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Author’s Notes


	

	Greetings to each and every one of you! I’m so glad that you’ve taken out both the time and the opportunity to read this piece. Of that, I’m grateful. I truly hope that you enjoy reading it as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it.


	Now I’ve been traveling with the ministry for quite some time now, and it deeply saddens me that so many people follow the same religious routines day in and day out.  Praise the Lord on Sunday mornings and sometimes on Wednesday nights, and the rest of the week many of us unconsciously begin to tune God out.  We become just like the Pharisees in Luke 6 where we proclaim (more or less with our actions rather than our words) that Jesus is only Lord on Sunday mornings, and that He only has the power to deliver inside of the four walls that we call church. We only comfort people on Sundays. We only encourage and communicate with our neighbors on bible nights. But where is the healing, the words of wisdom, and the love of Jesus shown to one another every other day of the week?


	People still need you to lift them up in prayer on Tuesdays. The sick and shut-in still need to see your faces on Thursdays.  Our children still need spiritual guidance on Fridays.  It’s a known fact that people can go to church with the same people for years on end and still aren’t able to recall one another’s names, birthdays, likes and dislikes, or even where they stay. It’s like we’re living in a season where we’re proclaiming Christ, but we’re forgetting how to live like Him.  


	With that said, I hope that you enjoy the read. GOD BLESS!!!!!


	 




 


	Matthew 28: 19-20 (NKJV)


	“. . .Go therefore and make disciples of all the nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and the of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all things that I have commanded you; and lo, I am with you always, even to the end of the age.” Amen.


	 


	Verb usage: Go, Make, Baptize, and Teach


	 













Part I: Go



	 





Chapter 1:
Recycling stops here!



	A few days ago, I went to visit my great-grandma.  Being of old age and highly stuck in her ways, there’s one golden rule: ‘You don’t come to Mema’s house empty handed. It’s a B.Y.O. (Bring Your Own) affair.’ So that day being pretty hungry myself, I brought some food.  We had KFC chicken with a side of mashed potatoes and a side of green beans. As we sat down to eat, I began to distribute the utensils (the plates, the forks, and the napkins).  That night, we ate, talked, and ate some more.  When we finished, I knew that it would be my job to clear the table.  Since everything was plastic, there would be no dish washing for me, so I started to throw everything away.  


	Watching in shock, my grandma asked me, ‘Child, what are you doing.’ Feeling confused, I replied anyway, ‘I’m clearing the table.’ 


	Getting up, my great-grandma then said, ‘Child this ain’t the city.  We don’t throw anything away here. Give the scraps to the cats and clean the forks?’ 


	‘Why mema?’


	‘Child, we can use them again.’


	Feeling defeated, I retrieve the materials from the trash. 


	Some of you may find this pointless or even silly, but believe me, I did too. But time brings about a change. I didn’t understand it then, but I understand it now.  My great-grandma is 98 years old.  She grew up at the tail end of World War I, in the heart of the great depression, through World War II, and even Vietnam.  Being on the farm most of her life, she was never a soldier, but she was always taught how to survive.  And growing up in her era, you didn’t just throw things away.  You recycled them.


	In much of the same way, we ‘recycle’ Christians in the house of God.  We go to the same church with the same people week after week and year after year.  We preach to the same people. We encourage the same people. We pray for the same people.  Prophecy is no longer honored as a gift, because we are prophesying to the same people about the same situations. And yet and still, if truth be told, many of these people still remain unchanged.  People are still carrying the same sins to the altar.  People are still part-taking in the same lifestyles. People are still running and shouting with the Holy Ghost but walk outside of the church doors cussing and swearing.  Something is definitely wrong!


	We’re taking old habits, old sins, and old problems to the cross again and again. It’s gotten to the point that we’re no longer ministering, we’re recycling.  In Mark 2:17, Jesus says, ‘. . .Those who are well have no need of a physician, but those who are sick.  I did not come to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.’ In other words, we can’t keep recycling the saved to the point that we lose sight of the lost and broken-hearted. 
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