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Hey Trey,
What I am writing is actually a revision of a letter that I originally wrote that was never mailed. As I shared with you earlier in January about my Evangelism class and the need to complete assignments on how to reach Non-Christians, I find myself again with another task which requires me to write a letter to a Non-Christian that would convince them to live out the radical way of Jesus in their communities, cultures, and world.  As you have provided help on a previous assignment for this class, I am asking for your assistance again. This time, I am asking you to critique what I write and offer some honest feedback on how this open-letter can meet the challenges of reaching people in your age group #millennial that define themselves as Non-Christian. If I can be transparent, I want you to honestly let me know how this open-letter can turn your heart towards Jesus, too. So, here we go.

Dear Millennials,
As a pastor, I find myself often trying to reach your age group and find out why you don't go to church and why you haven't accepted Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior; basically, I just want to know why you don't share the same faith that I do? 

Now, I know some of you have already put your guard up and probably responded with something like, "Cause I don't feel like Christianity meets my needs, you all are so judgmental, you think that Jesus is the only way, I believe that no one way is the only solution to a final place called Utopia." or you could have just honestly stated, "How dare I write to you, who do I think I am---as if I know your life or what you’re going through, as if I could even begin to understand the depths of your trials, or the aches in your heart." 

Either way, I don’t. I’ll fully admit that. So before you dismiss me and throw this letter in the trash, could you give me about 5 to 7 more minutes of your time and hear me out. 

See, I’m not writing to you from a place of perfection. I’m not writing to you from a high horse, from a supreme court bench dispensing guilty or not guilty, from this all-knowing stance, or from any ground other than the one you’re standing on.

I’m not writing to you because I think I know who you are based on research about a typical millennial or where you’ve been, or because I think I could ‘fix you.’  I’m writing to you in my brokenness, in my failures, in my fears and insecurities and sin and mistakes. I’m writing to you because I am you, in so many ways. I’m writing to you because I want you to know you’re not alone. You’re heard. You’re noticed. You’re loved. You're valued. I care about YOU!

In my carrying about you, I want you to know that I use to be you. The person who was fine on their own, or facing brokenness but not letting anyone know that I was feeling all alone, or just swimming through life, attempting to find my own direction. And I want you to know you don’t have to be lost. I too have engaged in unhealthy relationships, addictions, faced struggles that left me even more burdened and depressed. I even grew up in the church and for a long time I just went because my mother made me. It wasn't in my heart. By the time I was in my early twenties, I was "self-sufficient", didn't need anyone to tell me what to do or how to do, yet alone when to do it.  I was in college, I was grown, and I had all the answers to all the world's problems; yet, I was empty. If anything, I challenged traditions and was rebellious if you will against the status quo. I felt like older people were not flexible; but yet, I was not honest with my own emotions. My exterior portrayed an individual that knew where I was going. But,  in my heart of hearts I had no clue of where I going. If anything, I was afraid of failing and suffocating under a weight of overwhelming anxiety. I really wanted a way out; but, I was too prideful to ask for help. 
I needed a home, a safe place, a place where I could lay my head and not be judged because I didn't measure up. Fortunately for me, it was then that I was offered a life line called grace through a lady that worked in the Admissions Office where I was working. This bold lady, challenged me to rethink my thought process about a loving Holy God and my need to receive relief from the stresses of life.  However, not only did she challenge me, she got to know me and listened to me. I know this is important for your age group and it was the same for me when I your age. Rather than lamenting my flaws, she came alongside me in love to show me how to do life. She was an open book and walked me through the process of getting to understand the grace that God offered me through His son Jesus Christ as found in the Bible. I who knew "everything" found out that with all of my intellectual knowledge I knew nothing about the things that really mattered. Yes, like many of you now, I was a social activist and believed in volunteering for social and health causes (Apartheid, AIDS, Civil Rights, etc.) along with engaging in active community service because I felt that people should get involved in the lives of those less fortunate; nevertheless, with all my passion I was missing one thing. I was missing the opportunity to share the power of a risen Savior's love towards all humanity. However, how could I share Jesus saves and forgives us of our sins if I had not accepted the gospel message of His forgiveness, love, and grace for myself. While I may have been distributing food to the poor, or assisting with helping people get tested for AIDS, I was not offering them a life line that could alleviate their stress, brokenness, failures, fears, insecurities, sin and mistakes in this present world and for the new world soon to come. 
She helped me to see that faith comes into play when what you thought you know turns upside down and life seems to spiraling out of control. Faith is trusting in the unseen and knowing that there is a God, a perfect, good and Holy God who loves you all the time. Not just when you’re ‘perfect’ or ‘good.’ But not just when you’re broken either. Faith is knowing that this God gave His only son, His everything for you. For me. For us. So, if we believe in Him then we can spend life with him even after we cease to exist in this world. Think of the beauty of this gospel message. God loved us so much, that our perfect God who knew no sin came down to earth in human form, and suffered all the daily pains that we as humans do. Then he died the shameful death on the cross that we deserved so that we could escape eternity in hell. After dying that shameful death, he conquered death and resurrected. He did this all so we could escape eternity separated from the producer of every single good thing in this world. God didn't need us, he was and is self-sufficient, but he did this because he loves us so much. This wonderful gift of eternal life is free with the genuine belief in Jesus Christ. 
Just think, not only will this loving God help us face this crazy world where we currently reside, He has prepared a place for those who accept Him when we no longer exist in this world as well. We are not alone now nor will we be in the life to come. So that when we’re up, we can celebrate. So that when we’re down, we can hold onto Him to guide us through. 

May I call you friend at this point? Friend, this is where I get preachy but just bear with me a little longer. If you take anything from this, I want you to take out the fact that we're all sinners. The God of the universe has set standards for us to reach, and every single one of us has failed to meet it. The truth is that all of us are imperfect and failed to meet the standard of perfection. We've all broken God's law. With that being said, the punishment for breaking God's law is death in hell, whether you agree with that of not. Putting things into perspective, the universe is so large and we are such a tiny piece of it. The world doesn't need us. Truthfully any single one of us can disappear in a matter of minutes. And the harsh reality of it is that all of us, every single one of us will exist forever, it's just a matter of where we will spend eternity. If you died tomorrow what significance will your social status, or your money, or anything mean? You say let's make the best of the moments now, but what if these moments now were taken from you in a blink of an eye, what then? This world is so broken, and everything in this world is broken including us. If you can't look around and recognize that, then you're nothing but a prisoner that doesn't realize they're in jail and deserve something better. This something better, is a personal relationship with Jesus Christ so you can experience His love for you. See, this is why I’m writing to you—because I want you to know that love, to feel that love with every fiber of your being, to understand that no matter what happens or where you wander or how many times you fall short, you are forgiven and loved.

I know that many Christians are a pain. I know that many are judgmental. I know that many who claim to be Christians really aren't, and they are truly as foul as you think that they are. I grieve at that. I find it difficult to share the truth about Jesus because of them. I find it hard to show you the love of God displayed for us in the death of Jesus because of them. But, I ask you to not judge every Christian by the standards that I just voiced. True Christians are broken people that understand they  need to be put together again by a force more powerful than themselves.  

However, this letter is already too long. I thank you if you have made it this far. Perhaps what I have said has further angered you. I beg of you, please let me know where and how. I am willing to listen. I would not be much of a true Christian if I didn't. Still, I want to close this letter with a few questions.  1) Who do you think Jesus Christ is? You know what I think. What do you think?  
2) Do you think he really rose from the dead? Think about that. If he didn't, it is the grandest conspiracy in the history of the world. It means that Peter, Paul, and hundreds of  the early Christians were liars. Historically speaking, either his disciples lied about seeing Jesus alive after he died and was buried or they didn't. 3) Could it be that he really did rise from the dead? I confess to you that if I were persuaded that he didn't, I would cease to be a Christian immediately. All my hope is fixed on the resurrection of Jesus. 4) Could it be that he really was the Son of God? That he really did die to change us; to purge us of our sins? I urge you to give him a chance.

If you are ready to give him a chance then please pray this simple pray with me:
	"Heavenly Father, I am really a selfish person. I have wanted my own way-not yours. I 	have often been jealous, proud, a cheater, a liar, and rebellious. You are my Creator, but I 	have acted as though I was lord of all. I have not been thankful to you. I have not listened 	to your Word the Bible and have not loved your Son. But now I see that all my sin is 	against you. I now repent of this evil attitude." 

	I, ____________, turn from all my sins and trust that Jesus shed His precious blood to 	cleanse me from all my guilt. I now receive Him as my Savior and Lord of my life. I, turn 	from my sins and take Christ as my Lord and Savior. By His help I promise to obey Him 	in every part of my life.

I pray you prayed this prayer my new friend. Remember, I  love you; but, God loves you more. Welcome to the Family of God.

With much love,

Pastor Sharon

*Hey Trey, I look forward to your thoughts on how I can make this letter better for both the readers and possibly you. As always I am here to answer any questions you may have about anything I wrote. Talk to you soon honey.

Auntie 
