Great Commission Northwest

October, 2003

Dear Dads,

I was doing a little correspondence, when the phone rang last Wednesday.  My youngest brother Rodd called and was weeping.  His fifteen-year-old son Jordan had just been struck by a car while crossing a busy street there in Omaha.  

They had air-lifted Jordan to a local hospital, but later that night the Lord took him home and he died.  

Many of you do not know my kid brother and he would not have a chance to share with you, so I will.  I want to write this morning and share a few stories that surrounded this death.  I hope they bless you men.  

We are all involved in this "life" business.  But we are also involved in death.  

And eternity.  

Jordan and his close friend and cousin Jacob (Rory's son) were both on the street curb and one stepped off and the other didn't.  Jacob saw Jordan struck and thrown - there in an instant.  (Please pray for Jacob, it has been pretty hard.)

God has wonderfully blessed Rodd and Melissa with great peace and faith in this trial.  

While Jordan's life hung in the balance there at the hospital, it was, of course, very difficult.   You don't know whether God might bring him back, or whether you will need to take him off the ventilator.  And Rodd was struggling with the Lord.

Our church there in Omaha is not large, but the nurses said, "You must have a huge church with so many people here at the hospital."  And again, "My how you people love each other, such compassion!"  

They are a very close-knit church and Rodd and Melissa are incredible examples of hospitality and love, there in their home with many, many people constantly in and out of their house.  

But that night at the hospital, after everyone had left, Rodd said to him, "Everyone has said, Good bye now, son. You can go now."  
Jordan then stopped breathing on his own and he was gone.  

Rodd then walked into the bathroom, washed his face, cleaned up and came out and has been like a rock ever since.   

Here are a few stories about this boy and his family.  

Just a few months ago, Jordan had asked his dad to make sure and sing worship songs at his funeral, if he were to die.  He requested specifically, Lord I Lift Your Name on High!  

Of course Rodd responded, "Jordan, you will bury me, I won't bury you."  

But his boy requested that worship songs be sung.  He loved Sunday morning singing.  

And so we did.  We sang, all together, four or so songs at the funeral.  It was pretty loud what with hundreds and hundreds of people singing those songs, many for the first time, but everyone singing with much emotion.

Another story.  That week Jordan had just gotten his driver's permit and signed up to be an organ and tissue donor.  Later he told his dad, "I hope that was okay, but I want to do this."

And so a housewife and mother of three is now sitting up for the first time in six months, in a hospital bed in Wyoming and eating now - because of Jordan's heart.  

Another story.  A few days before he was hit, his thirteen-year-old sister Jillian came down to breakfast and was troubled about a dream she had had that night.  Her mother reassured her, not to worry about it.  

But her dream was that one of them would be killed and that her oldest brother, who lives in New York, would have to come home.  

None of us Whitneys are given much to dreams.  Rodd and Melissa are straight-shooters and so are the kids.

But Jillian had one other dream almost seven years ago that the family remembers.  

And it involved a cousin and an aunt.  

Seven years ago my other brother Rand's wife Anita, had complications when her daughter Paige was born prematurely.  Anita slipped into a coma and was in the coma for a month.  And tiny Paige was being cared for by Melissa and Rodd and Paige was crying and it was bothering Jillian a lot, to see her tiny cousin so upset.  

So six-year-old Jillian was crying.

But then one morning after a rough night of crying, this time Jillian bounced down the stairs and she sounded fine.  Her parents asked her, "Boy, you sound good today, girl."
And she answered, "Yup.  I had a dream and Anita is going to be fine and she is going to wake up and Paige will be fine."  

And that day Anita came out of the coma and did well and her daughter Paige is now a handful and is seven years old.

Rodd told me, "There are worse things then losing a son to the Lord."     

Having a child die is probably the most challenging thought any father would ever have.  But Rodd said, "No, there are worse things than losing a boy who knows the Lord. That would be to have a boy that is not following the Lord."   

And so we had a huge funeral and Rodd did incredibly well.  Melissa has done amazingly well.  They are both hurting and grieving - but they are also rejoicing!  

"They do not grieve as those who have no hope."  Nor do we.  

Rodd delivered the eulogy and told everyone about his boy and it was amazing.  We all laughed and cried and were greatly encouraged to see how God's spirit can strengthen a father during a tremendously difficult time. 

One thing Jordan really enjoyed as a young teen was to come every summer to Colorado for HSLT.  So the family set up a memorial fund to help more youth come to future HSLT's.  And a lot of money is being given.  

Over these last two summers, Jordan was able to lead two individuals to the Lord.  And he prayed each time that God would use him in the Gospel.  

He was an amazing young boy.  

Awkward and clumsy and genuine and sweet and as honest a boy as you would ever meet.  Rodd could never remember his son ever lying to him.  

In Rodd's eulogy he mentioned that one time Jordan was troubled that he hadn't told his dad the complete truth.  And when Rodd got home, that was the first thing Jordan said.  "Dad, I'm sorry. I didn't share everything."

Jordan was a very transparent young man.

Rodd works as sales manager in an ag business.  His nickname with his salesmen is 

"The Preacher."    Anyway, he had about 100 of his clients there at the funeral with 

their families.  

The funeral really was an amazing time.  We laughed and celebrated and cried.  

But we were not going to get caught up with the casket or with Jordan's remains.  He was not there in the coffin and we reminded everyone, that this is the central fact of the Christian life.  

When we die, we go to be with the Lord.  There is life after death and our Savior pointed the way.

The Gospel went out and many said that they had never seen or been to a funeral quite like this.  

That was on Saturday, October 4th.  That day in the Daylights Neva had written, 

"As Christians we lay our lives bare before others - routinely.  And God makes us an example, a marvel or a portent to others. I am resigned and I pray that God will use our family to be an example to many."

Rodd and Melissa are a tremendous example of how Christian parents may bury their child.  

We shared part of another Daylights at the funeral.  

The children's author C.S. Lewis in The Chronicles of Narnia writes the following.  These are the last words from those books - 

"And for us, this is the end of all the stories, and we can most truly say, that they all lived happily ever after.  

"But for them it was only the beginning of the real story.  All their life in this world and all their adventures in Narnia had only been the cover and the title page: now at last they were beginning Chapter One of the Great Story, which no one on earth has read: which goes on forever: in which every chapter is better than the one before."

The next day, Sunday morning, Rodd again led worship at church.  That's what he does.  And he's pretty good at it.  We, as a family, are very proud of him.    

May God bless each of you dads in the training and instruction of your children.  There are worse things, much harder things, than losing a child to the Lord.  

And that is why we stand before our kids as Christian fathers.  

May God give each of us this kind of stout heart - this week.   

I remain your servant.  

Keep pressing, Rick Whitney

P.S.  
Rodd sent me a note last night, sharing some of the follow-up that has come about as a result of the funeral of his son. 

Here are a few things that Rodd wrote in his e-mail. 

“Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His godly ones.”

·        Today we got out of the house to visit the kids school for just a few minutes. While there a woman approached me and mentioned that her husband, who has rejected the Lord’s leading for the past fifteen years, was at the funeral. He told her that he was going to visit Candlewood next Sunday. His quote to her was, “These people have something that we need.”

·        Another woman mentioned to me that she and her husband, who attended, were discussing issues that neither had ever discussed during their 12 years of marriage. She told me, “I don’t ever want to come down from the high we experienced at that service”

·        When we got home we received a phone call from the math teacher the boys have at Metro. She mentioned that the whole school has been impacted and that people are talking about eternity very openly. She also said that one of the teachers, who had Jordan in her class, attended the funeral and was wrestling with her own salvation for the last two days. The teacher who called us, who is a Christian, claimed that she had been praying for this woman for these past three years.

·        We’ve deposited, what I believe is an incredible amount of money in the Jordan Lee Whitney HSLT Fund. One of my business associates called today and said that he wanted to do something after attending the funeral. He is the president of one of our business divisions and he has spent his entire life accumulating wealth. He said that the money he has doesn’t mean as much to him anymore and that he would like to pay for the funeral. I told him we didn’t need it but that we would love to use his gift for the project. We will see what happens.

·        The church has come together in ways that are nothing short of extraordinary. They are witnessing and experiencing God in new and exciting ways.

·          Tonight a couple across the street, whom we have been praying for two years, came over. We had a chance to witness to them, give them a copy of your book, and they have agreed to attend the parenting seminar on the 17th.











- Rodd Whitney

