
 
In 1 Timothy 2:1 Paul writes, “First, I want you to pray for all people. Ask God to help and bless them. 
Give thanks for them (NIRV).” A number of years ago, I had an experience on a plane that has 
irrevocably changed me. God’s call for me to pray for all people was etched into my heart and mind 
powerfully on my flight home from Sarasota to Greenville.  
 
It was close to Christmas and there were a lot of people traveling with their families. I was traveling 
alone. Across the aisle and up a seat or two, a family was traveling with an infant. As babies are prone to 
do, this one started to cry as soon as we started taking off. She didn’t want to settle down. After a 
couple of minutes of screaming, I started feeling sorry for the young mom who was trying so hard to get 
her infant to take her bottle, accept comfort, or something. Some travelers looked on sympathetically. 
Others were plainly irritated.  
 
It seemed that the mom needed as much comfort as her infant. I started to pray for her. I prayed that 
God would open up His storehouse of goodness and bless her and her infant just because He’s able and 
overflows with blessings. I prayed that the infant would accept the bottle and find comfort for her 
popping ears. I asked that the mother would enjoy her flight. 
 
The baby stopped crying -- immediately. She was a cute, baldheaded little girl of about six months. After 
drinking some of her bottle, she cooed at her mother and flirted with the passengers around her for the 
next hour and a half of our flight. She did not even cry when we landed. I don’t know what went on 
inside her mom’s heart, but she sure looked a lot more at ease when her daughter settled down. I broke 
into praise – albeit silently. I’m not much of an exhibitionist and freaking out my seatmates would be 
way outside my comfort zone. But inside my head, I was singing and shouting thanks that God had come 
to the rescue of my fellow passenger.  
 
The mom and her family disembarked in New Orleans where my plane landed to let most of our 
passengers off and then fill up again. Another mom and daughter got on and took up almost the same 
seat. This little girl was around five. They traveled with an older, mentally disabled girl. I assume she was 
also a daughter, but this little five year old took up so much of the mother’s time that it was hard to tell.  
 
Like most kids, this little girl had trouble with her ears hurting when the plane took off. She cried – 
pretty hard. What irritated the rest of the passengers, including me, was her behavior before, during 
and after. She was quite simply a brat – a beautiful, adorable, spoiled, princess, brat. Her mother’s 
parenting seemed to make it worse. Like most everyone around the obnoxious royal brat, I was quickly 
irritated with the pair of them. I judged the mother incompetent. In my heart I was critical of the way 
she handled numerous situations that arose, condemning this mother for making her daughter the 
monster she was becoming. 
 
I was not entertaining these thoughts every moment of the flight. In fact, an eloquent British voice was 
reading in my ear from the book of Genesis for most of the flight. Still, my mind was diverted quite often 
to disparage this poor kid’s future and grouse about my poor luck to have to share the plane with her.  
 
A good forty-five minutes into our trip, I was mulling over one such thought when the rug was pulled out 
from under my smug condescension.  Images of me in difficult parenting circumstances rolled crossed 
my mind in rapid succession. I know those looks of disdain that other parents give you when they 



evaluate your child and find the outcome wanting. I’ve been the recipient of those looks on many 
occasions. How dare I judge her? Me! I know what it’s like to have a challenging child. I know what it’s 
like to parent under difficult circumstances. And I allowed seeds of self-important arrogance to flourish 
in my heart toward this total stranger. I didn’t know her circumstances. I didn’t know what kind of day 
she’s had. I didn’t know what kind of life she’s had that’s brought her to this moment. 
 
My heart broke with sorrow toward my sin and for her. As I saw her with new eyes, I realized that this 
woman was struggling to appease a very difficult child. She seemed sensitive to the annoyance of the 
nearby passengers but helpless to do anything to manage this little girl in the confined quarters of the 
airplane.  
 
In that moment, I confessed my sin and began to pray that God in His excess of goodness would 
abundantly bless this mom and little girl. I prayed that contentment would fill the mother and joy would 
overflow from the little girl. As I was praying, the little girl started giggling. I had my eyes closed in my 
seat while I was praying. I was so taken about by her giggles that I startled in my chair. Her giggles rose 
as she filled the front compartment with her deep belly laughter. She and her disabled sister enjoyed 
some joke between themselves.  
 
I was overwhelmed by God’s goodness to this family. The little girl continued to laugh and giggle for the 
entire rest of the trip. It was not particularly intrusive or loud. It was a beautiful and cute giggle. Her joy 
changed her mother’s countenance. Mom sat back and relaxed in the chair, smiling and at ease for the 
remainder of the trip. I had prayed for God to fill this little girl with joy and for the next hour, I was 
privileged to hear the floodgates of heaven pour out of this child in her unabated peals of laughter and 
exuberant giggles. I was caught up in the flood. 
 
Once again, God used me as some conduit to usher in His blessing. I don’t know all the ways that God 
works. There are many times that God acts in people’s lives and no one asked Him to intervene. But it 
seems that in many situations, He waits to be asked. Was no one else asking for Him to show His 
greatness and love to these poor stressed out moms and their kids? I was heartbroken and humbled 
that my arrogance and self-centeredness had delayed God’s blessing from being poured out on the 
second family. It seems that He waited for me to ask before He acted. That’s a horrible and heavy 
responsibility. It’s humbling, awesome, and overwhelming. I wish that my impurity had not been so ugly 
so that I would have seen this woman with God’s eyes sooner. I’m so grateful that my Father cut 
through the crud in my heart to get my attention so He could do the work He wanted to do in their lives. 
 
On the return trip, there were very few families. One very young mom boarded with a small baby. She 
traveled light and carried the tiny infant in her lap. Well, I was set to go this time. “God”, I called. “We 
get to bless another mom!” The plane started its taxi down the runway, the infant started to cry, the 
mother started to fret, and I started to pray, “God, bless them. Fix this tiny baby’s ears and help this 
young mom be at peace.” The baby fell asleep. She slept for the rest of the trip. 
 
If God is waiting for me to pray for all people, to ask Him to help and bless them, to thank Him for them, 
and I don’t, God forbid. That my self-absorption would be the reason someone else misses God’s 
blessing is a horrifying thought. I will confess that I still often have seasons where I just don’t. I’m 
absorbed with myself and my burdens, tired, distracted by entertainment, or whatever. But God is 
faithful to remind me. Pray for that person. 
 



And so I do. I pray for people walking in parking lots, on the news, flying over my head in helicopters on 
the way to the ER, in cars beside me, in check out lines, and more. Sometimes, my path crosses long 
enough with folks that I get to see God’s hand directly and immediately at work. More often than not, I 
have absolutely no idea what God has done because I’ve prayed. But I know He’s done something.  
 
God asks us to pray for others. He asks us to ask Him to bless others, and thank Him for them. I 
challenge you to be radical in looking for others for whom you can bless in such an extravagant way.  
 
 

Unless otherwise indicated, all Scripture quotes are taken from the ESV: Study Bible :  English Standard Version, Crossway Bible, 
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