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A
I have been a Presbyterian for more than twenty-five years, and the churches 
of which I have been a member over those years—and most of those that I 
have visited around the United States—have all celebrated World Communion 
on the first Sunday in October. At the same time, the “trajectory” of my career 
in Presbyterian mission has brought me (repeatedly) into connection and 
conversation, into partnership and prayer, into mission and ministry with the 
Global Church. Over the recent years, in fact, my mission-related travels have 
taken me to China, Pakistan, North Korea, Russia, Hungary, Costa Rica, Brazil, 
Ecuador, Cuba, Barbados, Jamaica, Haiti, Malawi, Kenya, Lebanon, Iran, Syria, 
Iraq, Egypt, Jordan, and Israel/Palestinian territories. 

With my radar now “pretuned” to what is happening in and with and to the 
church around the world, one would think that on World Communion Sunday—
out of all the Sundays of the year—I would resonate, maybe even vibrate, with the 
warp and the woof of the worship service that day: the banners of faces from around 
the world, the litanies done in multiple languages, the procession of the flags of 
other nations, lively refrains sung in Spanish or Swahili. But increasingly, rather 
than being invigorated by these exuberant global expressions, I find myself unsettled, 
yearning as I do, to see congregations—not just knowing of the global body of 
Christ, but actually knowing the body of Christ, the church . . . knowing the church 
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in its struggles and triumphs, knowing 
it somewhere by name and face, knowing 
its pastor and its elders, knowing its 
aspirations and endeavors . . . knowing 
it well enough to hurt when it is hurting, 
loving it so much that we can’t wait to 
be with it.

The disconnect for me with World 
Communion Sunday seems to be this: 
on that one day we pour ourselves into 
expressing (as the sidebar in a bulletin 
explains) “our Oneness in Christ, with 
each other, and with the church in 
every time and place.” On that one day 
we affirm our faith (as we do in the 
words of the Belhar Confession) that 
. . . “together [we] come to know the 
height and depth of the love of Christ 
and together fight against all which 
may threaten or hinder this unity.” On 
that one day, we say to God, in the 
eucharistic prayer, “we praise you, joining our voices with the heavenly choirs and 
with all the faithful of every time and place, who forever sing to the glory of your 
name . . .” On that one day we revel in our connectedness . . . and then seem to take 
few steps forward, beyond these quite correct theologies, to actually . . . well . . . 
connect with that Global Church! It’s as if we are saying to the Global Church: “I 
love you and care about you . . . but only for today.” It’s as if we are saying to the 
Global Church: “I am enthralled by the idea of you, but not so much that I would 
make much of an effort to build an actual relationship with you.” 

Now consider the apostle Paul’s “perspective” on “world communion”:

First, I thank my God through Jesus Christ for all of you, because your faith 
is proclaimed throughout the world. For God, whom I serve with my spirit 
by announcing the gospel of his Son, is my witness that without ceasing I 
remember you always in my prayers, asking that by God’s will I may somehow 
at last succeed in coming to you. For I am longing to see you so that I may 
share with you some spiritual gift to strengthen you—or rather so that we may 
be mutually encouraged by each other’s faith. (Romans 1:8–12)

Writing from Corinth, across the Adriatic Sea to a group of Christians he had 
never met in Rome, the opening words of Paul’s letter sounds oddly intimate when 
addressed to a bunch of strangers: “I thank my God through Jesus Christ for all of 
you”; “I remember you always in my prayers.” Paul understood the importance of 
maintaining contact with the global body of Christ, and he made it his business 
to become familiar with their individual situations. Indeed, the epistles (Paul’s and 
others’), which make up the latter half of the New Testament, present us with an 
important model of one of the major “global” tasks of the church, yesterday and 
today: the mutual support, mutual encouragement, and mutual strengthening of 
the body of Christ around the world.
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But for Paul, “knowing the faith of” and “praying for” a church was not 
enough: “by God’s will I may somehow at last succeed in coming to you,” he 
writes. Paul understood the importance of “showing up”: an incarnational witness 
to the “knowing” and the “praying.”

GOING: A Lesson from Lebanon
It was 1996 and I was in Beirut, Lebanon, at the end of a strenuous, seventeen-
day journey through Turkey, Syria, and Lebanon, meeting with the small but 
faithful Christian communities of those countries. It was the last night of our 
trip, and we had been invited to attend a fund-raising banquet at a luxurious 
downtown hotel—one of the few that had been rebuilt after the apocalyptic-quality 
destruction that had decimated the entire city during fifteen years of relentless 
civil war. The “beneficiary” of this fund-raiser was none other than the downtown 
Protestant church that had been bombed from the inside out by one of the many 
warring factions. 

Our group of twenty had been staying at a 
convent, high up on one of the many hills that 
ring the city, providing a breathtaking view 
down to the Mediterranean harbor that forms 
the seaside boundary of Beirut. Someone from 
the church had secured a large van to pick us up 
for the evening’s festivities, but as we waited in 
our stretched-out denim jumpers and wrinkled 
khakis—the best we could muster after two weeks 
on the road—an enormous thunderstorm began 
to rage, and I mean rage. The phones—tenuous at 
best at that time—were soon knocked out, along 
with the electricity, and an hour passed beyond 
our pickup time. A few folks pleaded exhaustion, 
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and abandoned us for bed. Given the intensity of the storm, it seemed doubtful 
that anyone would brave the precipitous and winding road up to the convent to 
retrieve us—but what if they did come for us, and we had all gone off to bed?

 So another hour passed, and still the storm raged on. The banquet had now 
been in full swing for an hour and a half—surely they weren’t coming! And a few 
more folks drifted upstairs to bed. It was now nine o’clock, and the good Sisters 
at the convent, admiring our perseverance but doubting our wisdom in waiting, 
rustled up some bread and cheese to help quell our hunger pangs, and we 
snacked by candlelight. A few more folks gave up. Seven of the original twenty of 
us now remained at 9:30, bemoaning our 6 a.m. departure the next day, realizing 
that even if the van arrived soon, it would be hours before we could lay down our 
weary heads. But guilt held us there in the damp, cold lobby of the convent. 

At 10:15, headlights suddenly pierced the pitch-black night with the now 
subsiding rain. They had come—and we could not turn back now. Streets had 
been badly flooded, so they had waited, determined to make good on their 
promise to pick us up. After forty-five minutes through the darkened, flooded 
streets of Beirut, our bedraggled party was brought to the doors of the glittering, 
stylish hotel. We looked askance at one another’s road-weary attire and piled out 
of the van. As we entered the hotel and made our way toward the ballroom—close 
to three hours after the start of the banquet—music greeted our ears and bright 
lights drew us in. We stepped into a ballroom of close to three hundred of the 
most elegantly dressed people I had ever seen. We stopped dead in our tracks, 
just inside the door, hoping that no one would notice our arrival. 

Suddenly, Rev. Habib Badr, the pastor of the church, saw us, jumped up, ran 
to the microphone, and beckoned us “center stage” onto the dance floor at the 
front of the room, near where he stood. The crowd assembled there—not just 
Protestants, but Christians of all varieties from around the city: Maronites and 
Melkites, Greek Orthodox and Roman Catholics. All had come to help rebuild 
the Protestant church. Rev. Badr explained that this group of American Christians 
had come to Lebanon, in defiance of our own country’s travel ban, which was in 
place at that time, to stand in solidarity and empathy with their fellow Christians, 
acknowledging the pain that they had endured through a decade and a half  
of warfare.
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The room rose to its feet and applauded us loudly—and long. We smiled 
sheepishly, and not a little self-consciously, unsure as to just WHAT we had done 
to warrant such public adulation. It was on the plane ride home the next day 
that I figured out exactly what we had done. And it didn’t seem like much to me 
at the time, but the following years would deepen my understanding of that one 
“kairos” moment in that ballroom in Beirut. WE HAD “SHOWN UP.” 

We had shown up, and had “spoken” volumes in so doing. 

If you want to know who you are, as opposed  
to who you think you are, pay attention to where  

your feet take you.
—Frederick Buechner

Over the years—some-times alone, usually with a small group—my feet have 
taken me into Christian communities around the globe: a seminary in Egypt, a 
jungle hospital in Ecuador, an orphanage in Russia, a micro-lending project in 
Kenya. We have worshiped in Havana, Tehran, and Pyongyang. We have stood 
with Christians in the West Bank who are struggling with issues of peace and 
justice in the presence of a belligerent, occupying Israeli army. We have snapped 
to sudden attention with Presbyterians in southern Iraq when the air raid sirens 
suddenly signaled the approach of an attack plane—one belonging to my own 
government. Despite the barriers of politics and language, we easily find common 
ground because of our shared faith. More important than words, we share tears, 
laughter, hope, encouragement, and a whole lot of Christ’s love—all because 
we show up. “For I am longing to see you,” wrote Paul, “that I may share with 
you some spiritual gift to strengthen you—or rather so that we may be mutually 
encouraged by each other’s faith” (Romans 1:11–12).
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Those who go to meet and dialogue with the Global 
Church somewhere will never be the same. They will view 
stewardship differently, as they see that most of the Global 
Church does so much with so little. They will view their 
own blessings with a deeper sense of gratitude; they will 
become students of, and, hopefully, thoughtful assessors 
of American foreign policy as they see the impact of our 
decisions from the perspective of those who are affected by 
those decisions; they will read Scripture differently, having 
seen it through a cultural filter other than their own; they 
will become more articulate about their own faith after they 
have sat the feet of those who are both bolder and braver, 
despite the consequences. 

More important, encounters with the Global Church in its own context give 
us a unique opportunity to see God at work in the world, and for even a few 
days, to be blessed to worship and work and witness with those churches, to 
learn from them and be inspired by them. Our presence can be a precious gift of 
encouragement and hope and an evidence of our oneness in Jesus Christ. And 
if you can’t go to them, bring them to you. They will enrich your worship, excite 
your adult classes, and inspire your youth groups. They need to share their story 
and we need to hear it. “I thank God for you,” says Paul, “. . . and I pray for you.”

PRAYING: A Tale from Tunisia
Wedged in between Algeria and Libya, tiny Tunisia contains more than its fair 
share of exciting histories: embarking from the Mediterranean port of Carthage, 
the Punic general, Hannibal (and his elephants), gave the newly emerging Roman 
state a run for its money; a few centuries later, the great empire of Rome took 
over and built master-planned cities—chock-full of amphitheaters, paved roads, 
and thermal baths—from which to control the production and shipment of grain 
to feed the elite ruling class back in Italy. As Christianity struggled to persevere 
despite the persecution of those very same Roman overlords, Tunisia’s soil would 
give firm foundation to the human pillars of the early church—the foundation 
upon which we stand: Tertullian, Cyprian, Augustine. 
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Despite its small size, Tunisia offers much topo-graphical variety: the gorgeous 
Mediterranean coastline that defines the northern and eastern border; lush 
vegetation and rolling fields in the north; surreal mirage-like salt-lakes; date-palm 
oases; and vast, undulating sand dunes in the south, where the Sahara begins. The 
people are of Arab origin—planted there as Islam swept through North Africa in 
the seventh century—but speak mostly French, the language of the now-expelled 
colonial power. Moderate in its politics, Tunisia must balance multiple identities: 
united by geography to the African subcontinent and by culture and religion to the 
Middle East, yet oddly European in its language, economy, and infrastructure.

The church is there also, in this over-whelmingly-Muslim context—small, but 
faithful, a remnant of Catholics, Anglicans, and those of the Reformed tradition 
who are compelled to be ecumenical. They cannot, by law, evangelize, in the literal 
sense of that word, but they do give witness, a powerful witness, in their ministry 
to the sick, the poor, the refugee, the alien. Traveling there in 2000, with a few 
others, on behalf of First Presbyterian, Houston, where I was the mission director 
at that time, we saw and heard of all these things—and it touched us. We saw the 
hand of Christ at work through an Iraqi nun, a French priest, and the Jordanian 
Archbishop, His Grace Fouad Twal, who was our most-benevolent host. We 
shared the missions and ministries of our respective congregations: ours big, 
rich, full of youthful enthusiasm for hands-on service; theirs small but diligent, 
overwhelmed with the needs of the Muslim community to which they have been 
called to serve and witness, old and wise and profoundly conscious of the costs 
of discipleship, as their martyr-ancestors had been two millennia earlier.

From Paul’s second letter to the Thessalonians:

. . . we always pray for you, asking that our God will make you worthy of his 
call and will fulfill by his power every good resolve and work of faith, so that 
the name of our Lord Jesus may be glorified in you, and you in him. . . .
(2 Thessalonians 1:11–12)

Finally brothers and sisters, pray for us, so that the word of the Lord may 
spread rapidly and be glorified everywhere, just as it is among you, and that 
we may be rescued from wicked and evil people; for not all have faith. 
(2 Thessalonians 3:1–2)
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Writing from North Africa 350 years later (a.d. 429), Augustine, Bishop of 
Hippo (modern-day Algeria) makes an appeal to his friend Darius, a highly placed 
official in Rome [Letter 231]:

. . . pray for me that I may not suffer defeat, but may be made complete; pray, my 
son, pray. I realize what I am saying; I know what I am asking; let it not seem to 
you unfitting and beyond your merits; you will deprive me of great assistance, if 
you do it not. Pray for me, not only you, but all others who have learned to love 
me from your lips; inform them of this my request, or rather, if you esteem me 
highly, consider that my request is a command; in any case, grant my request 
or carry out my command: pray for me. Read God’s letters and you will find 
that the apostles themselves, the leaders of the flock, requested this from their 
children or enjoined it on their hearers. For myself, since you have made the 
same request from me for yourself, He Who answers prayer sees to what extent 
I am doing it . . . Reflect and see that our dangers are greater than yours, and 
pray for us . . .

In 2003, a contemporary cleric of North Africa, Archbishop Twal, sends this 
fax to the Director of Missions at First Presbyterian Church, Houston, from Tunis 
(ancient Carthage):

We were, indeed, very delighted and very much honored by your stay among 
us. We thank God who made it possible for us to meet and we would like to 
express our gratitude to you, and to your husband, Mr. Mark, as well as to 
sympathetic Mary [mission intern at FPC] for your visit. May the Almighty God 
fill you with his blessings. We are also grateful to learn through the emails you 
sent that our church here in Tunisia is ever present in your prayers. Your short 
stay among us has been a spiritual consolation for us. We cannot but assure 
you of a reciprocal attitude in our prayers. May this communion of prayer 
strengthen our friendship and our partnership. . . .

“Pray for us,” commanded Paul.
“Pray for us,” begged Augustine.
“Pray for us,” urged Bishop Twal.

Three men; one request. The medium may have changed, but not the 
message: the most urgent request of the worldwide communion of faith has not 
altered much in two thousand years, has it? “Know us, remember us, pray for us.”



37Volume 44.4, 2011 A Better World Communion Sunday: Knowing, Praying, Going

KNOWING: A Chronicle of China

We always give thanks to God for all of you and mention you in our prayers, 
constantly remembering before our God and Father your work of faith and 
labor of love and steadfastness of hope in our Lord Jesus Christ. For we know, 
brothers and sisters beloved by God, that he has chosen you, because our 
message of the gospel came to you not in word only, but also in power and in 
the Holy Spirit and with full conviction. . . . (1 Thessalonians 1:2–5)

Paul made it his priority to know the situation of the church around his world, 
whether it was one with whom he had spent much time (such as at Ephesus) or 
one to whom he longed to meet (such as at Rome). And as a result, almost all of 
his letters begin with a variation along the theme of “I know your faith . . . I thank 
God for you.”

In this opening salutation to the church in Thessaloniki, which also echoes 
Paul’s famous 1 Corinthians 13 “trilogy” of faith, hope, and love, Paul lays down 
a “structure of analysis” about a church, which I have found enormously useful in 
learning how to articulate the essentials of any church anywhere, and have often 
shared this model with mission teams at the end of their journey, as they prepare 
to return home and are wondering how in the world to even begin to share the 
complex and transformational experience through which they have just passed. 
Talk about the church with whom you have been, I say to them . . . use Paul’s 
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words to describe that church (in Cuba, or Malawi or Brazil): their work produced 
by faith, their labor prompted by love, their endurance inspired by hope—that 
is, what are they at this point in time, their situation, their ministry (their work 
produced by faith)? What are they in the process of becoming—that is, what do 
they lean into, and dream toward (their labor prompted by love)? And what is 
their attitude and character, forged by both history and current context (their 
endurance inspired by hope)?

On a recent trip 
into North Korea, 
Paul’s words once again 
became vivid to me 
when, both coming and 
going, my journey, by 
necessity, took me into 
China and I had my 
second encounter with 
the church there. As the 
fastest growing church 
in the entire history of 
the church, the church 
in China needs to be 
known by us. So much 
change has occurred 
there that most of us in the West still think of the church in China as underground 
and using smuggled Bibles . . . but the current situation is very different.

Shenyang is one of only two places in China where North Korea has both a 
consulate office, from which the necessary entry papers can be obtained, as well 
as airport flight gates for their national airlines by which you actually enter the 
country. Shenyang is a city of about seven million people, where thirty-eight of 
the fifty-six ethnic groups that make up modern China can be found. And not 
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surprisingly, because of its proximity to the Korean border, Shenyang has a large 
Korean Chinese population. During our time in Shenyang, our eight-member 
delegation was hosted by the local Xita Church, and we were blessed to have 
some rich conversations with its pastor and elders which reminded me, yet again, 
of the profound lessons we have to learn from Christians who have, in the words 
of Eugene Peterson, demonstrated “a long obedience in the same direction.”

A Korean Chinese, Rev. Woo, at age 83, has been an eyewitness to all but 
seventeen years of the Xita Church’s 100-year history, and, therefore, her experiences 
are a precious microcosm of the faith and faithfulness, the trials and triumphs of what 
is now one of the fastest growing segments of the Global Church. But this was not 
always the case. With a quiet but steady voice, and eyes twinkling, this diminutive, 
savvy pastor shared with us some powerful “sound bites” of her church’s history and 
reality:
How in 1948, this thriving church was largely abandoned when fear of the 
Communist takeover caused most of the congregation to flee. Twenty to thirty, 
mostly women, gathered for worship in house churches after the building was 
confiscated and turned into a dance hall for the soldiers. Rev. Woo recounted 
how, one night, the ceiling beams of the sanctuary began creaking and swaying, 
and the soldiers, fearing a collapse, ran from the building and never came back. 
More than twenty years later, when the church was returned to them, a structural 
engineer was brought in to check the building, and found absolutely nothing 
wrong with the ceiling . . . a miracle of God, insists Rev. Woo, who would not 
tolerate the desecration of his holy place.

The heavy-handed actions of the Communists would seem light by comparison 
to the dark oppression the church experienced during the Cultural Revolution 
(1966–79). Church leaders were sent to do hard labor in mines and factories and 
on communal farms. Two of Rev. Woo’s seminary classmates had gone north to 
a Muslim area and both were arrested. One died when the prison roof collapsed; 
the other spent twenty years behind bars for giving witness to her faith. The most 
difficult thing, however, was that their Bibles were burned. “What we learned 
in Sunday school,” said Rev. Woo, “the Bible verses and hymns, these were the 
source of our spiritual life.”

Fast-forward to 1981, when the Xita Church was able to reopen. Thirty to 
forty gathered . . . the congregation now numbers three thousand. The first run 
of newly printed Bibles was ten thousand. And because only thick newsprint was 
available, the Book was so large and heavy it was almost unwieldy. The Amity 
Printing Press has recently celebrated its 50 millionth Bible, and it is estimated 
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that soon China will print one quarter of all the new Bibles in the world. It has 
already exported nine million Bibles in seventy-five languages!

Big challenges face the church in China at this moment, according to Rev. Woo: 
lack of trained leadership (with only one ordained pastor for every ten thousand 
believers) and restricted religious freedom. Rev. Woo observed: “the government 
says we may worship but nothing else. But the Church knows that it must engage 
in mission and ministry if it is to be the Church . . .” Even with only a few days in 
Shenyang, I was able to experience, firsthand, the creative ways in which the Xita 
Church is reaching out.

That evening we were treated to dinner at a popular local restaurant, owned 
by one of the church’s elders and employing over two hundred Christians. As 
our tempting array of dishes were beginning to arrive—roasted duck, baked fish, 
steamed dumplings—a seven-member restaurant choir, complete with robes, 
entered the room and began singing Christian praise music, including a lively 
rendition of “Jesus Loves Me.” Every night the choir circulates throughout the 
restaurant, serenading both Christian and non-Christian patrons.

I also visited another unique outreach ministry of the church: a dental 
technology training school whose quality graduates immediately find employment 
throughout the country. Elder Juno Lee, a son of the Xita Church, had immigrated 
to New Jersey, and over the course of thirty years had built a successful dental 
technology firm that produced custom dentures and bridgework. With a vision 
for how he might use the expertise and success that God had given him in service 
to the church in Shenyang, he turned his business over to his son, and returned to 
help his home church establish this school, which gives priority to Christians but 
intentionally holds space for non-Christians and handicapped students so as to 
give witness to them of Christ’s love and saving power. Its faculty is all Christians, 
and the reputation of the school has caused it to grow from thirty students to, that 
fall, over two hundred.
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On the eve of our group’s departure into North Korea, Rev. Woo’s prophetic 
word for our journey ahead helped me toward seeing North Korea—before I 
even got there—in the way that God might be seeing it. “Our history,” she said, 
“is also North Korea’s history. The spiritual vacuum created by communism will 
eventually bring people back to church, because only God can fill that void. So do 
not let go of North Korea.” Years later, her words still resonate with me and have 
become an important answer when I am questioned about why Americans should 
consider partnership with the church in a country that has professed itself to be 
our “enemy.” (And echoing in the background are the words of Dutch theologian 
Abraham Kuyper: “There is not one inch of the world that Christ does not claim.”) 
The Global Church is a capable teacher. And increasingly, we Christians of the 
West have become receptive students. 

We have much to learn from that worldwide church: in its perseverance 
through difficulty, its faithfulness of witness, its joy in adversity, its spirit of 
forgiveness in oppression, in its creativity in ministry—often under very difficult 
circumstances and with limited resources. Any congregation, I am convinced, is all 
the richer when it is able to experience diverse encounters with the church around 
the globe. None of our congregations can individually represent the fullness and 
beauty of the church, Christ’s bride, as we can collectively. And what rich lessons 
we have to teach one another, with experiences drawn from the unique cultures 
and contexts in which we have been placed! If you want to better understand the 
“ministry of reconciliation” that Paul talks about, walk the journey of a Christian 
peacemaker in Northern Ireland or Croatia. “Blessed are the persecuted” are 
words that may not affect you and me at anything but a conceptual level, but hear 
those words through the ears of a Pakistani believer who has survived a grenade 
attack in his own church and those same words resonate with divine purpose. “My 
power is made perfect in your weakness” may not seem to address many of us in 
the pew of our solid, well-heeled churches (weak . . . us?), but from the vantage 
point of any of the five Presbyterian congregations in Iraq, Christ’s assurance of 
his sovereignty offers both dignity and encouragement in the midst of danger and 
uncertainty and helplessness.
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For this reason I always encourage churches and their global mission ministry 
to actively seek a variety of connections with the church from different places 
around the world. Just as a diversified investment portfolio makes good sense, 
a diversified global mission “portfolio” makes God sense! Dietrich Bonhoeffer, 
in Life Together (New York: Harper and Row, Publishers, 1954, p. 23), reminds 
us of another compelling reason for interconnectedness: God has willed that we 
should seek and find His living Word in the witness of a brother, in the mouth of 
a man. Therefore, a Christian needs another Christian who speaks God’s Word to 
him. He needs him again and again when he becomes uncertain and discouraged. 
. . . He needs his brother man as a bearer and proclaimer of the divine word of 
Salvation. . . .The Christ in his own heart is weaker than the Christ in the word of 
his brother: his own heart is uncertain, his brother’s is sure.  We need one another 
to reflect and confirm Christ to each other!

And given all the concerns we have over the theological and economic 
issues of our own denomination, a surefire way to feel good about being a 
Presbyterian is once again to go and experience the vitality of the worldwide 
indigenous, Presbyterian Church: community evangelism in Cuba—yes, Cuba  
. . . church planting in Brazil . . . a home for the elderly in Syria—yes, Syria. One 
of my greatest delights is to see Presbyterians in the United States reconnected 
with our Presbyterian sisters and brothers around the world. They have almost 
disappeared from our consciousness, and we need to know and encourage one 
another: one thousand in Iran; two thousand in Iraq; eleven thousand in Cuba; 
twenty thousand in Syria/Lebanon; two hundred fifty thousand in Pakistan; three 
hundred thousand in Egypt; two million in Mexico; four million in Kenya; nine 
million in South Korea!

What if World Communion Sunday was not a one-shot “liturgical holiday” 
but an ongoing fellowship of the saints that continually informed our corporate 
prayer life with thanksgiving and intercession and drove us to absorb and then 
to share, within our congregation, all the information we could gather on the 
church in places we may never even visit, particularly in countries where the “cost 
of discipleship” can demand the very life of someone who professes Christ? And 
what if our affirmations that “there is one Lord, one faith, one baptism” drove us 
out the door and around the globe to “show up” with humility, eager to see God 
at work through his church and committed to building mutually encouraging, 
faith-filled relationships? Might we then feel ourselves leaning toward the very 
heart of Christ, whose final prayer was for this very same “world communion”?

I pray also for those who will believe in me through their message, that all  
of them may be one, Father, just as you are in me and I am in you. May they  
also be in us so that the world may believe that you have sent me. I have given 
them the glory that you gave me, that they may be one as we are one—I in them 
and you in me—so that they may be brought to complete unity. Then the world 
will know that you sent me and have loved them even as you have loved me. 
(John 17:20–23, NIV)


