                  My Sustainer is My Container

“I will give thanks to your name for your unfailing love and faithfulness,

because your promises are backed by all the honor of your name.

When I pray, you answer me;

You encourage me by giving me the strength that I need.” Ps. 138:2, 3
What a week brothers. 

Last night we rejoiced over the great news that an 8 yr. old little girl’s brain tumor was skillfully removed and the surgery went better than could have been asked for.

God answered prayer!

Earlier that day I wept with a gal that I am very fond of. 70 years ago she was literally a baby left on a doorstep. This was back before we had “H” and CSI Miami to find out who dune it. This little girl was raised in a tough situation but became a fighter and a survivor. Mom was an alcoholic and the men that came through her life weren’t the best of dudes.  She didn’t quit. Instead, she rose from adversity and refused to be a victim. As a teen she decided to see the east coast.  After buying a bus pass she told the driver to point it east and she will tell him when to open the door to let her out.

After touring the east coast for awhile she was reading one day in the newspaper about Roanoke Nursing School and thought that might be fun to see. Once on campus it was why not stop by the dean’s office.  You know where this is going…upon graduate this young lady decided to head back to the west coast where she practiced nursing for 40 years. 
She never married, but did have a son who she loved dearly. This son was tragically taken from her by a drunk driver as he turned 19 yrs. of age. 

Still she didn’t quit. This is where our paths crossed.  Sharing the journey of grief and traversing the planes of sorrow until the valley of the shadow was now below as she ascended once again life.  She found true life out of death and a kindled relationship with Jesus. 

We sparred as she sorted out whether any man was worthy to submit to.  At one point when I yanked her chain she glowered at me and asked, “Who the hell do you think you are?” To which I replied, “I really haven’t figured that one out yet, but this is my office and this is how we play the game here.” 

What a sacred journey to step into other men’s shoes that have misplayed their role and cry out to Jesus to incarnate His love and masculinity and redeem this one. 

Like little Joy, April had those that knew and love her rally in prayer for a deep medical concern. 

When I called I heard, “are you sitting down?” Not what you want to hear.

“Its stage 4 cancer and spread throughout my body.” 

He gives and He takes away…..

Blessed be the name of the Lord.

So I find myself starring into the eyes of Jesus, moist with empathy for me but also reflective of his own pain for April. 

“Walk with her back to the valley son, find the path labeled dieing with dignity, honor,” he whispered. 

There is a profound intimacy that occurs when you enter another’s very sacred and personal space.  Shiny cars, cool vacations, gobs of money, they all look so shallow in comparison to what you experience in sharing the cup of suffering with another.  They grieve, you love. 

Recently I was noodling with Knute, well actually Doug. We were contemplating what if…

What if the Father when He leapt from behind the veil follow the path of Phil. 2 and Matt. 4. 

Phil. 2 he lays aside his roles and titles. 

Matt. 4 he fully immerses Himself in mankind.

What if it really is all about love and relationship?

What if the Father chooses to limit His wisdom or His all knowing for instance but instead He extends Himself to the present moment with you and I.  Could it really be that God would humble himself eternally present to you and me? Could it really be that this is our quest, to really know God, experience God actually have relationship with God as Father? 

The spirit of Zadok is an unashamed call to live a devoted and disciplined life in the presence of our Father.  It is not enough to know about God. Filling the air with words of God pales in contrast to carrying the aroma of The Father into the presence of one hurting, confused, lonely. 

I know this pushes the line of heresy, to contemplate a God that sets aside all that he is to genuinely know me and love me into redemption, restoration, and beauty. We still get seduced by the picture of a God who has ascendancy and is removed from me but asks me become so much more than I am. 

But a God who steps down into deep humility and touches us and says follow me, trust me, I won’t leave you, I love you, I have come so that you might live, I release you from shame, condemnation, guilt, I will live with you and dwell in you, whatever my boy did while among you too can do, trust me.
What if our journey here is to touch the face of God and then carry that touch to others around us? Is anything more intimate or tender, more loving than touching ones’ face? The Hebrew word for face is also presence, interesting huh?

We as believers so often fill the air with our Christian words, sayings, beliefs, assertions, but often it seems like nothing more than Charlie Brown’s blah, ba, blah, ba, blah……empty, vain.

Actually even though we might assert “God is not dead!” Would our lives really bare witness to this? Could we pass the sniff test on this one? 

The subtle seduction of self righteousness is always a respecter of persons. Our Father my brothers is not. He uses and heals who He chooses to. Others He brings home, still others linger with disease. Yet, He is answering prayer, His mercy is being extended, He is fulfilling promise by all the honor of his name. 

To some He calms the storm, to others he bids you to snuggle and embrace him and let the storm within you be calmed. 

There are days I feel the arrogant bastard. Upstartish and angry at God for how he is executing life’s game plan.  

In the midst of my darkness I feel His gentle gaze and He calls me to truth;

“No, you are my true son, rest in me.”  

His call is to come home to His presence. To once again touch His face, draw near, rest. 

I must train my eyes to see through His eyes. To feel what He feels. Too often we mistake hangin' in as some sort of spiritual maturity. It is not. God’s desire, is that we come alive, to feel deeply out of rich maturing character, not raw flesh. 

Like the infirmed of Jesus day I need to hold passionately the belief within me, “if I but touch Him….” 

As I abide in my container, my Father; He is always my sustainer. For it is His strength now flowing through my weakness and once again, I am able. 

Dare to believe my brothers that your God is the ever present waiting Father. 

Waiting for you to come home. Waiting for you to actually experience, live with Him.  Waiting for you to train your ears to listen. Listen to His words of life, compassion, mercy, beauty, creativity. 

We truly have no idea of what the Father will do in and through us if we would simply come home…..

Journey on sacred brothers….

jeff
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