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“Send” –  Envoyez, Emita, пошлите

To the Master Planner, my Lord God, you think of everything.  You have left nothing to chance, not one tiny detail.  You have done it all, Your plan of salvation is complete.  You created us, you love us. In foolish selfishness we wanted our own way and brought sin and death into the world.  You sent your Son to this earth to pay the ultimate cost to save us.  You love us.  We spit on you and beat you with clubs.  You offer to all mankind grace and peace.  You love us.  We sit in our churches and offer you lipservice.  You call men, women, and children to leave their plans behind and go wherever you send them in order that all might hear the Good News.  You love us.  Just because I am not in some far away place as a missionary does not mean I have no part in your Great Design.  You have called me to be an encourager—to support those who are devoting their lives to missionary work.  I can hold them up to you daily in prayer, asking you to give them strength, courage, and joy.  You have called me to seek opportunities to do mission work myself.  There are opportunities for mission right here that I could do.  You’ve taught me that you don’t think like I do.  A weekend devoted to a missionary project is no less important to you than giving a lifetime of work.  This is my niche in your Grand Plan, isn’t it, Lord?  As long as you stay with me, I will answer when you call:  “Here I am, send me.”  In your most perfect name, I pray.  Amen.
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