Nevada Nights

“The Anti-Defamation League on Sunday called for journalism schools and organizations to rescind any honors given to former White House correspondent Helen Thomas.

The organization said that Thomas has "clearly, unequivocally revealed herself as a vulgar anti-Semite," in a speech to an Arab-American group in Dearborn, Michigan.

In the speech, Thomas said that "Congress, the White House and Hollywood, Wall Street are owned by the Zionists...They put their money where their mouth is."

The Society of Professional Journalists presents the Helen Thomas Award for Lifetime Achievement every year, and Thomas, 90, has received over 30 honorary degrees.”

Here is a clear picture of tragedy. Thomas has achieved much in her professional career.

“She was the first female officer of the National Press Club the first female member and president of the White House Correspondents' Association, and the first female member of the Gridiron Club. “

Belief and values do not determine behavior, it is conviction. Convictions are either held consciously, i.e.. “Somebody needs to do something about that!” Or convictions lurk beneath the surface where we may or may not have control over them, but still find ourselves acting out of them. In the second case, your darkness or shame shadow will call the shots. 
This is classically seen where you have a conflict with a friend or family member. They confront you on a character issue or attitude. You agree that they have a good point and 

commit to working on this area. If the shadow holds you, then you are good in your new efforts for about 2-4 days.  Has this ever been true for you? Ever wonder why it is that you can be so well intended and yet your new found resolution only lasts less than a week? 

This is one of the reasons we find over and over again in scripture the injunction “do not be afraid.”  If God is a moral feller, then he is issuing yet one more high bar to hurdle/get over. 

I want to suggest rather God is being a tender merciful Father imploring we His children to see the deep mystery of training fear out of our lives, and what that can release within us and our lives. 

The task of not giving in to fear seems daunting if it is about my efforts, doesn’t it? It would almost seem like God was taunting us, but He isn’t. He is handing us a key to unfolding the beauty of living life with one another and in His kingdom. Not being afraid is really not possible in the kingdom of man because death is the norm. 

One way to tell if you have pierced the darkness and its power broken is by your level or ability to “tell on yourself”, to laugh deeply and freely at your “character defects”, how robustly you can get after evolving in your life - if you can “celebrate your shame”, if the focus of your life is your freedom - your liberty you have because of grace. 

We talk so much about grace yet not many actually live in it. “Drunks” in A.A. have a far better handle on grace than do most clergy....

We say God is just, and nobody bats an eye.
We say God is righteous and no body disagrees with you. 
But say that God is merciful to the sinner and then folks want to wade in! “Wait a minute now, what exactly do you mean by that?” 

Men do not complain when we are talking about righteousness, not really understanding that what is really going on is self righteousness. 

The law tells a man what he is, what he must do, what he must measure up to, what you ought to become and curses man if he does not measure up!  Crazy, man wants glory and the law ironically, delusionally, offers them a shot at it. This is nothing short of madness. 

The law doesn’t tell a man who God is, what His character is really all about, or reveal His heart to us. In the law we really don’t need God. Oh we know about him but we don’t need him. God is more of a lackey to us in the law. 

Jesus brings grace and truth. He brings the heart of the Father; he brings reconciliation, redemption, peace. He brings healing from shame and broken relationships. He extends a chair at the table to the whore - all of us are whores. There is not a damn one of us that hasn’t at some point exchanged your dignity or self respect for a dark passion, whether it is greed, or gossip, it matter not, they are dark and will slowly turn you into a beast.
Only grace can show you the heart of the Father.

I remember this fall, early one morning, the Lord waking me and asking me to join him on the side of the mountain. “Lord, its 2am.” “Come on boy, let’s have some fun.” 

I left my bow in camp, strapped my headlight on and started up the mountain. Camped at 8900’ level and climbing to 10,876’. I hadn’t gone far and the Lord said “Do you think ninja you need your light on in this bright moonlit night?”  I think I detected some mockery in his voice but even still I felt warmth, blessed by his presence. 

Upon reaching the top of the saddle I laid on my back cooling off a bit now from the climb. The stars were glorious. (I love the app “go sky watch”). 

I watched the stars and the satellites for better than three hours before they began to fade, melting away under the coming of the new day and the sun’s illumination.

Our talk was warm, often like a dad reflectively sharing life’s insights with a son. To this day whenever I am in the back country I carry a copy of Proverbs because as a young guy when dad and I would hunt partridge back in the north woods of Minnesota we would stop somewhere along the way and sit and read the Proverb of the day. Rich memories, sort of like that night in Nevada. Alone again with my Father, being lead down a path of insight, perhaps even wisdom if I can find ears to hear and eyes to see.

Shortly after dawn, God begin to play a whimsical game of “tree hopping”.
“Son, see that white pine over there?” “Yes, Lord.”  “Go sit under that tree.” I did and found myself digging out my journal and beginning to write as the Father spoke into my heart. Twenty minutes later, “See that juniper over there boy?” “Yes, Lord.”  “Go sit under that tree.” I laughed and assured the Lord that this present tree was comfortable and the deer bed under it was soft. I felt His grin, no words.... I also grinned and got up and moved under the next tree. Again, He breathed into me graciously His heart. On the 7th tree, and there aren’t that many trees at that elevation, God asked me, “Son, do you know what the most obscene expression in the English language is?”  Boy at this one I hesitated wondering if the altitude or the lack of sleep was fuzzing my brain. “Jeff, what is the most obscene expression in English”, God prodded.

“Well, Lord I guess it would have to be ‘f you’.” 

“No son, it isn’t, it’s ‘I know’.” 
My eyes snapped wide open as my spirit within me leapt with arousal. God had graciously allowed me to see the moment we ate from the tree of “knowledge of good and evil’. We became people that “I know” means the world to. It was also at that moment that the entire cosmos and everything in it went obscene. All of life was ‘f-ed’.

All of life mocked God, innocence would never be safe again, purity impossible to hold unto. We would be loyal or loving to no one but ourselves and even there we would do poorly.

Whatever we as created being can feel is a small portion of what God at a God capacity can feel.  

Stop for a minute and imagine the impact to the Trinity to have all of your creation in a nano second turn on you and become the absolute opposite of you and your nature.

We are not talking small differences here; we are talking total affront and contradiction to you and your nature. This is pure epic violence, yet somehow God withholds His pain and hoar. I really don’t understand how this is possible given the nuclear level of assault on God. 
If we don’t see how horrendous this is we will never get how deep our darkness and delusional nature is. 

It is the enemy’s game to minimize this, “you didn’t get f-ed you just blew it badly, but you can take care of this if you just make up for it somehow. Perhaps if you just try a little harder...”  Now the human ego is hooked, “yeah, I blew it but it isn’t really that bad. I have a wife and children and job and a warm home. I just need to live a life worthy of who I am, really.....”
Anything to do with me is going to kill me and keep me on the porch.

In the parable of the prodigal brothers there are layers of obscenity.
The one brother obscenely asks for his inheritance early. This is literally saying in their culture, “Dad I wish you were dead so that I could have “my” money, but since you aren’t, how about giving it to me anyway.”  That’s dark.

A Father having to hear that is really dark.

Watching a son go into the night knowing this will be a painful season for him is dark.

Not knowing what will become of your son, dark.

The kid looses it all, dark.
Finds himself among hogs as a Jewish boy, fighting for food, dark 
Comes to see his darkness. “I’m pretty f-ed up here.” 
In his dark obscene place he wants to turn back to life, love and trust the heart of his father.
Whether we call this hitting bottom or coming to our senses, this dude finally gets, if it is about me, then I am screwed.

The boy returns home and runs into what he never ever imagined. Boundless grace, mercy, love. From his father.
He also returns home to a brother who “has done right” from the beginning. Who has been faithful to his father. Who apparently has had a party thrown for him like he is seeing his father throw for “lesser” brother. 

The word "son" is used throughout the parable. However there is a slight change which is easy to miss as the story closes. The father, pleading with the self righteous brother to come inside, eventually frustrates with the process and calls him a  child. The English is still “son” but the original language is “child.”  Self righteousness will only allow you to get to childhood never true sonship.

In fact if we look at the parable there is a fascinating literary thing going on here. There is an inverted story being told about both boys. 

The parable tumbles downhill and then uphill for the youngest and the opposite movement is the older self righteous brothers.
First movement: v.12 “give me my share.”  - a son is lost- arrogance

Second v.13 “and wasted his property in extravagant living.” - goods wasted in expensive living

Third v.14 “he spent everything.” - everything is lost.

Fourth v.15 “sent him to feed pigs.” - the darkness of feeding pigs for gentiles.

Fifth v.16 “no one gave him anything.” - total rejection. 

Sixth v.17 “but he came to himself.” - A change of mind and heart.  

Now here’s where the grace process begins:
First movement:  v.18 “make me a servant.” - initial repentance. 

Second movement: v. 20 “the father had compassion, embraced him and kissed him.”  - total acceptance.

Third movement: v. 21”Father I have sinned against you and am no longer worthy of being called your son.”  - walks deep into repentance

Fourth movement: v.22 “bring the best robe, a ring and shoes.” - Everything gained, restored to sonship!

Fifth movement: v. 23 “let us eat and make merry.” - resources used to joyful celebration

Sixth movement: v.24 “for this my son was dead and is alive....began to make merry.” - A son is found!

The first six stanzas:

speech

he leaves

in need but unrepentant

become a pig herder

eats nothing

is dying and alone

The second six stanzas:

speech

he returns

in need and truly repentant

becomes an honored son

feeds on fatted calf

is alive and wanted

Also, look at the boys 2 speeches to his father, they mirror one another again.

Speech 1:

father

give me my inheritance

he divided his living

Speech 2

father

I have sinned against you and heaven

I am no more worthy to be called your son.

This is the journey from delusion into life. From the obscene into love.

Notice the first section is all about what we do, the second is all about what the Father will do. This is the journey of self absorption into obscenity and then the obscene love of God Almighty totally covering and wrapping me in His spirit of adoption and never letting go! Staggering isn’t it?

With the older boy the expression is amazing:
There are 4 steps downward but only three 
1st v.25 “as he approached the house he hears the party and asks. “What does this mean?”  - He comes

2nd v.27 “your father has killed the family pet!” - your brother is safe- feast! 

3rd v. 28 is significant because custom and culture required the son to go inside. Instead, this brother humiliates his father by quarreling with him publicly. A Father seeks to reconcile.

v. 29 “I have served you many years and never disobeyed you.” Complaint one, how the dad is treating him.

4th v.30 “When this son of yours!”  Complaint 2: how the dad is treating his brother.

3rd v. 31 beloved son, all that I have is yours.”  A father tries to reconcile

2nd v. 32 “It is fitting to be merry and celebrate, because what was dead is now alive.” A brother is safe - now party!

The sequence:

he comes

a feast

a father tries to reconcile - complaint one - how you treat me

complaint 2 how you treat him

a father tries to reconcile

a feast 

and what is clearly missing is the lack of coming to the party by the self righteous brother. 
The spirit of self righteousness always takes us to an obscene place, but not beyond our waiting Father. We simply need to abort our delusions. Even if I’ve worked all day and got paid the same as the dude that showed up at 3:30, I need to bask in the life of the Father and live from my deepest truth. I need to be willing to set my mind and its yammering aside so that our heavenly host can lead us to many, many, many parties. 

One more thing hairy men: there is no middle ground in the parable. You pick your poison. We are either little brother or bigger brother, but you be a brother in the story. This is why each and every day we need to examine ourselves for the bitch called self righteousness that will devour your soul. 

May this week you rest in the unfathomable love of the Trinity because our Sacred High Priest Jesus rose and offered His sacrifice once, and then sat down. You can’t add to it or distract from it. Jesus said it is finished and that is pretty final brothers.
Learn to breath and bask in his love and grace. May, in the words of Eugene Peterson, “may you get in sync with the unforced rhythms of grace.”

journey on sacred sons of the most high

jeff
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