Great Commission Northwest

                    I’m Going, Buddy!                  - by Jacob Whitney, sixteen years old

Before I start this paper, I would like to look at the definition of a word.   The word is ‘Faith’.  Webster’s dictionary defines it as, “belief and trust in and loyalty to God,” and in addition “a firm belief something, without seeing it.”   

I want to talk about faith, but first, I am going to tell you about the worst day of my life.   The day was October 1, 2003.  It was just like any normal day.  I went to class, wrote a few papers, and did homework.   

It was almost lunchtime and my best friend came up and said, “Hey, do you want to go to lunch?”  This guy is my cousin Jordan and there are some things that you need to know about Jordan. First of all, Jordan and I were best friends, we were cousins, we were like brothers.    Jordan maybe wasn’t the coolest person you would ever meet, but he was the coolest person to me and to our families.       

I said sure, I would go with him to lunch.  I packed up my homework and we started walking to Burger King.  

Now I will tell you how I saw everything in my eyes and how I still see it today.    

We are standing on the curb just talking about everyday dumb stuff.  The highway is not too busy, but there were cars.   Jordan is getting somewhat impatient and wants to get to lunch so we can get back in time for our English class.  We were talking about some of our plans and an upcoming conference.   

I will always remember the last words my best friend said.   “I’m going, buddy.”  He was talking about the conference.  But those were his last words.  

Jordan starts running to the other side of the street.  Everything slows down for me.  I see Jordan.  I see the Semi-truck.  I see the Monte Carlo.   I see Jordan.  I see the Semi.   I see the Monte Carlo.  I see Jordan.  I see the Semi - but suddenly the Monte Carlo is gone.  

Then I hear the screeching of the tires.   I want to scream out and tell him to watch out but I can’t.  Then my world freezes and I can’t hear anything because in that instant my best friend is hit by the car. 

 
I couldn’t believe what I had seen.  I ran over to Jordan.  I saw him lying on the ground with his face and body all distorted. There was blood all over the ground.  I started crying. There was not one person that I knew. But there was One person there with me.  

I was so scared. I started yelling, “Call 911!”  “Call 911!” 

After a little while the ambulance showed up. They put Jordan on a stretcher and put him in the vehicle.  Then the helicopter flew in picked him up and they flew away.  

I felt so alone so scared.  But there was One person with me.

After awhile my parents came and got me and we drove to the hospital. They said it didn’t look good.  People started saying goodbye to Jordan.  I waited my turn until it was just Jordan and myself.  They didn’t think Jordan could hear what people were saying to him, but I knew he could. I told him, “Goodbye.”  I told him that I loved him.”  I told him that I would  miss him. I stayed there most of the night.  

After a while I went home, and during the night on Oct. 2, 2003 my best friend died. 

The next couple of days were pretty much a blur for me, between helping with the funeral and being with the family.  I still couldn’t believe what had happened.  Just days ago we were two, everyday guys.  Now here I am burying my best friend.  I have never had a bigger hole in my life than after that day.  How could this have happened?  This is the question I have kept asking myself. Here I am, asking God, why did this happen? Jordan never did anything wrong. He was just a normal guy.  However I know that God has a plan. And that we weren’t alone at the accident.  God was there was with us. 

Now what about that word - faith?  I looked it up, because Jordan had faith.  He had faith in God.  He believed that Jesus Christ came to this world and died for him.  

So then why did Jordan die?  I can honestly tell you I don’t know. God has a reason.  

There is another thing I can’t figure out.  Jordan and I always ran across the street together and for some reason, I don’t know why, I didn’t run.  I know now.  God called Jordan home.  God said, “Jordan you are coming home with me today.”  

Does this make Jordan being gone any easier?  No it doesn’t.  Jordan’s death is still the most difficult thing I have ever gone through. 

But I know that Jordan lived his life to the fullest.   He ran his race, and God said, “Well done, you’re coming home.”

     
I know without a shadow of a doubt that Jordan is in Heaven right now.  Jordan loved his family, friends, and above all he loved Jesus Christ.  He made a decision long ago.  He trusted in Jesus Christ and asked him to forgive him and to live in his life forever.  When Jordan made that decision it altered his life for all of eternity.  It saved Jordan.  

Since he made that decision, he is in Heaven right now with his Savior.  Jordan only knew how to love people.  And he would only love people to the fullest.   Now he can love his God to the fullest.

    
Last summer we both went on a trip to Colorado. We went to this high school leadership training conference and after a couple days out there we went out into the city of Ft. Collins and shared our faith with complete strangers.  I remember getting back to the dorms and Jordan was so excited.  He said, “Jacob, somebody prayed with me to receive Christ!”  He was so excited to have seen someone receive Christ as their own personal Savior.   

      
Life is still hard without my best friend, but I know I will see him again someday.  

The reason is because I also have trusted in Jesus Christ to live in my life.  This world can seem so hopeless, so empty at times.  But I can tell you that there is more, much more out there.  There is more than school, friends, and work. Jordan knew what it was and so do I.  

It is living for God.  

      
I know I will see Jordan some day.  I know I also will be in Heaven some day.  I know I will be with my Savior some day.  


Do you know where you are going?  








- Jacob Whitney, Jordan’s cousin and bud.
