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LEARNING THE
L ANGUAGE OF FAITH

Praying until the Answers
Come...and What
to Do When They Don't.

Lose the impartunity of praver . . . lose
the real conflict of will and will, lose the
habit of wrestling and the hope of pre-
vailing with God, make it mere walking
with God in friendly talk; and precious
as that is, vet you tend to lose the reality

of prayer at last,

P. T. ForsyTH!



ometimes God invites us on a journey that if we knew

from the start where it would take us, we might

politely decline to go along. But the Almighty—wise
and winsome and well aware of our weaknesses—moves in
quietly, wooing us like a suitor until we find ourselves bear-
ing a burden bigger than our faith and carrying it longer
than we planned, if we planned at all. When this happens, it
is a rare gift, one that we will never be the same for having
opened. I know because I've talked to many prayer warriors
along the way who, except for a few derails, tell the same
tale. I know because it happened to me, and almost every-
thing I’ve learned about faith came through that experience.
This is the story I must tell.

On March 23, 1993, the Lord began to speak to my
heart abour a work He was going to do in our community
and the church my husband and 1 had planted eleven years
prior. At the rime | knew very little about hearing God’s
voice, but in the quiet of my devotions I sensed a stream of
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INTIMATE INTERCESSION

words in my spirit and knew | needed to write them down.

Following is an excerpt from my writings on thar day:

I bave @ work to do in the very beart of New Hope. Do
not look to the left or to the right but only to Me. I will
make the path straight, but it will lead through many days
of darkness . . . In the midst of the darkest days My Light
will begin to shine, and it will increase to a vast flame that
will bring to life those frozen by woundedness, weakness,
and sin. And 1 will rejoice over You to do You good, and
I will faithfully plant You in the land with all My beart
and with all My soul.

Not having any idea what [ ought to do with this, I
decided not ro tell anyone and just wait and see what might
happen.

The pilgrimage thar followed was one of great hope and
joyful yearnings, vet it was fraught with frustration and fail-
ure as well. T was often tempted to let God and myself off
the hook by explaining those words away as some kind of
vain imagination, but He kept pursuing me, a reality for
which I am deeply grateful. Because if He hadn’t, I would
not have learned the awesome joy of wrestling with Him, of
crying out, as Jacob did, that I wasn’t going to let go until
He blessed me. I would not have experienced the exquisite
mystery of prayer without words, of groanings so deep there
is no language to adequately express them.

I would not have discovered that faith is far more pro-
found than some kind of currency with which we buy
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LEARMING THE LANGUAGE OF Faltn

answers to prayer. I would not have learned about obtain-
ing a restimony and why God’s responses often look like the
scorpions and snakes Jesus said a good father would never
give. Most of all, I would not have experienced the wonder
of a Lord who rewards those who seek Him with gifts far
greater than the ones they’d sought.

WHAT I Down't Know

I’ll share that story and its unsettling stages later, but first I
want to offer some biblical principles concerning faith. For
many years | have been disturbed by the amount of dogma
in the Christian community concerning the issue of faith,
which leaves people with little confidence and a lot of guilt
about prayer. I hope to show that faith is a gift God grants
to each of us, and faith can be a very simple thing, once we
understand what the Bible says about it. At the same time,
there are some questions concerning faith thar I cannot
answer and some issues that perplex me still as an interces-
sor. Since it seems only fair that you know what these are
from the start, this is where I'll begin.

For example, I do not know why God answers some
prayers and doesn’t answer others. It’s not that there isn’t a
list of good reasons—our sin, His will, impure motives, the
greater plan, etc. But there are times when these aren't
enough to settle my soul, when I can’t come up with a logi-
cal explanation for God’s failure to do the things I've asked
on behalf of others.

I shared in an earlier chapter of the joy in being used to
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