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    As I was walking through the halls of the facility this month, I entered one 
of the day rooms where the teen girls were gathered. The staff member on 
that unit was excited to see me because one of the young ladies had said, ‘I 
want to be saved.’ I was excited as well. The young lady and I sat down and 
began to talk.   
     I immediately asked her, “What did mean by ‘You want to be saved?’”  I 
asked her the question because I wanted to know what she meant by the 
request.   
     She replied, “ I want to give my life to Christ Jesus.” 
     “Awesome!”   
     Another young lady joined in the conversation with us, and I shared the 
Good News of Jesus Christ with them. I took them both on a short journey, 
explaining to them that the reason they have the desire to be saved is      
because the Father was drawing them. They listened attentively as I shared scripture and stories           
surrounding the testimony of Jesus Christ. They asked questions and I answered them while showing 
them examples in scripture. I sat with these young ladies for four hours answering questions sharing 
different instances of the Gospel as preached by Peter, Paul and John. I told them to write down any 
question they might have and I would return the following day to share more with them, they both said, 
‘OK.’  Before I left, I prayed for them.   
     “Father I come to you in the name of Jesus; I ask that you continue to open up the hearts of these 
two young ladies. I pray that as you have called them that you give them understanding and grant them 
the ability to repent and believe your Gospel. Lord I ask that you keep them in your perfect peace and 
you increase their desire for your Word; I ask this in Jesus name, Amen.”   
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Wash, Rinse, Repeat   
                    By Jon Wells 

     Last week I showed up early to visit a group of teens at a facility where we serve. They were all         

coloring with colored pencils. 

     “What are we doing?” I asked one of the guys. 

     “DBT” was the terse response. 

      I decided to go ‘one down,’ and asked another   

young man, “What’s a DBT?” 

      “It’s a group we do every day. . . . I don’t know 

what it stands for.” 

     I continued to play stupid. “You guys work on          

coloring sheets for a treatment group?” I inquired. 

     At this point Derrick* jumped in with an overly 

through response. “Dialectical Behavior Therapy 

groups teach us to make good decisions and help 

us learn not to overreact to situations. We do a 

DBT group every day. We already finished the 

group material for today so we get to color.” 

   I found out later that this is Derrick’s second 

time through this particular program. He is        

becoming something of an expert with the        

curriculum they are presenting. Unfortunately, he 

is not quite so adept at applying those lessons in 

real life. This is a common dynamic in residential 

programs. I have met kids who have successfully 

completed scores of substance abuse, anger   

management, sexual abuse, mindfulness, social skills, and other residential treatment programs. Every 

time they return home, they jump right back into whatever dysfunctional behavior landed them in treat-

ment in the first place. These youth find themselves in a continuous loop, repeating the same mistakes 

and relearning the same lessons over and over again. Apparently, many of them aren’t really learning the 

lesson! 

     As I reflect on this common experience, I wonder about the same dynamic in my own life. What      

lessons am I repeating because I refuse to learn the first time through? What is God trying to teach me in 

this season of my life? How much have I extended this current season of learning with my refusal to make 

the grade? Are there areas where I can recite the approved Sunday School answer but have yet to apply 

that insight to my day to day existence?  

     Such considerations are humbling to say the least. I may not be on my second tour through a           

residential treatment program, but in some ways Derrick and I aren’t all that different! 

One Up, One Down 
     We all know that person who always has to ‘one up’ everyone 

else. You start talking about your vacation to Florida and they pipe 

up about their Hawaii trip. You finally save up enough to buy a used 

car and they complain about the touchy remote start button on their 

brand new SUV. No matter the context, they have to be better. 

     Relationships and interactions can be diagramed a number of 

ways, but perhaps the simplest way to evaluate a conversation is to 

identify who has the power. Who is ‘one up,’ who is ‘one down?’ 

Who is the boss, who is the employee? Who has the money, who is 

broke? Who is the teacher, who is the student? Who is the gifted 

athlete, who is the beginner? When the roles aren’t clearly defined 

we try to tip the scales in our favor. It is human nature to strive to 

‘one up’ every person we interact with; it can also be a little obnox-

ious. We do this without even thinking about it. Pay attention to 

your interactions with others this next week. You will be surprised 

how often your responses tend to put you in that ‘one up’ position. 

     I have learned that intentionally going ‘one down’ can be very 

effective as a strategy for connecting with those we minister to. I 

often defer to their expertise, ask their opinions, even ask for their 

help. Going ‘one down’ makes me a safe person to interact with 

and allows others to speak their minds. Perhaps this is one part of 

what Jesus meant by becoming a ‘servant of all.’ 
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     I have spent my first few weeks with Days of Hope doing different trainings, connecting with local pastors, and becoming 
acquainted with the Springfield Great Circle Campus. Though I haven’t done much work with the youth in the facility at this 
point, I’ve had a handful of interesting experiences, one of which was truly an eye-opener. 
     A minister and I were talking outside of a small church in north Springfield when a man walked right up to us and told us in 
a frantic voice, “I’m in a lot of trouble! I need help!” Caught a little off guard, I quickly wrapped up our conversation and asked 
the gentleman (let’s call him Gary*) to come sit with me on the church steps. As the minister drove off, Gary unloaded all kinds 
of confusions, fears, past sins, present addictions, and unfathomable pain. He was carrying deep grief and seemed desperate 
for some way out of the life he had created for himself. Having worked in admissions for a drug rehabilitation program prior to 
coming on with DOH, I told him about the resources I knew of and how easy it would be to get him into a program.  
     But he wasn’t interested. He quickly let me know that there were some injustices that he had to set right and people that he 
needed to “deal with.” He proceeded to tell me of all the circumstances and individuals that had worked against him, and how 
they will have to pay for what they’ve done. At the end of it all, Gary simply wanted some food and a cell-phone, so he could 
continue on a mission of vigilante justice.  
     After hearing his rejection of treatment, I found myself judging this man. Here I was, offering to connect him with resources 
that would pull him out of his wretched situation, but he didn’t want them! Instead, he was on some wild mission to save the 
neighborhood and administer his own form of “justice.” How arrogant does someone have to be? 
     The Holy Spirit suddenly spoke very clearly within me - that man is you.  I realized that Gary and I were sharing the same 
struggle; his was just more visible. This was not about some arrogant individual who wouldn’t take my “wise” counsel, this is 
the human condition. It is my condition. When I am honest with myself I see that I am often jaded by the pain of life, distrusting 
of God’s plan to redeem the world, eager to make all the right things happen, and anxious to create some kind of happiness 
for myself. My self-determined methods for doing so happen to be subtler than Gary’s, but they come from the exact  same 
place; wanting to bring about the Kingdom in my own way, instead of entrusting myself and this world to the Creator and   
Sustainer of all things. 
     It’s not just Gary who runs from his own restoration, it’s all of us. Whether we are obsessed with material possessions, the 
development of our careers, controlling our family or friends, or even building our ministry platforms, we are often trusting  
ourselves and not God with our own happiness. We are often trying to force God’s kingdom to come through our personal 
programs, obsession with making others agree with us, or trying to figure life out on our terms. I believe that if we have eyes to 
see, God will use situations like Gary’s to inform those of us who are more “holy” and “spiritual.” The overtly addicted individual 
is a living sermon, exhorting us to let go of our own plans and obsessions (however visible or hidden) and surrender to Christ.  
     Of course, it would be easy to write Gary off, shrug my shoulders, and tell myself, “Hey, I tried!” But to do so would miss a 
fundamental truth; that God suffers long with us. He bears our broken attempts to fix the world and He endures our illusions of 
finding happiness our own way. He waits for us to let go and turn our lives and wills over to His care. Perhaps the ministry of 
Days of Hope is not merely that of giving “spiritual” answers. More than that, it’s to interact with others in the way that God 
continues to interact with us – in patient love.   
     A few nights later, Gary called me. He told me that he was ready to go into treatment. I gave him the information that he 
needed to get started. I’m not sure if he ended up going. I do know that regardless of where he is now, God continues to   
lovingly wait on him, and me, and all of us. He never stops inviting us to surrender our little kingdoms to His Kingdom of love.  

The God Who Waits      By Skyler Martin 



I Want to be Saved continued 

     I was very specific with these young ladies in our prayer, we must 
always remember that God does the work of saving and they will 
know when they have changed.  
     The next day I arrived and one of the young ladies had 15 questions 
written down on the front and the back of her tablet; I was excited 
and impressed.  We spent quite a bit of time covering her questions.   
     One of the main things I would like for you to take away from this 
experience is that we must remember that the Lord is the one who 
does the saving. It is easy to focus on formulas or a specific prayer.  
Our job is to present the Gospel because it is truly the power of God 
unto salvation. We do not need to rush the process; we must be      
patient, take our time and share as much as we can. It is their faith in 
the Gospel (the death, burial, and resurrection of Christ) which must 
flourish.  
     I like to use the story of Cornelius and his conversion as an example 
(Acts 10:34-48). In this passage we notice that Peter preached the 
Gospel. Cornelius listened, and at the point of belief while Peter was 
still speaking, Cornelius was saved and sealed with the Holy Spirit of 
promise. Scripture does not record a specific prayer or repentance of 
specific sins. Cornelius believed the Gospel of Jesus Christ in his heart, 
and he was saved. 
  “How then can they call on the One they have not believed in? And 
how can they believe in the One of whom they have not heard? And 
how can they hear without someone to preach? And how can they 
preach unless they are sent? As it is written: “How beautiful are the 
feet of those who bring good news!” Romans 10:14-15  
     If we truly desire to see lives changed we must present the 
‘Answer’ which is Jesus Christ. His sheep will truly hear His voice; 
please share the message! 
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