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Text: "His winnowing fork is in his hand, to clear his threshing floor, and to
gather the wheat into his granary, but the chaff he will burn with
unquenchable fire." (Lk. 3:17)

Ministers are often asked to speak or pray at special civic functions
within the communities they serve. This is true in Lansing, Michigan (the
state capitol) where I worked before I came here. One day I got a call from
the Governor's office and was asked to give the opening prayer at a special
meeting led by the Lieutenant Governor and several other state officials.
This I was happy to do and arrived at the capitol building quite early
because one can never be sure about parking in the downtown area. With
a little time to kill, I walked around the capitol building on a self guided
tour. On the second floor, under the dome, there is a circular balcony
overlooking the main floor below where I slowly walked taking in
everything. What caught my interest were several life-size portraits of the
past Michigan governors. One portrait, especially, catches the eye. It is an
unfinished work of a man who graced Michigan's history rather recently
and who shall remain unnamed. In the painting, he appears to be a ghostly
image coming out of a mist. Some of his features are distinct and fairly
complete, but most of his true likeness is left to the imagination.

After I completed my duties at the capitol, I called a friend of mine
and inquired about this mysterious painting. He told me that this
particular governor became involved in a drug scandal and left the office in
disgrace. Though his portrait was never completed, it was hung in the
capitol as a reminder of his unscrupulous behavior and a shadow upon
Michigan's history. I can barely remember the other events of my trip to
the capitol building that day. I cannot image in my mind any of the
portraits of the other past governors. The thing that obviously haunted me
the most was an unfinished painting representing, ultimately, an
unfinished man.

I have often wondered, since then, what our spiritual portraits would
look like if we were allowed to see them now. Some persons here might be
quite pleased at the likeness that is being shaped for them. Most of us,
perhaps, would find an unfinished product or maybe just the beginning
etchings of an outline without any noticeable features. One day, recently,
my oldest son was drawing with his crayons and proudly brought to me a
picture of what looked like an apple sitting on top of a watermelon
standing on end with a stick coming out of each side and two sticks on the
bottom. He said, "Daddy, this is a picture of you." My wife thought it was a








