Go Catch a Fly…
I am on an airplane flying from Minnesota to California. I am leaving my aging mom and dad behind in Brainerd. It is always tough getting back on that silver bird knowing that last look and touch might be my very last.  
Jacqueline and I were in Minnesota to celebrate the folk’s 60th wedding anniversary. My siblings were all present as well.  My dad is 82; my sister being the youngest is 51. There is a lot of life that has been lived between us. We have known triumphs and we have known “failures”.  At one point I mentioned to dad how life looks so different at 52 than it did at 30. His response was, “wait until 82.” 

As the days wove themselves together I felt the knit of our roots and our blood, time and history that defined who we were and where we have been.  Time on the farm with my brothers doing chores, hanging tree stands, cutting wood, mowing grass, installing the pump on the well for summer. 

I could hear my grandfather’s voice, remember me pounding on an old 55 gallon steel drum with big bolts thinking I was going to be the next Ringo. Catching leopard frogs by the buckets, making tadpole soups. Picking ticks, swatting mosquitoes, dodging deer flies, carrying the slop bucket out in the mornings and throwing it on the garden. These were all grand memories. 
My bed on the farm was three chairs pushed together. I would put a blanket down and then lay on top of that and then one or more of grandma’s incredibly warm quilts would go on top of me. 
The home was heated with wood, perhaps that is why I have heated my home for the past 20 years with wood as well. In the morning I would wait to hear grandma get up and fire up the wood stove. In younger years my grandfather would have done that but he has been bedridden with crippling arthritis for many years now. That Scandinavian spirit doesn’t quit. 
In winter, eyes would open and be greeted by the twinkling of frost on the walls. Minus 20 outside and sunny, what a beautiful day to split wood. 
Catching fish, running a trapline, planting the spring garden, pumping water, swimming with leeches, cutting myself camping many times, all a part of my life, my story.  
Like me, you have lived life. It has been said that the only thing we truly have is our life- our story. It belongs to you, can never be taken from you, yours alone, to share or not. 

In every story there are defining moments.  Events change, spring upon you, emerges from nowhere. Now faced with choices, you must choose, or not. Either way the plot in the story will shift.  The story moves in the direction of triumph or tragedy. But largely we hold the pen in hand and have the power to write it forward.

I am overwhelmed at the goodness of God. As I shared last time together, I have this clear picture of Jesus, as the Lion of Judah ever present with us. No matter what the circumstances, He straddles us in a protective manner. When life or the enemy comes against us he permits only that which he knows has been designed for us. Like the enemy’s assault on Christ himself he will unleash al he can to destroy us. At some point “Asland” will roar in rage and push back the powers of death and destruction.  The flesh is often confused at the degree that some lives are ravaged. At times I have felt how much can this friend or loved one take Lord? 

Each and every one of us must face the deep heart question, “Is God good?”  Our response, belief cannot be a spiritualizing of the circumstances. 
Spiritualization flows out of the head, resolution out of the heart. Without a deep-seated firm belief in the intentions of God for and to us we can never see God or hear His loving voice. The noise in the flesh will be dominant and it will always take us to entitlement - I don’t like what I see, and God you need to explain/justify yourself to me. Perhaps we aren’t quite that brazen, but nonetheless, it is the same spirit, same attitude. It always leads to death, torment. 

Back to our story, what wonder that life is broken and throws its ugly at us, but our Sacred Father is there with us; Jesus as Lion of Judah and King is present in dominion and sovereignty. The Holy Spirit is ready to immerse himself into us. The trinity “is” gentlemen and just as it was for Christ when he walked among us so it is for you and me. We must seek, call for an interdependent relationship with the trinity. 
As I shared last time, I do believe that it is lousy theology to think that God is asking us to be dependent upon him. This often leads to fear, anxiety and stunted immobile believers. Rather, as a great Father he delights and longs for us to come alive. To stand up and grab life, live it, live it large and with vitality. This was the Master’s proclamation, “I am come that you might have life with depth and vitality.” 

We were created to be like the Trinity in nature, interdependent with God. It is a together process where actually we live life. 

In the purest sense trinification is allowing the trinity to do what they have always done but only doing this in, and through, humanity. You and I individually, partnering with the Godhead.  We are not the center of the universe but we are created from the heart of what is the center of the cosmos and he has extended to us joint heir status. All that he has he has extended to you. 

Wrap your head around this: in the new covenant I am not the one pursuing God, but rather He is pursuing me. Whether you like it or not, God is for you and in the words of Swindoll is the hound of heaven that will pursue you! His pursuit is not to use or exploit you, but rather to participate with you in your glory and radiance. 
Read that again. God desires you to be radiantly alive. He has the map, He knows how and it really isn’t that big of a deal to Him to accomplish this. He loves you and wants you alive and vibrant. What good Father wouldn’t want to see his kids growing in radiance and beauty, grace and compassion? Can you imagine how awesome it would feel to see your kids reach the top of the heap only then to use their influence to lighten humanity’s load. Can you imagine seeing your son or daughter making a billion dollars, and then they turn around and pour money into cancer research or pure water devices for third world countries. Would it really please you to see gifting in your kids and then watch them live lives that go nowhere? They might have all kinds of knowledge but those unlived lives would be tough to watch. 
So much of our Christian brother sand sisters sit on the sidelines of life waiting for God to tell them what to do. That bus may never come brothers. Better you to believe in the goodness of God and rise in the morning with mystery, intrigue and adventure in your heart. Jesus chose Paul and Peter, two boys full of piss and vinegar for a reason.  

Being right is terribly over rated! Think about it, right was taken care of at the cross. Wrong was taken care of at the cross. All that matters now is that you and I live life interdependent with our Sacred Father. He is for you, both because of His deep belief in you and your beauty as well as His deep love for our brother, his son, Jesus. 
We are headin' to a wedding, you and I. We will be the bride of Christ and one of the Father’s responsibilities is to do an extreme make over on us so that when we stroll down the isle in glory and Jesus sees us he smiles widely and exclaims, “you done well dad, you really did well.” 

I believe what we will see is the same picture that occurred in the garden when God presented Eve to Adam and Adam’s response was that gleeful proclamation of “Wow, awesome, holly cow!” 

This is going to happen, you can’t stop it. We have to decide whether we want to play a bigger role in the bigger story, or live small lives of getting by droning under the sun. 

God is inviting each and every one of us to a richer, fuller story. This is not for the faint of heart because in the big story there are things that are bent on killing you. There are dangers all around. Then there is Asland…
In stormy seas he calls to us to come forward and snuggle him in the bow of the boat. In dark valleys of death he calls us to pack the picnic basket. In Babylonian captivity he asks you to get on with living, plant vineyards, run for civic offices, and seek to bless those that you are sharing life with. Why? In the words of the prophet God says, “I know that incredible things I have in store for you and they are plans to prosper you beyond anything that darkness or death can throw at you.”

My father is on the shadow side of the mountain. Each breath is now sacred, drawing him closer into the presence of the Abba of Jesus. I feel deeply the impending loss. Yet, it drives deeper within me an awareness of the many tears our God has shed over the loss of those He loves. I will sorrow and grow closer to the man of sorrows. I will weep with he who wept looking down on his mother from the cross. I will rejoice that another is now safe in the presence of our sacred father. I will bless and exalt His name for having entrusted me with the privilege of knowing a man that lived life well. 

Do not tire my brothers of the journey. Do not quit, do not look back. Look to the wedding, stand strong, pursue life and in everything you do whisper, “What’s next Papa?” 

Pick up the chopsticks now, do what you haven’t with your life so far, go catch a fly.

Journey on sacred brothers…..

Strength and Honor……

jeff
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