Live your edge

Aloha my bradas

Well I guess I can scratch off my bucket list riding out a tsunami….

Jacqueline and I are flying home today after spending yesterday on Maui waiting for nature to do its thing.

We were woken early to the tsunami warning and life began from there. The Maui Island spirit is truly incredible. Their emergency services and the handling of what could have been an immensely ugly situation typified their beautiful aloha spirit. We headed upcountry to gain elevation and a vantage point since we were turned back from the airport and told we would not be flying at noon. 
We listened to a local radio station that was truly amazing.  Hosted by Alla and Fred they fielded phone calls from folks calling in with beauty and grace, humor and a calming influence. I truly believe those folks worked wonders keeping most folks calm. Some of the calls were pretty dang funny. One dude called on his cell phone and asked “I’m standing on my roof, do you think I’m safe?” When Fred asked where he lived, he replied, “on the beach.” Fred, graciously said, “Nah bra, I think I might head a little higher than that.

Another dude called from Alamo rental yard where he worked and asked Fred to call his boss and him to send him home. Ah, the hang loose island spirit. 

Another dude called in and asked, “Hey can you surf a Tsunami?” 

Still another local boy called in and asked if he could name the Tsunami after his girlfriend, Bumquisha!”

Then there was the dude that called in and did an infomercial for his landscaping renovation services. I think he was counting on the landscapes being rearranged.

Little kids called in, older folks called in, folks on the mainland called in wanting local people to check up on their grandma. The loved of aged and tender care for them was so apparent. 

I remember at one point being on the side of the road looking down on Maui feeling very teary thinking of all the folks that live subsistently along the beach and wondering what would become of their lives if the 12-14’ wall of water washed over the island.  Even now I feel the tenderness in my heart. Who cares for those whose capacity has diminished to care for themselves? 

Hasn’t this always been at the heart of our God? His tender mercies, new every day despite what life throws at me or what I throw at myself.  His majesty is seen most regally in his mercy.  Shouldn’t ours then as well?

Today as we drove to the airport at 5am I was struck with something I had never seen before. I have spent a little time outdoors but I have never seen a rainbow at night! I’m not certain they even exist, but there under the full moon up against the mountain was this rainbow shaped arch. The colors were muted but none the less it was a rainbow or moonbow, or something like that. I almost drove off the road several times staring at the thing. It felt like the Lord was smiling, saying “I heard your prayer boy” yesterday. I know that’s a little too narcissistic, but it is what I felt my Father was saying to me. 

One last story; when we got the all clear signal and we returned to the airport I was struck with the fact the brothers in blue were at every intersection. The local police force had manned all the major intersections despite the threat to their lives. 

I asked myself, and I ask you my brothers, are you at your post? Are you where you need to be and doing what you need to do with your life? How are you putting yourself at risk because honor calls you to?  Do you love painfully, with abandonment?

When Paul calls us to live, “whatever you do, do it with your heart, mind, body and soul.” Do it with abandonment, do it with eesh!  Be extant, don’t shrink back; pierce, and penetrate your world. Bring out creativity, beauty, grace, always from love. 

So let me share with you some observations from Maui if I might.

If a man doesn’t know why he is here then there is no way for him to, at his core, feel alive.  Curly had it right in City Slickers, “the one thing.” 

Find the one thing, your purpose, and your reason for being created. 

Do what you love, what you were born to do; give from your gut to the world what you most deeply feel, live it with abandonment. Stop waiting. Do it now.

Men don’t allow limitations to limit them.

Closing down in the midst of pain is a contradiction to a man’s true nature.  Christ felt all the way thru the cross; He maintained his Eesh. No man took anything from him and He never ever was dependent on another for His direction, purpose or well being. He lives with eternity in view! He was interdependent with His Father. You and I need to be as well. 

Ecc. 3:11 “God has made everything beautiful in His own time.  He has planted eternity in the human heart, but even so, people can not see the whole scope of God’s work from beginning to end.  Peek at verses 12,13 as well. 

As soon as you and I as men close up or pull in we are no longer free men. We are trapped in fear, the darkness expands and in the words of Jeremiah Johnson, “it won’t save them” speaking of the scene where the settler Dude had placed his family in a flimsy wooden shelter to protect against the Indians they lived among. 

If we take our eyes off of eternity, we are lost. We need to train how to look beyond present circumstances into the heart of eternity and stay anchored there. This will be tough to do if you don’t believe in a good God, or that eternity is where we will sing hymns all day long. 

If our God is good and for us and we actually believe that he seeks to bring out the depth of beauty we are created with then we will stop being spectators in life and instead hear the deck commander scream at us, “damn it Maverick, engage!”

Men, it is utter foolishness to try to hold unto your life. This is what women do and what God created in their hearts. They are the ones hardwired to look at relationships and be vigilant with expending their energy to cultivate those connections. You and I were created from dirt and had the very thunder of God Almighty breathed into us! 

You’ve heard me say before, if you aren’t living on the edge, then you are taking up too much room!

Don’t you want to hold unto the thunder of Caleb? 80 years of age and still looking to conquer for our God. Still alive with a deep belief in the goodness of God for him. Still passionate with the vitality of “if my God is in it, then so am I”! 

To hold eesh, you have to live on your edge. The moment we pull back you back away from radiant self and abandon your life to the damnable ego that sprang forth when we betrayed God and our true lives in the garden. 

A man living on his edge is alive. There is a depth to him; he is inspirational. Other men are drawn to him, women notice him, children laugh freely in his presence, and he is exotic if you would. 

A man’s capacity to receive another man's criticism is a measure of his capacity to receive masculine guidance, energy from others. Faithful are the wounds of a friend. Iron sharpens iron….. 

A true man always will appreciate loving confrontation rather than flattery or affirmation, says Solomon in Proverbs. 

If a man does not have good connection with masculine men, masculine energy, then the dude will act more like a woman and be hurt or act defensively rather than absorb the masculine wound as life giving. 

What do you do when God whacks you? Do you throw your head back with abandoned laughter and scream to the cosmos, “that’s the best you got!” 

I want to suggest if you did that from a place of true masculine energy, from a heart of love, that the Father would look around the room and gather all eyes present to himself and then chortle, “that’s my boy!”

A boy will pull back in fear and wonder why God is beating him up and whine, “oh God please stop, stop being a bully.”  The way we try to make a deal with God, “I’ll be good” stuff that we tried to pull with our folks growing up. 

I don’t say this lightly guys; you know that my life has been far from easy. Even on Maui last week I had three days where the pain was off the charts. Those of you that have lived with deep pain or high levels of fatigue know how hard it is to function.  When the pain is high you wonder if it is going to kill you. And when it doesn’t you feel ripped off!

Men live with authenticity; boys always want to make deals. We need to learn to live blameless and give up the perfect notion. God doesn’t call us to perfection, rather, He calls us to live in reality, authentically from your heart. 

Stop and noodle on the difference here. Living under the law makes life all about me and we filter ourselves with how we engage in life. We end up living in our heads like Maverick in “Top Gun”.  Our lives are one self sabotage after another. We simply keep stringing them together. Your life or story was never designed to unfold that way. 

If we learn to live blameless, we will train to listen deeply to our hearts and live with abandonment with it.  God’s observation of Job was that he was not perfect, but he was blameless. The same could be said of David with the exception of setting up his buddy and having him killed in combat to save face over having impregnated his wife.  Isn’t it interesting that this was also a time of David lacking eesh?

Living a life from blameless means your heart is empty, uncluttered. You aren’t holding junk in because there is no junk.

Robert Sapolsky from Stanford notes “stress doesn’t kill us; it is stress that lingers that does.”  He notes in his book, “Why Zebras Don’t Get Ulcers” that when a lion approaches a Zebra the Zebra takes to flight. Once out of harms way, the Zebra then lets it go and goes back about the business of living life again.  There is no ego that ever gets inflamed in a Zebra. The sense of Zebra self simply lives life. 

When a man can’t or won’t receive masculine energy from another dude it typically always speaks of unresolved father wounds.  Genuine fathering always involves loving guidance as well as loving challenges.  Look at the last generation of young men and see how many are “soft.”  They talk of being stressed out a lot, but that isn’t because they are under such a load as much as they have little resiliency.  We, their fathers were growing them where we had societal rhetoric stating that man energy was bad, corrupt and that men were really just like women but had penis and were tolerated despite that. 

Societal penis’ went flaccid, society deteriorated,-we tolerated it, the church became soulless, God became what any of us wanted him to be, anger permeated our culture and globe, we learned to adapt rather than create, we piled up more and became less, we all found we had issues but few ever got free from them defining our lives, the left got lost, the right isn’t, and Monk made his last episode……

Living at your edge is simply feeling where it is that you start to pull back. Where does fear start to show up for you?  Scripture is replete with the heart of the Trinity imploring us to not succumb to fear. Don’t let it define you or own you. 

All of us are afraid, stop running from this truth. Find your fear for in finding it you will find yourself.  Read that again okay? Your fear is a composite of you and where you are at. Now, learn to breathe right at that point and move forward. 

When my youngest daughter was a child I remember a camping trip where I wanted to teach her how to expand her belief in herself. It involved crossing a rushing creek up on a log. Very scary scene for a little girl, but since her mother wasn’t around I figured I might give it a go. 
Lots of encouraging affirming talk speaking to her. Then to her fears... First we straddled the log and went over the river with dad holding tightly unto her. Then we stood and again dad holding tightly unto her we went back and forth over the log several times. Then with dad holding her hand, next with dad touching her fingertips, and then with dad within reach but not touching. That was Lindsey’s crossing then. She had done what her fears had said to not do. She had felt her edge and took reasonable steps based on her intell telling her, this is doable, let’s do it. Fear was never absent, ever present, but she stayed engaged and stayed out of her head to do so. 

Live from your edge! It doesn’t matter where it is, it matters you are living from that genuine place. 

When the nation of Israel came to the Jordan the first time they were a nation of boys with a couple real men present. The boys felt afraid, and hysterically infected the nation. Israel turned back. Boys take laps and get stuck in no-man’s land. 

Years latter when Israel shows back up in the same spot it is still the Promised Land and it still has bounty as well as giants that lived there. There were still tangible reasons to be afraid, but this time they push forward. 

Real brothers don’t tolerate mediocrity in one another. 

When David taunts Goliath we see such a display of this before Israel’s army. Here one little kid calls out a giant as well as his own nation.  There has never been a time in our lives men when we need to step into those shoes as there is today. 

You were born for a purpose - live it! Stop adapting to what you don’t like or believe. Do something about it. See all of eternity in your circumstances, live through it/them. What I mean is this: if your marriage sucks, don’t stop there as a victim bad mouthing your bride. Live through, meaning you are a part of humanity and humanity needs you to stay engaged Maverick. Find a way, find what it takes to create love and the flow of love in your relationship, do it for humanity. Living with eternity in mind means, this won’t last forever and whatever you do in the name of love for Christ will be returned to you 100 fold according to Jesus.

Does this make the pain go away - no. Does this make the aloneness go away - no

Does this make you a man rather than a boy - YES!

The self will actually find fascination in the process - the ego never will. The self-will seeks to train to a higher level of masculine strength in this circumstance. The boy will only want to pour another beer or go masturbate. Okay, maybe you spiritualize your life as a self righteous brother so you will want to go hide in a bible study or some other societal endeavor where you think you get points.  Sorry about the sarcasm…maybe not….

Before woman was created brothers you and I were placed in the garden alive with life and vigor. We were working, extant, radiant. 


You will never find your fulfillment in woman or work. Your fulfillment will flow when you are living your story, living out your mission,  being what the universe is most impacted by when you are alive.

It is in living on your edge that you will begin to see your way, find your purpose, hear deeply the voice of God. The valley of the shadow is where we find the deepest presence of the Almighty. You and I might be afraid of the dark, but He isn’t. 

If you struggle to hear God’s voice, I bet it is because you have pulled back from the edge. Boys always demand that God makes it safe enough. And if it isn’t they won’t come out to play, as if that really matters to the world. 

Remember, if God doesn’t take your breath away, then something else will.

Do I relax into the deep awe of walking with a God that thought I was worth His only Son?

I can always tell in counseling when a dude has lost touch with his heart. His whole family will challenge him. It’s like instinct in those closest to him to start clanking on him trying to wake him up and help him find his “roar.”  Those dudes don’t see this as love so they typically pull boy energy and dominate the family in contrived ways. Or they might pull the shoulds out of our faith. That’s where I tend to get a little crazy and want to scream a chicken manure explicit because that becomes the beginning of the ending of those kids faith walk. 

How dark is it that an adult male hides in fear as a boy and then brutalizes their kids’ tender spirits extinguishing the budding of faith for them.  This should cause we as men to want to rise up and change this. It should cause us to call these Christian brothers out and to task. It should cause us to not tolerate anything done in the name of Christ that is so diabolical.  We need to not make way for men that are life taking rather than life giving men. 

Watch a dude that wrestles with resentment. He is a boy that has lost his way and has not been initiated into manhood. 

A man is reliable, boys aren’t. Men stay at their post, boys cut and run when they feel threatened. 

Your word is a demonstration of your masculine core. When you talk a good game but don’t deliver you frighten those that share life with you. We are engineered by God to protect and provide for our loved ones and our communities.  When you falter, those closest to you will “poke” you. They want to wake you back up.  Crucify the ego, breathe Abba, and re-engage. When you get stuck, consult with a wingman, find a brother that has lived through something similar to where you are at, pick his brain and empower him to whack you when needed. Your place of vulnerability will become your place of strength. 

We as men are hardwired with a love of, and need for death. We drive fast, live large, say things we shouldn’t to our ladies. Our masculine freedom starts as a little guy when we ventured out of mom’s sight and knew we weren’t suppose to. We were going to get in trouble, right? Didn’t we say things like, “oh your mom is going to kill you?”  In sports wasn’t it, “kill, kill, kill”? If a buddy is on a roll and really funny don’t we say, “dude you are killing me?” 

Why does it make sense for “reasonable” men to give up 2 extra tires and wheels and drive faster on a motorcycle? 

See the need we have to do death? But, the death we need to train into is not like the Xgames stuff, but learning how to enter the valley of the shadow places where they are bigger than I am and I will need a God that loves me and is for me on my side.  Training in death is where I joyfully surrender my ego or the “old man” to be kicked to the curb or stomped.  Training in death is where I live from that place of,  “if it please you this day my God to allow me to be stomped, then bring it on baby because I can’t keep alive what isn’t alive!”

This isn’t light rhetoric; this can only genuinely come from the roar of a man made alive by the breath of the Almighty One. 

The capacity to face death head on for the sake of freedom is the ultimate masculine act. This is what the Master was all about.

 This is what we are called to live out as men of faith. This is what was in Paul’s heart in Eph. 5 where he calls us to be willing to lay our lives down as Christ was. This is not passive capitulation; this is a proactive engaging in living in someway that is going to make life a little, or a lot less, convenient for me. 

Look, you and I brothers have little control over anything, but God still calls us to engage deeply. Do you see the risk and adventure there? You absolutely will never take that leap if in the deepest part of your gut you don’t know God loves you and is for you.

Time to land my brothers; I see the Farallons, thanks for the ride..

jeff 
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