THE CHOPSTICKS

(A Dream:  Pastor Skip Wright, 9/10/02)

A friend led me into the small restaurant.  I was a bit apprehensive, somewhat cordial, yet not too friendly….no smiles or anything like that.  I was seated at the counter and promptly greeted by an old man, the owner of the restaurant….he was a very friendly, soft spoken, very polite Chinese gentleman….very slight in build with thinning white hair on his head and a sparse white beard and fu man chu type of moustache.

He grinned politely at me as the friend that had brought me into the place introduced us to each other.  I sat with a slight smile and even less of a response to the introduction.  And still, the old man remained very polite, very warm and very friendly towards me as I took my stool.  But, the “friend” who brought me in and others in the restaurant were beginning to look with a bit of coldness and apparent anger at my chilled behavior towards the old man.

The old man politely took my order, and as he did, I found myself unable or unwilling to look him in the eyes for very long, and instead chose to look down towards the counter and away from this gentle man.  

It was as I stared down towards the counter and away from the kindly old man that I noticed a large stack of chopsticks on the counter, hidden from view from the old man and the rest of the restaurant staff and customers.  I noticed that these chopsticks were loosely stacked and not tied in a secure bundle at all, but was “an accident waiting to happen”.  

I found myself thinking that I should say something, but something stronger kept me from speaking up and alerting the old man or anyone else on staff of the pile of chopsticks.  I even thought of reaching over and trying to bundle them into more manageable smaller stacks, or even just laying them out so that the stack wouldn’t fall apart.  I was afraid that if I’d even touch the flimsy stack that I would create more chaos and draw unwanted, embarrassing attention to myself, a lot more than I had already created upon my entry into the restaurant.  So, I opted to just leave them alone and “pretend” that they weren’t there, leaving them to their own fate and hoping that if they did fall, as I was sure they would, they wouldn’t fall until I had eaten and left the restaurant.

But, that was not to be the case.  As the gentle old man brought my meal to me and began to set the plate down before me, he ever so slightly brushed against the hidden stack of disaster and the unsettled stack of chopsticks went rolling everywhere.  There were chopsticks rolling off the counter towards the front, rear and sides, all over the place.  And there was no stopping them.  

The shocking thing was that the whole time this was happening, I just sat and watched as the old man himself scrambled feebly to retrieve as many of the utensils as he could before they rolled off the counter top.  In the process he accidentally dropped my plate onto the floor at his feet behind the counter and began to weep, begging my forgiveness for what he thought to be his “clumsiness” in ruining my meal both with the dropped plate and the loose chopsticks.

Now the restaurant staff, my “friend” (who I don’t know), and the other patrons, were glaring at me with an almost hateful look in there eyes.  But, the old man would speak to them all and ask them to not hold this thing against me, all the while picking up the chopsticks, then as he was scraping up my spilt dinner. 

It was as he was cleaning up this mess and as I watched him peacefully, yet with a hurt look in his eyes, smiling up at me as I looked at him, that my heart suddenly broke and I began to cry uncontrollably.  I leaped off the stool I was sitting on, bent over and gently took the little broom and dust pan from the old man and began to scoop up the spilled food into the pan and dump it into the garbage container.

I remember the two of us looking at each other, weeping, and then I asked him to forgive me.  No, I begged his forgiveness and he not only said he forgave me, but gently put his hand over mine and we both cleaned up the mess I could have prevented in the first place had I said shared what I’d known.

I woke up from the dream at the point just as I was leaving that restaurant and standing just outside the front door with the old man and I looking lovingly, forgivingly and gracefully, towards each other, and no words could express the love that flowed from me to him and him to me.

I asked the Lord to tell me what this all meant and the message I got most immediately is that we are in a time frame that is unpredictable and uncertain as to how much time we have before Jesus’ returns for His bride, the church, those of us who know Him as Lord.  Therefore it is important that we not put off ministering to people and praying about and pointing out things to the world that would lead so many to destruction and that we need to recognize and allow the Holy Spirit to stir us to minister to the lost as never before.

If we just sit and allow only those “certain few” (pastors, teachers, evangelists and missionaries) to do all the work for us, we are not only short changing ourselves and them that are lost in the knowledge of God and the realization of who Jesus truly is, but, we are also being rebellious and stubborn.  

In the Old Testament, this type of behavior was and should still be today referred to as “stiff necked”.  That’s how God described the Israelites who would whine and sit and expect Moses and God to do everything for them, including find water and provide food for them.  They refused to obey God and do what He told them to do, but chose to let others do for them.  

How many of us are going to just sit back and ignore danger signals.  Are you willing to just sit by and let your family, friends, loved ones kill themselves and go to hell?  Are you willing to just watch all this go on, knowing in your own heart that they don’t know what they’re doing.  They don’t even see it, but YOU do!  Now is the time, the appointed time of the Lord when we are not to be afraid of what man could or would do to us or what they would think of us, but instead, be more greatly concerned of how the Lord God looks at us.

Remember, Jesus set the example.  He brought things out in the open for all to see.  Not to embarrass, but to enlighten us all to the dangers ahead.  The Psalms teach us, “Thy word (the Lord’s word, His WORD) is a light unto our feet and a light unto our path (the road we travel and the way we choose to live our lives).” (Psalm 119:105)  

The light is sent to chase away darkness and show us the way we should go.  Jesus, The Light, The True Light, accomplishes that same purpose in each of us who call Him Lord, and He wants us to shed that light abroad to those who are still in darkness, that none of them should perish. “Let your light (the Light of Jesus that is in you) so shine among men that they may see your good works and glorify the Father in Heaven.” (Matthew 5:16)
There will be those who would still rather stumble in the darkness or may be afraid of the Light.  But, it’s their choice.  Our choice is a much harsher, more hurtful one, do we let them go without at least giving them a chance to come to the Light of Jesus, or do we just sit on the stool and hope they find their own way before disaster hits.  

What choice will you make today?  If this story touched your heart I pray you ask God to forgive you and allow the Holy Spirit, in Jesus’ name, to stir your heart to repentance and that He guide you into the Light of Jesus in new and greater ways.

If you’ve read this and you don’t know Jesus’ as your Lord and Savior, I pray that you would open your hearts to Him and ask Him into your hearts and be your Lord.  He’s longing to come in and fill you with His love, joy and peace.   

