Morocco

Currently we are sailing off the coast of Morocco.  Yesterday we strolled among the market place in Agidar. My eyes ran up and down the rows of goods these vendors had on display. Fresh dates, olives, silks clothes, ticky tacky goodies I’m sure made in China, spices piled high in neat cone shaped groupings. 

On more than one dude’s face I could see the look in their eyes of one with mixed emotions. On one hand wanting us to buy their goods, on the other hand the steely reflection of lust, seemingly I was the object of attention for his knife perhaps not far from hand. 

Our guide Siabe, ever gracious, gently but firmly shepherded us through the market aisles and back unto the bus. 

The struggle for life in Morocco is like so many places in our world, yet so far from our paradigm as Americans. 

When asked if Morocco provides medical coverage for its people Siabe replied, “well yes,” with a rye smile. When asked to clarify he shared that if you had a broken arm, you still might have to wait months to be seen by a doctor. 

Tomorrow is Thanksgiving. I am immensely grateful for what we have in America and what the Lord has entrusted into our care. 
The food on board here has been absolutely stellar. However, it pains me deeply to see all left overs go into a garbage can. Beautifully created tastes that arouse the mouth with God formed cells meant to be receptors that ooze, “this is good.”  

God’s beauty and goodness abounds. Everywhere you look you see it, smell it, taste it. 

But life under Adam’s curse still carries so much heaviness for so many. A mother sits by the roadside all day long. Dirty, impoverished, hungry. 

I return to the ship for a glass of wine and some fresh crab legs…..

I will not defraud my God by not celebrating the goodness He has extended to me, but my spirit will not allow me peace because of those many who do not have the luxury of clean water, a warm bed, shelter, adequate food. 
The words of Jeremiah echo in my ears, a mournful cry from the heart of our Father, “For who is he who will devote himself to be close to me?” Declares the Lord.

What does it mean “to be close to me?”

I want to live from the presence of Jesus, not for Jesus. I want those that I come in contact with to smell Jesus on and in me and not simply man. 

Jacqueline and I, when flying across the pond, had the joy of sitting with two wonderful African American ladies. 

I love loving on folks, for about three hours as an introvert… 

I could feel the presence of our Father upon us. As Pam, the lady next to me began to unfold her story the design of our flight took shape. 

Pam teaches at Purdue as a university professor. 

Her father quit school in 5th grade to return to the fields trying to support his family. In that young man’s heart beat the desire to have finished school but that was not to be for him. Yet, those longings, and the desire for more for his kids, was passed on. Day after day, under the sweltering sun of the south, was etched his resolution that life needed to be better for his own. 

Pam, carried those desires and convictions into under graduate school. Her father died between under graduate school and grad school. He never saw her receive her doctorate - never witnessed the grand honor of teaching at Purdue. 

Pam’s brother passed 15 years ago as a young man. Mom and Pam hung together, comforted one another and went forward in life.
Several months ago, her mom went home leaving Pam basically alone. 

These are the opportunities where it feels so sacred to be along side one whose load has suddenly gotten very heavy. 

“Jesus, you touched those around You when You walked among us, touch once again thru this life of mine,” I breathed. 

I truly believe my primary role in life is to be a life giving influence. If the life of God is not being breathed in me, then I am only going to be smoke and mirrors. 

Each and every day there are those that come into our “domain”, spheres of our life. Make it your high and holy calling, make it your sacred privilege men to mark these precious folks with life. Strive to life in such a manner that when they leave you, you can see in their eyes warmth, gratitude, a little lighter load. 

I’m addicted to a happily ever after ending, however, we often won’t see the full picture, final chapters, or where the story turns in a beautiful direction. 

Make it your quest that your heart is available to receive and reflect both beauty and pain. Learning how to attend to a person’s pain is not easy. We often jump too quickly to wanting to fix it or make it go away. 

The black lady sitting next to me is a lot smarter than I am. She has come from a deeper hole than I have had to dig myself out of. So what do you think some white bread dude is going to share with a sister like this that won’t sound like it was built from cheese puffs? 

But, if I can reflect Jesus’ love; open my heart wide to Jesus to allow him to pour thru me, then maybe holy fire can burn once again. 

I saw this regal lady wrestle with letting down and showing her pain in front of a stranger. But, love did have its medicinal effect. 

Our lives are not comprised of our potency, our knowledge, our lives will have deep meaning based on what we have experienced. Let me put it another way; the measure of our lives as men is not what we know but rather what we have felt. 

You have felt the love of Jesus flowing thru you; is there anything that compares to it? Nothing. Everything else is a mere shadow, cheap imitation of this life that Christ extends to us. 

Brothers, slow down long enough to ask our Lord to give you eyes to see and ears to hear both the cries of those around you as well as the longing of our brother Jesus, to touch those we are in contact with.

Journey on sacred brothers……
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