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His Mysterious Ways

|;|W&S a college junior on my year abroad in Paris. It
should have been wonderful. It wasn’t. Everything was so
different, the clothes, the food, the language. | longed for
something-anything-familiar. My tight-knit  Armenian
family was in Florida, thousands of miles away.

One Sunday | called to say hi. Their voices on the
telephone were the first familiar sounds 1’d heard in weeks. |
cried after | hung up. 1I’d never felt so homesick before. If
only | were close to someone here, | thought.

| took a walk across town. 1’d passed the Armenian
Church in Paris many times before, but had never gone in. |
realized that back in America, my family would be going to
church too. Maybe being there now would make me feel
close to them.

I looked up and saw an old woman coming slowly
up the aisle leaning heavenly on a cane. | asked her-in
Armenian-if she wanted to sit. She nodded and I slid over.

The old woman bowed her head, losing herself in
prayer. | tried to pay attention to the service, but I couldn’t
keep my eyes off her. There was something familiar in her
face, she could have been my own grandmother. But I didn’t
know this woman. She noticed me staring and smiled.

“You’re not from here, are you?”” she whispered.

“No,” I said, “I come from the United States.”

She nodded. After a moment, she said. “I’ve lost
much with them, but | used to have some nephews in
America-in Florida, Sarkis, Silan and...”

A lump rose in my throat. | knew exactly what she
was going to say.

“Ara,” | finished. “Ara Garibian. My father.”

The old woman took my hand. “Asdudzo kordz,”
she whispered. “God’s work, I am your great aunt. We are
family.”

Natalie Garibian palm Beach Gardens, Florida
Guideposts-January, 2004
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his is a story that I have not looked forward
to writing. I don’t know exactly why, except that it
is a story that brings back terrible memories of being
burned alive. It is also a story of a beautiful
experience of being able to let go of my life and
embrace Jesus through death.

I have written of my experience and it is on
the Internet at www.ismyshepherd.com entitled
“The Day I Died” for those of you who might be
interested. Maybe this story of my past is on my
mind because of you, something you're going
through right now. I don’t know, but I write what
Jesus tells me to.

The anguish that I am experiencing relates
to a personal moment of almost 36 years ago. It was
a moment when my life here on earth ended and my
journey through the portals of eternity began. It is
an experience that demonstrates the immediacy as
well as the finality of that split second when living
gives way to dying for the just and unjust as well.

The prompting that I have in my heart is to
speak to you, the Christian-to the one who has
already made that decision to follow Christ. To the
rest of you, the ones who know of Jesus but have
ignored making a decision to accept Him, let me tell
you that the end came for me in a split second
without any
time to make things right.

Early on the morning of September the 9™,
1969, our alarm clock went off, awaking me out of a
most comfortable sleep. Lying next to me was my
beautiful wife, married then for only a couple of
years. I quickly shut the alarm off, so as not to wake
her, and started the routine of getting ready for
work.

As | made my way to the front door, |
hesitated for a moment and then stepped outside into
the early morning darkness. As | closed (Continued)
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(Continued) the door behind me, | had no idea
that it would be over four months before I would
walk through the door again.

Before the day would end | would come to
that moment in my life when my eternal journey
would begin. I would discover for myself that we
do indeed discover life though death. Death is not
the end of our existence; it is only the end of our
presence on earth. Life does not stop just because
eternity has started only the location changes.

I, obviously, survived my experience of
death and was made to return to life. But for that
moment or two that preceded death, in that
moment when the death process started, that is
what | feel led to talk about. Not so much about
my death experience, as fantastic as that was, I
want to tell you about that moment in time when
time became no more.

If you are a Christian and you have doubts
or fears, even apprehension about dying, then
don’t stop reading. If your health is failing and in
your quiet times you have tried to imagine with
some hesitation about that moment when your
iliness will shut the door behind you, don’t be
fearful.

That afternoon of September the 9", at
2:30 in the afternoon, a 12-inch pipeline blew up
and ignited. | was evacuating the residents out of
the danger area when | was blown through the air
20 to 25 feet, screaming too the top of my lungs
from the 800-degree heat, combined with the
incredible blast that catapulted me through the air.
By the time I hit the ground my hair was burned to
the scalp, one ear almost burned away, while
exposed flesh melted like cheese and was instantly
seared. | hit the ground with burns over 50 percent
of my body, 30 percent was third degree, internal
injuries as well, but pain so incredible that there
was no surviving it.

When | opened my eyes to see my fingers
digging into the dirt in an effort to pull my body
away, but it was no use. | could literally feel my
life leaving my body, not an out of body
experience but the unmistakable reality that my
body was shutting down. (Continued)
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YOUR RESPONSIBILITY, DO IT TODAY.

(Continued) It was in that moment that split
second, that life was over for me. | had crossed the
line of no return, even if | had wanted to, I
couldn’t stop the process.

For all intent and purposes the door had
closed and locked behind me. There was no
turning back; but a long time ago. | had made my
decision to follow Jesus, even through death itself.
If you have come to that moment in your
imagination the worse about death, let me be
quick to tell you that it is in that moment that you
will know Him as you have never known Him
before. You no longer have the capacity for fear or
even nervousness. You have only the capacity for
this tremendous joy. You have only the capacity
for spiritual euphoria of comfort and peace. Don’t
worry about it, for there is nothing to worry about,
I know, I’ve been there and I am looking forward
to the next time.

| suffered tremendously up until it was
time to let go. When Jesus came and loosed my
grip on this fragile thing called life, I was ushered
into His presence. | was filled with His fullness
and | have never had a more fantastic experience
before or since. You can take my word for it; it’s
worth dying for.

Stan

Don’t let what you see
Change what you believe.
Let what you believe
Change what you see!




