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Jesus	 has	 given	 us	 many	 great	 things	 to	 ponder.	 His	 commission	 (that	 we	 call	 “the	 Great	
Commission”)	of	going	to	all	 the	nations	to	make	disciples,	baptizing,	and	teaching	(Mt.	28:18-20).	
The	greatest	command	of	loving	God	with	all	our	being	(Mt.	22:36).	The	great	faith	that	Jesus	saw	in	
the	centurion	(Mt.	8:10)	and	in	the	Syrophoenician	woman	(Mt.	15:28),	comprised	of	radical	humility	
and	 radical	 confidence	 in	 the	power	of	 Jesus.	He	also	 spoke	of	 the	greatest	person	being	 the	one	
who	serves	(Mt.	20:26).	And	he	taught	what	I	believe	to	be	the	greatest	truth	of	all	time—not	just	
that	there	is	a	God,	but	that	God	loves	us	radically	(John	3:16).		

Then,	there’s	one	more	thing	shared	by	Jesus’	best	friend	(John).	 It’s	his	prayer	 in	the	upper	room	
with	the	disciples	the	night	of	his	arrest,	only	hours	before	the	crucifixion.	I	consider	it	to	be	possibly	
the	greatest	prayer	of	all	time—rivaled	by	his	prayer	in	the	Garden	of	Gethsemane	(“not	my	will	but	
yours	be	done”),	and	his	prayer	from	the	cross	(“Father,	forgive	them	…”).	

The	activities	of	the	upper	room	the	night	of	the	arrest	are	so	significant	to	John	that	he	wrote	five	
pages	about	 it.	 Jesus	washed	feet.	 	He	broke	bread.	He	revealed	betrayal	and	denial.	He	promised	
the	 Holy	 Spirit.	 He	 warned	 of	 hard	 times.	 He	 described	 the	 essential	 work	 of	 the	 Comforter.	 He	
prayed	for	himself	and	his	disciples.	Then,	before	leading	the	disciples	to	the	place	of	his	arrest,	he	
prayed	for	us!	

I	pray	for	these	men.	But	I	am	also	praying	for	all	people	that	will	believe	in	me	because	of	
the	teaching	of	these	men.	Father,	I	pray	that	all	people	that	believe	in	me	can	be	one.	You	
are	in	me	and	I	am	in	you.	I	pray	that	these	people	can	also	be	one	in	us,	so	that	the	world	
will	believe	that	you	sent	me.	I	have	given	these	people	the	glory	that	you	gave	me.	I	gave	
them	this	glory	so	that	they	can	be	one,	the	same	as	you	and	I	are	one.	I	will	be	in	them,	and	
you	will	be	 in	me.	So	they	will	be	completely	one.	Then	the	world	will	know	that	you	sent	
me.	And	the	world	will	know	that	you	loved	these	people	the	same	as	you	loved	me.”		
(John	17:20-23,	English	Version	for	the	Deaf)	

Can	we	all	agree	that	prayer	 is	powerful?	Not	because	of	us;	but	because	of	the	One	to	whom	we	
pray!	 My	 wife,	 Anne,	 and	 I	 have	 primarily	 ministered	 in	 large	 and	 dynamic	 churches,	 while	 also	
serving	as	a	university	professor.	That	is,	until	a	seed	was	planted	and	watered	in	our	hearts	…	that	
we	should	plant	a	church	starting	from	scratch.	After	three	years	of	prayer	(saturated	with	seasons	
of	 fasting)	we	 launched	out	 from	 the	womb	of	 a	 large	 church	 in	Nashville	 (Tennessee)	 to	 plant	 a	
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church	in	the	fertile	soil	of	the	desert	metropolis	of	Phoenix	(Arizona).	The	church	rapidly	grew	from	
17	 to	 30	 to	 40	 to	 50	 to	 80	 to	 120	 to	 150	 and	 200.	We	 would	 even	 bump	 the	 occasional	 1,000	
attendees	at	Christmas	with	special	programs.		

Early	on,	we	decided	that	if	we	were	going	to	reach	the	people,	we	should	pray	for	the	people	of	our	
city	…	by	name.	So,	we	purchased	the	names	and	addresses	of	all	 the	residents	of	Anthem	(in	the	
north	tip	of	Phoenix)	…	and	divided	them	among	ourselves	for	40	days	of	prayer.	After	the	40	days,	
each	praying	person	would	send	a	postcard	 to	 the	 family	stating	 that	 they	had	been	prayed	 for	…	
and	some	of	the	specifics	of	the	prayers	but	giving	no	contact	information	(other	than	the	name	of	
the	church).	We	didn’t	want	the	card	to	be	an	ad	for	the	church;	just	a	note	of	blessing	in	the	name	
of	Jesus.	

Jane	Tilkey	 took	800	households	 to	pray	 for	by	name	for	40	days.	Her	 license	plate	on	her	old	car	
said,	“Jesus	loves	you,	but	I’m	his	favorite!”	She	meant	it	 in	jest,	but	she	felt	 it	 in	earnest.	And	she	
prayed	with	all	of	her	heart.	One	day	she	called	and	could	barely	talk.	I	heard	her	faintly	on	the	other	
end	 of	 the	 phone,	 “Tom,	 I	 can’t	 talk.”	 I	 thought	 she	 was	 dying.	 She	 had	 lost	 her	 voice	 praying	
fervently.	I	encouraged	her	to	record	the	names	and	as	she	prayed	she	could	play	the	recording	out	
loud	 to	 spare	 her	 voice.	 Many	 people	 responded.	 Some	 becoming	 part	 of	 our	 church	 without	
knowing	 they	were	 being	 prayed	 for.	 Some	 found	ways	 to	 thank	 us,	 like	 on	 social	media.	 Others	
found	my	phone	number	and	called.	Two	called	to	complain:	“What	gives	you	the	right	to	pray	for	
me?”	I	apologized	for	any	offense…	but	we	continued	to	pray.	They	couldn’t	stop	us.	

Some	years	later,	I	would	reluctantly	share	the	idea	with	my	friend	Dave	Clayton	who	planted	Ethos	
Church	 in	 Nashville,	 a	 church	 that	 had	 exploded	 in	 size	 to	 multiple	 thousands.	 After	 a	 year	 of	
resisting	 the	 urge	 to	 say	 anything,	 one	 day	 after	 worship	 I	 said	 to	 him,	 “Did	 you	 know	 you	 can	
purchase	the	names	and	addresses	of	everyone	in	Nashville?”	He	called	me	two	weeks	later	to	tell	
me	 that	at	 that	moment	 something	exploded	 in	his	mind	…	and	he	 couldn’t	 let	 it	 go.	He	 rallied	a	
group	of	some	40	pastors	(including	myself)	from	a	variety	of	denominations	and	shared	plans	for	a	
movement	of	prayer	to	bathe	the	city	of	Nashville.	Year	one,	200	churches	banded	together	to	pray	
for	 the	 city—by	 name!	 Year	 two,	 300	 churches	 joined	 forces	 to	 pray	 for	 our	 neighbors.	 They	 are	
currently	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 third	 year,	 and	 Dave	 tells	 me	 it	 is	 spreading	 to	 other	 cities	 and	
countries.	

Here	are	the	points	I	want	you	to	ponder	today:	

1.		Pray	for	the	unity	of	God’s	people:		

Jesus	did.	

2.		Repent	of	drawing	man-made	lines	that	divide:		

Let	me	tell	you	about	an	accidental	church	plant	among	the	Navajo	Nation	 in	Arizona.	As	Anne	
and	I	were	preparing	for	a	church	plant	in	Arizona,	a	friend	came	to	me	in	private	with	this	word:	
“Do	something	for	the	Navajos.”	I	was	targeting	a	new	city	(Anthem)	at	the	north	tip	of	Phoenix.	I	
explained	to	him	that	the	people	moving	 in	 looked	a	 lot	 like	me.	They	weren’t	Navajo.	“Well,	 if	
you	get	a	chance.	They	need	all	the	help	they	can	get.”	I	assured	him	that	I	would	if	I	could.	
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Soon	after	we	moved	to	Anthem,	I	got	a	phone	call—from	a	Navajo.	“This	is	Mahilda	Tsosie.	Do	
you	 remember	 me?”	 I	 did.	 I	 had	 baptized	 her	 mother,	 Rosita,	 while	 preaching	 at	 Northwest	
(Phoenix)	over	a	decade	before.	I	remembered	Rosita	bringing	her	husband	and	children	to	study	
the	Bible	on	a	regular	basis—like	a	mama	duck	leading	her	family	across	the	road	to	our	building.	
Rosita	 stepped	 into	 the	water	of	 baptism.	 Later,	 the	Rileys	moved	back	 to	 Tennessee,	 and	 the	
Tsosies	back	to	the	Navajo	Reservation.	

“I	heard	you	were	back	in	Arizona,”	she	said.	“I	need	to	be	baptized.	Can	you	find	water?”	They	
drove	five	hours	from	Pinon	to	Anthem,	and	we	found	water.	Then,	every	six	months	or	so	I’d	get	
a	 call,	 “Can	 you	 find	 water?”	 I	 found	 water	 in	 pools	 and	 hot	 tubs	 all	 over	 Anthem,	 and	 we	
baptized	Navajos.	

I	was	laser-focused	on	my	mission	in	Anthem.	It	consumed	me.	In	the	eight	years	of	the	church	
plant,	 we	 squeezed	 in	 only	 one	 trip	 to	 visit	 our	 friends	 in	 Pinon	 who	 live	 in	 Third	 World	
conditions.	 Eleven	people	welcomed	us	 into	one	 tiny	house.	 They	 cooked	burgers,	 and	we	ate	
under	a	carob	tree,	being	careful	not	to	bite	a	fly.	

I	 asked	 the	 children’s	 names	 and	 the	meanings.	 One	was	 Becha-a:	 “No	 Room.”	When	 he	was	
born,	there	was	no	crib	for	him.	They	wrapped	him	in	a	blanket	and	put	him	on	the	floor.	He	was	
Becha-a.	On	his	first	birthday,	everyone	got	a	piece	of	his	birthday	cake	before	they	realized	he	
didn’t	get	a	piece.	He	was	Becha-a.	Excited	on	his	first	day	of	school	he	rushed	to	his	classroom	
where	everybody	had	a	desk	except	.	.	.	Becha-a.		

Our	growing	church	(Canyon)	sent	Bibles	to	them,	blankets	in	the	winter,	and	toys	at	Christmas.	
Becha-a	usually	got	something	extra—money	tucked	in	his	Bible	or	in	his	Christmas	gift.	(Later,	I	
learned	that	he	would	take	the	extra	money	and	buy	something	he	could	share	with	everyone.)	
In	the	meantime,	my	life	was	consumed	with	the	new	church	in	Anthem.	When	it	was	ready	to	fly	
on	its	own,	we	moved	back	to	Nashville.	God	continued	to	bless	the	church	plant	in	Phoenix—and	
He	blessed	the	seed	planted	among	the	Navajo.	

Recently,	I	learned	that	a	church	in	Kentucky	was	sending	a	builder	to	help	some	Navajo	mission	
effort.		I	called	him	and	pointed	his	heart	toward	Pinon.	Several	Navajo	missions	are	more	noted	
and	more	 visited	 by	mission	 groups,	 but	 here	 is	 one	where	God	 is	 doing	 something	with	 little	
assistance	 from	 the	 outside.	 I	 decided	 to	 go	 along	 to	 touch	 what	 God	 is	 doing.	 So,	 Jasper	
Pinkerton	 and	 I	 flew	 from	 Nashville	 to	 Phoenix,	 got	 a	 car,	 and	 drove	 the	 five	 hours	 north	 of	
Phoenix	 for	 the	 second	 time.	 I’ll	 always	 remember	 the	 first	 directions	 I	 got	 from	 my	 Navajo	
friends,	initially	going	north	from	Winslow	and	finally	coming	to	dirt,	we	were	to	“turn	left	at	the	
refrigerator	by	the	side	of	the	road.”		

On	this	trip	they	surprised	us.	They	had	transformed	the	chopped-off	bed	of	a	pickup	truck	into	a	
baptistery.	We	 lined	 it	with	 tarp	 and	 “found	water”—$5	worth	 trucked	 from	 town.	 And	 three	
more	stepped	in	with	Jesus.		

3.		Refuse	to	caricature	others.	Instead,	see	God’s	activity	in	others:		

I	call	this	“good	gossip!”	Don’t	be	like	a	buzzard	looking	for	something	to	pick	at.	Be	like	a	robin	
looking	for	something	to	sing	about.	Like	the	incredible	revival	happening	at	Asbury	University	in	
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Kentucky	…	still	going	to	this	day!	It	is	sparking	other	flames	of	revival	on	other	campuses	across	
America.		

4.	 	Ponder	what	the	Bible	says	about	going,	 loving,	being	humble,	being	a	servant,	tasting	God’s	
own	love	for	us,	and	Christ’s	prayer	for	unity:		

Ponder	these	great	moves	of	God.	His	commission	(that	we	call	“the	Great	Commission”)	of	going	
to	 all	 the	 nations	 to	 make	 disciples,	 baptizing,	 and	 teaching	 (Mt.	 28:18-20).	 The	 greatest	
command	 of	 loving	 God	 with	 all	 our	 being	 (Mt.	 22:36).	 The	 great	 faith	 that	 Jesus	 saw	 in	 the	
centurion	(Mt.	8:10)	and	in	the	Syrophoenician	woman	(Mt.	15:28),	comprised	of	radical	humility	
and	radical	confidence	in	the	power	of	Jesus.	He	also	spoke	of	the	greatest	person	being	the	one	
who	serves	(Mt.	20:26).	And	he	taught	what	I	believe	to	be	the	greatest	truth	of	all	time—not	just	
that	there	is	a	God,	but	that	God	loves	us	radically	(John	3:16).	

5.		Take	baby	steps	toward	unity:		

It	was	 in	prayer	one	day	that	 I	 felt	 the	tug	to	go	across	 the	street	 to	 the	church	next	door	and	
meet	the	pastor.	 	 I	took	a	baby	step	and	went	to	meet	him.	He	told	me	I	should	plant	a	church	
some	day.	 His	words	 burned	 in	my	 heart	 until	we	 did	 drop	 everything	 and	 plant	 a	 church	 ten	
years	later.	It	was	in	prayer	one	day	that	I	felt	another	tug	to	cross	two	streets	to	meet	a	different	
pastor.	I	took	a	baby	step.	I	met	Scotty	Smith	and	Scott	Roley.	They	said	they’d	seen	the	news	of	
my	arrival	 in	town	in	the	local	newspaper	and	that	they	had	been	praying	for	me	that	morning.	
Nine	 years	 later	 one	 of	 them	 would	 be	 my	 church	 planting	 coach.	 The	 other	 told	 me,	 “Do	
something	for	the	Navajo.”	

Let’s	pray.	

	


