STOPPING TRAFFIC
In our fast pace society we do not slow down very often.  We are wide open most of the time, running late for work, school or church.  Even when work, school and church are over we do not slow down.  We run at a break neck speed to get home.


It is sad to say that it often takes an accident to slow everyone down.  In traffic we do not want to stop but we are sometimes forced to.  A mile down the road and thirty minutes later we see an overturned vehicle or a couple of cars with damage or sometimes just an automobile that ran out of gas.  We really had no choice in the matter we had to slow down.

Our problem does not always lie in the traffic but also in our everyday living.  Maybe our lives have too much traffic.  “I need to get the kids to ball practice and then I have a parent/teacher meeting.  I must then get home and bake a cake for a bake sale tomorrow.”  All these things take place after work.  Yes, the traffic in life is going both directions at break neck speed.

Christ experienced the traffic also.  One day a man named Jairus came to Jesus seeking the Lord’s help for his daughter who was near death.  As Christ was on his way to heal Jairus daughter a woman with an issue of blood stopped him, also needing his healing touch.  Jesus stopped and helped the woman with the blood disease and though he received news that Jairus daughter had died, Jesus had time for her healing also.  Christ also took personal time for prayer.

Why does it take something bad to slow our pace? God may slow our traffic for us because he knows that we will not voluntarily slow down on our own.  Sometimes it may be through difficulties or it may be through simpler methods.  I saw a simpler method today.  A man his wife and two children were standing on the bank of Pigeon Creek.  They all sat down, removed their shoes and socks, rolled up their pants legs and began wading in the creek.  What a way to slow down?

On Kathie and my last trip to Little Rock we experienced a slow-down in fact a stop in traffic at the intersection of West Markum and Mississippi Avenue.  It took a little while to reach the crossing but no one was impatient and blowing horns as usual.  When we finally pulled up to the intersection we found the problem was not a disabled car.  No, it was a mother duck and her little ducklings attempting to cross the street.  This was quite unusual because there was no creek, pond or lake in that part of town.  As we looked to all the vehicles surrounding us there were no frowns or scowling faces, in fact, everyone had smiles.  The traffic stop had been good for all of us. 

Lord, you are so good to us.  Thank you for the stoppage in our traffic.

Yours in Christ,

Brother Randy Burtram
