
Wednesday Encouragement - July 22, 2020

I am home.  And I give the credit for that fact to God with the assist credited to all of you who have been praying
for my mom.  It’s interesting to me, considering the circumstances we ended up in, that we began our
“neighbor-themed” series on Sunday.  I thought Anthony did a fantastic job challenging us to see people first as
the creations of God that they are.  Many of you have never met my mother.  You might not have considered her
to be your “neighbor.”  But you heard she needed prayer and so you prayed.  I don’t think a single one of you
thought to yourself, “Well I know Kraig, but I’ve never met his mom so why would I pray?”  No, I believe that many
of you read the first email that went out and stopped and prayed.  And I believe that prayer made a difference,
that God heard your prayers.  The outlook we had on Friday into Saturday was scary.  My mom has had health
issues before, even a previous stroke that went undiagnosed for quite some time.  But when we found out that her
speech was affected and she didn’t have good use of her right leg or right hand, the level of seriousness became
much more clear and weighed heavily on us.  It was a burden my family and I had to carry from that point. But we
know we weren’t carrying it alone:

James 5:16 (NIV)16 Therefore confess your sins to each other and pray for each other so that you may be
healed. The prayer of a righteous person is powerful and effective.

We know that countless people from several states and beyond were praying for my mother.  And I can tell you
that by the grace of God, through the power of prayer, and with the help of medical professionals blessed with
their skills by God, my mom is in a rehab center where she has four sessions of physical and occupational
therapy each day.  She’s gone from walking with a walker to doing some of her walking with a cane. I spoke with
her this morning and while she won’t likely get to go home this week, next week will be a possibility. I came home
to Winchestser to be with my family, to get some work done, and to better make myself available to go back and
help get my mom settled at home if I’m needed.  Through it all, I can’t thank you enough for your prayers and
thoughts and generosity of offering everything from food to childcare.  I truly believe you all get the idea of what it
looks like to be a neighbor.

But when we begin to see our neighbor as a more fluid term that can apply to anyone we meet and even people
we haven’t and might never meet, it changes what we’re willing to do for them--and that’s a good thing! For my
mom, you prayed.  For someone else, it might be a physical need you could meet.  For someone else, it might be
a ride or a meal or a word of encouragement or a hug(or right now, an air-hug.)  If we’re a neighbor to those who
we’d traditionally consider our “neighbors” or our friends, that’s great.  But we have been called to move beyond a
traditional, worldly definition of “neighbor.”

I don’t want to jump to far into Sunday’s sermon, but there’s this interesting exchange Jesus has recorded in the
gospel of Luke:
Luke 10:25-29 (NLT)25 One day an expert in religious law stood up to test Jesus by asking him this question:
“Teacher, what should I do to inherit eternal life?” 26 Jesus replied, “What does the law of Moses say? How do
you read it?” 27 The man answered, “‘You must love the Lord your God with all your heart, all your soul, all your
strength, and all your mind.’ And, ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.’” 28 “Right!” Jesus told him. “Do this and you
will live!” 29 The man wanted to justify his actions, so he asked Jesus, “And who is my neighbor?” That’s the
question we’ll answer on Sunday and I’m excited to share it with you.  At the same time, you’ve proven to me this
week that you already know, and I’m so thankful for that.

In Christ,

Kraig


