Isn’t it Crazy?


Isn’t it crazy how things change?  I was born into the Asbury family when the church was meeting at the old Jeffrey’s Grove Elementary School building.  Pastor David Brownlee baptized me; Susan Huckaby taught me how to sing; Pastor Jerry Smith confirmed me; Gayle Starkey gave me a great job at Afterschool; and David Richter… well, uhm… he was there too!  After the loving guidance of my parents, perhaps the second greatest factor in shaping my walk with the Lord has been the loving influence of the people at Asbury. 


Now, I’ve moved on to the world of college or ‘the real world’ or ‘the best years of my life’ or ‘the personal revolutions for independence from parents.’  Call it what you want.  My running theme in college has been becoming my own person, plain and simple.  


Though I moved on to UNC-Chapel Hill (please keep reading even if you’re not a big fan of the Heels.  I believe God can work at Duke too.), the ideals of faith, hope and love taught to me by my parents and instilled in me by the people of Asbury never left my mind.  I became highly involved with Intervarsity Christian Fellowship (or IV), and this past spring break, I was presented the opportunity to join them in God’s work with the people of London.  I prayed about it, and with the help of Asbury, I went.


Previously, when I thought of London, I thought of tea and strumpets and elderly royalty and red soldiers and London Bridge falling down and pale people with cool accents.  I had never crossed an ocean before, and this was evident in my naïve ideas.  


God’s trip with me to London corrected my many perceptions of foreign cultures, mainly because our mission concerned the large South Asian population in London.  Yes, you read that correctly: South Asians.  There are over a million South Asians in London alone.  (If you want the detailed history of why, ask someone that paid attention in World Civilizations class.)


God, myself and 14 other team members spent eight days working with The New Life Masih Ghar (Messiah House), a church focused on reaching South Asians in London.  We learned about the three main religious cultures we would encounter: Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs.  We then took that knowledge along with our passion for the Lord out into the marketplaces and neighborhoods of London by setting up book tables and going door-to-door.


The book tables were an efficient way of spreading the Word about Jesus through texts that were written in all the many languages spoken by the South Asian people.  We handed out flyers and books and had conversations with anyone of South Asian decent.  I had one conversation with a young Muslim man named Mohammed for two and a half hours, merely because I asked him about his faith.  God taught me to listen.


Door-to-door ministry in South Asian neighborhoods was a challenge because though I consider myself bold, I still fear rejection.  Our tool for the strangers we spoke to was a religious survey, where residents were asked about their religious backgrounds and perceptions about our Savior.  One young woman by the name of Priya admitted that her Sikh background was merely her culture, not her beliefs.  She knew no personal God.  She knew no need for a personal Savior.  God taught me that He is personal.   


God taught me so many things in London, and He was the only reason I was able to go.  The Lord had used Asbury in my life since I was a child, and then He answered my prayers with Asbury again when I was in need of support for this trip.  Isn’t it crazy how God is in control?  Isn’t it crazy how He listens?  Isn’t it crazy how the Creator of the world can be personal with us, how He can create me as His own child?  Isn’t it crazy how He loves us…

