




Bushman

“Come now let us argue this out, says the Lord. No matter how deep the stain of your sins, I can remove it. I can make you clean as freshly fallen snow.” 
Is. 1:18

No matter how much we hate the law, we fear grace even more.

Recently, I was chatting with a brother who stopped by just to bring me up to speed on his journey.  His story is both amazing and sad. Amazing in that through his brokenness he messed up big time but instead of running, hiding or justifying himself; he stood up and squared off with reality. He faced his demons, owned his consequences and endured what followed afterwards - all of us who are attached to this brother working our stuff out. Like Job’s friends, Job’s crisis became their crisis.

The ingredient that is missing most often is we don’t slow down long enough to not make this about us, but to linger with the brother who has sinned and stoop near enough to inquire, “what happened, what’s this really about?”  The empathy piece is often missing and consequently whatever advice Job’s friends are going to offer will not be about Job but about themselves.  The brother’s sin really is typically about my sin. When we don’t do empathy it is because my brother’s sin is like projecting my dark side, hidden sin and we want him to get out of grace and back into the bushes of denial. 

Yet, ironically just about every player in scripture are poster people of who we wouldn’t want teaching our kids Sunday school class, or being a youth sponsor. 

The brother’s story is amazing because three years latter he is recapturing his cadence and is seeing the life that God is extending to him. He has been freed from self righteousness because when you blow it big and face that reality you know you stink. He now can walk in that freedom of not having to perform or live up to some artificial standard. He is free to walk in humility- the 'what is' of life.
The picture the Lord has been pouring into my mind is one of where most of us are still hiding in the bushes and anytime someone gets too close to us we are picking up stones and they are going to get one upside the noggin.
Grace invites us to come out of the bushes and walk to the center of a clearing into the light. Here the Father invites us to wrestle, contend, and argue with him about why we “should” be in the bushes. Paul was three years in the desert undertaking this with God, until he got deep in his gut the grace reality. When he did he could say with truth telling love, “I am the chief of all sinners” but shame would no longer hold its grimy grip on him or his dignity. 

I’ve said that the brother’s story is both amazing and sad.

It is sad because over the last three years there have been way too many self righteous but well intended…choose your own obscenity at this point, that have tried to shove him back into condemnation and shame. 

To others on the outside it may appear that “they got away with something.” But that is naïve at best. The cost is often immense. A wise Minnesotan said of affairs, “that will be the most expensive piece of fur you ever bought.” 

What God is saying in Isaiah is stop making this about you again, come to the light, face and embrace the what is, own the consequences and get back in the game of living life. We are His workmanship, creations, not designed to be buried under a stack of papers somewhere but brought to places of illumination. Lights not built for bushel baskets, but pedestals. 

Through the years one of the patterns I have observed is those that protest the most over sin usually feel pretty exposed- this often is their own crisis and not the other brother's sin. In my own life God confronted me over my self righteous attitudes a number of years ago. He brought me into the light and exposed “maybe you haven’t committed this sin not because of your great sin management style, maybe you have just been a coward in facing your dark desires. It was in that season that I wrestled with the Lord and realized, “Lord, I want to hold to my values animated by the power of love, not motivated by fear of being shamed. The law often enforces the delusion that I am god. “Hey I am not doing adultery so I must be good, okay.”  When the reality is, the Lord has said, don’t bother with bringing me a sacrifice if your heart isn’t in it. 

How sad it is to me with the perfect work of the cross we still imply “Jesus, it is not enough, no thanks, I’ll stick with the law, just tell me what to do and not to do. 

Having sat with folks for better than 30 years, it is interesting to see the results of homes with systems like that. The kids almost never have a faith that is alive. Most leave the faith. When we as the big people don’t live life you can’t expect many to sign up for the same distortion. 

The instinct in most human beings is to migrate towards life and away from death. Scripture says the law produces death. So how can we be legalists, practicing self righteousness and expect anything but death, decay or distortion to be the fruit we produce? It is totally counter intuitive! But then again, fiddle away Nero. 

“For they have betrayed the honor of the Lord, now their false religion will devour them.”

“My people are being destroyed because they don’t know me.” Hos. 4:6

“The time is surely coming, says the Sovereign Lord when I will send a famine on the land- not a famine of bread and water, but of hearing the words of the Lord.” Amos 8:11

Does this cause any of you with me to cry “Yikes!”?
Back to the metaphor of bushmen… 
My vision went on to see the Father standing in the city square inviting we which walk with a limp to come to the community center in our nakedness. To be men that are men of strength yet without pretense. Men of living in the light where we get light as our weapon.

Can you imagine joining other men there where you can feel the spirit is one of humility, men who know their darkness can be great, who are no longer wrestling with measuring up to false standards but instead have gotten comfortable wrestling with the Almighty? Men who are muddied and soiled from those bouts with God? 
Now picture the Father stepping back as we come to the center of community, look one another in the eyes, see reflected back a “knowing” of one another. Those that walk in humility can quickly spot or see another that does as well. The self righteous don’t have eyes to see and can’t spot true humility, often they mistake it for “not trying hard enough.”  Brothers of humility have a cadence in their spirit which is not frantic or maniacal like Chicken Little’s energy. 

We meet together, look at one another and ask about each other’s story- empathy. In the sharing, and truly listening we will begin to see what elements of wisdom God has poured into these other brothers through their grace journey. It is here we begin to see just how we belong to one another. 

I love the West, I love Cowboys. I loved John Wayne and Frankie Lane, but the icon of the American Cowboy;- self reliant, alone, tough survivor dude has killed a lot of community.  The gifted true Cowboy was never independent but interdependent - with his horse, the land, the weather, shelter, etc. 

We belong to one another, your life is not your own. We were designed to breath out, not hold in. Fear creates a holding or an exploding out.

“Do not fear anything except the Lord Almighty. He alone is the holy One. If you fear Him, you need not fear anything else.” Is. 8:13-14

How incredible of a promise is this? 

“You must always act in fear of the Lord, with integrity and with an undivided heart.” 2 Chron. 17:9

From our gut we get, “Lord, you are enough.” From our gut and a heart of love we cry out, “though you slay me, yet I will praise you.” 

These aren’t lightly recited mantras, they are passionate erotic expressions of love. Love for the God who has redeemed us and given us life and a future. Love for a God who gave His all so that we would be free to truly live and come alive. 

Love for a God who doesn’t want to be bothered by our errors but instead is eager to know if we have gotten over ourselves enough to embrace the life of life He has extended to us. 

Love for a Father who, having wooed sons into the light of community, now steps back and invites us to find the wisdom of one another’s lives. Where we can be transparent in our brokenness and inquire of another brother what perhaps the Father has shown him in that area of his life. 

It is the community of humility, those that embraced the cup of suffering whether the cup was extended by God’s gracious hand or whether we find ourselves there because of something stupid we’ve done. It matters not to Jesus, he is just jazzed that we find ourselves there. Now the journey is: “Jesus save me from me”. Out of delusion and into the glorious healing light where we do not need to run any longer. Breathe deeply sons, you are free, now live in the freedom. 

Zadok- the unashamed call to live a devoted and disciplined life in the Father’s presence.

What was extended to this Levitical family of priests has now been extended to you and me. Where there were few, our Lord now says, “Come, abide, dine, dwell with me.” 

Here is life transformation and those that walk in this life will be a community the powers of darkness cannot rock. This community will be the portal God will pour forth His glory…..

Journey on sacred brothers
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