl Walker
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