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Two preachers playing golf in a fog. Sounds likggoad sermon or a joke. Perhaps both.

Two weeks ago Pastor Duane DeWald and | met eatlyd morning at Pine Forest Golf
Course in Bastrop. It was 7:30 in the morning asgb and we could not see the fairway
on hole # 1 at the course built along the ColorRdeer. The fog had us playing in the
blind. |1 asked him on the first tee if he wantedgm ahead and play in the fog. He
shrugged and said, “Sure. Might as well.”

Playing in the fog. They asked Jesus about theduit¥e often wish to know what is on
the other side of the fog. What is out there that @an not see? Parents, workers,
teachers, spouses, friends, and leaders oftentwiste if we are going to make it through
foggy parts and days and chapters of life.

It was a new course to us and we were in a fog.h¥¥e played golf together for over 25
years but we had never played a new course in degdeefore. No familiarity.

We fumbled around in the fog and arrived to hol®. fihe guidance sheet on this hole
reads “The course gets interesting on this PartB avideep ravine between you and the
green. With a downhill elevation change, one clabslthan the marked yardage is
recommended. Any shot short of the green leaveswitua difficult uphill shot. Right or

left is deep trouble.” A guidance sheet is not adysign. Tough hole even on a clear day.

155-yard par 3 in the fog from elevated tee boxsyEairon.

Great. Deep ravine, difficult shot if you are shétight or left is deep trouble. Like life,
this was going to be challenging. And in the fog.

And we could not even see the ravine or the gregheocart path. So we drove down
into the ravine and up the hill to just see theeh@hen we drove back through the fog to
the tee box.

It did not help much to do that. We still had td &iball into the fog to a location we
could not see.

| hit first. The ball disappeared into the fog. aswclueless. Like most days in life you just
swing away, hitting into a fog. | figured | was higof the green.

Duane got up to swing away and he hit his ballidappeared into the fog. But | told him
| thought it was headed straight at the pin, as$arcould tell. We both shrugged.



We drove the cart down the ravine and back up ilhéohthe green. My ball was on the
right fringe of the green. We could not see hid.bal

He walked off the back side of the green to try ind his ball. | walked straight to the
cup. Looked down. There was his ball. Hole-in-ohkmoked to see where it hit. It hit
twice in front of the pin and then fell into thepciNo roll. Just hit twice and in the cup.

25 years of playing and | have never hit a hole+ie-nor played on the same group with
someone who hit a hole-in-one. | matter-of-factigl @almly told him his ball was in the
cup. He laughed and did not believe me. Preaclaedyrbelieve each other. Over the
years | have given him reason to not trust me. Ggéart psychological game.

He could not find his ball anywhere and | just stdoy the pin. He has played golf with
me enough to have reason to not believe me. 25 pédistening to my jokes and golfing
stories. | just stood there. Finally he walked owethe cup, saw his ball in it and said,
“You were not lying to me.” Nope, | was not lyingeither or us moved or said a thing.

Two speechless preachers. Another rarity.

It does sound like either a joke or a sermon. Wdedsthere and stared at the ball in the
cup for minutes. It was a most sacred sight. Holgu@d. Hole-in-One ground. Been
patiently swinging away for 25 years for this momen

Life is lived in a fog much of the time.

One golfing friend responded to this story and safgreat golf story! Sounds like the
makings of a sermon. Even though you cannot see the way if you swing straight
and true—good things will happen and you will be rewarded in heaven and on
earth.”

After we finished playing and left the course irr gaparate trucks, we ended up at a stop
light together a few miles from the course. Duaekey out his window to me, “Did you
see that beautiful course we just drove by?” Offlgrahe fog lifted and our game was
over could we see the course. Only after the fiigdidid we see what beauty we had
been a part of that morning.

Don't let the fog of your life rob you of the viegf the beauty around you.

Oh, how did | do on the same hole as his hole-ie?ofter he finally picked his ball up,
| then lagged my long putt from off the green upwatthin 6 inches from the hole and
tapped it in for a par. We decided we should playeroften in the fog.

Keep swinging straight and true this week, with Gdtlp.



Amen.



