A Yellow Rose from Katie

The air was crisp and the sky unleashed persistent pellets of water on the chilly morning of March 11th. This was my morning to pray outside of Planned Parenthood. Feeling drained from a particularly challenging week, I was fighting lies from the enemy that I was not qualified to pray outside of Planned Parenthood. After all, what could God do through me, right? Ever been there?

Katie clearly stood out, not fitting in amongst the eight others holding signs pleading for life. Appearing defiant, she held her sign in favor of abortion and continued governmental provision for Planned Parenthood. As I listened to her hostile tone, I was aware that I was in a pickle, one of which I was highly inexperienced at addressing. While aware of Katie’s significant need for His love, I was also aware that Katie was being used by the enemy who was aggressively working through her to thwart God’s plans outside of Planned Parenthood. “Inappropriate” would be putting it mildly should I dare repeat the words that Katie spoke to us, over us, and video-taped in front of us; and which, by the way included two teenage girls…

As I stood there praying and listening to the multiple confrontations between Katie and each person on our team, I was grieved inside. My grief had many faces, not the least of which was that fellow Christians were arguing with Katie, playing right into the hands of the enemy. So, I asked Pam, the prayer partner closest to me if she felt comfortable singing Amazing Grace. Thankfully, she did. And, as our team joined-in, quietly singing, Katie put away her sign, turned away from us, and walked towards the parking lot. Slowly, and unexpectedly, she returned carrying four yellow roses.

Though Katie’s objection to our stand for life was still present after her return, it was slightly less vigorous now. As I prayed and asked the Holy Spirit what I was to do, I heard the words, “Ask Katie what she needs.” Hesitantly but obediently, and with confidence cushioned by a soft tone, I asked Katie what she needed. After a long pause, and with a puzzled grimace, she asked, “What?” Again, I asked, “Katie, you are here today, what is that you need?” This was a countenance turning point for Katie. Now, she appeared lucid and began to list off her needs one-by-one. With each need declared, I began to ask her questions about her needs, why each need was important to her, etc. 

Once Katie got through the periphery of her “needs,” she confessed that she had been raped and was prevented from having an abortion. She said that she was so angry at the people (presumably, her parents) who would not allow her to have an abortion. I asked how old her baby was? 18 months. Was it a boy or girl? A boy. His name? Cody. Was she taking care of him? No, she was declared an unfit mother. Oh, so much hurt! Katie’s countenance went from angry and brash to a softer, less vigorous look - obviously the appearance of a hurting person. 

The increasing force of the downpour abruptly ended our time with Katie, who now more peaceful, had to leave for work. Just before she returned to her car, she asked if I would accept her yellow, thornless rose. Gladly, I accepted her gift! A yellow rose is a sign of friendship and hopefully an indication that she will know friendship with God soon.

What I learned from this incredible hour?

That we cannot argue anyone into God’s Kingdom or away from a conviction - “Arguing and quarreling produce nothing.” - Titus 3:9
      

That asking and listening to the Holy Spirit are critical. And, that simple obedience is the lane in which God’s Spirit works miracles.
That, too often, I rely on myself, my knowledge, and my “statistics and facts,” rather than relying on the Holy Spirit to give me the words to speak.
That worship causes the enemy to flee.
That my weaknesses are not a come-and-go thing - in fact, they are my 24/7 reality. This acknowledgement enables me to operate in His strength.
Finally, that stepping out into the thing which is not your comfort zone is invigorating, faith-building, draws you closer to Him, and is oh-so satisfying!  
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