 


Recovering the Lost Spirit of Man

Recently, I was wrestling with a client around “trying.” Yup, it harkened the words of the shriveled apostle Yoda: together now, “there is no try, there is only do or not do.”

For most of us we live in a post Jedi era, nevertheless I found the musings of our little musty friend from the swamp very insightful.
We have been leaning into our call to stand up and walk out life as men and bag the delusions around being gods. 

That’s where the “trying” piece came into view for me. If I exert myself, express myself and it doesn’t take me where I want to go then relying more fully upon my own resources typically takes me into delusion - my godness. Ironically, most often when I assert that I am trying, I am also inferring that you need to be helping me somehow. Yoda’s observation that there is only do or not do is cutting through the delusion of not what could be, should be, oughta be or might be but rather getting to, well, the what is.

This process is not to be confused with weak men dinking at an effort and then sitting back and waiting for God or others to do something about it. These men are an abomination to manhood.

Rather, see the picture your sacred father paints when he says to men:

Stand fast in your faith I Cor. 16:13

Stand in awe and sin not Ps. 4:4

Stand fast in your liberty Gal. 5:1

Stand fast in one spirit Phil. 1:27

Stand firm with all we have taught you and keep a firm grip..2Thess. 2:15

Stand up, 
Stand firm, 
Stand steadfast, 
Stand in, 
Stand true. 
Gentlemen, your father calls you to strength, dignity, and honor. 

Contrast that with Ps. 1:5 “…sinners will not stand in the presence of..” or Ps. 5:5 “the proud (or some translation have “the foolish”) will not stand in your presence O Lord.” 

Isn’t it amazing that the primal part of our being seems to always think God somehow looks at us in a denigrating fashion, “worms?” 

Yet, His heart and His process involves you and me standing up, not groveling in fear. He calls us to engage as men not boys!

Do you remember that awesome scene in Top Gun (obviously before Cruise found Scientology)? Cruise is supposed to be engaging in battle yet his inner demons, voices of past failures and his impotency at being a god is overwhelming him. He is obviously “trying.” The ship’s commander does not ask him how he is feeling and could he unpack some of those feelings. Instead, the voice of authority exhorts him to engage! (I refrained from quoting the actual line to hold the obscenity count down)

One man is speaking to another man, one warrior to another warrior. This is the cry of Zadok. We go together, alone we perish, and together we flourish. 

We as men are called to demonstrate initiative. When I hit “not do”, then I relax into my impotence and surrender to my Lord who is omnipotent. 

There is always a moment of faith. Maverick could have stayed “ego inflamed”, but instead he let go of what his ego had him believing to be true and surrendered to the voice of authority directing him into strategic battle. 

We have got to get this dance. It is mystery, intrigue, adventure and poetry all rolled together. It is far bigger than any man can figure out or keep in focus, but it is mere child’s play to our “deck commander.” 

I absolutely hunger to see we as men celebrate our impotency together. Not to stop there, but to stand up in grace, in dignity, in strength and honor and understand this is the beginning of masculine empowerment. We will have dreams, insights, and ideas. We seize them, come before the Father sharing them and then launch into action knowing they will or will not be established by his grace and presence. Picture yourself launching into action and as you do God literally is infusing his being into yours. 

This is not a reckless gladiator approach but rather a tender hearted warrior: “Since God chose you whom he loves, you must cloth yourself with tenderhearted mercy, kindness, humility, gentleness, and patience. You must make allowances for each others faults and forgive the person that offends you. Let the words of Christ, in all their richness, live in your hearts and make you wise.” Col. 3: 12ff

There is a rthymn in life; we must learn to dance with it. Fight it and you will know significant distress. If we truly believe that God is good and in control then whenever we find a wall going up in front of us, dynamically there is a window opening up to us as well. Part of the message of Eccles. is that there is a season for this and a season for that. Solomon paints this picture that God uses cycles and patterns. Night to day, summer to winter, cool to warmth, etc. 

The enemy, or our own craziness, may inflict a wall upon us, but the mercy of God is such that if we had ears to hear we would begin to hear the creaking of a window being opened in that same time frame. Indeed what might our lives look like if we trusted this process, the goodness of God, the strategic intentionality of our Father to bring out our beauty and adorn us so that we eventually cause the Son to cry broadly with joy. What if we when we hit a wall felt, ah ha, and with the eyes of intrigue and desire began to train to see that window. If there is a deep trust in the nature of God’s heart for us, then this is not going to be a problem to train into this paradigm. 

I am not inferring this will insulate us from tragedy. We are training to become noblemen not magical thinking preschoolers hiding behind the hem of our God. 

When a brother looses his dream property, we stand with him, we weep with him, we look together for the window but we speak only after he has seen that window for himself. Your presence and the strength of your presence is what you bring, not your expertise. You are there to serve; in this our Father is glorified. 

There are many mysteries to life that are too deep for us to plumb, but out of the mystery comes Emmanuel, God with us, in us, among us. 

Do you remember that great scene in Bagger Vance where Will Smith, who plays God, comes out of the darkness straight to the frustrated young man whose life is not working in spades? That is this picture, the mystery is deep and over whelming and in that season once again God comes to man. The mercy and love of God is amazing. His humility is staggering and oh so convicting as well. 

The ego must die for the true spirit of man to be set free. 

I am watching my father do just this. He is embracing the finality of days, drawing his worldly goods up and giving them to those that have shared life with him. He is blessing, thanking for the times together, reflecting on memories built and hopes of our tomorrow. We are making plans in eternity- for the life yet to come. As a result, this process is creating very deep bonds and a fondness to be in each other’s presence. Others, as they age, have tried to hold on to ego, puffing it up, “look at all that I have done for you, now you…”

Can you feel how that repels you from that person? The difference is ego. My father is just as alive as the other several folks I am thinking of, but dad has let ego become untethered from him, the other 2 people I am thinking of have gotten the air compressor out and have it on high inflating their egos. 

Living from our true sonship creates genuine bonds. Living from ego is delusional at best and often diabolical.

One path will lead to life, true life, scars and all. The other leads to madness and the insane pursuit of what can never be attained. 

We must become men of action that are animated by our Sacred Father’s desires and infused with the Holy Spirit’s life. 

Strength and honor sacred brother.
Journey on….

jeff
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