May the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be pleasing to you, O LORD, my rock and my redeemer. Amen.
“Whoever welcomes a prophet in the name of a prophet will receive a prophet’s reward” (Mt 10: 41)
When I was a kid my mom often said to me, “Audrius, I can read your tracks before you make them”.
Sometimes she could see things about my life I couldn’t see for myself. Other times she told me what I already knew but it made more sense when I heard it from her. Sometimes we had difficult but meaningful conversations and other times she told me truths I did not want to hear. Sometimes she caused me to reconsider and be more thoughtful about what I was doing. Other times I tried to cover my tracks. I became more stubborn or sneaky.
I have others in my life today who can read my tracks before I make them – my wife Audra, my daughter Arija and my son Aleksandras.
Who has read your tracks? What truths were revealed? How did it change you or the direction of your life? What was asked of you?
Whoever that was, she or he was a prophet. Have you ever thought of that person as a prophet? That’s not how I thought about my mom back then. And she probably didn’t think of herself as a prophet. But sometimes we are. We read the tracks of our children or grandchildren, friends even before they’ve been made and offer truths, hope, wisdom.
My mom didn’t foresee my future, but she could see the consequences of my choices, actions, and the direction I was going, and she wanted something more for me, something different. She spoke with insight, not foresight. That’s what prophets do. They reflect deeply on what is happening in the present moment and call us back to our betters selves, our truer selves. Sometimes they speak to individuals and sometimes they speak to entire nations, to a people. 
A prophet isn’t one who predicts the future. A prophet is one who calls for and insists on change. It’s one who interrupts business as usual, and provokes change.
That’s what we hear from the great prophets of Israel.
· It’s Isaiah saying, “Learn to do good; seek justice, rescue the oppressed, defend the orphan, plead for the widow.” (Isaiah 1:17) “Is not this the fast that I choose,” he asks, “to loose the bonds of injustice, to undo the thongs of the yoke, to let the oppressed go free, and to break every yoke?” (Is 58:6)
· It’s Amos saying, “Let justice roll down like waters, and righteousness like an ever-flowing stream.” (Amos 5:24)
· It’s Jeremiah calling for justice and righteousness, and that no wrong or violence be done to the alien, the orphan, or the widow. (Jer 22:3)
I wonder if we have become so accustomed to the way things are that we can no longer see the needs of others, the injustices done to them, or their pain. 
Look at everything that is happening today – the Ebola epidemic, the economy, political dysfunction, Every child matters and the Black Lives Matter.
Those are not just problems to be fixed. Each one is a voice as prophetic crying out for change and warning of the consequences if we don’t. Each one of those is reading our tracks before we make them. And it is painful. It’s painful to see and it’s painful to hear.
The prophetic cry is not about condemnation, judgment, or punishment. It is a calling, an asking, an insisting that believes we can be more and do differently. It sees more for us than we see for ourselves. It believes more about us than we believe about ourselves. The prophet’s cry is about hope, healing, and more life. 
And just as these voices cry out to us today, sometimes the prophetic word comes quietly, personally, through one person who sees what we cannot see — like Louis from LTC Home in the hallway chair.




LTC Home Story: “The Woman in the Hallway Chair”
There was a woman at the LTC Home named Louis who always sat in the same chair near the hallway window. She didn’t say much, but she noticed everything — the nurses rushing by, the volunteers, the visitors, the residents who wandered, the ones who waited, the ones who watched the world go by.

One afternoon, after a long and heavy week, I walked past her a bit too quickly. I must have looked tired, distracted, carrying more than I meant to. As I passed, she lifted her head, looked straight at me, and said:

“Father, you’re walking like someone who forgot he’s carrying light."

Just one sentence.
I smiled and kept going, but her words stayed with me the entire day. And the next. And the next. Because she was right.

I had forgotten. I was carrying responsibilities, worries, and the weight of other people’s stories — but not the light that makes those burdens bearable. I was moving like someone who believed everything depended on him.
The next week, I stopped and asked her what she meant. She looked at me and said, “When you’ve lived as long as I have, you can see when someone is carrying something they don’t need to carry.”

She never preached. She never quoted Scripture. She never tried to teach me anything. But she read my tracks before I made them, and she gently nudged me back toward who I was supposed to be.

Some months later, Louis died. At her memorial service, I realized she had been a prophet to many people — not because she predicted anything, but because she saw clearly, spoke simply, and called people back to themselves.

Sometimes prophets don’t stand in pulpits. Sometimes they sit quietly among us, offering a single sentence that reminds us we are still carrying light. Amen.


