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Luke 11:28 NIV
He replied, “Blessed rather are those who hear the word of God and obey it.”



John 10:27 NKJV

My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and they follow Me.

Wednesday, September 11, 2019  
Frederickson, WA 
Approximately 8:00am

One thing I’ve learned as a believer in Jesus Christ is that He is a 
God of communication. He wants to talk to us. He desires relation-
ship. And He knows best.

That’s why I start each and every morning sitting at the feet of the 
Lord, asking Him what He wants for my day. I ask this in the 
name of Jesus Christ, and then simply listen. 

Apparently, this is called “Poppa Time.” I learned that a few 
months ago and tried it. 

It worked. 

So now I start each and every day the same way.

Sometimes, I sit for a while in His presence, enamored by the pro-
found peace I feel, by the stillness in my heart that knows that I 
am safe, that I am seen. During times like these, there may be a 
word or two, but it’s mostly about being in His presence. It’s so 
wonderfully nourishing.

Other times, it’s a little different: there’s revelation. 
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Maybe it’s an insight about my past patterns from my 40 years of 
walking in the flesh, about how I would approach love, how I would 
medicate my deepest wounds, how each decision would lead me 
further off the path. 

There’s also revelation related to scripture, something I’ve been seek-
ing and praying about, or about a vision or dream I’ve had. These 
revelations come in fast, confront my face, and rush through me like 
water being poured over the top of my head. I write as fast as I can.

Then there’s times when it’s just me and Him, sitting together as I 
talk to Him about my hurting heart. 

Here, there’s tears in the presence of someone who knows just how 
hard it’s been, each and every single step of the way. I pour out my 
heart to Him, letting go of the fears and insecurities that once held 
me back. In this place, I surrender to Him, trying to understand the 
calling He has for me, to comprehend His plan among the fluctuat-
ing and mounting emotional pain I feel as I try to make sense of 
what I’ve lost, what I’ve surrendered, and what I’ve let go of. 

In these times, I remember that He has overcome.

Of course, then there’s specific instructions on where to go and what 
to do. Perhaps a specific person to talk to, or a specific place and 
time to be somewhere. I diligently write these down, and if possible, 
do them as obediently as I can, even if they seem random, which 
they often do.

While these are the most common, and happen most frequently, 
there is one other kind of interaction: things that seemingly don’t 
make sense. 

Maybe it’s a word, or a phrase or a scripture. An image, a sound, or 
an emotion. It is at these times that I simply write down what I sense, 
scratch my head, shrug my shoulders, and move on.

This particular Wednesday was such a day.

It was in the closing moments of a five day fast that He asked me to 
do, an all water fast. Well, to be honest, there was the exception of 
bowl of beef broth and some blueberry kefir that I felt He asked me 
to drink. Go figure.

As I entered into His presence that morning, I asked Him what He 
had for my day. I sat in silence with my eyes closed. I felt my breath-
ing, each rising and falling of my chest connecting me to Him at a 
deeper level. I sensed the beating of my heart. I waited on the Lord.

After a few moments, He began. 

Take this class. 

Meet with this person. 

Pray for this person. 

These all seemed rather reasonable, and entirely within the scope of 
my day. In each of these cases, I made notes in my journal. 

I asked Him if there was anything else. There was.

He shared with me a list of 13 things to work on prior to going to 
North Macedonia this fall. These included things like continuing to 
write my testimony, studying for a class I’m taking, and building out 
my business. Again, these all seemed doable, and I thought that I 
was ready to tackle my day by jumping into the devotionals and the 
Word. 
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But, He wasn’t finished.

The final thing He showed me that morning was the image of a 
woman I went to college with in Maine in the mid-1990s. I believe 
her name was Jen, and she had short black hair. 

As I looked at her, a pervasive sadness overcame me, a distinct 
moroseness that she carried with her. She was heartbroken. De-
pressed. Hopeless. I felt the immediacy of her grief. My heart 
stirred, and my breath became shallow. I sensed her pain.

Then I saw the name of a city: Boston.

As with other times where the Lord shows me things that don’t en-
tirely make sense, I nodded slowly, and thought to myself: 

“Oooo-K” and wrote it down. I may have even thrown up a quick 
prayer. Truly, I don’t even remember.

Then, I jumped into my day. 

Almost as fast as the image had come, I promptly forgot about 
this woman and her disheartened feelings.

A few hours passed. I read my devotionals and the Word, and 
then went downstairs to break my fast. 
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Psalm 31:3

For You are my rock and my fortress;  
Therefore, for Your name’s sake,  

Lead me and guide me.

September 11, 2019  
9:15am

These days for breakfast, I either make an egg sandwich or some 
type of elaborate breakfast scramble. These scrambles usually in-
clude zucchini, onions, bell peppers, mushrooms (if they’re avail-
able), and cheese. This delectable egg creation is usually accompa-
nied with sausage when I have it and, of course, is topped chunky 
salsa and sour cream. This is how I like to start my day after being in 
the Word of God. 

Unless, of course, He tells me to fast. 

Of course, this breakfast was a true ‘break fast,” and, as the saying 
goes, I went all in. 

Throughout the preparation, I salivated. I sliced with precision, a sur-
real focus leading my hands in a way as though my brain didn’t 
have to instruct them. Eagerly, I sought the sensation of food in my 
stomach, briefly considering the 40 days that Jesus fasted after re-
ceiving the Holy Spirit. Man, I bet He was huuuunnnggry.

As the scramble neared completion, I popped a couple thick pieces 
of bread in the toaster, and finished making my Lady Gray black tea, 
with honey and cream. After buttering the toast, and bringing every-
thing to the table. I sat down to eat. I looked at the steaming plate of 
food, and the still swirling mix of tea. I took my hat off, and took a 
deep breath.

Then I closed my eyes.
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There’s something special about the prayer you say right before eat-
ing for the first time in five days. 

You feel the weakness of your body, both physically and emotionally, 
yet there’s a sharp awareness that strengthens your vision of the 
things seen and unseen. A true gratitude for food bubbles up, as 
you recognize the full dependence you have on His blessings. You 
can’t help but feel appreciation for insight, and thankfulness for 
steadying the course of your life. And as you gently lift up your 
prayer, the Spirit meets you with His own words, elevating your ac-
knowledging sentiment, and at the same time settling you into the 
moment. 

I lifted up a simple, thankful prayer, and felt a lightness permeating 
my chest. 

Then, I opened my eyes, and ate like had I hadn’t eaten in years. It 
was worth the wait.

After breakfast, I decided to jump into an online class that I’m taking. 
It’s a six-month specialization in strategic management and leader-
ship through the University of Illinois. I felt compelled to take it, and, 
hence, I took it.  
 
I opened up the reading assignments for the week, and began read-
ing the first article. My brain catalogued the different details relating 
to leadership qualities, and mapped on connections to what I al-
ready knew. I easily saw where I could apply it. 
 
As I was rolling along, digesting this information, I stopped in my 
tracks. I encountered this sentence:

 
“Paul Levy, the CEO of Beth Israel Deaconess Medical Center, in 
Boston, is trying to help his organization adapt to the industry’s con-
stant changes.” 
 
Obviously the Lord knew that I would encounter that article and that 
sentence, as well as the word Boston on that given day. I paused 
and remembered the specific image of the depressed and despon-
dent woman that the Lord had given me earlier that morning. 

The sentiment I encountered a few short hours before stared at me. 
 
Knowing that there’s no coincidences, I figured that God was steer-
ing me towards something to do with Boston. Granted, I didn’t under-
stand what it was at the time, so I put a thumbtack on it, figuring it 
would all make sense at some point. 
 
I went about my day coming having a mix of meetings, discussions, 
and other opportunities to pray and be with the Lord. 
 
As early September goes, the days seem to go faster as the dissipat-
ing light accelerates. I crammed in as much as I could that day, be-
fore evening descended. And as the dusk began to settle, I headed 
out to a nascent men’s group started by one of the guys in my 
church. 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Matthew 5:11

Blessed are you when they revile and persecute you,  
and say all kinds of evil against you falsely for My sake.

I find that in fellowship amazing things happen. 

In fact, one of my first prayers that I earnestly prayed to the Lord was for 
fellowship.  
 
Upon getting saved the previous December, the Lord deposited an im-
mense amount of faith in me. In fact, I could not put the Bible down, as I 
was completely absorbed in the Word of God. It was truly amazing.

Yet, despite my newfound freedom, I found myself in a chaotic situation, 
surrounded by people steeped in unbelief who felt the need to dictate to 
the conditions of my mind, all while classifying my encounter with the 
Lord as some sort of mental health hiccup.

It was so bad in fact that my so-called friends and fiancé opted to force 
me to get a mental health assessment. After two and a half hours of be-
ing assessed, the woman I spoke with deemed that I was having diffi-
culty adjusting to stress, diagnosed me with adjustment disorder, and 
told me to follow up with someone in a couple weeks. Certainly, within 
the mental health system, there’s always a diagnosis.

And, given the circumstances, this seemed reasonable enough to me.

Of course, when I mentioned this insight to the trio who had stripped me 
of my car keys, and later my house keys, they were in disbelief and tried 
to find a way to get me committed. To a mental hospital. Yes, in my first 
few days of knowing the Lord, the community that I had come to rely on 
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and love freaked out at the name of Jesus to the point where they 
thought I had lost my mind.

And maybe I had. 

When you truly encounter the Lord for the first time, and He lifts off 
the shackles and chains that have held you in darkness for dec-
ades, your mind sees things clearly. It’s with this new vision that the 
actions, behaviors, narratives, truces, and more become all the 
more transparent, as you reflect on your once intimate friendship 
with a dark and dying world.

At the mental health clinic, the trio tried in vain to get information 
they needed from the front desk, frantically looking for a silver bullet 
of sorts that in their imaginations would lead to a bunch of nurses 
running out to tackle me. They spent nearly an hour inquiring about 
such shortcuts, explaining their misconceptions, and doing what 
they thought was there best. They thought I had gone mad. But, in 
fact, truly they had.

In the meantime, I walked to the grocery store to get some lunch.

After having a late afternoon breakfast sandwich, I called another 
friend to come and pick me up. She agreed, and she said she was 
on her way. Feeling slightly anxious, and a bit nauseous, I went out-
side to begin pacing, an old coping habit I had yet to let go of. 

As my footsteps strolled in nervous circles around the Fred Meyer 
parking lot, the trio who had taken me into the mental health facility 
showed up. When I told them that another friend was picking me up 
and asked them to leave me alone, they did the only thing they 
could think of: they threatened to call the police.

And if there’s one thing I’ve learned thus far in my 41 years it’s this: 
Fear makes people do stupid things.

And, rightfully or not, this fear led them to conclude that the previous 
assessment was immediately void. They insisted that I go to the 
emergency room.

I crossed my arms, and told them I wasn’t going. To be honest, I 
may have stomped my foot in protest. 

I was pretty mad at this point, especially because two of them were 
steeped deeply, at least philosophically, in the police reform move-
ment, knowing full well that it is with their elevated privilege that they 
can from afar call actions amiss and go running to the police to try 
and enforce their preferences, or, as is often the case, their miscon-
ceptions.

So there we were at somewhat of a standoff. I tried to move away 
from them, and they followed up, barking false observations and ac-
cusations at me, threatening to do everything they could to prevent 
me from leaving with my friend. 

In my haste, I tossed out some insults, feeling helpless and misun-
derstood. Not only was I tired, but I was extremely frustrated.

After 20 minutes of them refusing to respect my wishes, I realized 
that they would not stand down, and I agreed to get in the car. In the 
back seat, I sat in a pouting position, listening to a new Christian al-
bum I had downloaded. They zipped to the emergency room. 

When we arrived, I was emotionally at my wits ends and just wanted 
the day to be over. And, as you can probably imagine, I was in no 
mood to be assessed by more doctors.
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As they each took turns yelling at me and trying to convince me to 
go in, I felt a strict form of stubbornness emerge, a disbelief that this 
was actually happening to me. Just as it looked like we were at an 
impasse, the Holy Spirit brought a scripture to mind, one of a few I 
had encountered over the previous couple days:

Proverbs 25:21-22

If your enemy is hungry, give him bread to eat; 
And if he is thirsty, give him water to drink;  

22 For so you will heap coals of fire on his head, 
And the Lord will reward you.

Yes, in my early walk with the Lord, He brought a scripture to mind in 
the midst of this persecutory stalemate. 

So, as the words of these verses encountered me, I calmed down, 
let out an exhale, and agreed to go in. This was much to their sur-
prise, and they stated that I had finally come to my senses. In fact, it 
was the exact opposite: I had actually encountered the friendly and 
reliable guidance of the Holy Spirit. 

We went in, checked in, I got triaged, waited for a long time, and 
eventually got called back. In the midst of this, I was exceptionally 
upset at my fiancé who refused to listen to me, who deeply broke my 
trust by putting me in this situation.

After five hours, and about a dozen interactions, I was released, be-
cause, as the doctor noted, there wasn’t any reason for me to be 
there.

On the way back to my house, I was confused, nervous, and it felt 
like my heart had broken. These were my people: the woman of my 

dreams, and my best friends of more than a decade that I had been 
through thick and thin with. 

As I sat in the passenger seat of the friend I had called, I vented and 
tried to process everything that was going on. And though my friend 
isn’t a believer, she compassionately invited me to stay on her couch 
for a couple days until I figured out what my next steps were. 

I thought this was a good idea, and anticipated that in the following 
days that everyone would see that I had a genuine encounter with 
the Lord.

However, when I got home, I encountered a coldness that I had 
never known and certainly did not expect. I grabbed a couple 
changes of clothes, and as I was about the leave, my fiancé handed 
my keychain back. 

I looked down, and was shocked.

My house keys were gone, the house I had bought with my fiancé 
the previous summer and had spent countless hours investing in. 

The key to my friends’ house was gone, as was the security and 
promise they had made that “you’re welcome here any time.” I felt 
my heart rip in a deeply hurtful way. 
 
I sat there for a moment, fighting back tears, looking at the only key I 
had left: my car key. I wasn’t sure how long I could stay with my 
friend, and if I would soon have to live out of my car again, as I had 
done more than three years earlier. 

I walked back to my friend’s Jeep, got in, let out a big sigh, and took 
the next step in my faith walk with the Lord.
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Not only was that experience traumatizing, but it showed me just how blind 
people are to the reality of Jesus. It also demonstrated how quickly perse-
cution can come when proclaiming the immeasurable goodness of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

And, perhaps most importantly, it showed me the incalculable value of be-
ing around other believers.

In the midst of this bedlam, I humbly lifted up a prayer to the Lord for fellow-
ship, as I felt alone, while my tender heart was held together by a thread. I 
recognized in my infancy that I needed those who would help me navigate 
my fresh faith, those who would accept me with open arms and steer me in 
the right direction. 

And not only did the Lord deliver, but, as He often does when we pray ac-
cording to His will, He overdelivered.  
 
One way He answered this prayer was through this men’s group, the one 
that I found myself driving to the evening after encountering the image of 
this depressed woman from Boston. 
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Psalm 118:21

I will praise You, 
For You have answered me,  

And have become my salvation.

September 11, 2019  
Tacoma, WA  
8:45pm

The fellowship that you experience with other brothers and sisters in 
Christ is beyond understanding. In fact, since the Holy Spirit lives 
within other believers, you don’t even have to speak the same lan-
guage, or even come from the same ethnic or cultural background. 

There’s an instant connectivity that feels familial, comfortable, and 
reassuring. That’s because we all stand together with the veil lifted, 

in true freedom, and knowing we serve the same master: The Lord 
Jesus Christ.

Such is the feeling at this dynamic men’s group. While I’m not at lib-
erty to go into details about what we discussed, what I can say is 
that in fellowship, the Holy Spirit acts as an intermediary, speaking 
to and through other believers, grounding you in what you need to 
know, and in what you need to share.  

As the Holy Spirit ministers to each person in fellowship, we might 
get a word, an image, or feel the need to pray for one another. The 
Lord uses these moments as strategic encounters to move us for-
ward on our walks with Him. And I can say, in all honesty, that some 
of the closest moments I’ve felt to Jesus have been in fellowship.

Leaving the men’s group that evening, I felt this unique interconnect-
edness, and embraced a profound gratitude for the invitation to at-
tend. 
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On my drive home, through the crossroads of backstreets and corri-
dors of freeways, I had time to ponder the discussions from the 
men’s group. Sailing past streetlights and the hum of late evening 
traffic, the furthest thing on my mind was my morning time with the 
Lord.

I turned up the worship music, and reoriented my awareness to the 
Lord’s presence.

After about 20 minutes, I exited the freeway, and made my way 
along the winding throughways leading to Spanaway, which I fondly 
refer to as “a Span-far-far-away.” I glanced occasionally out the win-
dow looking at empty parking lots and soon to be closing stores.

Moving steadily towards the major turn towards my house, I began 
to sense a shifting. 

This feeling lingered, as a cognizance of wonder encountered me. 
Then, after a moment, the Lord brought the woman from my morning 
back to the forefront of my mind. There was urgency.

I nodded and asked the Lord, “OK so you want me to go to Boston. 
When do you want me to go?” I figured since He brought it up three 
times that day that it was pretty important.  
 
And, as the Lord often does, He shifts our plans. In this case, He 
gave me a specific date:

September 13th, which was two days away.

I shook my head in disbelief, and asked “Are you serious?” 

He was. 

And He knows everything related to what He was asking.

He knows full well that I try to be obedient in every single circum-
stance. 

He knows that I also fall short. 

He also knows my finances and knows full well the costs of a last-
minute ticket to Boston. 

And, despite all the details in my mind, He knows that He is faithful. 
All. The. Time. 

As I sat waiting in skepticism, I sighed. 

Then after a moment, He affirmed that He wanted me to go on Fri-
day. I shook my head, not in a necessarily argumentative way, but 
more in a way of swallowing a pill that’s hard to swallow kind of way. 

Though I was pretty sure He wanted me to go, I also know the impor-
tance of testing such leadings with the Word. I wanted to make sure, 
with 100% certainty, that this is what He wanted me to do. Ultimately, 
I know that the Word is infallible, and planned on testing it once I ar-
rived home. 

After a few minutes of shaking my head and saying incredulously 
over and over “Really?!”, the anticipation of getting home was too 
much.  
 
“OK Lord,” I declared, “if this is something You really, really want me 
to do, You need to let me know. You need to show me. I need to 
know that this is from You.” 
 
At that instant the lyrics to the worship song on the radio referenced 
not doubting the Lord. 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“Ugh,” I sighed, knowing full well that I needed to throw my fleece 
a few more times before throwing down a small fortune on a last-
minute airplane ticket. 
 
“OK Lord,” I said, gulping. “So, it sounds like you want me to go to 
Boston. Can you show me more specifically that you want me to 
go?” I said this as though I was trying to bargain with the creator of 
everything.  
 
Yeah, that happened.  
 
At that request, instantaneously, I saw the word “Frontier.” 

What I mean by that is that I literally saw the word frontier. One of 
the gifts of the Spirit has given me is a type of spiritual vision with 
the ability to see pictures, words, and emotions that directly con-
nect to different situations. 
 
“Frontier, huh?” I pondered  
 
Being that I grew up, in part, in Wyoming, I knew for certain that 
the frontier area of the country was most certainly not Boston. Be-
ing satisfied, and honestly thinking that I had misheard Him, I re-
laxed and decided to wait until I got home to Google “frontier 
church Boston.”

I turned up the worship music, and felt as though He was waiting 
for me to say something.

“Really?” I paused for a moment. “Frontier?” I said looking up. 

I sighed, shook my head, and kept driving.
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Judges 6:38

And it was so. When he rose early the next morning and 
squeezed the fleece together, he wrung the dew out of the fleece, 

a bowlful of water.

September 11, 2019  
Frederickson, WA 
9:15pm

I arrived at home and pulled up into my typical parking spot on 
the street. I put the car in park, and immediately pulled out my 
phone. I reluctantly typed “Frontier church Boston.” I clicked the 
search button, and waited as it loaded. I really didn’t expect any-
thing to show up. Honestly, I just wanted to go inside and grab a 
snack. 

So, when I saw the top search result was a church called “Wor-
ship Frontier,” I thought “of course.” 

In retrospect, I realized the first time I asked Him for verification, it 
was a word about not doubting the Lord playing in a worship 
song. The second time I asked, He gave me the word frontier.  
 
I shook my head and let out a deep exhalation. I may have even 
put my palm on my forehead, likely somewhat dramatically.

And as this was happening, I started feeling that awkward, 
I-think-the-Lord-is-asking-me-to-do-something-I-really-don’t-want-
to-do feeling. You know the feeling.  
 
Lamenting and not truly embracing this feeling, I still wasn’t con-
vinced. Perhaps, I reasoned, this was just a big misunderstand-
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ing, and I could just forget about it. This is a type of rationalization 
that’s used as an avoidance strategy.

He wasn’t about to let it go.

As I stared at the Worship Frontier link on the search results page, I 
thought to myself that there could be a number of churches across 
the country with the same name. 

This one, of course, was in Boston. 

Hesitating, and in part annoyed, I clicked on the link. The page 
slowly loaded. 

And, then, the Lord change my perspective.  
 
As the website populated, I noticed that it was in a different lan-
guage, which I instantly knew was Korean. The entirety of the web-
site in fact was in Korean, and I couldn’t actually read any of the navi-
gation or content. Despite this, it confirmed the Lord wanted me to 
go to Boston.

Yes, that’s right: a church’s website in Korean was a confirmation to 
me. 
 
While this might not seem significant to you, and perhaps even 
somewhat odd, it was extraordinarily significant to me. 

Here’s why: it linked to a dream. And, the Lord speaks to me in 
dreams. 

You see, I was saved in December, in part, by encountering the 
transformational power of the Holy Spirit in a dream. As I laid down 
at the end of an otherwise perfect day, said goodnight to my fiancé, 

everything was normal. In fact, it was better than normal. It was su-
perb. It was stupendous. I was happier than I had ever been: I was 
living on a 4-acre farm with a hazelnut orchard, engaged to the 
woman of my dreams, step fathering the world’s coolest 8-year-old 
boy, and delighting in the slowly returning light.

Then, everything changed.

That night I had a dream of intercession. I saw the hand of an old 
woman, a prayer warrior, probably in her 80s or 90s. She was writing 
poetry in a language that I could not read. The letters she wrote 
were a glowing light blue with precise white lines running through 
them, and though I could not read what she wrote, I heard it.

It was the poetry of heaven, and it was the most beautiful thing I’ve 
ever heard.

I woke up and instantly knew it was the Holy Spirit. Within a day I 
gave my life to the Lord.

Fast forward to June, some six months later. I went on my first mis-
sion trip to Mazatlán, Mexico. But before I went, I had to wrestle with 
God, because I really didn’t want to go. I suppose early in my walk, 
I’ve been a little testy with the Lord. 

In this case, I thought, it was at least with good reason.

On one side, my family was telling me that the narcos would kidnap 
me and kill me, likely a brutal and extremely painful death, and on 
the other my fiancé was telling me that I would get an extreme form 
of irreconcilable Diarrhea. I wanted neither of those options, and told 
God I was fine staying put.
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But, He convinced me to go. And He did so by giving me dreams. 
Here’s how:

The mission trip was announced at my church in March, from the 
stage, just prior to the sermon. Our team leader provided some de-
tails, and encouraged every person to go home and pray. 
 
Being faithful, I hit my knees that night and asked the Lord if He 
wanted me to go. 
 
“Yes,” He gently said.  
 
Having just recently taken a spiritual gifts test through class at 
church, I gently reminded Him that missions was in my bottom three 
on the list. As such, I immediately dismissed the option of going to 
Mexico. Sorry. No way. No how. Nope. Not interested. Thanks very 
much, Creator of Everything. Not today.  
 
Of course, when the Lord has plans for your life, and a calling on it, 
He doesn’t just stop and give up when you refuse to listen. He proba-
bly chuckles, let’s you think you’re in control, waits a few minutes, 
looks at whatever His watch is, waits a few moments more, and then 
moves. 
 
In my case, a few days later, He started giving me dreams. 

First, there was a Hispanic woman trapped in the closet with no 
lights, frantically trying to escape. I felt the sheer panic in her racing 
heart, her chest tightening, her throat constricting, a slicing fear from 
a deep place within her gripped her completely as she began trem-
bling uncontrollably with terror. She quickly moved her hands up and 

down the walls trying to find a light switch or a door knob. Horror 
filled her. Dread gripped her. She couldn’t get out. 

I woke up, my own heart beating fast, and my breath shallow. I in-
stantly thought to myself: This woman needs prayer.

While this didn’t make sense at the time, eventually it did. I had a 
few more intense and vivid dreams, encountered the Lord in His 
Word, and decided the Lord was truly calling me to go to Mazatlán. 

While we were there, visited a rehab center for women who were 
drug addicts or had mental health issues. Since it was privately 
funded, it was nicer than you would expect a rehab center in Mexico 
to be. But it still had issues. 

We went there to minister to about 25 women, many of whom were 
catatonic as though they weren’t even there. Most of their expression-
less faces spoke volumes about the choices they had made and the 
things they encountered to lead them to that place. 

Some women were emotionally restricted in an eerie way I had never 
seen before, so guarded that the sight of us prompted them to cross 
their arms in a defensive posture. A few slightly curled themselves 
as though in a modified fetal position. I could sense their distrust. 

Others were slightly less reserved, and I could see that their only de-
sire was to touch a fragment of the hope they once knew. That’s why 
we were there, even if only for a few short hours.

Regardless of their initial disposition, it was obvious they weren’t nec-
essarily happy to be there. And, to make matters worse, the place 
was as spiritually desolate as it was emotionally. Windowless rooms 
with nothing but white walls greeted us. The quiet tint of desperation 
echoed like an endless faucet drip that had been going on for years.
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Our team noticed all of this as we walked in, and, luckily, we had 
planned to worship as soon as we got there. As we did this, the 
mood in the room lightened, postures changed, and you could 
sense that hearts were opening. It was an incredibly instructive mo-
ment, speaking to the transformative spiritual power of worship. 

As the sentiment became more affable, we moved into a skit, which 
was designed to lighten the mood even more. Essentially, our team 
leader and I were connected by a carabiner, which linked our back-
packs together. As we tried to walk in opposite directions, we would 
essentially stay in one place. In other words, we were stuck.

The point was to demonstrate that as we move in the opposite direc-
tion of God’s design and plan for our lives, it becomes difficult. Even 
more, we aren’t able to get to where we want to go, nor are we able 
to make much progress towards our goals. 

Though I wasn’t sure how the skit landed, it seemed to position us 
well for the prayer time that followed.

After briefly discussing the skit, we broke up into small groups, each 
with a couple of our team members who would pray for each 
woman. Our goal was to pray Original Design over each woman, a 
form of praying where we ask to Holy Spirit to give us some words 
as to how each woman is made. We know from the Word that God 
has made each one of us in His image, and that He has a plan for 
our lives. Knowing their Original Design would help ground these 
women in the way that God had made them, in who they truly are.

And boy did it ever. Not only did the group’s entire demeanor 
change, but the Lord worked powerfully that day. 

Smiles and grins cracked as women heard their friends being per-
fectly described by strangers who didn’t even speak their language. 
Tears were shed as the Lord affirmed who He made them to be, 
crushing the false identities that they had adopted as a diagnosis, a 
narrative of lies, or some chronic condition. Laughter echoed in the 
windowless room as jokes were made, stories were told, and eternal 
friendships were forged. 

And for those who doubt whether the harvest is ripe, consider this: 
upon our return, we learned that six of those women had given their 
lives to Christ and were baptized. 

Anyway, after visiting the center, our mission team arrived back at 
the YWAM base to debrief our time there. After a few general com-
ments and discussion about what had happened, the energy began 
to disperse.

Then, as we were about to close the session, the leader of the minis-
try, a lovely Ugandan woman, said “Oh, I almost forgot to mention. 
When the women act out in the rehab center, they get put into a 
closet with no lights until they calm down.”

I wasn’t sure why she said this, but I instantly knew what this meant. 

I told her about the dream the Lord had given me about the desper-
ate woman trapped in the closet. And then, feeling the Holy Spirit 
speak through me, I told her what was happening: the demonic influ-
ences were manifesting in these women to get them act out, to fur-
ther isolate them, and to violently strip them of the last remnants of 
their humanity. Isolation is a frightening tactic the enemy uses, and I 
urged her to intervene to stop this practice.
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So, yeah, there was that dream where the Lord showed Himself to 
me, establishing a form of dreamscape credibility in the process.

Along the way, He built on this, giving me many dreams about Ko-
rea, both before and after Mazatlán, making the link to the all Korean 
Worship Frontier website all the more relevant.  
 
One dream in particular stood out, and seemed relevant as I sat in 
my car staring at my phone at Worship Frontier’s website. 

In this dream, I was in the middle of a big city, and the streets were 
incredibly busy. I went into this large tall high-rise building, and there 
was something like an old church on the bottom floor with long dark 
wood pews lined up diagonally. 

The light was dim, as tall black curtains were drawn, drowning out 
the fullness of the bright sunshine. The tall ceilings captured the 
slight sound with dulled reverberations.

I knew that I was looking for a woman named Stephanie, and I was 
to ask her why she was so sad, why she was so depressed. I saw 
her facing away from me. This question burned on my heart. Even 
though I didn’t feel her sadness, I could tell that she needed to be 
asked that question. Something was happening for her.  
 
She looked down at the ground, and a sense of sadness, of despon-
dency gripped her, even in her house of prayer. The shuffling of the 
busy sidewalks blurred by outside, as millions of details of people’s 
hectic lives overlaid the importance of asking her that one question:

“Why are you so sad?”

In the dream, there was no response, just the dispensing of the ques-
tion, and the backdrop of the frenetic of a Korean city juxtaposed 
with this woman’s fragile and freshly broken heart.

While this dream stood out as I sat in my car, I reflected on the other 
dreams and connections about Korea that I had. 

Some dreams were specific, with locations and writing and warn-
ings. People I knew were with me, and the imagery was so vivid that 
I wrote out the markings I saw in one dream and showed them to a 
brother who speaks Korean. He recognized the letter as part of his 
name: David.

Looking at the unknown and unfamiliar letters on Worship Frontier’s 
website, I also remembered a prayer time I had with a couple Ko-
rean YWAM team members from Los Angeles the week after 
Mazatlán. I went to another brother’s house who hosted them, and 
prayed for a couple of them. The Lord spoke so clearly and revealed 
Himself through me, that even after a single prayer session, I’ve 
maintained two friendships. 
 
As if these bunny trails weren’t enough, I recalled the summer lec-
tures on New Korea, and the a multi-day retreat on that same topic I 
signed up for but was unable to attend fully because I got sick. 
 
Taken together, these things showed me that the Lord had some-
thing for me related to Korea. So, as I sat in my car, Googling “fron-
tier church Boston,” and saw that the Worship Frontier church in Bos-
ton was an entirely Korean church, I instantly knew that this was a 
confirmation from the Lord. 
 
Hence, I went inside and decided to pray. 
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John 14:15

“If you love Me, keep My commandments

September 11, 2019  
9:32pm

When I come to the Lord in prayer, He’s always reliable. I hit my 
knees, asked Him about this trip to Boston, and listened. The first 
thing He show me was an image of the Lincoln Monument. 

Of course, this made absolutely no sense to me. I faithfully wrote it 
down in my journal, and continued to pray.  
 
The second thing He gave me were two scriptures, which were ex-
tremely helpful. Given that I don’t have the entire Bible memorized, 
and that I’ve only been walking with the Lord for less than a year, I 

had to look them up. And, truth be told, as with everything related to 
Scripture, it is the living Word of God.  
 
The first scripture was this: 

Proverbs 27:17 NKJV 
“As iron sharpens iron,  

So a man sharpens the countenance of his friend.” 
 

As I read this, I thought that this was indicating the time of prepara-
tion, and a season of sharpening me things for me on my walk with 
the Lord. I also got the sense that this trip to Boston would be instru-
mental in teaching me something about the importance of commu-
nity for my upcoming trip to North Macedonia. I wrote this down, and 
moved on. 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The second scripture was equally as insightful:  

Galatians 2:16 NKJV 
“knowing that a man is not justified by the works of the law but by 

faith in Jesus Christ, even we have believed in Christ Jesus, that we 
might be justified by faith in Christ and not by the works of the law; 

for by the works of the law no flesh shall be justified.”  
 

This one seemed pretty clear to me. As I began to ponder which 
travel website I should visit to purchase a last-minute ticket, I 
thought “I am most certainly justified by faith.” 
 
I went downstairs and I prayed with a brother, the same brother who 
hosted the Korean YWAM team, who I now lived with.

So, I told him about what the Lord was asking me to do, and asked 
for his insight. We talked for a few minutes, and he prayed. After he 
gave me a word, and asked for clarity, I felt my nerves start to ease 
and began to feel better. Figuring that I had a little more thinking to 
do, I decided to go upstairs and take a shower. 

As I mused about what the Lord was up to, I put on the Streetlights 
Bible on my iTunes and broadcasted it on my Bluetooth speaker and 
placed it in the bathroom. This amazing spoken word collection con-
tains all the books of the New Testament, as well as Genesis, Exo-
dus, and some Psalms. I usually put the 23 plus hours on shuffle, 
and listen on and off throughout the day. It’s a great way to get the 
Word of God in and start to commit it to memory.  
 
As the warm water ran over me, I had a moment where I cleared my 

mind, set aside all the details and stood face to face with a simple 
contemplation:  
 
I should actually go to Boston. 

I reasoned that I’d threw my fleece a few times, and that the Lord 
had shown up. Realizing that I didn’t have an extremely full bank ac-
count, I knew this would be something of a challenge. But, I also 
knew that this would be something that the Lord would take care of 
moving forward.

As I pondered this, the sound of spoken word scripture being read 
to light beats echoed off the walls. My mind soon stopped thinking 
and I got lost in the Word. I listened, tuned into every beat. 
 
One chapter led to the next, and as I prepared to get out of the 
shower, I noticed that I was drawn to the reverberating words of a 
particular chapter, as the verses came alive and spoke to my heart. I 
didn’t hear the name of the chapter, but clearly there was power in 
the force of its resonance. 

I stepped out of the shower, wrapped a towel around me and 
walked over to my phone to see which scripture it was. It was the 
end of Romans 16. 
 
This sealed the deal.

“Oh great.” I said. 

Looking up, and biting my bottom lip, I said exasperated:  
 
“OK fine. I’ll go.” 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Matthew 7:21

Not everyone who says to Me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ shall enter the kingdom of 
heaven, but he who does the will of My Father in heaven.

September 11, 2019  
10:19pm

Initially, our Mazatlán team was invited to share a little about our trip at 
our church’s monthly men’s breakfast back in July. For various reasons 
that got rescheduled to September 14th, which was only a couple days 
away. And, yes, technically it was the day after the Lord asked me to go 
to Boston.

In preparation for sharing, a few weeks earlier, I asked the Lord what 
scriptures to share at that breakfast. He brought me to the end of Ro-

mans 16 with laser focus.  
 

Here’s what I read when the Lord initially drew my attention here, which 
is actually the doxology: 

Romans 16:25-27 NKJV 
“Now to Him who is able to establish you according to my gospel and 

the preaching of Jesus Christ, according to the revelation of the mystery 
kept secret since the world began but now made manifest, and by the 
prophetic Scriptures made known to all nations, according to the com-
mandment of the everlasting God, for obedience to the faith— to God, 

alone wise, be glory through Jesus Christ forever. Amen.” 
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What struck me about this passage was not so much the scriptural 
words at first, but the notes about these verses in my ESV study Bi-
ble. This is what it said, and why I instantly wanted to share it with 
the group at the men’s breakfast, and, when encountering it again, 
why it convinced me to go to Boston:  
 
Obedience of faith. It is God’s will that this gospel go to all nations, 
so that all who are obedient because of their faith will be saved.

It’s a two-part thing, you see. 

God’s will is that the gospel goes out to all nations. That’s part one. 
The second part is that we must be obedient to our faith and do 
God’s will. That’s the second, and most important part. 

As I know from Matthew 7:21, on that final day when the Lord comes 
back, there will be many that will be confused, many who do not 
truly have a saving relationship with Him, many who all be told to de-
part from Him because He did not even know them, and who did not 
do His will. 
 
Simply put, on that glorious day when we come face to face with the 
creator of everything (deep breath, whoa), He will judge each and 
every person on whether or not they did God’s will. 

And, Jesus is the perfect example for us: Not my will, but Your will. 
Remember? 

His perfect obedience to the Father’s will is our example of how to 
be obedient to the faith.

So how do we do God’s will? 
 

We do that by having a saving relationship with Him, and by con-
stantly listening to the Holy Spirit, who reveals to us what His will is. 
Upon hearing His will, despite if it contrasts to our own, we must 
obey Him.

Obedience to the faith is central to doing God’s will, as it is the ac-
tion of doing His will. It’s about action, not passivity. It’s about doing, 
not just hearing.

Of course, for me, I want to be obedient to the faith. I want to go out 
to the nations to share the good news, even my own nation. The faith 
God deposited in me only grows when I act on it according to His 
will. And He blesses us as we do His will.

It was through this long process of throwing my fleece, encountering 
scriptures, and feeling led to go to Boston that I finally was at the 
point to shrug my shoulders and remind myself that I had already 
given the Lord the keys to my life. 

I dried off, got dressed, and sat down at my computer. With the 
towel draped over my shoulders, I jumped onto Orbitz’s website (dis-
claimer: this is not meant to be an endorsement of Orbitz’s services 
in any way, shape, or form, by the way) to buy my ticket. 

The sticker shock value initially surprised me, but after asking the 
Lord which flights He wanted me to get on, I selected the route from 
Seattle to Boston, and back from Boston to Seattle. In the same day. 
I clicked the checkout button, entered all my personal information, 
and happily bought the ticket. 

I got dressed, and as I was about to go downstairs, I figured I had 
24 hours to cancel it if the Lord corrected me. 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Isaiah 32:18

My people will dwell in a peaceful habitation,  
In secure dwellings, and in quiet resting places

 
 

September 11, 2019  
Frederickson, WA 
11:50pm

When you step out in faith, you can always be confident that the 
Lord will be there to guide you and to lead your path, every step of 
the way.

As I went to bed that night, I was somewhat surprised at myself, 
somewhat nervous, and somewhat excited. I rolled onto my stomach 
with my hands folded gently under my right cheekbone, as my head 

turned to the left. I laid there for a few moments, realizing that I was 
coming down off of a strange and varied day. Just as I started to feel 
like falling asleep, the Lord began to show me some things. 

I saw an image of a geometric book with all sorts different shapes 
and sizes, precise corners and lines, moving in all different direc-
tions, all varying shades of gray. There was a vastness to this space, 
as the lines could go on forever. While the image is hard to explain, it 
focused on the parting portion of the book, as it was set open. 

As I looked at this image, completely devoid of color, it started to 
change. 

Out of the middle of the book, a bright white cross ascended on 
clouds, centering itself a few feet above this gray geometric book. 
On the cross were angel wings that carried it, and at the point of in-
tersection on the cross was a bright red radiant heart. The wings 
were moving fluidly, undulating in the smoothest motion imaginable. 
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As the cross arrived at its apex, it stopped moving, unassumingly hover-
ing above the book. It was as though it was staring at me, only it didn’t 
have eyes.

It seemed to pause there for several moments. There were no words. 
There were no emotions or senses. Rather, it was a simply image of the 
Word coming alive, the heart of the cross rising up an revealing itself to 
me.

The image was so vivid, and so compelling that I just looked it for a few 
moments, and a stilled peace started overtook me. As I looked at this im-
age in my mind’s eye, the Lord began speaking.

The Lord told me a few things about Boston, specifically that there is divi-
sion and pretension in a situation, and that some people might look at a 
situation as though it were a game. He also said that they might not under-
stand until Thanksgiving. 

Then I saw the word “kindness.”  
 
An increasing, gentle, sedated feeling overcame me as I tried to request 
understanding. He simply showed me these things, without editorializing 
and without comment.

I yearned for more understanding, feeling my body unwind and relax 
even deeper. 

Then, before I could ask for more clarification, I fell asleep.
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Revelation 12:11 NKJV

“And they overcame him by the blood of the Lamb and by the word 
of their testimony, and they did not love their lives to the death.”

September 12, 2019  
Tacoma, WA 

The next day was much like any other day, with the exception that I 
knew I was going to Boston the following day. I started my day at 
the feet of the Lord, in prayer, and was reminded of a dream I had 
about a brother, which I dutifully wrote down. 

As I dove into my devotionals, which I do through a couple devo-
tional books and the YouVersion Bible App, I encountered a devo-
tional with a video. Typically, I don’t like watching videos first thing 
in the morning, if at all, but reluctantly agreed.

As the video started, a swirling mix of cartoon images popped 
through the screen, and one of the first ones was a picture of the 
Lincoln Monument. I shook my head.

The scripture for that devotional was this:

Psalm 9:10

And those who know Your name will put their trust in You;  
For You, Lord, have not forsaken those who seek You.

I certainly was putting my trust in the Lord. 

I realized this again and again with mounting astonishment, ponder-
ing the fact that in the span of a few short hours, I would be on a 
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plane. At one point, I looked at my itinerary and it dawned on me 
that I only had a little while to do whatever God had for me once I 
got to Boston. 

As I looked at it more, I started making some basic assumptions, tak-
ing into account travel times and logistics. Then, as if I hadn’t actu-
ally thought about this prior to this exact moment, I figured out what 
was actually happening: 

God was sending me on a last-minute, two hour and fifteen-minute 
mission trip to Boston, Massachusetts to do something that I wasn’t 
entirely sure about. 

Oh yeah, and it was on a Friday the 13th. Talk about reclaiming a 
day.  
 
The rest of the day, I did some general writing and work in the morn-
ing, and made my way to Tacoma off to be interviewed on the Trans-
formation Podcast by my good friend Justin. This podcast features 
stories and testimonies of the shocking goodness of God. For me, I 
certainly know that to be the case.  

As I sat down in his small office, and was fitted with a paired of ear-
phones and a mic, I wasn’t sure what I was going to say. Sure, I had 
thought about different parts of my testimony, but hadn’t really told it 
in its long form. One thing I knew is that I wanted the Lord to lead 
the story, because it’s as much His story of being a Redeemer as it 
is mine of being redeemed.

As we sat down, did sound checks, mic checks, and all the other 
techy stuff, I knew that I had come equipped with a simple request: I 

wanted to start my testimony with a prayer of thanks and to invite the 
Holy Spirit to speak through our conversation.

To me, we can never truly say thanks enough to the Lord for all He 
has done for us. He saved me not only from a ridiculously long litany 
of faux religions, but ultimately from myself. Truly He did. The only 
response that we can say to Him, which is a pittance for the One 
who holds everything in His hands, is this: Thank You.

Sometimes, I think that as we get to heaven, the cries of “Holy, Holy, 
Holy” will harmonize forever with our cries of “Thank You, Thank You, 
Thank You.”

So, on the day before God was to further extend His story of my testi-
mony, I sat down to tell the story of what He had already done. 

I talked about His providential hand during my traumatic birth, being 
the last baby born in an old hospital founded by Catholic nuns, and 
almost dying as my lungs collapsed. 

I talked about how seven doctors at the new hospital, which re-
ceived my oxygen deprived body a few days prior to its official open-
ing, agreed that I was going to be a vegetable for the rest of my life, 
and about the long-term physical, emotional and spiritual effects 
that my birth had on me. 

I talked about my father dying of cancer when I was 19, and how his 
tragic, untimely death sent me into a decades long downward spiral 
of self-medication, dead-end relationships, and addictive numbing 
behaviors and practices intended to quell the pain. 

I talked about my faith journey, from my family’s shallow roots in Ca-
tholicism, to my five-year stint with the Quakers, to my painful and 
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years-long naïve trod through the dangerous and deceptive land-
scape of the new age movement. 

And I told him about how the accumulated demonic oppression I ex-
perienced led me to attempt suicide by running my car into a pole 
going 50 miles per hour as I took my seatbelt off, bowed my head, 
and asked the Father to forgive me.  
 
Thankfully, that wasn’t the end of my story. It was just the beginning.

I shared with Justin about how Jesus redeemed me through all of 
this, and that the only reason I sat there talking to him was because 
of what Jesus had done for me. 

(At the risk of sounding shamelessly self-promotional, here’s a link to 
the story of how God changed my life.)

And in that conversation, I realized something really important: 
there’s something that happens when we share our testimonies.

It’s as though we’re reminded of every dark corner, every silent 
block, every creepy conversation and sideways lullaby that we suc-
cumbed to. We’re reminded of the shallow and false security we find 
in relationships, as we elevate people into idols, thinking that some 
physical and sexual connection can fix the brokenness in our lives. 
We’re reminded of every dead-end mistake, every trivial but signifi-
cant misstep, and every fateful step we took that led us off our paths 
to the precipice of despair and eternal death.

And then, we’re reminded of what He’s done.

We’re reminded of how Jesus overcame the world to repair our rela-
tionship with the Father. 

We’re reminded of how He never, ever, ever gives up on us, despite 
all the times we trip over ourselves and shoot ourselves in the foot.

And we’re reminded of His mercy, His grace, His kindness, His for-
giveness, and His sovereignty.

When I share my testimony, I can’t help but feel in awe at all the 
things the Lord put up with prior to removing the veil from my eyes. I 
can’t help but remember that my testimony is not a point in time, not 
some feel good moment for the feel good movie of my life. 

Rather, the Lord is writing my testimony each and every day, and I 
refuse to take a day off (except Sabbaths of course to get my time in 
the Word in) because one stroke of His pen in the book of my life is 
worth more than all the years of striving I did to try to figure it out. 

So, after a couple hours of sharing how the Lord redeemed me on 
the Transformation Podcast, the tick tock of the rest of my day con-
fronted me. I had to jet to a meeting, and then make my way home 
to make some chili before heading off to the airport. 

I had initially planned on hosting a brother and his kids for dinner on 
Friday, as his wife was traveling abroad and I wanted to support 
him. Given that I was headed out on a very short-term mission trip, I 
couldn’t be there to host.

I did, however, make good on my promise to make dinner, and just 
as I added the last of the tomato paste to thicken the chili, I filled my 
water bottle up, grabbed my Bible, and left to go to the airport to 
see what new chapter in my testimony God had for me.
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Proverbs 3:5-6

Trust in the Lord with all your heart, 
And lean not on your own understanding; 

Acknowledge Him in all your ways,  
And He shall direct your paths.
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Galatians 5:25

If we live in the Spirit, let us also walk in the Spirit.

September 12, 2019  
SeaTac, WA  
10:15pm

I arrived at SeaTac airport after driving nearly an hour from my 
house. 

Along the way, I didn’t allow my mind to get distracted by what I 
was actually about to do. That was, in part, because I really didn’t 
know what I was doing, to be honest.

So instead, I just listened to worship music, lifted up a few prayers, 
and focused on driving. What else could I do?

I had made a reservation to a parking garage so I could park my 
car for the day, and as I arrived, I realized the gate was not function-
ing. What I’ve found is that the enemy tries to come against you in 
unusual and usually inconvenient ways when you’re doing God’s 
will. I remind myself that I have been given all authority over all the 
power of the enemy (Luke 10:19), so I just went next door.

The valet parking was more convenient, the price was lower, and 
the shuttle led me to the airport right away. So I was on my way.

And soon, I realized this: when you’re on a very short-term mission 
trip, God wants to move in amazing ways right away. At the time, I 
wasn’t aware of this fact. 
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I made my way through the incredibly short security line and 
grabbed might Bible, backpack, and empty water bottle. Then, I 
made my way towards the gate. As I walked, in the waning hours of 
the day, the Lord asked me to fill up my water bottle in the Star-
bucks. Figuring this was His trip, I went in.

Inside, there were a few people in line ahead of me, most of whom 
were looking for the last sips of caffeine before jumping on a plane 
to somewhere. As the two people ahead of me ordered, I sensed the 
Lord wanted me to talk to the barista, a tall Somalian woman marked 
by beauty. She was young, perhaps in her early 20s. 

As the men in line shuffled around the corner to pick up their order, I 
stepped up to the counter.

“Hey, how can I help you?’ she asked.

“Well, I have two things for you. The first thing is I was wondering if I 
could get my water bottle filled up?” 

“Sure,” she said, smiling and anticipating what the next request 
would be.

“The second thing is that I felt that the Lord asked me to ask you if 
you had any prayer requests.” I said to her looking directly at her.

When God wants to touch someone, He will. 

She paused for a second, and asked for clarification.

“Well I follow Jesus and what the Bible says is that if you believe in 
Jesus the Holy Spirit will live inside of you. The Holy Spirit prompts 
us to ask such things, and I felt that the Lord wanted me to ask you if 
you had any prayer requests.”

As I explained this, I could see her face curling with confusion.

“Can you speak up, I’m deaf in my left ear,” she asked politely.

Sometimes when I speak, I forget to speak up. 

This is in part because of a lie that I bought into for years that my 
voice wasn’t important and that I had nothing of value to add. That’s 
how the enemy uses experiences, especially things that happen to 
us in childhood, to distort the truth that we are children of God. 

While I am still unlearning this lie, for me, I can pinpoint the exact mo-
ment I believed it:

I was in elementary school, and our school had a new music 
teacher, named Mr. Russell. He was a relatively young man, with a 
thick but short mustache, and the pock marks of acne scarred his 
face from his own certainly traumatic adolescence.

Given that the school did not have a music classroom, he was 
shamelessly relegated to pushing a cart on wheels around the 
school, from classroom to classroom, day after day. This was fondly 
referred to as the “music cart,” and contained mostly plastic record-
ers, the instruments that each class struggled to use to play the sim-
ple, but catchy song ‘Hot Cross Buns.’

After a few months of this thankless job, Mr. Russell got permission 
from the administration to start a choir, and for a couple weeks he 
promoted the tryouts in every classroom he visited. The instant I 
heard about it, even though I was a shy kid and never really spoke 
up, I was fascinated by the opportunity to sing. 
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God had put a song in my heart that I needed to get out, and had 
yet to have the chance to sing. So, as any reluctant, awkward 10-
year-old kid who had overcome a childhood of developmental dis-
abilities would do, I decided to try out.

As the day for tryouts neared, I felt an increasing uneasiness. I had 
never done anything like this before, but I had so much precious, in-
nocent passion that the excitement put a pep in my step and a smile 
on my face, a rarity for me at that time. 

Throughout the day, I had scenes of me singing floating through my 
head. I imagined what it would feel like to let it all go, to freely sing 
and express myself, truly, for the first time in my life.

The schedule the day of tryouts was much like other days, though 
the anticipation of that moment caused my palms to sweat.

I was summoned to the school cafeteria in the early afternoon, which 
had been transformed – the tables were folded up, moved to the 
side, clearing up the black and white checkered floor. As I entered 
through the double set of glass doors into the cafeteria, I saw a 
daunting scene.

Across the cafeteria, on the far side, was a rotund woman sitting at a 
piano. Mr. Russell stood next the piano, with a clipboard in one 
hand. He smiled and welcomed me.

“Hey Derrick,” he said looking at his notes. His welcome was cold 
and uninviting. To this day, I am still struck at how serious this man 
took an elementary school choir tryout.

“OK Derrick. This tryout has two portions. One is a note identification 
portion, and the other is a singing one, ok?” 

“Um, ok,” I shyly agreed, starting to feel my nervousness increase.

The first part of the test was as intimidating as it was confusing to 
me. Mr. Russell asked me to look at the piano, and then turn my 
back to it. I followed the instructions. Then, he nodded to the woman 
sitting at the piano. On cue, she pushed a key three times, pausing 
momentarily between each time.

“Ok, now what I want you to do Derrick is to turn around and find the 
note.”

Instantly, my mind began to race. 

I had never really encountered a piano before, and had absolutely 
no idea how to approach this test. With my hands shaking slightly, I 
slowly walked up to the piano, feeling my blood pressure rise.

I pressed a key, and almost immediately Mr. Russell wrote some-
thing down on the paper on his clipboard. He glanced at the woman 
sitting at the piano.

“Let’s try that again,” he said curtly.

He instructed me to turn again with my back towards the piano as 
the woman played the same note three more times. He nodded at 
her.

I turned around, and looked at the woman, who had a faint smile on 
her face. I pressed a key at random.

“Why don’t you try again; it’s not that one,” Mr. Russell said.
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I tried a couple more times, and with each time Mr. Russell shook his 
head no, making eye contact with the woman sitting at the piano.

“Ok, it’s fine. Let’s just move onto the next portion. Face me.”

I turned back towards him, doing everything I could to control the 
worried edge of my anxiety. 

“Now what we’re going to have you do is sing the Star Spangled 
Banner. Ok, ready?”

For some reason, don’t ask me why, I hadn’t actually realized that I 
was going to be expected to sing for the choir tryouts. Truly, my inno-
cence was on full display, as I tried to remember the words. 

He handed me a sheet of paper with the lyrics, and then, with a 
slight glance and nod, the woman at the piano began playing the 
tune.

Somewhat caught off guard, I began singing as Mr. Russell led. 
Within seconds, he stopped singing, analyzing my every note.

In all reality, with the exception maybe of a couple times in the 
shower at home, I had not sang out loud. Hearing my voice crackle 
and move clumsily note to note crushed my dreams. Driven partially 
by my anxiety and the rapid pace of the tryout, I knew I failed, which 
only caused my singing to get worse.

Mr. Russell tried to control the expression of concern on his face, but 
he did a miserable job at that.

With every note, as the piano moved towards the rockets red glare, I 
struggled to maintain the pace as my breath left me, and the song 
concluded with me stumbling to get the last notes out of my mouth.

Mr. Russell nodded slowly, made a couple notes, and glanced at the 
woman at the piano.

“OK, thanks for coming in today Derrick. We’ll be going through try-
outs today and tomorrow and should have a list posted by Thursday 
afternoon on the glass doors next to the school cafeteria entry.”

I nodded, and nervously walked across the cafeteria with quick, 
short steps. The sound of my sneakers squeaking on the shiny 
checkered floor faded to the background, as my racing mind was 
full of criticism and negative self-talk. 

Despite this, however, a glimmer of hope stuck out. I thought to my-
self that somehow there was still a chance. Self-soothing was some-
thing that I was unfamiliar with, but would take on various forms 
throughout my life.

A few days later, I heard that the list of names for the choir had been 
posted. I was nervous to check it, and saw the list from a distance at 
lunch. I glared at it as I entered the cafeteria, and couldn’t bring my-
self to look at it.

After school, as the kids made their way outside to go home and the 
teachers closed down their classrooms for the day, I walked into the 
area next to the cafeteria. I stared at the list from about 10 feet away, 
seeing the blurred list of names from a distance. I took a couple 
deep breaths, and approached the door. The list was divided into 
two columns, first and last name. 

I put my finger near the top of the last name column and started go-
ing down. To my joy, I saw my last name, and moved my finger over 
to see the first name. It was my twin brother Ron. I looked over at the 
last name list again, and noticed that there was only one of us.
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Defeated I left, my head drooped down, as tears formed in my eyes.

On that day, the enemy convinced me that my voice didn’t matter, that I 
wasn’t able to sing, and that I needed to be quiet. For three decades I be-
lieved that lie.

So, when the barista at Starbucks told me that I needed to speak up, the 
corner of my heart that the Lord is still healing was pricked.

“Oh, I felt like the Lord asked me to ask you if you had any prayer re-
quests,” I said louder.

There was a moment of acknowledgement. She said she really didn’t 
have any, but I asked her if I could pray for her hearing to be restored. 
Since the Lord had restored a young woman’s hearing on our Mazatlán 
trip, I knew it was possible.

Shyly, she agreed. I asked if I could hold her hand, which she agreed to. I 
said a simply prayer, the words of which I don’t remember. I closed the 
prayer, and passed on my water bottle to another barista. As she gave it 
back to me, I nodded, and departed from Starbucks.

As I made my way to my gate, I felt the Holy Spirit tell me to go back and 
pray for this woman again. I stopped in my tracks, outside of a closed 
Hudson Books store. I wasn’t sure if I should go back, and felt the familiar 
feeling of defeat that I felt when I would think about my voice not being im-
portant.

I wavered for a moment, debating whether to go back, and felt a sense of 
unease. I opted instead to go to my gate, waited for my plane, and knew 
that the moment had passed. I looked at my shoes with every step, and 
pondered what the Lord would have done had I gone back.
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Job 16:5 NKJV

But I would strengthen you with my mouth, And the comfort of my 
lips would relieve your grief.

September 13, 2019  
SeaTac Airport 
12:15am

I boarded the plane and was supposed to have the middle seat, my 
least favorite position in an airplane seating assignment. 

I sat next to a guy that had the window seat, who had already as-
sumed the sleeping position. He sported a Washington Apples shirt, 
which I later learned was from the company that he worked for. He 
basically marketed apples from Washington to different states. 
 

Given that I was somewhat near the front of the plane, I could see 
dozens of people in the aisle with their baggage and backpacks 
looking for spot. I nervously looked at their faces to see if anybody 
would claim the aisle seat next to me. 

There’s always that moment when you’re traveling and you have the 
middle seat and you sincerely start hoping and praying that the per-
son assigned to that seat doesn’t show up.

That’s what I did, and luckily for me, that’s exactly what happened.

They sealed the door and I promptly moved over. I thought of the 
woman at Starbucks the Lord asked me to pray for again. I felt a 
sense of sadness, as this was certainly not the way I wanted to start 
this mission trip. 
 
After the typical introductory safety announcements and cordial 
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greetings from the captain, they announced they would be dimming 
the lights upon takeoff. 

To me of course this was wonderful. I was incredibly tired, wanted 
nothing more to try to catch a few hours of sleep before arriving in 
Minneapolis.

Typically, I don’t have too difficult of a time sleeping on planes. How-
ever, when you’re heading out on a very short-term mission trip, it’s a 
bit different. 

I sat with my arms crossed, thinking about the lovely Starbucks ba-
rista. Given the fact that the Lord led me to Starbucks, I knew He 
was already moving. I prayed that despite my own flaws that the 
Lord would use mine initial obedience as a way to bring healing to 
this woman.

As we took off, I put my headphones in and I turned on the Bethel 
instrumental album to try to go to sleep. I find that if I’m on the plane 
and I have music with lyrics, I end up listening to the words.

I tried to sleep, and the question of what I was doing started creep-
ing in. My response was mostly to reassure myself, as I acknowl-
edged to God that I had been obedient to the faith and made my 
way onto a plane to Boston. 

“OK, God here I am. I’m on a plane heading to Boston. You see me. 
You see exactly where I am.”  
 
As I sat in silence, memories of my past came to mind. 

Given the fact that when I walked in the flesh I would sometimes be 
compelled to do nonsensical and even irrational things, the thought 
slipped into my brain and I wondered if this was one of those times. 

Immediately, I recognized it as the enemy and stood confident be-
cause I knew that the Lord had truly called me to Boston. And when 
the Lord calls you to do something, He not only provides, but He 
blesses.

What I know about the enemy that he’ll use any lie to disrupt our obe-
dience to the Lord, mostly by attacking the areas of our insecurities 
and vulnerabilities. Through his lies, we become distracted, and 
leave things behind because of a lack of focus.

In fact, even the slightest reminder of a lie that was entrenched in 
my heart for years, the lie about my voice not being important, had 
prevented me from going back to Starbucks to pray again to the ba-
rista. Once again, in that moment, I unwittingly bought into the lie.

But, at the time, I didn’t realize that, and instead, for the first hour of 
the trip, I felt sad, guilty, and down. As these emotions swirled, I ab-
sorbed the accusations flinging themselves at me.

“Why am I even here?”

“I can’t believe I didn’t go back.”

“I really let God down.”

After a while, I paused, and realized that the enemy was condemn-
ing me in more ways than one. I recalled the importance of taking 
every thought captive to the obedience of Christ, repented, and re-
buked the enemy.

As the thoughts slowed to a still, I reminded myself of the victory that 
I have in Christ. Then I turned up the music, and slowly drifted off to 
sleep.
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2 Corinthians 5:7

For we walk by faith, not by sight.

September 13, 2019  
Minneapolis- St. Paul Airport 
5:35am

The fight was a little over 3 1/2 hours, which seemed really long. 

I sat mostly motionless in my seat dozing in and out. When we finally 
landed in Minneapolis, I spoke to the guy next to me for a few mo-
ments. We made some small chat about varietals of apples, a topic I 
was very interested in as I had gone to the Kitsap Fruit Club meeting 
in the spring and scored a deal of 12 apple trees for a dollar each. 
 
As people hustled to get off the plane, bumping into each other, 
opening up the carrying compartments, and grabbing their luggage, 
I came to my senses. I sat there looking at people passing by and 
fumbling with their bags and thought, “OK, I’m actually doing this.”

Yes, that’s right. It wasn’t until I actually landed in Minneapolis at 
5:25am that I fully recognized that I was moving forward in faith. I 
guess that’s how it is when you have childlike faith. And although 
some people have told me that this type of faith throws people off 
and ruffles feathers, I look at it an essential tool in God’s toolbelt:  
 
the ability and willingness to do things that others dismiss as crazy. 

Well, call me crazy: I was in Minneapolis on the first leg of my very 
short term mission trip to Boston.  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As I walked down the jetway, a strange feeling of uncertainty sur-
rounded me. I was very tired, a little hungry, and I needed to visit the 
men’s room. With these things at the forefront of my mind, I entered 
the Minneapolis airport on autopilot, looked at the departures 
screen, figured out the direction that I was going, and began walk-
ing.

Then, it happened.  
 
What I’ve learned in my short walk with the Lord is that when you 
step out in obedience rooted in faith He always shows up. And, at 
the same time, you never know when, or if, He will answer prayers.  
 
This time, He happened to both show up and answer a prayer at 
5:35am just as I stepped off the jet bridge for gate A2 into the Min-
neapolis airport. 
 
You see, my consistent prayer since getting saved has been to truly 
have a soft and loving heart. More specifically, I’ve prayed for the 
Lord reshape my heart and its remnants from walking in the world 
for 40 years, and to repurpose it for His kingdom. 

As I stood there looking at people moving in every direction, the 
Lord answered this prayer. In an instant, He removed any hardness 
in my heart, which fell to the ground like the scales in St. Paul’s eyes 
as his sight returned:

I saw a glimpse of just how amazing the Lord’s love is. 

Everywhere I looked, people with luggage lumbered about, trying to 
get to where they were going. With every single person I looked at, I 
saw their brokenness. It’s hard to explain, but for an instant the Lord 

opened my vision to see people’s heartache, their struggles, their in-
securities. I saw their mannerisms, carved on their personalities from 
years of habituated motions. I saw their preferences, their tangible 
and intangible qualities. I saw their essences.

And whereas my normal response might be an instinctive, judg-
mental mindsnap, in this case, as the scales on my heart fell, it 
turned into something exquisitely beautiful. 

I looked beyond brokenness and found love. 

I saw past the exterior portions of people’s circumstances and hab-
its - the perceptions of who they are and who they want you to think 
they are, their perceived bodily inadequacies, their insecurities, their 
values, and even their perceived identities of confidence, of slug-
gishness. In its stead, I saw their profound beauty.

I saw them as God sees them: as reflections of Himself. 
 
My eyes locked in on this obese man, probably 6’3” tall, with a 
stretched-out tee shirt featuring a clever slogan covering his large 
beer belly. He was dragging a well-used piece of luggage on 
wheels, and his face was full of acne and scars. He seemed quite 
unhappy.  
 
Typically, if I saw him, thoughts of disgust would combine with harsh 
criticisms and rush my mind. Instead, the Lord showed me his strug-
gles. I felt compassion. I felt connection. I felt love. 

Somehow, I started to see on a spiritual level the aching in this 
man’s heart, how hard he’s tried, the unique rocking movements that 
defines the way he walks. And in each and every single one of those 
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things, I knew that God loved him with a profound and unwavering 
love just as he was.

There was no criticisms. There was no daunting tasks where he had 
to prove his worth. There is no sin.

He was simply worthy because God made and loves him. 
 
I glanced around looking at the busy gates, seeing people frantically 
moving, interweaving with each other as they were coming and go-
ing. 

In the midst of this subtle madness, there were conversations be-
tween tired couples, waiting impatiently to get to where they were go-
ing. There were people quietly tucked into corners, their coats 
draped over their heads as they tried to catch a few more moments 
of sleep. Others sat in the middle of the rows of seats, watching their 
children running around playing, and giggling, and telling their silly 
jokes. At the same time, some folks drank cheap fast food coffee 
and stuffed their faces with high-fat, high-carb greasy breakfast 
sandwiches, that honestly looked delicious. 

But none of it mattered to me. 

This gift of vision the Lord revealed to me took root in my heart, and 
applied to every single person I looked at. I saw the facial expres-
sions of people turn into the multitude of moments that define their 
lives. I saw heartache, joy, anticipation and eagerness, and impa-
tience, all of which I was able to look past with eyes and a heart of 
love that nearly moved me to tears.  
 
It was so overwhelming, so monumental in fact, that I felt the bub-
bling up of love for each and every single person:

All I wanted to do is to love everyone. 

I wanted to be their friends, to serve them, to support them in the 
most consistent and sacrificial way imaginable. I wanted to lay it all 
down for a that moment where I could bring the most hardhearted 
person a moment of joy. What started as an impulse, transformed 
into a drive, and then into a mission. I stopped in my tracks and 
wasn’t able to escape this vision. Rather,I was dumbfounded with 
love. In every corner of this small crook in the airport, the Lord 
showed me how He loves.

And, given that I wasn’t expecting this at all upon exiting the jetway, 
it supremely overwhelmed me. 

I knew that the Lord was showing me something, namely how I 
should receive people and how I should look at people. But it was 
more than that. It was truly the heart of the Father, His sensitive, con-
sistent patience, His absolute desire to be in relationship. 

It reflected the sacrificial love He has for us as He sent His only Son 
to die on the cross for us. It truly is a reckless love. 

But in the moment of being tired and confused, my thunderstruck 
and melting heart flipped, and I asked the Lord for it to stop be-
cause it was simply too much. And of course, when we ask the Lord 
for things, He listens and blesses us. 

It stopped just as fast as it came. 
 
People flooded back into their habits as a thinner, but still strong 
lens of judgment returned to my vision. I shook my head and started 
walking towards my gate. 

“What is going on, Lord?” I asked.
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Matthew 10:40

He who receives you receives Me, and  
he who receives Me receives Him who sent Me.

 
September 13, 2019  
Minneapolis - St. Paul Airport 
5:40am

As I made my way through the airport, I strolled past several Cari-
bou Coffee stands with long lines of exhausted passengers trying to 
stay awake. Some were just embarking, and others had already em-
barked on their journeys to somewhere other than home.

In the midst of hurriedness, my mind transitioned from being over-
whelmed with love to thinking about just how much airports have 
evolved into tourist and traveler-oriented malls: 

Variations of restaurants catering to every class of people and food 
preference dotted the carpeted corridors. Hole in the wall souvenir 
shops emitted the idea that this was your last chance to buy some-
thing for that someone you love that you forgot about while on vaca-
tion. Attendants slowly opened the metal gates of bookstores, full of 
polarizing political magazines and mind-numbing top list novels, 
while storefronts offering bounties of overpriced water, cheaply 
made earbuds, and rows of sugar filled candy positioned them-
selves conveniently. 

All of these stores whispered temptingly to passerbys that they 
needed to purchase these assorted accoutrements to help them be 
ensconced with compromised comfort, so as to overlook their being 
packed into a somewhat comfy seat with not enough leg room.

Scanning the consumer driven landscape, the Lord brought my at-
tention to the first person that He wanted me to talk to you. 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An African man dressed in a white leisure suit pulled a luggage bag 
on wheels behind him. He had a white hat on and was walking 
slightly behind me.  
 
I turned towards him in obedience and walked up to him, leading 
with a line that I usually use when the Lord prompts me such things. 
 
“I don’t mean to interrupt you, but is there anything that you need 
prayer for today?” In the silence after asking this, I paused. 
 
He received this question, from a perfect stranger, with the gentlest 
and kindest smile that I’ve witnessed in years. His face turned 
bright, lighting up with a tenderness that caught my eye and cap-
tured my imagination. As it was if he received me as he would have 
received the Lord.  
 
“Well, not at this time. But thanks for asking,” he said with that same 
temperate, warm grin.  
 
Undeterred, I followed up with another question. 

“Do you know and have a relationship with the Lord?”  
 
In my young walk with Christ, I’ve learned that upon the urging of the 
Holy Spirit, it is important to ask such questions, especially under 
His guidance. He teaches me what to ask, how to ask it, when to ask 
it, and when to wait.

Confidently and without batting an eye he responded, “None of us 
would be here if it wasn’t for the Lord.”  
 

He not only had a relationship with the Lord, but knew the reality of 
the world and walked with the authority granted to him through 
Christ.  
 
After his response, any lingering anxiety I felt left me.

There’s seemingly always a moment in ministry, when, after being 
prompted by the Holy Spirit to approach someone, and after making 
an initial introduction, that the tension of the moment dissolves. 

As you settle, It’s as if you enter into a more relaxed posture, know-
ing that as you’ve been obedient, the Lord has to take over the con-
versation. He has to show up. And knowing that He always does, I 
often let out a slow exhale that teeters on the edge of being a sigh, 
and then return my attention to the Holy Spirit to see what He has for 
me. 

As I did this, we walked.  

We made small talk, and I found out that he was on his way to Mi-
ami, which somewhat explained his relaxed and casual look. Know-
ing that we both walked with the Lord, I asked him if he would be OK 
if I escorted him to his gate, which was a short way away. He 
agreed. 
 
“It’s so nice that people in Minneapolis would just walk up to you and 
ask if you need prayer,” he said. “That’s not something that usually 
happens to me.” 
 
“Well,” I responded, “I’m not from Minneapolis. I’m actually from Seat-
tle. Just south actually, in Tacoma.”  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“No joke,” he exclaimed, enthusiastically and embracing a childlike 
wonder at this overlap. “My son lives in Kent. That’s so funny.” His 
laughter was that of a grandfather, etched and refined from years of 
appreciation. 
 
“I actually passed Kent on the way to the airport. What a strange 
world it is?” As I mentioned this to him, a thought flickered through 
my mind that every time I pass Kent, I would pray for this man’s son, 
even though I didn’t know either of their names.  
 
“So what brings you to Minneapolis?” he asked.

“Oh, I’m on my way to Boston. I feel like the Lord has led me there 
for some reason,” I replied.  
  
He nodded knowingly, and I didn’t say much more than that. We 
kept walking. 

Our pace slowed, as he didn’t move as fast as I usually do in air-
ports. His strides were smaller and slower and stuffed with intention. 
Despite his slight limp, his every step moved with purpose.

Though there was a stillness between us as we walked for a few mo-
ments in silence, an aborning mutualism emerged. 

When the Lord calls you somewhere, and you mention that to an-
other believer, there’s an acknowledgement, an unstated, supernatu-
ral understanding rooted in fellowship that needs no explanation. To 
others, who have yet to encounter the living God, such statements 
might seem strange, and even off-putting. 

Yet to those who share in fellowship with the Holy Spirit, and who 
have committed their lives to Jesus, such statements are made more 

as of a matter of fact, a commonality that regularly defines living by 
faith.  

“Yeah I know Boston. I’ve spent some time in Bangor, Maine several 
years ago,” he said, breaking the calm. Gentleness and kindness 
gleamed in his eyes.   
 
“Oh, yeah, I know where Bangor is. I spent two and a half years in 
Portland for college.” I recalled my initial adventures to New Eng-
land, in the fall of 1996, as I left the nest of my parents modest Chey-
enne, Wyoming home and, alone, ventured to a school that I had 
never visited nor heard of prior to a few months earlier. 
 
“What college?” he softly solicited. 

I had been asked this question dozens of times, and with certainty I 
could predict the result: 

No one had heard of the college I went to. 

It was a small, fledgling liberal arts college experiencing a down-
ward spiral of decreasing enrollment, declining tuition, and increas-
ing maintenance costs. Given these circumstances, when I stepped 
foot on the campus, a mere 70 students lived in the dorms. In other 
words, most people had never heard of it. 
 
“Westbrook College. You might not know it.” I suggested half-
heartedly, playing along in the volley of our conversation. 
 
“Oh, I know Westbrook really well. In fact, I used to be involved with 
Portland High School.” He chuckled as he said this. Disbelief and 
surprise stirred up inside me. 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In this moment, the Lord had brought me somebody who was familiar 
with the two places that I lived in my adult life and love the most: The 
Puget Sound area and Portland, Maine.

The acknowledgement of this overlap touched my heart. It was as if the 
Lord had put a sign post in my path, telling me that I was heading in the 
right direction.  
 
He told me a little about his work in the high school, and how he had 
multiple sons that went through the Portland School District. As he 
talked, a fondness and deep fatherly love exuded from his every word. 

In between each breath, his commitment to his family showcased itself, 
and a quiet, nostalgic strand of memories, of every trial and missed op-
portunity, flashed across his face. I could tell that he had been through 
some things, and that his confidence in the Lord had brought him 
through the toughest times.

I recognized his expression. It was the same expression that comes 
across a person’s face when they hear the name of someone that they 
love deeply and haven’t seen in years. It’s the compressed memories of 
heartache and joy and laughter and tears and loss that defines a rela-
tionship, that is so deeply embedded in kinship

We made a little bit more small chatter, and then we arrived to his gate. I 
think him for the conversation, and asked him for his name.

“Jimmy,” he said.

I introduced myself and said “God bless you.”
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Job 7:14-15

Then You scare me with dreams  
And terrify me with visions,  

15 So that my soul chooses strangling  
And death rather than my body.

September 13, 2019  
Logan International Airport 
10:25am

I made my way to the gate, and got on the plane. And, luckily for 
me, on the flight to Boston I had the window seat, and was able to 
get a little bit more sleep. 

As I stepped off the plane in Boston, I surveyed the signage, and 
made my way towards baggage claim and ground transportation. I 
arrived, and decided to ask the Lord where He wanted me to go, 
which I had begun doing this on my way to Minneapolis to Boston. 

His response on the plane was as baffling as it was humorous: the 
Lord said to go to a Walgreens that had a prominent number eight. 
Like many other head scratching moments, I wrote this down and 
revisited the inquiry at baggage claim. He confirmed it again.  
 
Now, I don’t know about you, but at times when the Lord calls you 
to do something, and you show up, you truly hope for explicit in-
structions on what to do next. In this case, I said to myself “Are you 
serious? You brought me to Boston to go to a Walgreens?!”  
 
Yes, in fact, He did.  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I pulled out my phone and looked at my map app and searched for 
Walgreens. Throughout the city were dozens and dozens of Wal-
greens. 

My eyes instantly went to this area where there were eight Wal-
greens, located so close to each other that they were stacked to-
gether. There were eight of them. I clicked on the eight, which 
brought up a list of the eight Walgreens in that specific area of town. 

As I skimmed the eight different Walgreens, I noticed that only one 
had an eight in its address. It also had eight reviews. “Well, I guess 
that’s pretty prominent,” I thought to myself. Then I asked the Lord if 
this was the one. Sure enough, it was. 

So, going on blind faith, I entered the address of the Walgreens, re-
quested a Lyft, and stood out in the 70° weather eagerly anticipating 
the next move.  
 
Within a few minutes my driver showed up. His name was Sandor, 
and he was in his mid-30s. As we started going towards the Wal-
greens, we chatted through the typical Lyft driver airport questions. 

What brings you to town? 

Where are you from? 

How long are you in town for.?

As I explained to him that I had been called by the Lord for a really 
short mission trip to Boston, he went silent. After a few moments, a 
brisk and entertaining conversation emerged. 

I learned that he was born and raised in the Boston area, and I com-
mented that I had been through Boston many times in the mid-90s. I 
recalled that the traffic was just plain awful. 

He explained to me that this was because of the Big Dig, a perpet-
ual construction project that cost $14 billion over the span of nearly 
a decade. We both commented at the obscene cost of the project.

He talked at length about the local political scene, specifically that 
an estimated $4 billion was embezzled by the transportation officials 
running the project. Despite lamenting about the missing $4 billion, 
he noted that at least $10 billion was spent on construction. He 
joked that somewhere somebody still living off of that money, likely 
on a beach sipping on a martini. 
 
At the end of this portion of the conversation, there was a lull. De-
spite this, I leaned in. Being on a mission trip, even if it is only for 
two hours and 15 minutes, I had to ask him about his faith 
 
He told me plainly and simply that the only time that he prays is 
when he’s on airplanes. That was it.

I remembered the times when I would do the same. I recalled being 
on airplanes and having anxiety come up, freaking out about the na-
ture of the War on Terror, and being caught up on the fear of the 
times. I’d also frequently be afraid of mechanical failures, and would 
try my best to ignore this by listening to instrumental music. 

Now that I know the Lord, of course, no such fears arises. If any of 
those things actually happen, I know that it will just bring me home. 
Amen and Hallelujah.  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We talked briefly and then there was that awkward moment of si-
lence as there usually is with any taxi ride from the airport. I tracked 
his moves on my phone so that I had a general idea of where we 
were going and how long it would take to get there. 
 
When we were about seven minutes away from the Walgreens, he 
started talking. It caught me a little off guard, but I could tell that it 
was a divine appointment.

He told me that a few nights earlier he had had a very vivid and in-
tense dream, where a burley, intimidating biker stood in front of him 
screaming at him, describing all the different bad things that were 
going to happen to him. 

In the dream, he said, he was freaked out, full of terror and fear. I 
could even hear it in his quivering voice. It was so bad, in fact, he 
told me that he had trouble breathing in the dream. When he woke 
up, he was gasping for air, unable to breathe at all. The thought 
came to him that he was having a heart attack, and that night he ac-
tually went to the emergency room. It was just a panic attack.  
 
He told his friends, and they thought it was something to do with the 
fact that he had had a stressful summer. He agreed, and dismissed 
it as such. 

However, knowing my own testimony and knowing that the spirit 
world can be opened up through dreams, I decided to share a short 
version of my own testimony, how the Lord brought me to salvation 
through a series of three dreams over seven years.  
 
I told him briefly how in 2011 Jesus appeared at the foot of my bed 
and told me to give Him my life. The dream was so vivid that every 

single detail in the dream was the same as it was when I woke up. 
The position my body was in was the same. The lighting was the 
same. The way the blankets splayed over me was the same. Despite 
the clarity of the dream, I told Sandor about my perspective: that be-
fore the dream, and even after, I frequently joked and didn’t take Je-
sus seriously. I told him that I was super liberal and simply thought 
that Jesus wasn’t real. Instead, I walked in the world.

After that dream, I recalled, I really didn’t look into it and didn’t think 
anything of it. That was until the spring of 2015, when I had a sec-
ond dream. 

I found myself homeless, living with a friend, and departing unex-
pectedly one day. I made my way to a small hotel room in Fife, Wash-
ington, just along the I-5 curve near the Emerald Queen Casino. 
That night as I sat in the hotel, freaking out about the collapse of my 
life, being panicked and scared, and fell asleep amidst crippling 
anxiety. Then, I had the second dream. 

It was a vision of the Father, an expansive vision that only lasted liter-
ally for the briefest of seconds, but the immensity made an indelible 
mark on my life. It was so big, so all encompassing seeing all the 
moving parts shifting so fast and beautifully that I was exasperated. 

Despite this, I explained, I still did not turn to God and within a week, 
I tried to kill myself. I proceeded to tell him that I ran my car into a 
pole on the freeway going 50 miles an hour without my seatbelt on. 
 
I told him we didn’t have time to explain the rest of what happened 
to me, but I did share with him the third dream, which happened last 
December, the dream of intercession. I told him that upon waking up 
I instantly knew that it was the Holy Spirit and that that day I went out-
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side and the Spirit of God told me that Jesus is King. 
 
Then I divulged to him that within a day after the final dream, I gave 
my life to Christ. 

I explained that sometimes the things we encounter in the world 
might not make sense, but that it’s clear that there’s both an earthly 
realm and heavenly realm. Most people, I told him, base their lives 
on the earthly realm. For them, the things that they see and experi-
ence are the only things that really exist. Consequently, people live 
mostly for themselves, seeking the pleasures of this world, coupled 
with the comfort of indulgence. 

As we neared the Walgreens, I shifted, explaining to Sandor a little 
about the heavenly realm, the realm of the unseen. I told him that 
the enemy is real and that God is real. I told him that Jesus is real. 

As he took this all in, we paused in the parking lot at Walgreens. Af-
ter a moment of silence, I asked if I could pray for him. 

He was open to it. 

I find that when I pray, I often don’t recall the words I pray for peo-
ple. I let the Spirit take hold of my words, and lift them up to God as 
He would have them lifted up to Him.

In this case, I do recall asking the Father to give him understanding, 
specifically for a God-given revelation and insight, as well as for pro-
tection from any spiritual oppression that was upon him. I asked 
these things in Jesus name, and said goodbye.

I got out of the car, and found myself standing in a run-down Wal-
greens parking lot full of potholes, trash debris, and a few beat up 
cars. Hence, I found myself on the mission field.  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Philemon 1: 21

Having confidence in your obedience, I write to you,  
knowing that you will do even more than I say.

September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
11:15am

 
When you’re on a two hour and 15-minute mission trip, you have to 
make the most of every minute. 

I’m serious. 

I looked at the watch on my phone and said “OK Lord, what do you 
want me to do.” Of course, He pointed me towards the Walgreens, 

so I casually strolled through the entrance. 
 
There were several people in the store, each going about their day 
to day business. The condition of the store would best be described 
as being in a state of disrepair. The Spirit led me down this aisle 
where a man on a ladder was doing something with the electrical wir-
ing in the ceiling. For some reason he thought I was the manager. 
 
“ Excuse me sir, are you the manager,” he asked, seeming some-
what nervous. 
 
“Nope, I’m just here to pray for people,” I replied. “Do you need 
prayer for anything?”  
 
Hovering six feet above me, he made eye contact and said that he 
didn’t. I said “God bless you,” and moved on. 
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As I wandered throughout the store, nothing in particular drew my 
attention. Sensing that this was simply a starting point in my journey, 
I decided to get a snack and checked out. 

The line was starting to get long, and the cashier requested some 
support. A small Hispanic woman came up to the adjacent register 
and offered to help me. I walked over. As I always do when I walk 
around, I carry my Bible and my journal. I’m not ashamed of the gos-
pel, and, in fact, I find it is the best conversation starter.  
 
The cashier who helped me had a strange image on her hand. It 
was a rosary with a crucifix tattooed between her thumb and pointer 
finger on her left hand. I figured this was pretty obvious and asked if 
she wanted prayer. She declined. 

Somewhat confused, I paid for my snack, made my way outside into 
the sunshine, and waited on the Lord.  
 
Though the trip started uneventful, I still had faith. As I opened up 
the small container of crackers and cheese I bought, the Spirit drew 
my eyes to this young couple pushing a stroller across the parking 
lot. I felt like the Lord asked me to approach them to see if they 
needed prayer.

Since I had just opened my snack and was hungry, I opted instead 
to take a few bites, which, it turns out, wasn’t what the Lord necessar-
ily wanted. 

Another key lesson I’ve learned in my short time as a believer is that 
when God asks you to do something, you have to have quick obedi-
ence. It’s a principle of being a follower of Jesus. He has the keys to 
our every step.

Yet, there’s times where acting the second that the Lord asks you to 
do something isn’t what you want to do. Even though He sees every-
thing, and has prepared every good work for each of us, our obedi-
ence is essential for our partnership with Him to work. Even a delay 
of seconds can throw off an opportunity for a conversation, which is 
what happened here.

As I strayed in the opposite direction, eating my snack, I looked up. 
Just as quickly as I had seen them, they had turned the corner onto 
the main street.  

Attempting to cover my tracks, I threw the rest of my snack away 
and zoomed across the parking lot in their direction. 
 
I’ve had a few moments like this in the past, where I prioritize my 
own comfort over the priorities of God. Usually it’s not a good thing. 

I’ve had moments pass where opportunities for ministry have come 
and gone, never to return. In those moments not only do I feel con-
victed, but I feel sad. I know that if the Spirit calls me to somebody, 
it’s for a specific reason. I recalled my turning away from the Star-
bucks barista in Seattle at the airport, and, swallowing my hard, 
crunchy cracker with cheese, I said a prayer. 
 
I urgently walked across the parking lot and saw this couple stand-
ing in front of a building. The sign just above their heads said Christ 
the King. I walked up to them and asked if they had any prayer re-
quests. The young man looked at me with the grizzled look on his 
face and firmly said no. He then looked back as the woman who 
was with him, and their child. 

I started walking away. 
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Feeling somewhat defeated, and understanding that not only is obe-
dience required, but that God wants to move all the time, I had a 
slow sinking feeling in my stomach. I kept walking and got to the cor-
ner of the street. The sunshine shone brightly in between the tall 
brick buildings dotting the streets.

As I stopped, and waited to cross the street, the Spirit asked me to 
turn around and go back in the direction that I came. 
 
I turned around and walked the full block back to the couple that I 
had seen before. They were still standing underneath the sign. This 
time the young man looked at me and asked me a rather strange 
question: 

“How did you get the job?” 

I wasn’t quite sure what he was saying, but I knew that he was in the 
Walgreens at the same time as the man on the ladder, who had 
asked me if I was the manager. I figured he had heard this and as-
sumed I was the manager.

I explained to him that I was in town briefly just to pray for people. 
Feeling compelled again, I asked, “are you sure you don’t want any 
prayer?” 

The couple looked at each other, their eyes discussing the opportu-
nity spread before them. Then, in silent agreement, then they nod-
ded. They said they just needed to be blessed as a family.  
 
As I bowed my head, they did as well.

I leaned into prayer, and was keenly aware of every single word I 
spoke. It felt as though the Spirit was coming out as a slow trickle, 
which is a rarity for me in prayer. 

Leaning in, I blessed their finances, their health, and their relation-
ship in that order. Then as I was about to bless their child, I felt the 
Lord give me a small prompting. I let them know that their child was 
a gift from God, that God had marked their child’s life, and that their 
child was truly unique and special. 

The feeling was faint, but compelling enough that I opened my eyes 
and said as much to the father. Looking at his eyes, I encouraged 
them to nurture their child. It seemed an important point of encour-
agement.

As I closed my prayer, I told them that they could talk to God. This 
was not only a suggestion from me, but it was written in plain sight.

I noticed they were standing in front of a Mission Center for home-
less people, and on the building, in thick, white plastic block letters 
ta sign said “Talk to God. He wants to hear from you.” 

I pointed to the sign, and nodded. Then I departed from them, this 
time walking in the opposite direction. 

As I do every day, and in every moment, I asked the Spirit what di-
rection He wanted me to go from here. He said to go down the main 
street.

He led me past a large social service building, set high on a hill, 
overlooking the street below. As I walked, I encountered a hobbling 
homeless African-American man. His name was William. Even 
though the Spirit didn’t explicitly instruct me to talk to him, he looked 
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at me with yearning eyes, and he slowed to catch his breath. I paused 
and asked him if he needed prayer. He said that he did. 

“Just for a blessing and things.”

“Can I put my hand on your shoulder,” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. 

I started to pray and spent about a minute in prayer. This time the Spirit 
filled the entire prayer. In fact, I had no idea what I said, other than that I 
blessed him. 

Briefly, I opened my eyes, as I do as I’m compelled, and saw William 
bowing his head, completely surrendered in prayer, openly receiving the 
blessing that the Lord giving him. 

As I concluded, I lifted my hand and our eyes met. His thick, black 
beard parted as he smiled, and thanked me. 

“God bless you,” I said as I turned and continued on my way. 

Around this time, I looked at my watch and noticed that I had just under 
two hours left. I decided to set a timer for one hour and 55 minutes. This, 
I thought, would let me know when I needed to summon a Lyft to get a 
ride back to Logan International Airport. I started the timer, and contin-
ued walking down the street.  
 
And, so there I was, in an urban area in Boston. I wasn’t sure where I 
was, where I was going, or who I was going to meet. 

In ordinary circumstances, I might have been scared or even unsure. 
Thankfully, I had the Spirit to guide me and show me exactly who to talk 
to and what I needed to do.
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Hebrews 13:1

Let brotherly love continue.

September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
11:35am

As I walked, I felt the Spirit tell me to pray for the first church that I 
saw. Remarkably enough, I hadn’t seen a single one yet.

I slowly paced myself, and got to the corner of a couple streets, paus-
ing at the light. I felt like the Spirit wanted me to cross this major inter-
section. I waited patiently for the light to change. I glanced around at 
the neighborhood.

Directly across the street from me it was a large local mechanic shop 
with several people mingling about. As I continued looking down the 
street, I saw a Church of God, an old, light brown brick building that 
had a couple signs affixed to it. Knowing my marching orders, I knew 
my next destination.

The light turned and I crossed the street. 

I crossed, and took a left, walking past the mechanic shop. I was 
checking in with the Holy Spirit to see if there was anybody there that 
I needed to pray for, but He instructed me to simply go to the church 
and bless it.

So that’s what I did.
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I walked up to the church, in the middle of this dense, urban, diverse 
neighborhood, and put my hand on the side of the building. Cars 
streamed past me on the adjacent streets.

I closed my eyes and asked the Lord for his Spirit to fill the church 
fully, that every single person who comes into contact with that 
church would encounter the Holy Spirit, and that a magnificent bless-
ing would be released upon that church. 

It was a short prayer and I felt like the Lord wanted me to continue 
on my way. 
 
On the mission field, what I know is that the Holy Spirit directs every 
single step. Truly, in all actuality, He does that each and every single 
day for us when we give Him permission. But, sometimes on the mis-
sion field, it is more apparent.  
 
As I was walking down the street, I saw about half a block in front of 
me. There, a large building was under construction. Several huge 
scaffolds were poised along the sides of the building, and the side-
walk was covered by a temporary, protective roof with yellow caution 
tape, a deterrent that exclaimed that nobody should walk on it. A se-
ries of orange cones redirected pedestrians through a narrow path-
way along the road.

I approached the building, and saw three young construction work-
ers of different races walking and joking along the sidewalk near the 
construction site. Each one was wearing a light neon green shirt, 
and a bright yellow protective helmet. I continued towards them. 
 
As I approached them, the Lord highlighted one of them for me. He 
couldn’t have been more than 30 years old, and was a big burly 

white guy with a goatee and sunglasses. He looked like the kind of 
guy that would be into drinking on the weekends, watching sports in 
his spare time, and womanizing. Even if this wasn’t the case, there 
was some reason the Lord wanted me to walk up to him. 

As I discerned what the Lord wanted, He clearly showed me my 
next step: simply walk up to him, and in a very bold, firm, and con-
vincing way tell him that God loves him. 
 
I started moving and larger strides directly towards him. He and his 
two coworkers were laughing and joking about something, and as I 
approached, they all moved to the left, a gesture to clear a path so 
that I could get past them. 

This would have been nice, only I wasn’t looking to go around them. 
Instead, I split between his two coworkers and walked right up to 
him. I stopped in front of him, and through his sunglasses our eyes 
me. 

I looked directly at him. 

“The Lord wants you to know that He loves you tremendously. You 
need to know that. God loves you.” 
 
Then, as quickly as I had entered into his life, I walked past him. A 
quietness descended on him, as his two coworkers were in disbe-
lief. They stood there in silence, pondering the moment.
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James 1:4

But let patience have its perfect work, that you may be perfect and 
complete, lacking nothing.

 
September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
11:42am

As I made my way down the streets, the landscape seemingly 
changed. 

The shadows of the construction zone left, and the bright sunlight 
spread across the street. My attention was drawn to these two older 
Hispanic guys. One was probably in his late 40s, and the other one 
was blind. I felt the need to pray for them, and as I approached 

them I heard them speaking Spanish. I walked up and looked at the 
man in his late 40s. He looked at me. 

“Do you need any prayer today,” I asked. I felt as though the Spirit 
truly wanted me to pray for the blind man, but I got the sense that he 
didn’t speak English. As soon as I asked this, the man that I spoke 
to shook his head, and impatiently waved me away. I felt as though 
the Spirit wanted me to leave. 
 
Over the next 45 minutes, I wandered around the neighborhood, in-
teracting with with several people that Spirit highlighted. Most peo-
ple politely refused prayer, and I’d continue on my way. 
 
At one point I went down a side street and was walking on one side 
of it. On the opposite side of the street, I saw a young Hispanic man 
marching down the street. The Spirit highlighted him, and I called 
out to him.
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“Excuse me, sir, do you need prayer for anything?”

He didn’t quite hear me, so I crossed the street and I asked him 
again. He denied prayer, but told me his name was Arturo and that 
he had been a believer for around 20 years. He mentioned that he 
was the youth Bible study pastor at a local Pentecostal church in 
nearby Roxbury. 

As he tried to explain to me where the church was, using local mark-
ers and directions, I told him that I was on a two hour and 15-minute 
mission from the Lord and that I was from the Seattle area. There 
was a stark awkwardness as he seemed to be more aware of what 
the interaction was about. He seemed reassured. 

When I told him that I had been following the Lord for less than a 
year, he encouraged me to continue, and said that it was good to lis-
ten to the Lord. 

It was almost as if I could see him cataloguing his own walk with the 
Lord, as he recalled those early months when we was on fire with 
revelation. His adventure of faith had taken him through Bible train-
ing, and his passion for the Word was clear.

In a mutual moment of acknowledging our familial ties, we blessed 
each other, and with that, we departed.  
 
Walking away, I had an increasing sense that the pace of this mis-
sion trip was slow, even if time was short. I felt somewhat impatient, 
as I wandered around, being led by the Spirit from person to person, 
each one denying prayer. 

At one point, I met an old Hispanic lady with the rosary who smile at 
me. My inquiry about whether she needed prayer was lost in transla-

tion, as I pointed to her rosary and then crossed my hands as if to 
indicate prayer. She kindly said no. 

The housing landscape changed from apartment style brick build-
ings to well kept, decorative Victorian houses that we pushed up to 
the edge of the sidewalks. Traipsing down the streets, intrigued by 
the change in facade, I saw these two young seemingly well-to-do 
white ladies, who paused and looked at each other when I asked 
them about prayer. They smiled and said no thanks. 

Being unsure, I began doubting whether I had heard correctly from 
the Lord about coming to Boston. But as soon as that thought en-
tered, I rebuked it and moved on.

Through the radiant sunlight side streets, I was led into the parking 
lot of the old brewery, a trendy place that had an inviting, modern 
feel. Entering the parking lot, the Spirit showed me a dumpster, and 
as I was about to arrive, a man came outside to throw away a bag of 
trash. I told him that the Spirit of the Lord led to him and asked him if 
you need prayer. He paused, moved his head in a way to demon-
strate that he contemplated the question, and then declined. 

Time and again, the people that I went up to the were not interested 
in prayer. And each case I would say “God bless you” and move on. 
 
What I know to be true from my own time in the flesh is that God 
uses each and every single one of those moments to bring revela-
tion to a person, to draw them closer to Himself. 

When I first started walking with the Lord I felt a tinge of disappoint-
ment when I would walk up to somebody, ask them if they needed 
prayer, and they would decline. This happened a few times, and 
then I started to feel discouraged. 
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But then the Lord kindly reminded me of the 40 years that I walked 
in the world, of the 40 years of turning down prayer requests. He re-
minded me of all the times that people, seemingly unprompted, 
came up to me and simply said “God bless you,” or “do you need 
prayer,” or, even more straightforwardly, “you need Jesus.” There 
were many such moments, all of which came rushing back after I en-
countered the Lord. 
 
Looking back, I know that in every single encounter, Jesus was pur-
suing my heart, inviting me into relationship.  
 
So now, even in Boston, when numerous people I went up to by the 
leading of the Spirit declined prayer, I remembered that the Lord is 
sovereign, and will bring those memories of such encounters back 
to each and every single one of them at the appointed time, even if 
on Judgement Day.

As I walked, I marveled at the beauty of the day.

The sun was beating down very warmly, with a light breeze. In fact, 
you might even call it the perfect September New England day. 
There is a crispness in the air, as the leaves were just about to 
change, and the temperature was in the low 70s. It was flawless.  
 
The Lord led me to an old abandoned church just across from a 
moderately sized urban park. The church looked like it was primed 
for development, yet it was unoccupied, and showed the marks of 
years of wear and tear. 

I sat down on the cracked, brown steps, and was reminded that the 
Lord prompted me to read Acts 17 while on the plane. I felt as 
though He was reminding me in this moment, so I read it. 

As I sat there reading in exquisite comfort, I periodically looked up 
to see people driving by. 

I saw people singing to themselves in newer cars, jamming out to 
their favorite songs. Others were nervously driving with one hand on 
the steering wheel, and the other hold a cigarette. 

A few people walked by, and I said good afternoon, and then re-
turned to reading the Word of God.  
 
As I finished Acts 17, I felt compelled to stay there for a few minutes. 
The warmth on my face took me back me of days of old, when I 
lived in Maine, and fell in love with autumn. It also reminded me of 
the contemplative nature of that time of year, as harvest season ap-
proaches, and the seemingly never ending days of summer begin to 
drift towards the cool declining days of fall.

Each year at this time, there is at least one day, like this day, where 
the weather is pristine, and my heart is saturated with nostalgia. I of-
ten reflect, even if for a moment, on the people whose lives I’ve 
touched and who have touched mine: The lovers and partners. The 
best friends and coworkers. Family and relatives. In this recollection, 
there’s fleeting instants where appreciation melds with the tender-
ness of memories that my heart aches to recover. 

Maybe it’s part of getting older. Or maybe it’s just my sensitive na-
ture. Either way, I usually get up and move around as this feeling in-
vades me. Otherwise, I drift into nostalgic, contemplative tears.

In this case, I came back to my senses, remembering that I was on 
a very short-term mission. I looked at my phone’s timer, and I had 
about an hour left before I needed to head back to the airport. 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Admittedly, I felt as if not a lot was actually happening. 

I started feeling slightly uncomfortable, and said as much to the 
Lord. I got up and started moving down the streets, again follow-
ing the promptings of the Spirit. After the first leading, I started to 
pray. I prayed to the Father, telling Him that I was here, in Boston, 
that I had been obedient to His command, and that I felt like I 
didn’t understand why I was here. 

I told Him that I was postured for encounter, but that the people 
His Spirit had led me to were not receptive. I reminded Him that I 
was open to whatever He needed me to do. The failed obedience 
that I had towards the beginning of the trip had been replaced 
with full obedience. 

As I prayed this, my prayer turned into more into a plea. I greatly 
desired to see God do something, to see God touch somebody in 
a profound way. I wanted desperately for God to show up. 
 
After a few more failed attempts, I found my way I found myself 
strolling past a police officer stationed right outside of a train sta-
tion. I asked her if she needed prayer, and she too declined. Smil-
ing, she thanked me for asking her. 

I lifted up a prayer for her and all of the other police officers in the 
city that day, and followed the Spirit, wondering why God had 
brought me to Boston. 

I looked down at my feet as I moved along the stained sidewalk 
outside of the train station, flowing to the next step the Spirit 
showed me. 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Philippians 4:6

Be anxious for nothing, but in everything by prayer and supplica-
tion, with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God

September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
12:24pm

Starting to feel anxious, the Spirit led me down a side street. 

As I was about to turn the corner, I saw an older Jamaican lady 
with dreadlocks crossing the street. Sometimes the Spirit will tell 
you exactly who you need to pray for. Other times, the Spirit will 
tell others who need prayer that you can pray for them.

In this instance, the latter occurred.  
 
As I was passing her, this woman walked up to me, open minded 
and open hearted. As though we were two magnets being pulled 
towards one another, I turned and looked at her. She turned and 
looked at me at the same time. We were drawn into conversation.

“Do you need prayer today?” I asked.  
 
Humbly, she nodded and said that she needed prayer for severe 
arthritis. No problem, I thought to myself. And then, I sensed 
there was something else.

Expectantly, I looked at her, and then she added that she wanted 
prayer for “something she was asking God to do.” She didn’t tell 
me what that thing was, but I trusted in faith that whatever it was 
she was asking, if it was in God’s will, He would answer it.  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I prayed over her for a few moments asking God to heal her arthritis 
and asked the Lord if it was in His will to answer her other request. 
As I prayed, I noticed a sense of peace fall upon me. 

Sometimes in prayer, you can just tell that something is happening, 
even if it’s not in the visible spectrum. In prayer, the world fell away. 
The tiredness I felt as a result of not sleeping all night was nonexist-
ent. All the hectic chaos from traveling slipped off of me. A softness 
swept past my lips with every word rolling off my breath.

Her presence was calm and light, and she projected a type of kind-
heartedness that made me want to get to know her. I could imagine 
that she would be the perfect person to have a conversation with 
over a cup of tea. Her softness shifted something in my heart.

I closed the prayer, and as I departed, her gentle smile shined 
brightly. 
 
A great deal of adoration for this woman overcame me,, which 
shifted into a sincere tenderness in my heart for her that made me 
want to hug her. Something about her told me that she had been 
through a lot in her life, and at the same time that she was persis-
tently pursuing God in prayer. If it’s one thing I know, it’s that through 
consistent prayer we draw closer to God. It’s also where the full un-
derstanding of His sovereignty is revealed. 

And it’s the place where breakthrough happens.  
 
I departed and began strolling down the street, I praised the Lord 
for my encounter with her, and the road I was on took on a new di-
mension with every step. A strange sensation of familiarity de-

scended on me. It went far beyond any kind of déjà vu or weird 
thing like that. 

As this feeling engulfed me, my pace slowed. I paused, and the mo-
mentum of my trip shifted from the stellar swirling of adventure and 
faith to the stillness of a mountain lake. I took a deep breath, and my 
eyes shifted from side to side. I quietly said to myself:  
 
“I’ve been here before.” 
 
And I had - on that exact street, and in the exact house I stood in 
front of.

Around seven years ago, I made a trip to Boston for a conference 
for a grassroots economic development movement aimed at creat-
ing a new economy. Though I spent hundreds of dollars on airfare 
and the conference fees, the only thing I remember about that trip is 
that I stayed with a couple ladies who were both into various modali-
ties of the new age movement, including astrology and tarot cards. 

At the time, I too was a new ager. 

In fact, at that time I could talk for hours about the latest planetary 
movements, what they represented, and how they impacted my life. 
I was so steeped in the new age that I welcomed others as family 
when they had crystal-centric altars, or called upon angels, or spoke 
to their spirit guides to figure out what they should do. Such were 
these two women I stayed with in 2012. To me, they were my soul sis-
ters.

A fluctuating strand of memories invaded me as I stood staring at 
this unique, three story house. In my mind, a type of marred recogni-
tion mingled with disbelief. 
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It was as I remembered: two entrances, each with a dark red door. I 
turned my gaze to the adjacent gravel parking. I clearly recalled the 
two trees resting in obscurity in the back of the driveway. 

Staring at this house, I was dumbfounded. I acknowledged that only 
the Lord could so precisely draw me back to the exact neighbor-
hood, street, and house. In retrospect, it felt like an exploratory ges-
ture of redemption justice, a smack in the enemy’s face if you will. 

I stood there detecting every single body sensation. I gulped.

Whereas seven years earlier the enemy hooked me into a thick, tan-
gled webs of lies and deception that resulted in me convincing my-
self that I had a role to play in saving the world - now I belonged to 
the Lord, free and redeemed. 

I realized the Lord was also reminding me of His enormity. I fully ac-
knowledged that the Lord orders our steps, which obliterated every 
last residue of my unbelief. The sun shone on my back, and its 
warmth was like a gentle pat on the back, reaffirming His grace.  
 
I stood with my Bible and journal on one hand, and my water bottle 
in the other. Figuring this was obviously the reason He led me to Bos-
ton, I decided to slowly walk up the dozen steep steps to the front 
door. 

The large, three story was split across the middle into two equally 
large townhome style apartments, one on the right and another on 
the left. I stayed in the left side apartment, on the top floor. 

With every step towards the door, I recalled bits of the conversations 
I had with the two women years earlier. Segments flipped through 
my mind like scenes from a sitcom recap. 

The story of one woman’s abusive ex-husband shifted to the fore-
front, reminding me about the importance of male role models in chil-
dren’s lives. This skipped to another chat that evening, as I tried 
sleeping on a short futon couch in the other woman’s room. My mem-
ory darted me back to the cool air, the thin blanket I shivered under, 
and the inconvenient and poorly designed metal rod in the middle of 
the bed. 

Looking at the brass door knocker, I rang the doorbell and waited. In 
all honesty, I expected to see one of the two women I knew. I looked 
around the quaint and quiet neighborhood street. A few minutes 
passed.

There was no answer. 
 
I rang the doorbell again. The warm, autumn air stirred caused my 
mind momentarily to wander back to a breakfast I shared with these 
two women: oatmeal with flax seeds and pecans. Back then, I was 
astonished at the thought of flax seeds for breakfast. Coming back 
to my senses I looked up.

Still, there is no answer. 

There’s been several moments like this throughout my life, where I 
think something obvious is about to happen, and calmly wait in ea-
ger anticipation. Then, when the contrary awkward pause occurs, 
I’ve learned, it’ best just to move on.

Hence, rather than pursuing it further, I stepped down the stairs and 
continued on my way. 
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Psalm 37:37

Mark the blameless man, and observe the upright;  
For the future of that man is peace.

September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
12:37pm

It was at this point in my journey that I felt as though the Lord had 
shown me something.

Even though no one answered at the house, I finally felt at ease in 
my adventure, and let out a deep exhale. Then, I figured, I minus 
well enjoy being in Boston on a beautiful day.

My attitude shifted from a calculating and urgent one, to a laid back 
and trusting one. After all, the Lord was in charge of my steps, and 
had gone before me for every good work. If the only thing that I got 
out of my two hour and fifteen-minute mission trip to Boston was 
gaining humility in light of the Lord’s vision and power, that was to-
tally fine with me.

With my newfound lightheartedness, I felt a pep in my step. I was 
drawn to a man going outside to get his mail and asked him if he 
needed prayer. He paused, and bobbed his head from shoulder to 
shoulder as if to say that he was debating it. After a second, he re-
fused.

I happily told him “God bless you,” and went about my merry way.

I made my way to the end of the street, and could see that the road 
ahead was busy, with buses and cars moving quickly as people 
went about their busy lives. 
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I turned the corner, and saw an African American guy standing at a 
bus stop with a couple crucifix necklaces on. He noticed I was hold-
ing my Bible, and I walked up to him and asked if he needed any 
prayer.

Instantly, I could see that his heart was heavy. When I asked him that 
question, his face winced slightly, as though I had exposed a deep, 
burning pain pricking in his heart. This resembled a bulky burden 
that seemed fresh and disorienting. 

When he said he wanted prayer, everything became clear.

He told me that the previous week he had invited his youngest 
brother over to his house to do drugs. Apparently, his brother was a 
drug addict, and this man was trying to protect his brother by super-
vising his drug intake. He figured that if his brother came over, he 
would be safer. He figured that he could step in as an older brother 
and monitor things. He figured it was the responsible thing to do.

Instead, the worst happened.

He told me that while he was in the adjacent room watching televi-
sion, his brother died of a drug overdose. As he admitted this, his 
eyes glazed over with tears, as the weight he carried touched my 
heart.

Just like that, the short-lived zest I had evaporated.  
 
As he sat there telling me about more details, I could feel his an-
guish. I felt his hopelessness permeating his heart. The nausea and 
nervous, handwringing anxiety knotted up his stomach right before 
my eyes. His breathing constricted, and tense chest was shackled 
with tight denial. His inescapable guilt intertwined with a yearning 

and heartache to go back in time that hauntingly echoed “If only, if 
only.”

As I was about to begin praying, he opened up even more. 

He exposed more layers of grief that revealed a shattered nature un-
derneath his calm demeanor. Both of his parents died when he was 
35 years old, which, judging from his appearance, couldn’t have 
been more than a few years earlier. 

His parents had been stripped from him suddenly. And now, when 
he needed them most, craving their words of wisdom and their con-
soling presence, their mere memory haunted him as he ruminated 
about how he’d let them know, the a mad heaviness of his dead 
brother lurking around every corner, around every conversation. 

A car honked as people went on about their days.

To me, the tragedy of losing his brother was immense, which over-
shadowed the loss of his parents. What was worse, however, was 
that he was my brother in the church, and had no one to talk to ex-
cept me, a perfect stranger from Seattle that the Lord had plucked 
up, and shipped off across the country.

As I put my hand on his shoulder to pray, I felt a mounting sense of 
brotherly love. 

This love went far beyond race, skin color, class, life experience, or 
any other thing that society would have define us. Rather, as I sat 
there at the busy intersection in Boston, God brought into focus just 
how lonely people in my church family are. He brought to mind just 
how important it is for us to move in unity.
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I humbly lifted up a prayer to God, inviting Jesus to touch this man, to 
ease his pain and comfort him in the way only God can. 
 
With every word I spoke, I felt connected to him. His rising and falling 
chest gently elevated my hand gently resting on his shoulder. 

As I prayed, the Lord brought into focus the need to break off the spirit of 
death over his family, over his mind. Not only did he blame himself for his 
brother’s death, but death itself had become the narrative of his life, a 
slippery slope that leads many into hopelessness.

In breaking off this spirit, I prayed earnestly for refreshing, understand-
ing, and healing. I asked the Lord to come into his heart, to resurface joy, 
and to transform his perspective into one that looks to the eternal and 
sovereign hand of God.  
 
I ended the prayer, and he gave me a hug. In my old life, I would be reti-
cent at best to receive a hug from a random stranger. In my new life walk-
ing with Jesus, however, it’s something that happens for more frequently 
than even I like to admit. And I love it.  
 
Seeing this man’s humanity, and the searing pain in his heart, I was grate-
ful that the Lord brought us together for mutual encouragement: For him, 
to know that he is seen by the Lord. For me, to see the heartache that ex-
ists in my church family and to know that I can help in some small way.

As I turned to walk away, he looked in my eyes and said sincerely, 
“Thanks, brother.”

I asked the Holy Spirit which way to go, and within a few seconds, I was 
on my way again.  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Colossians 3:14

But above all these things put on love, which is the bond of perfection.

 
September 13, 2019  
Boston, MA  
12:45pm  
 
I left with a heavy heart, breathing deeply. 

With every step in the opposite direction of this grieving brother, my 
sense of gratitude increased, co-mingling with the sharp desire to stay 
and support this man.

As I approached another intersection, I still felt like something was 
missing. Certainly, the Spirit had picked up the pace since my plea to 
the Lord, yet a tinge of incompleteness followed me down the road.  

I arrived at the corner and promptly made a right. Instantly, I saw the 
mechanic shop and the church of God that I prayed for earlier. 
 
At this point, I felt the Spirit fade somewhat, as I walked almost by de-
fault towards the church. My thoughts lingered on my last exchange. 

Moving intentionally towards the church, I noticed a woman that I had 
seen out of the corner of my eye on the boardwalk earlier. She walked 
out of the alleyway on the side of the church, and was staring at the 
ground as she slowly strode.  
 
The Spirit highlighted her, and I walked up to her, just as she passed 
the church. She stood in the parking lot on adjacent to the building, 
her small aimless steps slowly dripping like a tincture of despair.
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“Excuse me ma’am. I know this might sound weird, but I was wonder-
ing if you needed prayer for anything,” I asked her. 
 
She lifted her head, looked directly at me, and let out the most genu-
ine sigh that I’ve ever heard. 

“Oh boy, I could really use some prayer today.” 
 
I asked her what was going on.

She told me that she was wandering around the area, feeling com-
pletely helpless, sad, and at a dead end. 

“A few days ago, my kids got taken away,” she said with a quivering 
voice, the searing pain of a mother’s wounded heart grasping for 
comfort. Though she didn’t say much more, her body language, de-
flated posture, and heavy words told me she was completely devas-
tated. 
 
To make matters worse, she said, she was at a crossroads with her 
long-term boyfriend, a raging alcoholic who was out of control. As 
she talked about him, I saw a genuine, true, authentic love and com-
mitment that she had for him. 

She wrestled with the ebbs and flows of his addiction, saying that 
some days he would be ok, and just have a couple beers and stop. 
This reserved the perpetual promise of false hope.  
 
Then, of course, there were those days where he didn’t stop. 

Having been around alcoholics on my mother’s side, I know first-
hand the devastating effects of alcohol can have on a person’s per-
sonality. And being an alcoholic myself, I know just blindly mean you 

can be at the ones you love most. 
 
As she described these stressors, she shared the increased weight 
in her life with me.

She told me about how her best friend is also going through a diffi-
cult time, and is emotionally unavailable to her. Every time she 
needed to talk, her friend would accuse her of taking all the time to 
chat about herself. It got to the point where they weren’t even talk-
ing. This fractured and bruised her heart even more.

With desperation, she said “She’s been my best friend since I was 
six years old. Since I was six, think about that. And now I don’t even 
have her.” Her trembling voice was fueled by abandonment and loss 
she was unable to comprehend.

Trying to find a way to cope, she recalled that she had been trying to 
get in touch with her only sister for months, who kept missing calls, 
not returning texts, and being distant. 

Then she said why she wanted to get in touch so badly.

“You know, I just want to hang out with her, and go and see my 
mom’s gravestone. Only my sister knows where it is, and she won’t 
tell me where it is, and won’t take me to see it. It’s been years since 
she died. All I want is to visit her grave and talk with her.”

As this woman tried to navigate the shifting waves of her life, through 
seemingly insurmountable obstacles, the only thing she craved was 
the solace that only a mother could provide. I could imagine her sit-
ting at her mother’s gravestone, weeping bitterly, talking to her, find-
ing the comfort that she so desperately needed.
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But, she couldn’t even do that.  
 
Even though she acknowledged the reality of her mother being 
gone, she said it would help her because she had never really 
grieved her mother’s death. “I know this probably sounds silly, but I 
just want to be there with her, to talk to her, to cry with her.”

As she described all of these things, I saw a woman standing before 
me, teetering on the edge of profound hopelessness.

In boldness, I tried to reassure her.  

“God knows everything you’re doing through, and despite the cir-
cumstances,” I said, “God wants the best for you. God loves you.” 
These words bounced off her and fell to the ground. 
 
“I know, but you know, it’s just so hard sometimes. Like today, I didn’t 
even know what to do. I just had to get out of my house. I just had to 
walk. So that’s what I’ve been doing all day, just walking around here 
trying to figure this out.”

It started to become clear: she was truly at a loss for what to do in 
her life. She, too, was all alone.  
 
As I was about to transition into prayer, she told me something that 
not only startled me, but changed the context of the conversation, 
and made it clear why the Lord brought me to Boston on this exact 
day, at this exact time, to this exact neighborhood:

“You know, sometimes I just think to myself that it would just be bet-
ter if I wasn’t here. All the pain would be gone, and I just wouldn’t 
have to worry about any of this.”

I looked at her, compassion welling up inside me. I understood ex-
actly how she felt. It was the same way I felt five years earlier, just 
prior to my own suicide attempt.

“It’s just so much,” she said with tears forging in her eyes. “With the 
kids and my boyfriend and all. I probably would never do it. I just 
think about it sometimes.”

I recognized that she was telling me, a perfect stranger, that she 
had been contemplating killing herself. And what I know from my 
own past is that if somebody that you don’t know begins talking 
about their thoughts of hurting themselves, that’s most definitely a 
red flag.  
 
She insisted that she was not really thinking about it, but that she 
was simply feeling sad. That could have been the case, but I wasn’t 
about to take any chances. Drawing on the words and power of the 
Holy Spirit, I began praying for her.  
 
I prayed for strength: the deep, inner strength that is the root of resil-
ience, the type that reminds us that we can overcome. 

I lifted up her heart, asking the Lord to comfort her in the way that 
only He can, and in the midst of this comforting, I asked for the Lord 
to help her grieve her mother’s death, to give her closure. 

And finally, I prayed for family unification -  that her children would 
return, her boyfriend would stop drinking, and her sister and best 
friend would recognize how valuable of an asset she is. The things I 
boldly declared.
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Throughout the prayer, I felt the Lord encouraging me to tell her that 
He sees her. And, of course, He wanted me to mention why I was 
there.

“You know, the Lord sees everything going on for you and He loves 
you more than words. He really does,” I said pausing as I waited for 
her to lift her eyes to mine. “In fact, I came from the Seattle area to-
day just to talk to you.”

“Really?” she said halfway believing me, as a slight look of confu-
sion smeared across her face.

“Seriously,” I said, showing her the the timer on my phone, which 
said I had about 19 minutes before I needed to leave. “A couple 
days ago the Lord showed me a woman who was sad, completely 
depressed, and asked me to go to Boston.” 

I briefly explained to her how I had come to Boston that morning, 
and how I had a sense of who I needed to talk to. 

“And here I am, talking to you.”

“Really? That’s amazing,” she said, still somewhat slightly suspi-
cious. 

“Yeah, God loves you so much that He told me two days ago to 
come to Boston just so we could have this conversation, just so I 
could encourage you. Listen,” I said urgently, “He loves you!”

The reality of what was actually happening, that the most unlikely of 
conversations was happening between us at the moment, did not 
fully dawn on her. She continued talking about the things going on in 
her life. As she spoke, I saw the swirling mix of thoughts filtered 

through anxiety colliding with her desire to have everything be differ-
ent, to have everything change. 

As I listened, I sensed that I needed to intervene. Sometimes in min-
istry, it’s important to note when someone is attached to an un-
healthy narrative, when they limit themselves and define themselves 
by their circumstances rather than who God designed them to be.

“Though all these things are happening to you, God is bigger than 
your cirucamstances. These things are happening to all of us. We’re 
in a spiritual war, and you need to recognize it. That’s why we need 
to be on guard and pray.” I shared a few scriptures with her to illus-
trate my point, showing them on my phone

“Yeah, I know that the Devil is real,” she acknowledged. “And I know 
Jesus is real. I pray to God all day long. Sometimes its just so hard 
with all the things going on in life, you know?” 

As she said these things, I began to understand that she had some 
awareness of the nature of reality, and that she was in fact a believer 
in Jesus Christ. And though she knew the general lens of life, she 
most certainly didn’t know that as a believer she had authority over 
the enemy. 
 
“You know, as a believer in Jesus Christ, you have the power to re-
buke the enemy in the name of Jesus.” I described how I do this 
process several times a day. “It’s important not to give any room to 
the enemy. The mind is the battlefield and we have to protect our 
minds.”

I began thinking that not only had God sent me there to encourage 
her, but to help share tools with her that she could use going for-
ward.
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“I know, I need to remember that,” she said acknowledging that she 
needed to do a better job of managing her thoughtlife. I shared with 
her the power of repentance, receiving God’s forgiveness, rebuking 
the enemy, and replacing our thoughts with godly characteristics.

As I talked with her, I could see her recognize the unique nature of 
our conversation. Here she was, walking around the neighborhood 
completely sad one moment, and in the next having a conversation 
about the power of Jesus the next.  
 
“It’s so funny that we started talking here. When I passed that build-
ing,” she said pointing to the church that I had originally prayed for, 
“I felt like something was about to happen. I can’t explain it. I just felt 
like that God was about to do something.”  
 
I smiled, sensing the Holy Spirit at work. 

“Yeah, that makes complete sense. God sent me here to remind you 
that He loves you,” I reiterated this truth to her. “In fact, He thinks 
about you more times per day than the number of grains of sand on 
a beach,” I said looking directly at her.

“Yeah I know,” she said in an unassuming way, as if it was some-
thing she had heard hundreds of times before, but had not really be-
lieved.

“No, you don’t understand. God loves you.” I said this with such an 
impassioned boldness that I surprised myself. “He loves you so 
much that He sent me across the country so I could get here, to this 
neighborhood, walk around this for a while, and so I could find you 
and tell you just how much He loves you.”

As I spoke, the faintest glimpse of realization dawned on her face.

“I’m serious,” I emphatically declared. I opened my Bible, which had 
my airline ticket stubs, and showed them to her.

“See, look,” I said showing the flimsy pieces of paper to her. “I flew 
out of Seattle last night on a red-eye flight, and got in this morning. I 
came here a couple hours ago, and I’m heading back to the airport 
in just a few minutes.”

“Really?” she inquired as if to say “you’re really serious, aren’t you?”

I acknowledged that I was serious. How else could I have explained 
to her why I was there?

“Yeah, in my quiet time on Wednesday the Lord brought to mind a 
woman I went to college with, and I saw how sad she was. It was 
striking how depressed she was. I felt a sense of hopelessness. And 
as I felt these things, the Lord showed me the word Boston. It kept 
coming up that day, and when I asked the Lord when He wanted me 
to go, He said Friday. So I bought a ticket, and here I am.”  
 
It was at this time that something clicked for her.

“Yeah, on Wednesday we had a really bad fight,” she told me, telling 
me a few more details. Then, as if she recognized that God indeed 
had sent me to see her, amazement began set in. Her enthusiasm 
picked up. Her face shifted, and it was though I could see her de-
pression melting away.

I looked at her with tenderness.

“You’re the reason I came here. I came all this way to have this con-
versation with you. That’s how much God loves you – he sent me all 
the way across the country to tell you that, to pray with you, and to 
encourage you. Always remember that.”
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“I can’t believe this is happening, I can’t believe this is happening,” 
she joyously exclaimed, with immediacy in her voice. “You’re an angel 
from God. In fact, I’m gonna tell people that I met an angel today.” 
 
“I’m certainly no angel,” I thought to myself, and said as much to her. 
“It’s not me at all. It’s the Holy Spirit. God Himself called me here, and 
just by listening and trusting him, He brought me to you. Just so we 
could talk. Just so we could pray together. That’s how much He loves 
you.”

As I said these things, the spiritual space between us shrank. The tired-
ness and hunger I felt completely slipped away, giving way to an open-
ness that spread with every shallow breath. Her sad, morose feelings 
had completely lifted, and her radiant smile beamed from ear to ear. 

In other words, as we stood in the middle of a sidewalk, off of a busy 
street in the middle of the Jamaica Plains neighborhood of Boston, we 
had a God moment. 

For me, I realized that it is not beyond the Lord to ask those who are 
fully submitted to Him to travel across the country on two days’ notice 
for the purpose of encouraging a single sister in Christ who is experi-
encing heartache. 

For her, it fully dawned on her that she was actually seen: an infinite 
God saw her distress, saw her need for encouragement, and saw her 
feelings of hopelessness. And He wanted her to not only know that He 
sees her but something even more important: that He loves her more 
than she can even imagine. Talk about reckless love. 
 
And with that, the alarm on my phone went off.  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Ephesians 5:3

But all things that are exposed are made manifest by the light,  
for whatever makes manifest is light.

The next several hours went by in a blur. 

I’d been lost in this conversation, and transitioned quickly into travel 
mode. I summoned a Lyft and began tracking it on my phone. As 
our conversation began winding down, the hectic nature of the day 
flattened out. I gave thanks to the Lord for coming through, and be-
gan looking for the car that would take me back to the airport. 

As we watched the car icon moving closer to us on the app’s map, 
both of us were amazed at what God had just done. Through this, 
the tension of departure stirred our hearts to somehow normalize 
what had just happened. We made small talk, and though the words 

were oriented towards traveling and technology, we shared a twinkle 
of understanding in our eyes that went beyond words. It was truly 
special.

The Lyft driver pulled on the other side of the street. 

The woman and I walked across the street, walking in the middle of 
the street oblivious to the surrounding world. It was as if we knew 
each other for years. That’s how it is with brothers and sisters in 
Christ. 

We gave each other a hug, and I got into the car. As I waved good-
bye to her, a mixture of thoughts about how God had just moved in 
our lives flooded my mind. I looked down at the Lyft app on my 
phone, and noticed the driver’s first name was a name I had never 
encountered before: 

Goodson. 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It was as if this was a preview of the words that every believer 
should sincerely desire that the Lord would say to them upon stand-
ing face to face: “well done my good and faithful servant.”

That is truly the only thing I want in this world.  
 
We whisked towards the airport, and I spoke a little bit to the driver, 
who happened to be a Christian from Haiti. However, most of the trip 
was silent, which was fine with me.

I delighted in a quiet, contemplative time as the busy streets and ur-
ban scenery whirred by me, surreally reflecting off the windows. 

I saw people shuffling on sidewalks with baggage stacked in gro-
cery carts juxtaposed with people in fancy cars talking on their cell 
phones, equally absorbed in the important details of their days. The 
shifting sunlight danced on my face, as the shadows of ancient 
brick buildings mingled with towering new structures, complete and 
incomplete. Construction signs redirected us slightly as we slinked 
down the narrow streets towards the freeway.

We entered the busy highway, traveled what seemed like a moment, 
then went through a long, dark tunnel on our way to Logan airport. 

Thoughts of the day flickered through my mind. 

We pulled up to the airport, and I went on autopilot, the lack of sleep 
finally catching up to me. I wandered through ticketing, security, and 
made it to my gate, waiting for the plane to O’Hare in Chicago. I 
plopped down on an uncomfortable leather seat, and waited as I 
struggled to keep my bloodshot and strained eyes open.

Soon, I was off to Chicago.

The flight was uneventful, in that it went by quickly with nothing too 
important to note. As I arrived, it was dinner time and I made my 
way to a restaurant that was next to my gate. I sat down feeling the 
hectic energy of the day dissipating. I ordered a chicken sandwich 
and shoestring French fries.

As I waited for my food, I made a few notes to myself about every-
thing transpired that day. I felt the Spirit weakly, with no particular in-
structions. I put my headphones in and listened to worship music. It 
seemed like one really, really, really long day.  
 
After a quick dinner, I made my way to a row of seats directly across 
from the restaurant. A couple of men next to me were talking to each 
other in French, and I felt myself start to nod off. The tiredness in my 
body had reached its limit.

I rubbed my eyes and face and looked up at the restaurant I had 
eaten at. It was called Stephanie’s. Hmm, I thought to myself.

As I sat there, the Spirit brought to my attention a man in a business 
suit that I needed to talk to. I saw him walk up to Stephanie’s and in-
quire about a menu. I should have gotten up at that point, but I 
fought this instruction by justifying my passivity with exhaustion. 

And though I knew the Lord wanted me to talk with him, I opted not 
to, succumbing instead to the comfort of the world. 

He walked away, and a few minutes later he reappeared, as though 
the Lord had given me another opportunity. I met the Spirit’s request 
with the same response. I was just too tired.

After he walked away, I came to my senses, and felt a second wind. 
I looked around for him. He was nowhere to be found.
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In such moments, I think to myself what the eternal rewards of 100% 
obedience are. Who knows what that man needed. Who knows if I 
would have approached him if he would have simply expressed dis-
interest and walked away. And who knows if that was the one con-
nection that the Holy Spirit wanted to use to advance my walk. In 
this case, only the Lord knows.

This man came to my mind often over the next few hours, which 
were spent with me nodding off in the airport lounge chair, then stum-
bling onto a plane to Seattle, falling asleep, and getting back into 
the Puget Sound area around 11 PM. 

I arrived at SeaTac Airport and meandered to the public transporta-
tion area. I called the parking company and they sent a shuttle. 

I stood at the ground transportation area, watching people load onto 
other shuttle buses and then disappear around the corner. I had a 
slight headache, and my eyes burned and wanted so badly to 
close. Of course, I couldn’t and sat outside for 20 minutes.  
 
Eventually the driver came, and I got on that shuttle. 

I got to the parking lot and gave the valet attendant my ticket stub 
so they could retrieve my car from valet parking. I made my way in-
side to wait, and made small talk with the ticket agent. He noticed 
my Bible. 

We chatted briefly about the nature of reality, the fact that the heav-
enly and spiritual realm is real, and that everything isn’t as it seems. 

Sometimes, when people notice I’m carrying my Bible, they turn the 
other way. Other times, it invites discussion. As I glanced at the 
news of severe weather, and chatted with the ticket agent, it became 

clear he was a believer. When I asked him about as much, he said 
something like “I’d have it no other way. I know where I’m going after 
I die.”

And so do I.

The valet pulled up in my car.

I got in, buckled up, and made the painstaking 45-minute drive 
home, with the windows rolled down part of the way, and music blar-
ing so I could stay awake. 

I got home close to midnight, and blundered upstairs to bed. I was 
so exhausted that I didn’t even brush my teeth, which for the record 
is something that I don’t usually do. 
 
As I slipped into bed, I instantly began thanking and praying to God, 
as I do every night when going to bed. This swirl of prayers slowly 
began transitioning from the long week and day and to sleep. 

As I prayed, my body finally felt the full ripening of a well-deserved 
relaxation. 

I thought of the people that I talked to in Boston, and about the peo-
ple that had refused prayer. 

I thought about the couple of people that I didn’t get a chance to talk 
to you. I felt bad that at O’Hare I had passed on approaching the 
man in a business suit. And though the Lord kept drawing my atten-
tion to him, and I passed because of my tiredness. In my fading con-
sciousness, I remembered that the Lord is sovereign and doesn’t 
need me to accomplish His goals. 
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I repented for not reaching out to this man, asked for forgiveness, 
and asked that God would bless him. At that point, it was all I could 
do. As I started drifting off, my mind churned about the nature of 
God, and who He is and who He wants us to be. 
 
I thought about how God has a plan for my life and that by following 
His plan, I am being molded into the image of Christ each and every 
day. And while it’s amazing that God has a plan for my life, there’s 
more. It’s not just about having a plan. 

It’s about being obedient to that plan. It’s about having an unwaver-
ing commitment to that plan. It’s about being in complete agreement 
with God’s plan for your life, no matter the cost. That’s what Christ 
did for us. And that’s His expectations for us.

It’s only by being completely obedient that we are able to fully grow 
and stretch into the people God designed us to be. That’s where life 
abundant comes into play. That’s where heaven meets earth.

And for me, even though I stumble, there’s no other God I would 
rather serve, even in moments of exhaustion and frustration and 
heartache and sadness and grief. 

There’s no other God I would rather lay my life down for, even if that 
means flying across the country on two days’ notice with no agenda 
other than to find and pray for a woman who is walking around the 
Jamaica Plains neighborhood in Boston in complete despair. He 
loves her that much.

In fact, He loves each and every one of us that much. Remembering 
that is both sobering and inspiring. And because He loves us that 
much, He gave everything for us. 

Recognizing this should cause every single believer to pause and 
assess their lives. It should shift our attention away from the world’s 
constant distractions, and compel us to enter into a contemplative 
space of reflection and thanksgiving for all that He’s given.

At the same time, it should prompt every single one of us to ask Him 
what He wants from us, and what sacrifices He wants us to make to 
more closely align with His will, with His plan for our lives. What are 
we willing to do, what are we willing to give up for the God that gave 
up everything for us?

Whether that is dropping everything and going to the grocery store 
to pray for someone, or flying across the world to look someone in 
the eye just to remind them of His love, we have to ask ourselves 
what we would be willing to do for Him. 

It’s through these types of experiences that we grow, we stretch, and 
we encounter the love of God in new and profound ways. By inviting 
us into His master plan, we have the privilege of serving the one, 
true God that Himself came down to restore relationship with us, to 
give us a way back. It’s the least we can do to return the favor. It will 
never cost us as much as it cost Him. 
 
And you know what? 

He deserves it. 

Philippians 2:8

And being found in appearance as a man, He humbled Himself and 
became obedient to the point of death, even the death of the cross.
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