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Until May 17, 2007, I had never met a true prophet. Oh, I’d encountered a number of wanna-be’s, but never the real McCoy. At a Christian Writer’s Conference in the breathtakingly beautiful mountains of Estes Park, Colorado, that all changed. I wasn’t even supposed to be there, because I had been through an interminable season of God’s pruning, including a considerable income I had once made, and couldn’t afford to go. When my good friend, mentor, and best-selling author Cec Murphey emailed me to ask if I would be coming I gave him the bad news. He told me he had set aside money from a book that was selling well, and that I was indeed going. 

I was signed up for a nuts-and-bolts continuing education class, but at the last minute decided to go to a class a man named David Manuel was teaching. That fateful day in May of 2007, I sat in a circle with about 40 other writers a quarter of the way around the circle from our instructor. Unlike most instructors, David did nothing to make us feel like we were in a classroom. He sat calmly in the circle holding only a legal pad on a clipboard, and spoke quietly and softly while seemingly listening to God. I have seen those who try to make a show of listening to the Spirit, but this was the real deal. This was a man in constant contact, as several times during the week he would stop in mid-sentence, be silent for a minute, and then tell us he was going in the wrong direction and that God wanted him to go somewhere else.


Abut 30 minutes into the first class he paused, looked directly at me and said, “Mike, I have a special dispensation for you.” He then turned back to the class and went on, leaving me feeling like the unfortunate victim of a Mack Truck hit-and-run—road kill left plastered all over as the driver went merrily on his way. What ensued for the remainder of that week between David and I will change my life forever. He spoke bravely and concisely into my soul, with both encouraging and challenging words from God. I felt like the woman at the well who after encountering Jesus said, “Come and see the man who has told me all I have ever done.” He knew right where I was in life, and precisely where God wanted to lead me though we had never before met. It was a truly wonderful, yet frightening, experience.

That week he was speaking from a small book he had recently finished called, “Once Upon a Prayer.” It was his account of how God had led him from prayer into dialogue. It told of an incredible journey whereby he and God had established the connection I was now in full witness of. That very night I bought the book and took my new prize up to my room after a long and tiring day where I had delivered a message at the morning session, attended classes, and enjoyed a number of divine 1-1 appointments my talk had afforded. I was beat, so I got undressed, brushed my teeth, and nodded off to sleep with David’s book in hand.


I decided to forego the next morning’s breakfast, take what I had learned about dialoguing and give it a try. Like I said, it had been years since I had heard from God in my desert experience. Oh, I was doing all the right things: having daily quiet times, serving both my church and the community through The Carpenter’s Helpers ministry (see link on this website), and trying to walk the walk as best I could. But I had heard nothing from God save a constant urging to put one foot in front of the other. I went up on a hilltop above the campus where I had enjoyed my quiet times that week, took out my as-yet employed dialoguing journal, and determined to sit there all day if I had to. 

I began by telling Jesus that for once I had no prayer request agenda, that my heart was open, and that I needed Him to speak into it. Well, the flood gates opened with Him reminding me of my “it’s-all-about-me” selfishness, and moving on to a command to cut the chords on earthly pursuits and jump headlong into full-time into His service. That dialogue ended with a good cry, combined with waves of relief from finally hearing from Him, and some shock from the “work out your salvation in fear and trembling” message I had received.


I went back to the mess hall, found my prophet, and we had a good talk. That conference, David, and that book changed my life forever. I will never again believe that God talking to His people was an Old Testament thing, or reserved for a special few. Yes He wants to hear our requests, but more than that He wants to enter in to communion with us through dialogue. Prayer is about relationship. What good friends do you have that got there by never dialoguing with you? 


  Well, I won’t steal any more of David’s thunder, because then you wouldn’t buy the book and enjoy the full impact of his travels and God-given wisdom. I now enjoy both praying the Psalms (see “The Ancient Prayer” this website), and dialoguing with God in my prayers. What a far cry from my old “mindus-constantwanderitis” prayer life with Jesus, who wants more than anything to talk to His children. Once Upon a Prayer can help make that happen in your life. Oh, and if you ever get a chance to sit at the feet of a quiet, elderly saint named David Manuel, sell all you have and go hear this Pearl of Great Price.
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