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 Have you ever had one of those days...  I’m sure you’ve heard that phrase countless times before, but 
indulge me a bit, okay? 
 
 Last Sunday our two older daughters were heading back to college and we were suppose to leave 
directly from the worship service to drive them about 45 minutes west to catch their ride.  So, let’s tally this up 
shall we?  Mom, Dad, Grandma and 5 Children – With me so far?   
 
 So after church we realize that our youngest driver has already left for a dance class she is taking and 
has taken not only the keys to the car she is riding in, but also the keys to the car that we need to get Grandma 
home and then the two older kids to meet their ride for college.  The car I drive can only seat 4 people, and I 
have to transport 7 people!  Luckily, two wonderful church members offered to take Grandma and our two 
youngest to Gram’s house while Mom and Dad and two older kids left in Dad’s car to drive the 45 minutes west 
to meet up with their ride – Confusing yet? 
 
 We unpack the girls stuff from the larger car in the smaller car and get ready to go.  Oldest daughter 
says, “Where is my laptop?”  To which I say, “I don’t know... I didn’t pack your stuff!” (father-talk)  To which 
said oldest daughter replies, “I think I left my laptop back at the house...”  So, the plan was to drive to the 
house, get the laptop, stop by the dance studio to get keys for bigger car and come back to the church and 
switch cars.  So we unpack my car, repacked the other car and headed home for laptop and keys – On the way 
home oldest daughter says, “I forgot to pick up my medicine at Rite Aid...”  At this point, Dad’s about to have a 
stroke!!!!  Got home, got laptop, got keys and headed back to the church.  At the church, we transferred into the 
bigger car and headed to Rite Aid.  Now, we were suppose to meet the ride at 1:45 p.m. and when we left Rite 
Aid to actually start the trip to meet their ride it’s like 1:20 (remember, we needed to go @ 45 minutes west) 
 
““LLoovvee  eenndduurreess  lloonngg  aanndd  iiss  ppaattiieenntt  aanndd  kkiinndd;;  lloovvee  nneevveerr  iiss  eennvviioouuss  nnoorr  bbooiillss  oovveerr  wwiitthh  jjeeaalloouussyy,,  iiss  nnoott  bbooaassttffuull  
oorr  vvaaiinngglloorriioouuss,,  ddooeess  nnoott  ddiissppllaayy  iittsseellff  hhaauugghhttiillyy..    IItt  iiss  nnoott  ccoonncceeiitteedd  ((aarrrrooggaanntt  aanndd  iinnffllaatteedd  wwiitthh  pprriiddee));;  iitt  iiss  
nnoott  rruuddee  ((uunnmmaannnneerrllyy))  aanndd  ddooeess  nnoott  aacctt  uunnbbeeccoommiinnggllyy..    LLoovvee  ((GGoodd''ss  lloovvee  iinn  uuss))  ddooeess  nnoott  iinnssiisstt  oonn  iittss  oowwnn  
rriigghhttss  oorr  iittss  oowwnn  wwaayy,,  ffoorr  iitt  iiss  nnoott  sseellff--sseeeekkiinngg;;  iitt  iiss  nnoott  ttoouucchhyy  oorr  ffrreettffuull  oorr  rreesseennttffuull;;  iitt  ttaakkeess  nnoo  aaccccoouunntt  ooff  
tthhee  eevviill  ddoonnee  ttoo  iitt  [[iitt  ppaayyss  nnoo  aatttteennttiioonn  ttoo  aa  ssuuffffeerreedd  wwrroonngg]]..    IItt  ddooeess  nnoott  rreejjooiiccee  aatt  iinnjjuussttiiccee  aanndd  
uunnrriigghhtteeoouussnneessss,,  bbuutt  rreejjooiicceess  wwhheenn  rriigghhtt  aanndd  ttrruutthh  pprreevvaaiill..    LLoovvee  bbeeaarrss  uupp  uunnddeerr  aannyytthhiinngg  aanndd  eevveerryytthhiinngg  
tthhaatt  ccoommeess  iiss  eevveerr  rreeaaddyy  ttoo  bbeelliieevvee  tthhee  bbeesstt  ooff  eevveerryy  ppeerrssoonn,,  iittss  hhooppeess  aarree  ffaaddeelleessss  uunnddeerr  aallll  cciirrccuummssttaanncceess,,  
aanndd  iitt  eenndduurreess  eevveerryytthhiinngg  [[wwiitthhoouutt  wweeaakkeenniinngg]]..    LLoovvee  nneevveerr  ffaaiillss  [[nneevveerr  ffaaddeess  oouutt  oorr  bbeeccoommeess  oobbssoolleettee  oorr  
ccoommeess  ttoo  aann  eenndd]]..      ((11  CCoorriinntthhiiaannss  1133::44--88,,  AAmmpplliiffiieedd))  
 
 As it was, the person they were riding with was late herself and as we traveled down the road, we 
laughed at how funny the past 1 ½ went and the events that unfolded.  Mom and Dad and two older daughters, 
reminisced about the past, talked about the present and future and thoroughly had a great time together.  
Looking back now, its just what we needed, its just what I needed and I wouldn’t have exchanged those 
moments for any other. 
 
 I hope you have a day like that real soon with your family, your friends... 
 
 
 

Be strong… Be courageous… Be fearless… 
 

Christ is All, 
Pastor Mark 


