
 The Watchman 

 And he sees the sword coming upon the land and blows on the trumpet and warns the people. 
 Ezekiel 33:3 

 I  have  long  been  reluctant  to  be  labeled  an  evangelist.  Isn’t  that  something  awful  to 
 admit?  I  have  a  picture  in  my  mind  of  those  who  accost  others  on  the  street,  who  are 
 pushy  and  forceful  and  get  in  your  space  and  preach  hellfire  and  damnation.  As  an 
 introvert,  all  of  that  is  appalling  to  me.  As  I  have  been  exposed  to  the  overwhelming, 
 encompassing  love  of  Christ,  I  have  found  myself  zealous  for  others  to  experience  the 
 same  thing,  to  know  that  He  is  the  Son  of  God,  that  He  gave  His  life  as  a  ransom  for  ours, 
 that  He  paid  our  sin  debt  so  that  we  could  be  with  Him  for  eternity,  and  that  He  longs  to 
 give  us  abundant  life  filled  with  His  peace  and  His  joy  regardless  of  circumstance, 
 environment, or event. It took me longer to realize that’s what an evangelist feels. 

 I  read  this  morning  in  Ezekiel  33,  and  the  word  “watchman”  caught  my  attention.  The  role 
 and  responsibility  of  the  watchman  is  defined  very  clearly  by  Jehovah,  and  the  gravity  of  it 
 was  impressed  upon  me.  The  watchman  is  one  who  (by  Hebrew  definition  of  the  word) 
 leans  forward,  who  peers  into  the  distance,  who  observes  and  awaits.  His  attention  is  on 
 what  those  walking  around  on  the  ground,  living  their  lives,  can’t  see.  They  don’t  know 
 what  may  be  coming,  but  the  watchman  does.  It  is  his  job  to  tell  the  truth.  That’s  it  in  a 
 nutshell.  Just  tell  the  truth.  What  the  people  hearing  the  truth  do  with  that  information  is 
 on  them.  But  if  he  chooses  to  keep  the  truth  to  himself,  the  danger  and  death  that  falls  on 
 them, he himself will be held accountable for. What a sobering thought. 

 In  the  situation  my  family  and  I  have  walked  through  recently,  it  has  come  home  to  me 
 that  I  have  not  done  my  best  to  make  sure  those  I  care  for  know  the  truth.  I  have  held  that 
 trumpet  down  by  my  side,  for  fear  of  insulting  them,  disturbing  them,  interrupting  them. 
 When  I  have  lifted  it  to  my  lips,  I’ve  given  only  a  half-hearted  blow,  maybe  a  little  “toot”  here 
 and  there.  I  am  much  more  free  with  my  own  relationship  with  Christ  around  those  who  I 
 am assured are like minded. 

 What  was  spoken  pretty  clearly  to  my  heart  this  morning  is  that  I’m  not  responsible  for 
 saving  them,  He  is.  I’m  just  responsible  for  telling  them  the  truth.  And  if  I  truly  care  for 
 them,  then  I  will  risk  an  interruption,  a  disturbance,  and  insult  to  share  the  truth  with 
 them. 

 I  pray  that  as  I  digest  this  information,  this  responsibility,  that  Jesus  will  empower  me,  that 
 He  will  stifle  the  whispers  of  unease  as  I  step  out  of  my  comfort  zone  and  sound  the  alarm, 
 potentially leading those I love to a place of safety in His everlasting arms. 

 Father, we thank You for Your enduring word. We thank You for the truth that has set us free. 
 We ask You to help us take the responsibility of watchman seriously, and not to allow fear to 

 stand in our way. 
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