
Pk’s Perspectives …	Learning	to	Walk	Again	

You may remember that six and a half years ago I experienced a fairly severe health 
crisis.  I’m actually still processing my thoughts and feelings from that season of my life; still 
learning from that experience.  In ways large and small, God has used my personal health 
crisis of 2014 to prepare me for shepherding this church through the Covid Pandemic of 2020.  
I want to challenge you with one thing I learned during my 2014 episode that has relevance to 
the situation in which the church currently finds itself:  the importance of finding joy in the 
moment.
	 It was in February of 2014 that I started to come out of the coma.  I opened my eyes to 
Gayle’s anxious face looking down on me.  I couldn’t remember any detail of the previous six 
weeks…I didn’t even know where I was.  Gayle was telling me everything would be okay; she 
was trying to explain the situation.  I was scared.  I couldn’t move any part of my body.  I 
couldn’t talk.  There was a persistent fog draped over my brain.  In the days to come I would 
learn that my body was severely atrophied.  I would experience a helplessness with which I 
had no familiarity.  I wasn’t grieving that I might never preach again…I was frightened that I 
might never walk again.  Or be able to feed myself, or sit on a toilet and wipe my own 
bottom, or enjoy a hot shower, or shake a friend’s hand, or hike a mountain trail.  In the dark 
moments during those early days of getting my mind around the situation, I wasn’t longing 
for something grandiose or spectacular; the smallest of things - things normally taken for 
granted - were the stuff of my dreams.

	 Today I went to my house to eat some lunch - a bowl of soup warmed in the 
microwave with a side of bottled water.  I sat at the table, my lunch in front of me, looked out 
the sliding glass door, and in the quiet of the moment knew His presence.  I thanked God for 
the house He provided, the truck He provided, the soup and water I was about to feed 
myself, the book that was my lunch companion, the beauty of nature just outside the door…
and He drenched me in the peace of His presence.  For some reason I cannot fathom, God in 
His providence restored my life.  I work hard at maintaining an attitude of gratitude; I work 
hard at keeping the really important stuff front and center; I work hard at anchoring my joy in 
Christ alone and celebrating the simple things in life.  My priorities have changed just a wee 
bit, and they continue to be recast.

	 Six months have passed since we lost the privilege of doing church in the way to 
which we had become accustomed.  We are slowly coming out of the fog of the pandemic 
and finding our way back to church.  I’m hoping and praying that the church in America is 
being transformed as a result of the Covid Pandemic.  Similar to what I faced six years ago in 
my physical rehabilitation, the church in America needs to learn to walk again.  We need to 
re-learn those basic, foundational disciplines that make the church strong.  The church in 
America needs to intensely train the core spiritual muscles that enable us to stand tall and 
boldly confront a dying world with the love of Jesus.

	 The church in America needs to re-learn how to share the incredible story of Jesus.  
The church in America needs to re-learn how to worship in spirit and truth, and be reminded 
that neither the location of worship nor the style of music is a prerequisite for authentic 
worship.  The church in America needs to re-learn that church is about serving rather than 
being served; giving rather than consuming.  The church needs to remember that intimate 
relationships - with God and each other - are the birthmark of God’s church.  Grace & peace, 
love you - PK.



