
Anyone ever read the first bit of John 8 and wonder just exactly what did Jesus write/draw on the 

ground?  Yea, me neither, at least not until this past Monday; then, after I saw it I couldn’t get that 

question out of my head.  Come to find out, we don’t know.  Thus I was forced to come up with my own 

illustration.  Call me 

sacrilegious if you wish, 

but I think this may have 

been what Jesus drew 

on the ground during 

this whole ordeal… of 

course all the words 

would have been in 

Hebrew rather than 

English.  I know it’s 

subtle, but look at it for 

a bit, pay close attention 

to the rock trajectories.  

I think those Pharisees 

were probably just smart 

enough that they would 

have gotten the 

message, don’t you?  Of 

course, I blame this 

entire train of thought 

on my Sunday school teacher; if he hadn’t been teaching from John 8 I probably never would have gone 

off on this tangent.  Way to go DH, way to go.  Maybe next week we can talk about something a little 

less controversial, something like predestination vs. free will?  I kid of course, these weren’t even the 

verses we discussed, merely my extracurricular work of trying to understand the context. 

This past week marked the passing of my 28
th

 birthday, and while my dinner that evening did not include 

anything very unusual, rest assured that it did involve copious amounts of ice cream.  And shame on you 

BV for suggesting that I eat something healthy as a means of shaking things up, ice cream and chocolate 

milk are both part of the dairy group and I’m just trying to get my 17-37 servings a day.  The real trick 

will be maintaining the same levels of healthy eating once I return home (as I write this it is 0800 and I 

am eating a Rice Krispies Treat). 

As an amusing side note I nearly lost it in church last week.  I usually sit about halfway up on the far left 

side of the church, this affords me the ability to catch both doors in my peripheral vision and I like to 

watch as people come and go.  This week, someone came in one of the doors and quickly started 

moving to an area behind me, quick enough that I didn’t catch who it was; as I turned my head I noted a 

group of kids who I had played with, but who I didn’t know very well.  I finally caught sight of who it was 

that entered the church and started turning back, as I did one of the kids must have recognized my face 

because just as they started the offertory prayer I hear in this loud excited whisper that only kids seem 



to be capable of, “It’s the tickle monster!”  When I say loud, I mean loud enough to cause the guy 

starting to pray to pause.  Fortunately, I was able to quiet my laughter with a somewhat muffled snort.  

I’m not certain this is the kind of attention I should be attracting. 

As another side note, I met one more Georgia Tech graduate at church last week; this brings my total 

count up to 4 graduates and 1 student at a church that probably averages a couple hundred people each 

week.  To be fair, two of those graduates and the student were in the same family… still, I’m impressed. 

Tuesday evening I fly out to go back to the US, I’ve only been here half the time I was on my last 

rotation, but it’s been entirely long enough for my tastes.  I’m ready to go back home, albeit 

temporarily.  For those of you that have asked, Leslie is doing well; things have been a little bit more 

difficult as of late, but nothing that wasn’t somewhat expected.  September is right around the corner, 

things are getting ready to change, dramatically… I just finished my last Rice Krispie Treat, now what am 

I going to do?  Is it possible to start going through withdrawals after only a matter of seconds? 

 

 


