President’s prayer breakfast, do you want to go? 

Yes I want to go! Can I? Out of seemingly no where, we were invited to go to the prayer breakfast in Washington o.k.  Just like that-- from not even being on my radar-- to rearranging life to go to in just less than a week. First, I started sorting out my schedule to see what all had to be done before leaving, the next big thing was what in the world am I going to wear? Congressional dinners and a luncheon and breakfast and??? Oh dear, oh dear, what to wear indeed! I have a hard enough time figuring out what to wear to church and blue jeans are always an option. But a tour of the white house and dinners and a whole itinerary of meetings sent me to the closet tapping my finger to my chin, hmmm, him, hmm, and wishing for a fairy god mother.

 Now I know some of you could go pick out hat to wear in minutes or some would not think it a big deal but I was feeling like I was back in fifth grade and it was a big field trip to the capital! With not but a 15 minute slot to go to the store amidst all I had to do to get my schedule clear, shopping was not an option. Ugh. Fairy tale opportunities and Cinderella’s closet! Making the last minute calls and checking on my to-do lists I had to keep blocking out the question what am I going to wear? One of my final calls the night before leaving me excitedly shared my adventure of the next few days. With out me even whining about the wardrobe situation, my friend offered me her beautiful long mink coat to wear! "Seriously?'(I thought back to a similar situation that I got to wear a fur coat and felt like I was royalty) "
You better clear that with your husband, do you think he would mind?" "No, he is right here shaking his head yes." "Oh I would love to!" "Just stop by the house. It’s lying on the chair. I have been using it to walk the dog in the morning--it’s so warm I just throw it over my pajamas."-- That’s it! I could just wear pajamas and a fur coat! (Of course heels would be a must!) I stood in my closet pondering the idea after picking up the coat, wishing the pajamas could be a viable option under the fur. But alas, real clothes would have to somehow make it into that suitcase.

 Somehow I pulled together a few outfits and begun my exciting adventure, going over all the details of which earrings would look best and which purse would cover all the events, etc. with my mind in a buzz it was just minutes until the plane landed and we were driving by the Lincoln memorial. I felt like I needed to start singing the battle hymn of the republic, put my hand over my heart and stand at attention. It didn't seem like it should just be scenery passing by my window. There was the holocaust museum and the Smithsonian; they were just on the other side of my window pane. Wow, years of history scrolled by the taxi as if on a monitor screen--but tit was the real thing the white house, the capital, the Supreme Court--the Washington monument and Arlington national cemetery. There for the stopping for the listening, for the pondering yet the taxi stopped at a mere hotel, where we unloaded re-dressed and headed off for the first formal event. There was a holding back of my heart; could these places be as grand inside as they were outside? Would there be disappointment in the events? Did the coat hide my insecurity? My eyes and heart danced in big swoosh ball room style as I entered the lobby. The Willard is famous and I could see why. Oh the beauty of the crown moldings and the marble floors and the decor was hung with dignity and grandeur. I felt the pride of each stitch and each tassel, the dazzle of each crystal hanging from the mammoth chandeliers. I couldn't snap photos fast enough even though it was only the camera of my mind. Click-click-click, my shutter snapping continually I slowly settled my eye to the people at hand and became enchanted with the people in the same sort of fairy tale way as the room had beckoned my attention moments earlier. Soon the program begun and a young woman stood and sang. I had had this happen before as Aaron, ebony, and others have sung at our church, but right then it was happening again the woman’s voice expressed my heart.  I felt as though she was singing for me (not to me), worshipping God for my heart as I agreed in song, almost as though it was a voice I once had back in the garden. It was a beautiful experience and seemed to match the enchantment of the night.

Finally the event we had all been waiting for was about to begin; breakfast with the president and the officials of Washington o.k. the official prayer breakfast for the year--the 56th one of our country. More political leaders gathered there than any other event all year except the state of the union address itself. There they were, admitting and confessing to God that we need His help and there is no One else that can come to the rescue. Some understood it better than others I am sure but those who didn't seem to have the voice right now that the press usually billows out as though they were the voice of America. right then for those minutes there seemed to be the voice of the people saying God we believe that You alone can help us , our nation, and You are the only hope for mankind-- on behalf of all not able to come, we come and bow our heads and ask for Your divine help. There were dignitaries from all over the world, presidents, kings, prime ministers, ambassadors, congressmen, senators, members of foreign parliaments. Although I was swallowed in the excitement I realized without really minding, that I was a mere peon. Glad to just be there at all, I expected no one to know my name, no one to know where I was from, what I had on--or even care. Not one of them were impressed with my beautiful mink coat or felt my toes struggling for room in my shoes neatly crossed under the table, I was an unknown among the other 4,000 people gathered. but it was to be expected in a room so full of important people---I didn't really even think about it until Michael w. smith sat at the piano and began to  sing "above all powers, above all kings, above all rulers and all created things...You were there before it all began..." my eyes welled with tears. Above all these, there is one greater; above all of this there is One God. Above all the dividing lines of countries, above all the fragmentations of race, above the highest of the high--there is One Supreme Holy God. He is so above and beyond but then it hit me---He knows my name! He knows where I live! He knows exactly what I had on and He did care! He liked that my friend let me wear her gorgeous coat, He liked that she shared and that I felt pretty in it  and He knew that my shoes being cute were worth the pain of my toes fighting for room in there--at least to me, I think He laughed that I think so silly. But right then the nothingness of who I am melted and I felt like I was at the head table with the King of Kings and Lord of Lords. We all were just His kids gathered around His table thanking Him and asking for His help. For just a moment the president and I were brother and sister and nothing mattered but what daddy had to say. Tears dripped of my face and then I pulled myself together knowing full well this was not the time or place for a melt down. The president and others spoke, there was a unity and a need for God that I have never heard reported, not even on the most conservative networks. There was a moving that God is at work in Washington D.C. and around the world, there was hope and light in a place I thought was dark. I may not have had an interview with the president like Barbara Walters or be on a show with Shawn Hanity but I am reporting God still has that good news. The battle is over and He has won, may we continue to declare it. The evening came and the close was a video interview with former Prime Minister Bhutto, before her assassination on December 27th, 2007--amazing. And just like that the clock struck midnight and I was back in Snellville.

One day this will not be my fairy tale adventure of Cinderella goes to Washington D.C. dressed in a borrowed fur, I will be summoned and invited by the King himself. I will wear a robe of righteousness and like the fur coat i borrowed, this will not be my own either-- it is the righteousness of Christ alone. It will not only make me feel pretty it will cover all my sin and remove them never to be heard from again. A taxi? No, I will ride on the chariots of the wind, pass thru all of history and take up residence in a land prepared for me.  The mansions will be not strung together from the memories of my mind but with great pearls and jewels of revelation. The crystal chandeliers will not be needed--there will be no night, the streets will be tarred with gold and the river will not be the Potomac but a river of life. I will live happily ever after in a tale that will just be starting.

