"Hit Somebody"
I first of all what to thank everyone who responded to the message yesterday. I was so overwhelmed by your support and prayers. I have a good friend who last evening told me he was going to keep me accountable to this. That is what I need. The body of Christ is real and the Lord has put each of us together to further his kingdom. Again thank you.
 

The Lord blessed me in the area of athletics. IQ, well that has yet to be determined. My roommate and I in Prep School took our SAT’s and our combined scores didn’t add up to what it would have taken to get into Harvard. I can still see the ashen look on his face. If it wasn’t for my running I would have had a tough time getting accepted anywhere. My parents took me to be tested when I was in the 6th grade because of my inability to concentrate. Nothing much has changed! The doctor said “Bradley doesn’t have any problem, the only thing he wants to do is get back to the Halloween part at school today.”
 

Yesterday I wrote about that I have a hard time having a good time. When I was younger it was ALL about having a good time. I hated work and loved to play. I lived to play. My dad was very tough on my brother and me but I think that was because he knew he was going to die and that he needed to instill as much discipline in us as possible before he passed away. There were times that I just cried out to the Lord and said “I can’t take it anymore, I wish he was dead? Of course I didn’t mean it but when the Lord took him at the age of 34 I somehow thought God had answered my prayer in a cruel way. From that point on life didn’t seem that fun anymore. I used to look forward to Christmas, not anymore; my dad would never be there again to help us open presents. He would never again be there for my birthday. He would never watch another one of my baseball or football games. At the age of 13, I was forced to grow up.
 

I started my sophomore year on the Varsity Football team as a wing back. Most of the time I was just a blocker. During preseason football I remember hitting the tight end on a sweep play and thought I had done a pretty good job. OK my job is done. WRONG. “Henry, did you hear that whistle blow? I want you to hit somebody until that whistle blows.”  In sports as it is in life,
 

IT ISN"T OVER TILL IT’S OVER.
 

I would hit the tight end and if the play was still going on I would hit whoever was in front of me so that we would get extra yardage and keep on hitting people till the whistle blew. This one discipline set the stage for some good and some bad principles. The good principle was to NEVER GIVE UP. The bad part was that once I had adopted this philosophy, I didn’t know how to turn it off. I still don’t. That is why I wrote the message yesterday. It is amazing how some 32 years later I can still hear my coach and my dad’s voice. To get the most out of the talents the Lord has given us takes great focus and determination. 
 

When I found out that it was much more fun to party than run 140 miles per week I approached having a good time the same way. I wouldn’t stop drinking till I was either sick or passed out. Did I hear the whistle blow!! My mother couldn’t be both mother and father. God designed for us to live in a home with both Man and Woman as husband and wife to take care of children and raise a family. If you are a single parent don’t think you can do it all yourself. If you are a man and have lost your wife or a wife who has lost a husband listen to this. Your children need a Godly influence from someone from the opposite sex that can be a mentor. My mentor was my track coach. When I got to college, he wasn’t interested in me as a human being, it was all about performance and I didn’t want to let him down. He was so focused on winning that he couldn’t see me self destructing inside. If I had had someone to talk to things might have been different.
 

BUT, I wouldn’t change a day of my life because my days have made me one of the most thankful people on this earth. Without tragedy and trials I may never have accepted Jesus into my life. I was stubborn, had to find it on my own. I needed to be brought to my knees to know that I can do NOTHING good unless the Lord is behind it. All of us have baggage. I am so grateful that even though I didn’t have a mentor Jesus was still watching out for me even when I was giving him the stiff arm. He knew that I would come around.
 

I thank my dad for instilling in me the discipline to keep on keeping on. I thank my mom for being both a loving mother and father even though we gave her a tough time. I thank my friends for praying for me but most of all I thank Jesus from sparing me from Hell and letting me have eternal salvation through Jesus Christ. This life has been a great experience but I haven’t heard the whistle (Trumpet) blow yet, have you? That means we need not slack off. We need to share our faith to as many as will listen. There are more people that need to hear about Jesus because when that trumpet blows and we are taken to heaven we will not have another opportunity. If you have felt that you have done your work and need to relax, don’t. OK, we need to have some down time in this life as I’m learning but 
 

Matthew 9:37 “The harvest is plentiful but the workers are few.”
 

There is a lot to do. The fields are white and the harvest needs to be picked. People are dying everyday that have not heard the gospel. Don’t let an opportunity go by without taking the time to share your faith whether by action or deeds. Pray that the Lord would give you the perspective to love Him first, then your family and then take on the privilege of sharing your faith to others. I haven’t heard the whistle blow, there is till a lot more to do.
 

