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When Michael asked me to “preach” this morningphdered — what am | going to say?
I’'m not a preacher, but thinking back at past elgreres, and the directions I've taken, |
realized how God’s timing was perfect in everyaiton. | usually did not see it that way
at the time, but now | can see that if those engjing things had not happened, | would
not have experienced the great things I've beessbltto receive, like moving to
Nashville and being closer to my family, findingstichurch and making the wonderful
friends that | have made. | realize now that | teadiait on God'’s timing for the good
things to come.

| have a tendency to think | need to “do it myseilfien it comes to solving problems.
This has not served me well on a number of occasitime made things more difficult
by not stopping, taking a deep breath, and prafgn@od’s guidance. Sometimes fear
stopped me from asking God and others for helpylddahey would think less of me...
maybe they won't love me if they knew what was lappg. | stayed in an unhappy
marriage for 11 years because of that fear. Whkimk back now I think | knew after
the first year it was not a good thing, but feabeing a failure and disappointing people
kept me from sharing these feelings, with my famglyen with God. But God is good
and he kept guiding, even when | didn’t realizeHte led me to move to Nashville from
California to begin my healing, in several wayststimy health... | worked full-time as
a server for over six months when | came to Nakhbiéfore | found an office job, and
again | couldn’t understand why it was taking sagobut | now know that there was a
particular job God had in mind for me, and | haavit until the position was open. |
got a job at the Diabetes Center at Baptist Holspifaich put me with a special group of
people, who loved me and took it upon themselvédgtp me solve my health issues
with low blood sugar. They got me in to a doctavrho was not taking new patients —
and after 7 months of numerous tests, the mystasysslved, | had surgery and my
health was back to normal. That was the beginafrigy understanding that | didn’t
have to stay in unhappy situations and that it @ka&y to ask for help. | finally admitted
to myself, my family, and to God the reality of tife, and that | needed their support. |
felt like this gave me permission to move on andvkithey would still love me, no
matter what mistakes I'd made.

God then led me to Glencliff Pres. | had visitédast a year earlier, but had not
returned, | guess because | was so ashamed oétheas living | didn’t think God
wanted me in his house. | decided to visit agéer &d made the decision to get a
divorce, and the sermon that Michael gave was spgaight to me and made me feel
that maybe there was hope for me. After a few talikis Michael, and his ability to listen
and ask the right questions it helped me procesd inrreeded to do to move forward.
Michael... | will forever be grateful.

In line with God’s timing being perfect, a few dagfer | told Michael | would speak,
my niece Shannon sent me a story titled “UnderstaadThings Happens For A



Reason”, and | think it confirms that no matter Hong it takes, God’s timing is always
perfect.

The brand new pastor and his wife, newly assigoebdir first ministry, to reopen a
church in suburban Brooklyn, arrived in early O&wobxcited about their
opportunities. When they saw their church, it wasywvun down and needed much
work. They set a goal to have everything donemetio have their first service on
Christmas Eve.

They worked hard, repairing pews, plastering wal&nting, etc, and on December
18 were ahead of schedule and just about finished.

On December 19 a terrible tempest - a driving tams hit the area and lasted for
two days.

On the 21st, the pastor went over to the churcis. higart sank when he saw that the
roof had leaked, causing a large area of plasiaunte?0 feet by 8 feet to fall off the
front wall of the sanctuary just behind the puylpgginning about head high.

The pastor cleaned up the mess on the floor, ahknoeving what else to do but
postpone the Christmas Eve service, headed homeheldvay he noticed that a
local business was having a flea market type salelfarity, so he stopped in. One
of the items was a beautiful, handmade, ivory @iorcrocheted tablecloth with
exquisite work, fine colors and a Cross embroideigiut in the center. It was just
the right size to cover the hole in the front welé bought it and headed back to the
church.

B y this time it had started to snow. An older wormanning from the opposite
direction was trying to catch the bus. She mistebhie pastor invited her to wait in
the warm church for the next bus 45 minutes lat8he sat in a pew and paid no
attention to the pastor while he got a ladder, basygetc., to put up the tablecloth as
a wall tapestry. The pastor could hardly believe lheautiful it looked and it
covered up the entire problem area. Then he ribtlee woman walking down the
center aisle. Her face was like a sheet. "Pastbe"asked, "where did you get that
tablecloth?" The pastor explained. The woman akkado check the lower right
corner to see if the initials, EBG were crochetdd it there. They were. These were
the initials of the woman, and she had made thietéoth 35 years before, in
Austria. The woman could hardly believe it asplastor told how he had just
gotten "The Tablecloth". The woman explained thedblke the war she and her
husband were well-to-do people in Austria. WhenNazis came, she was forced to
leave. Her husband was going to follow her the mesek. He was captured, sent to
prison and she never saw her husband or her hoane. aghe pastor wanted to give
her the tablecloth; but she made the pastor kedfep tilhe church. The pastor insisted
on driving her home. That was the least he couldsthe lived on the other side of
Staten Island and was only in Brooklyn for the &@ya housecleaning job.

What a wonderful service they had on Christmas Ete.church was almost full.



The music and the spirit were great. At the enthefservice, the pastor and his
wife greeted everyone at the door and many satdhles would return. One older
man, whom the pastor recognized from the neightmatfoontinued to sit in one of
the pews and stare, and the pastor wondered wivabe't leaving. The man asked
him where he got the tablecloth on the front waltduse it was identical to one that
his wife had made years ago when they lived in Aasiefore the war and how
could there be two tablecloths so much alike? dittthe pastor how the Nazis
came, how he forced his wife to flee for her satetg he was supposed to follow
her, but he was arrested and put in a prison. Merrsaw his wife or his home again
all the 35 years between. The pastor asked hira ¥ould allow him to take him

for a little ride. They drove to Staten Island aodhe same house where the pastor
had taken the woman three days earlier. He healpechan climb the three flights of
stairs to the woman's apartment, knocked on the alod he saw the greatest
Christmas reunion he could ever imagine.

True Story - submitted by Pastor Rob Reid who €&yd does work in mysterious ways.
| ask the Lord to bless you today, to guide you jprzdect you as you go along your way.
His love is always with you. His promises are trared when we give Him all our cares
we know He will see us through. When there is mgtteft but God that is when you
find out that God is all you need.

Father, God, bless all my friends and family in whatever it isthat You know they may
be needing this day! May their lives be full of Your peace,
prosperity and power as they seek to have closer relationship with You. Amen.

I think | am a stronger person because of the gtesg’ve come through. Maybe that's
way Michael asked me to speak today. Maybe | loatk$hing to share that someone
here needed to hear today.

Thank you for letting me share today. This chusca special part of my life, and |
appreciate your love and friendship.



