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Serves Them Right!

By Jon Wells

Many years ago I was spending time with a group of young men outside their cottage, enjoying a warm fall afternoon.
Without warning, one of the residents burst out of the front door and yelled,
“I have had enough of this ***** place, I am outta here! Who is with me?”
In an instant, Gene [name changed to protect privacy] had disappeared into the woods. Three of the other young men who
were playing basketball with us made a split second decision to join him, and the four of them ran as fast as possible from the
pursuing staff members. In spite of all their attempts through the night, none of the staff were able to locate the young men.
A few days later, one of the boys told me the story of what happened over the next twelve hours.
The group followed their energetic leader into the wee hours of the morning, meandering through the woods, trying to
figure out how to get to the highway. They circled the same pond at least three times in a vain attempt to get their bearings
straight. At some point, Gene stopped the group to share the supplies he had brought with him in a backpack. To their
dismay, they discovered that Gene had emptied a jar of peanut butter into the backpack, along with a very slippery water
bottle full of Kool-Aid.
After just a few moments, the weary group started out again, desperate to get to the highway. At some point in the
morning, Gene decided that everyone should lay down and rest for a while. With temperatures dropping, Gene found a ditch
and ordered everyone in, covering them with leaves. But five minutes into this nap, he decided he was ready to go. Gene
exploded from the leaf pile and ran off shouting with three weary boys behind him.
Soon after they stumbled across a farmhouse. Gene suggested breaking in and stealing the family car. It was all the three
boys could do to convince him to abandon his plan. After a heated discussion, the group pressed on into the night.
Against all odds, the ragged collection of teens came out of the wilderness and stumbled across an interstate highway at
the break of dawn. They stuck out a thumb and began to celebrate as a driver slowed down to pick them up.
Continued on page 3

A Request for Prayer

By Skyler Martin

“Pray also for me, so that when I speak, a message may be given to me to make known with
boldness the mystery of the gospel, for which I am an ambassador in chains. Pray that I may
declare it boldly, as I must speak.” Ephesians 6:19

Paul’s request of the Ephesians is increasingly becoming my request to you in my
chaplaincy work at Great Circle (though of course, I am not in chains). It seems that at
any given moment I’m surrounded by reasons to shy away from speaking boldly; to
simply show up and stay quiet. I quickly feel weighed down by despair and the heaviness
of the situations in front of me.
I see kids who have experienced more suffering that I can imagine. Some of them
have suffered in Christian homes. Some are so disenchanted with faith that the slightest
mention of it turns them away. In a world where lives have been so depleted of anything
“spiritual,” how can someone like me come along and begin to speak about Jesus, faith,
and the Kingdom of God?
In the heart of the Midwest, where there are more churches than gas stations and
where the message of “inviting Christ to come into your heart” has become old hat, how
can I echo it again? There is bound to be plenty of eye-rolling, sighing, and arm-crossing.
How can my message be perceived as anything less than annoying and naive?
In the presence of staff who’ve seen the worst sides of these kids and who have seen
some of the worst sides of themselves come out in reaction to these kids, how can I give
them something that would actually lift their burdens and encourage their hearts? They
are jaded and fed up. How could I presume to be a source of comfort and renewal to
them?
In an interfaith culture, where no one person’s understanding of God can be exalted
above another’s, how can I insist that the Gospel is more than just my opinion, but the
fundamental reality in the lives of all people?
I can’t help but wonder if this is why Paul calls preaching the Gospel foolishness:
“…God decided, through the foolishness of our proclamation, to save those who believe.” (1 Cor 1:21). As much as I’d like to say that I don’t care what anyone thinks of me,
the truth is that I certainly don’t want to be perceived as someone spouting foolishness to
hurting kids. I don’t want to be seen as a “fool” to staff or even fellow-believers.
Paul goes on to say that the Jews are looking for a sign and the Greeks are looking for
wisdom, but he preaches something that trips them both up; the Crucified Christ. The
apostle insists that Jesus is the power and wisdom of God to those who embrace this
message (1 Col 1:20-25). I often imagine that preaching this foolishness would be ultimately disappointing to those who want to be wowed or entertained, as well as a colossal
failure to those who want some practical wisdom or know-how. The crucified Christ
doesn’t seem to fit such desires or interests. This Gospel could ultimately be perceived as
foolishness and I as the bringer of it might be seen as a fool.
So I need prayer. I need prayer that despite the disagreement, boredom, and annoyance that I would proclaim boldly the wisdom and power of God; Christ crucified. I need
prayer that my concern with being liked, wanted, or affirmed, could fall away that I could
announce without reservation what I know to be true. If you’re reading this, please pray
for me.
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Serves them Right continued . . .

Their excitement quickly dispelled when they saw the silhouette
of a highway patrolman emerge from the car. Within the hour all
four found themselves safely back where they had started.
“I can’t believe I followed him into the woods. I don’t even
like the country.” One of the boys later told me.
He bemoaned the fact that his entire body had been
covered in chigger bites from the leaf pile. He was exhausted,
frustrated, and angry at what Gene had done. He did not
account for the fact that Gene was mentally unstable, in the
throes of a manic episode when he instigated the run. Most of
all, he was angry that Gene had ruined his chances of a home
pass, early completion of treatment, and privileges on campus.
I share this story with you because it is a great example of
the kind of stupid stuff that our chaplains get to see every day.
I often speak of compassion and grace, but I am daily faced
with kids who have made dumb decisions. There is some part
of my spirit that responds in a less than gracious manner.
Serves them right.
You made your bed, now lie in it.
I can even spiritualize my feelings; you reap what you sow.
Of late I have found myself caught in the tension between
compassion and contempt. You see, it is absolutely true that
every one of these kids is a victim of some sort; they have been
neglected, abused, manipulated, molested, and worse. But at
the exact same time, they are continuing to write their own
story of suffering with chapters full of horrible choices that result
in more pain. They have become the violent ones in their own
story; the manipulators, the back stabbers.
There are times when grace feels like a free pass that does
a child little good. How do we balance personal responsibility
and repentance with mercy? It is easy to make a case for
constant and unmitigated compassion, but when and how do
we season our kindness with honest confrontation?
My first exposure to the world of residential care came as a
totally unprepared ‘summer staff’ employee in 1996. It was a
summer job that opened my eyes to a lot of things. In years
past, these kind of facilities often took a boot camp kind of
approach; a strict program focusing on current behaviors,
compliance, and constant accountability. In recent years, the
entire industry has shifted to a different mindset, focusing on

the historical trauma in a child’s life and treating those
wounds in a much less confrontational way. Over the
years I have seen this tug of war play out between staff
members (often retired military) who want to confront bad
behavior and others (often therapists) who want to
embrace these kids.
I am left with the same question gnawing at me. I can
make a case for either approach in scripture. I could fill
pages with verses from Proverbs that admonish ‘the fool’
and speak of righteous judgement. I could do the same
with passages that instruct us to extend mercy to these
same fools! But for me, the single passage that rises
above all the rest is a phrase that the Apostle Paul
penned in his letter to the church in Ephesus:
‘Then we will no longer be infants, tossed back and
forth by the waves, and blown here and there by every
wind of teaching and by the cunning and craftiness of
people in their deceitful scheming. Instead, speaking the
truth in love, we will grow to become in every respect the
mature body of him who is the head, that is, Christ.’
-Ephesians 4:14-15
The context of that passage is centered in an
exhortation for the church to grow into maturity, and one
of the identifying characteristics of a mature believer is
the ability to ‘speak the truth in love.’ In a single phrase,
Paul instructs us to remain rooted in love while we speak
truth. Sometimes the truths we speak are hard truths; yet
we are never to share our thoughts outside of the context
of love for those we speak to.
This answer is simple and impossible! I can easily be
harsh and confrontational with a foolish teen. I am also
able to be kind and merciful with the same fool. But
confronting them in mercy is a tightrope walk that it
seems only Jesus Himself could accomplish well! And
now I see that this is indeed the path we are called to
travel, a path that requires the presence of Christ to
navigate.
Please pray for Sean, Skyler, and me as we learn to
respond with appropriate measures of grace and
confrontation for the sake of these hurting kids.

Dear friends,
It is hard to believe that yet another year is coming to a close!
As we near the end of 2018, I want to express my gratitude to those
of you who have partnered with us in sharing the gospel with kids
and staff in facilities all across the state of Missouri. Darla and I are
honored to financially support this mission every month, and humbled
to see so many of you do the same. We do not often mention finances
in our newsletters; this is intentional. But as the year closes, many of
us are looking at our end-of-year giving. Please consider Days of hope in these decisions. All contributions are
tax deductible, and go to further the mission of bringing Christ to hurting kids across the state.

We pray that you and your loved ones enjoy a truly wonderful Christmas season!
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