Great Commission Northwest

The Apostle Paul wrote, “For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness in high places.” Ephesians 6:12.  

We are all wrestlers, in one way or another.  The following are several stories lifted from the last two years as we have watched and cheered our wrestler. The one who lives in our home.


If you have a son or daughter who is an athlete, or maybe even if your youth compete in other ways, these stories might encourage you.        Rick   



February, 2001

Dear Dads, Fellow Wrestlers,

I don't write this often about just one of my kids.  And at times I get concerned about talking about any child, lest I am misunderstood.  

But I have a few minutes this morning, and I have been thinking about my boy Mike and decided that I would share a couple of stories that have been running through my mind in the last 24 hours.  

“The righteous face many troubles, but the LORD rescues them from each 

and every one.” - Psalm 34:19 

Obviously I am a little saddened that he is so sick, here right before he wrestles at the biggest tournament of his young life. 

And he is one sick kid with a bad case of the flu.  
But...here is what I have been chewing on...     


Two years ago after finishing up his eighth grade year with a state championship, (they have a “little league” state wrestling tournament here in Colorado) we went to a dual meet -just for grins- on a Saturday afternoon.  

Halfway through the match, behind in the match 8 to 0, he felt his knee "go".  He heard a pop and we found out later that he had torn the meniscus cartilage.  But he finished the match and won at the end of the third period with just seconds to go.  


Halfway through that bout there was a “blood” time-out.  (He bleeds a lot.  He seems to put his face where he shouldn’t.)  

I was standing at the edge of the mat behind the coach and Mike told him, "Something’s wrong with my knee, Coach."  But he shook it off and walked around the mat and continued.  

After he won that one, the Coach turned to me and said, "You have a tough kid there, Dad."  
But what caught my heart happened a month later.  

We took Mike to the surgeon where he first “scoped” it and then later in the operation, wound up cutting the knee open, because it was worse than he thought.   

Mike was on crutches for three months.  Since he could not participate in any 

P.E. classes at school, he asked if the teacher would just leave him in the weight room on the stationary bike.  
Coach agreed and Mike asked if he could also have one of his teammates locked in the room with him.  That boy prayed to receive Christ with Mike at the end of the hour!  Two weeks later another teammate asked to ride in the weight room on the stationary bike alongside Mike, and he also prayed with my boy at the end of the hour to accept Christ!  

That's what encouraged me about his eighth grade year. 

Last year, he was the only freshman to make Varsity.  He wrestled at 171 lbs.  
I have shared some on what encouraged me about his freshman year before, but here are two stories.  

That year our team sent 7 seniors to state.  We had a very tough team.  These upperclassmen were all very good wrestlers, yet towards the end of the year, a number of them came up to my Freshman and asked him what he prayed about before his matches.  (They would see him behind the bleachers down on a knee for a minute, right before he went out on the mat.) 


He said, “You guys don’t want to hear my prayer.”  They insisted.  

So he told them, "I pray that you guys would be proud of me.  I pray that my Dad would be proud of me and that Coach would be proud of me.  I pray that I would wrestle beyond my ability and I pray that I will not be injured."  (He got beat up all year long, but he just did not want to have another knee injury.)


After hearing what he prayed, several of the seniors said, "We love you Whitney, you’re alright."  Several of those seniors came up to me at the end of the year and said how much they appreciated Mike's spirit.  “He doesn’t quit, Mr. Whitney.”
The second story that encouraged me about last year - I just heard the other night! 

His older sister had heard from one of those seniors just what had occurred during a trip the team took over that Christmas break.  Mike never shared it with anybody, but his sister heard about it at school.    
The team had taken off for a three-day trip to Grand Junction, to a big tournament right before Christmas. The boys were all in a van at a gas station and decided to "Initiate" the Freshman.  They had enough money to buy an adult magazine and were going to make Mike buy it.  He refused and took off running away from the upperclassmen towards the motel!  
They quickly finished fueling the van and picked him up on the way home.  The guys told him, "Get in the van, Whitney." He did, but he didn't compromise.  They didn't buy the magazine after all. 

That year he wound up with a record of 26-10, didn't get through Regionals with those good, senior wrestlers, but he gained their respect and also their affection.  

This year, as a sophomore he is wrestling at 189 and as I said is 28-3.  


He has been throwing up for the last 24 hours, but he is determined to wrestle to- night in the opening round at our State Tournament at the Pepsi Center downtown. 

I shared this verse with him last night.  “The human spirit can endure a sick body, but who can bear it if the spirit is crushed?”  -Proverbs 18:14.    

He said, “I am ready, Dad. Whether I’m sick on the mat - I’m going!”
What has encouraged me the most this year happened just last week.  


Every wrestler in Colorado has a chance at Regionals to qualify for State. And whether you have won or lost in the opening rounds, you still have a chance to go to State if you wrestle well in consolation.  After the first night's matches though, it gets 
pretty tense

Mike and several other boys were still wrestling in the winner’s bracket and all of the rest were still alive on the consolation side.  The boys were all pretty serious, kinda afraid, pretty nervous.  Again, many of them are upperclassmen and this was their last chance to qualify for State.  I heard this story later from one of the wrestlers.  

Saturday morning on the last day, the team all gathered together and out of the blue some of the seniors asked Mike if he would pray for them all.  

They said, "We'll just listen, if you will pray for us, Mike."  So he did.  

I was obviously encouraged that they would turn to the Sophomore when the going got tough.  

“Your goodness is so great! You have stored up great blessings for those who honor you. You have done so much for those who come to you for protection, blessing them before the watching world.”  –Psalm 31:19


Anyway, these are just a couple thoughts that have come to my mind today as I watch him - sick as a dog.  But determined.  
Brothers, we really are raising a whole different caliber of kids.  They really are champions.  Don't ever forget the incredible potential, the kind of people we have sitting at our dinner table, every night!


I'll let you know if he gets through the first round.  Either way he has blessed my heart already.  






Keep pressing,  Rick

P.S.  (two days later)  

He made it through the first round!  And the second round where he pinned an undefeated senior.  Then Mike lost in the semi-finals to the eventual state champion.  But came back strong in the consolation bracket and wound up 3rd at State!  (All of the top six state placers at 189 lbs. were seniors, except for my boy.)  

We were very proud.  He finished the year 32 and 4.  He loves wrestling!  

One Year Later . . . .

Monday, February 18, 2002

Dear Brothers,


Well, Mike made it through Regionals and is on to the State Tournament this week!   His first match is Thursday night.  His record is 30 and 4.  He won a few tournaments earlier in the year and was second in a few big tournaments.  

But this is State!     

You might offer a prayer for his knee.  That it would hold up.  A couple of years ago he had one knee first “scoped” and then operated on.  But this is his other knee.  

He wrenched it pretty bad last week and had to wear a brace at the Regionals, over the weekend in Grand Junction.  The brace slows him down.  Maybe he won’t need it for State. . . .  

I have included here two pieces.  The first deals with wrestling.  Since the Apostle Paul was a wrestler and since we all are wrestlers, as Paul describes it, I thought you guys might enjoy it.  Mike posted this on his wall and I wanted to share it with you guys.

I wrestle.

Not simply with my opponent.

I wrestle with demons of doubt.

With my past failures.

With my exhaustion.

With my injuries.

With my anonymity.

With that unrelenting voice that tells me to stop.

But I am a wrestler.

And one thing will always be certain.  
I will not quit.

This second following piece deals with two of my favorite characters from the Old West.  When we were in Grand Junction at the Regionals this past weekend, I felt like I had stepped onto a John Wayne movie set.  Colorado’s Western Slope is really the “Old West” with towering buttes and mesas. 

Anyway, I have encouraged Mike with this piece.  He is a pretty good wrestler, not a bad technician.  But I have been telling him, that what is called for now – is a certain kind of “wildness.”   

He knows this is true.  When I think of the wildness mentioned here, I think of zeal.  God has called all of us to practice this certain kind of wildness.  

God bless you guys, this week.  

Thursday night we will be screaming our heads off at the Pepsi Center.  







Keep pressing,  Rick Whitney

- from   Dead Man’s Walk      by Larry McMurtry


(Our heroes, Gus and Call, are very young men, boys really, just recently recruited to the Texas Rangers.  The year is about 1840 and the place is the wastelands of west Texas.  Their ranks are being decimated by the Comanches.  Their job is to escort a British Lady across these lands to eastern Texas and civilization.  She had been at a Spanish mission and needed their help. Here is the passage and the lesson.)

“In the vastness of the desert each reduction of the group made them realize how small they were, how puny, in relation to the space they were traveling through.  

“We’re back where it’s wild again,” Call said.  

Lady Carey happened to overhear the remark – she drew rein for a moment, looking toward a faint outline of mountains in the east.  

“Yes, it’s wild, isn’t it,” she said.  “It’s like a smell.  I smelled it in Africa and now I smell it here.”


“It means we have to be careful,” Call said.


Lady Carey looked again at the distant mountains.  “Quite the contrary, Corporal Call,” she said.  “It means we have to be wild, like the wild men.”


She turned her head toward him and sat watching him for a moment.  

Call couldn’t see her eyes through the several dark veils, but he knew she was watching him. 


Although she had been always polite, Call felt nervous, knowing that her hidden eyes were fixed on him.  


“Are you wild enough, Corporal Call?”  Lady Carey asked.  “I have a feeling you are.”  


“I guess we’ll see,” Call said.”
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