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SAM: This is a true story. The other day, I had an hout for lunch between class and

my midterm exam in theology. I'd been studying like crazyfor the past few days, so

I thought I'd splurge and head to my all-time favoriteirestaurant. I needed aplace a
little more cultured than the campus$ cafeteria, one where I could gather my thoughts,
ponder over the theological debates I would need to address on my test, and do a bit of
last minute cramming. I headed to Jack in the Box.

From my place in line, I cotild see one empty table still left unclaimed, and immedi-
ately made it my goal te snagitias soon as I got my order. Suddenly I noticed a rancid
smell behind me. A man, ebviously homeless, had just walkediin the door. His eyes
were glazed, and the skin on his face.was cracked and hardened from spending too
many harsh, cold winters outside. He had an uncontrollable twitch on the left side of
his face, and.therewas something stuck in his beard—last night’s dinner? Needless

to say, he gave me the creeps—and yet I also felt pity for the man. quickly shoved
the latter feeling aside, and as soon as I got my,order, I rushed to the open table in the
back.d opened my textbook and was immediately absorbed in my studies, so it took
me aminute tonotice that the homelessiman,was slowly but deliberately headed in
the direction of my table. Oh, goodness, I thought. Please, please, please don’t sit down
here. Please don’t talk to me—not today.

Nosone else in the restaurant séemed to notice the homeless man walking towards
me twitching and mumbling. It was like a bad slow motion sequence, except that my
heart was beating at the same breakneck pace of a small rodent’s. He stopped at my
table, just standing there for what seemed like hours, looming over mefMy body was
tense—

I remained perfectly still;with the dumb but resolute idea thatif I didn’t move, the
homeless man would go away.

He didn’t budge, however, and when I peered up at him slowly and cautiously, he
asked me with eyes glazed and face twitching, “Do you believe in God?” What was
this?'Some sort of divine encounter? Some'sort of test? “Yes, do,” I said. Then he
asked, “Do you believe that God is all-powerful?” “I'do,” hreplied. And then the home-
less man asked me a theologically loaded question‘my professors had never prepared
me to answer: “Do you believe Godiis so powerful that He can make a cigarette so big
he can’tismoke it?”

(Beat.)

Needless to say, this wasn’t what I had.expected. I couldn’t think of anything to say in
response—clever or profound. So instead, I asked God to speak through me. And I was
surprised at what came out. “Do you believe God is so powerful that He can save you?”
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