



By the sweat of your brow…..

“Death is life’s last great challenge to the ego to free the soul.”  I have no idea where I stole that from but I have been reflecting on our ego and how we torment ourselves because of it. 

As we have looked at, we ate of the tree of good and evil and our eyes “were opened.” In the opening also came a closing. 

Open eyes of those that the trinity called “gods”  produced egos that quickly lose balance and clamor for what hardwired entitlement says we “should” have. 

Closed eyes no longer see clearly that I lost my radiance, dignity and innocence. 

Open eyes created desires and drives that plunge me forward into lusts that consume me and consequently eventually mock and own me. 

Closed eyes no longer see the tender love of a waiting Father, patiently, ever waiting for you and I to stand up and ask the courageous question, “why do I smell pig shit?”  The madness in how we as men live life is no less obscene. 

Even now when we read “by the sweat of your brow,” don’t we think of punishment and God being hard on man and woman?  Yet, if  coach looked at you and in the watching of you approached you and said, “you know, you could play ball in the big show if you wanted to.” If he went on to say, “it will take work and you will probably work harder than you ever had before, but you can play at that level if you want it!”  Would I think the coach was punishing me? 

What’s the difference?

The coach is perceived as offering me honor and dignity, a chance for status and notoriety. 

On the other hand we see God as shaming and punishing us for not measuring up! This is an absolute abomination and perversion of the love and intentions that your sacred Father has for you. 

What if, “by the sweat of your brow” was a noble path, a redemptive path, a path that might lead you to pitching in the Bigs?

You will never succeed beyond what you are not willing to give up. 

Giving up is always a central part of redemption. We don’t capitulate in passivity of weakness. We stand tall, firm, erect as men and humbly bow in the presence of the Abba of Jesus who loves you and believes in you to such a degree that He has put all the chips on the table, sits back and says, “now watch.”

What gets in the way of God unfolding His lavish plans is our ego. Our damnable propensity to always make life about impotent, inept me. Sure, we do cute things with our lives and make neat contributions to others' lives, but can you keep a loved one alive? Can you look into one you cherish and promise them nothing will ever again wound them and pain them? Can you say to them, beauty will unfold every day, anew with life and vitality? 

We are insane, and the sooner we come to grips with this the sooner we can get the antidote.

You are as sick as your deepest secret. 

For all of the rhetoric about grace do we as men really get it deep in our gut? 

Do we understand that what is hard wired in me is rebellion and delusion? Do I understand this perverse mystery, or am I so busy running from it that I stay ignorant and darkened in my understanding? 

Ignorance is the petri dish of religion. Like maggots to three day old meat come those “that know” and are now on the scene so that we too might know. 

Static faith, empty religion, easily controlled people, stunted ones, bigots budding in pews……. Not what the master had in mind. 

“I don’t condemn you, my Father doesn’t condemn you” - you condemn yourself by the constructs you place upon yourself.

Tauntingly, Jesus says if you go the way of the law then you better be better that the Pharisees or Abraham. He who is the great high priest, the holy Rabbi, touched, loved, dined, healed and mingled with “ugly” folks. He is silently screaming “no religion - relationship.”  Relationships bare witness to whether you are integrating truth or not. 

If Jesus kingdom is predicated on relationship, let me ask you a question, are you lingering in the Master’s presence? Is there anyone you are sharing life with that absolutely knows where you are really at? 

Who do you have in your life that as a wing buddy if he said to you, “I disagree with you Jeff, instead of going right I think you ought to go left”, you would run with trusting Jesus in him and step out in faith for three weeks to see how it bares witness?  We surrender and submit to one another not as empty headed wimpy fools, but as warriors, noblemen, amigos.

I was re-reading this week again about the soldiers at the “tomb of the unknown soldier.” These warriors guard the tomb, 24 hours, 365 days a year. They change guards every 30 minutes. The guards must commit to a 2 year duration. During this time they live in barracks under the tomb. They can not drink alcohol, on or off duty for the rest of their life. They cannot swear in public for the rest of their lives. They must commit to do nothing that disgraces the uniform. After the 2 years they are given a small lapel wreath signifying that they have served as a guard at the tomb. The guard must obey these rules for the rest of his life or give up the small pin. For the first 6 months he can talk to no one nor watch TV. All free time is spent studying the 175 notable people buried in Arlington National Cementary. He memorizes everything there is to know of these folks. He spends 5 hours a day preparing his uniform for his service.

In 2003 as hurricane Isabelle approached DC the senate adjourned for 2 days and they fled. When the soldiers were extended the opportunity for shelter and to suspend duty, they firmly replied, “No way sir.” 

This, my brothers, is the spirit of Zadok. Strong minds, tender hearts, pure bodies. At their posts, never wavering, faithful, loyal, abiding. 

And what of you my brothers, what would you do for a small wreath pin? 

Our God is not entombed but alive and stands now before you gazing into your eyes and invites you into a path of dignity, honor. We serve not for a small pin but a crown.  You are neither too old or too young, our Master trains one and all who will come and but yield. 

“Be still my soul the Lord is on your side! Bear patiently the cross of grief or pain;

leave to thy God to order and to provide.

In every change he faithful will remain. 

Be still my soul, the best thy heavenly friend thru horny ways leads to a joyful end.” 

John writes, “now you are sons of the most high.”  

God is love, and all who live in love live in God, and God lives in them. And as we live in God, our love grows more perfect.”  This is the returning to our true sonship as sons of the Most High. 

Life lived in our ego is life under Adam’s curse where we live as bastard children of none. No matter how well you dress the pig, in the end it still is a pig. 

You and I brothers must choose again our path. One of the narrow road where the blessed Master in mercy and love will wound you to free you from ego, or be chicken little and scurry around gathering your craziness to you.

We will sing praises to our God and King, or sit beside the road with Nero and fiddle away.

Journey on sacred brothers…….

jeff


