The Pilgrimage of Adam
“However, the family of Zadok continued to minister faithfully when Israel abandoned me for idols. These men…will stand in my presence.”

Ever wonder about what it might take to see your lineage generations later, still walk passionately with the Lord? 

This has always been my deep desire. If my faith is real and my God isn’t one of the dead ones then how can I live to pass deep character into my offspring that they might be impacted by the same spiritual passions that I have had and be stirred by similar beliefs so that hunger burns within them too, to touch the Holy One? 

How can we, as a community of men, live in such a way that we pass spiritual vitality to the next generation?

On one of my bike rides, when I was noodling away with the Lord, I was wondering how it was that this Levitical family of priests, Zadok, maintained solid character through the shifts in culture, kingdoms and political whims of potentates? 

What mattered to them during their daily routines? What did the value through the course of their life? Where did they invest their energy and passions? 

I started with those same questions of me. “Jeff, what do you absolutely have to do before you leave this planet? If you could do only one thing, and only one thing, what would you do?  If you were to die at this moment how would your epitat read? What would your legacy look like? Would you even have one? As your life brushes up against another life what are they left with? Have I passed to my children the incredible mystery and adventure of my faith, or are they thinking there is a pink elephant in the room and dad is smoking something? Those that are closest to me, if they could say whatever they wanted to about me and no one would ever tell me what would they say?” 
“Those that speak only the truth, have nothing to fear.”  Mr. Lee, Monk episode about 87

Light is our weapon, Jesus is the light. Live in that light.

Most of us know what the “right” answers are, but we need to hear the heart whisper truth, to respond, and not just the drone’s cranium. 

When I blow it and I share that with a wing buddy, hearing his words reflected to me is not really what I anchor on - it’s his eyes. “You blew it, I love you, nothing changes, and now do what you need to do.” But it’s what the eyes have extended my way that is caught and oriented off of. Love, acceptance, and the challenge to get back in the saddle… and begin again. 
That’s Grace!
WHAT MATTERS?

Or perhaps if we which know you were asked, based on our observations of your life what might we say we think matters to you?  Where your heart is, there you will find what your treasure, and consequently what really matters to you. 

We are all hard wired to let our brain do the talking but the brain isn’t always on target - that’s what denial is all about. My mouth and brain are going one direction but my body and spirit often in another. 
We may fool ourselves into believing something is true but there are always “tells” showing. John Gottman, the Washington State guru of marriage has folks sit in chairs that have sensors in the bottom of them. When folks are describing their marriage, their love for their partner, the desire to build a healthy marriage Gottman’s sensor is not listening to the words, it is reading the chair movement. Guess what, the chair doesn’t lie. Gottman has a 95% accuracy rate in predicting whether a couple will be together ten years out or not. 

We lived from instinct in the Garden before the fall. We were in harmony with all God’s created order, and Himself as Creator. 
Our bodies were the membranes that were first impacted by the stimuli of life. Sights, sounds, smells, tastes, etc. all began their resonating of beauty within me. My brain was in sync with my body, no division or separation. My heart was at peace, feeling the cadence of serenity and beauty, all was well. Each part of my being lent strength to one another.
After the fall, not only did I find myself at odds with my gal and my God, but the separation ran through my own life as well. My eyes were “opened” and death became my companion. With my new illuminated mind I decided in (my) infinite wisdom that God had messed up in making woman and she certainly had messed up too. My very first contribution with my new found powers was to offer delusion passionately believing it to be true. 

Most of the faith community has structured our growth to be something that we use the brain for. Read, learn, and do. Listen, learn, and do. Like now reading these notes, what will you do with them, the information? 

I’d like to suggest the Zadok cry, “an unashamed call to live a devoted and disciplined life in the Father’s presence.” 
This is exactly where Adam needed to go. He needed to put woman on a leash and then return to his Sacred Father to figure out what’s next. 

Isn’t this exactly what Christ does when he comes as the second Adam? Didn’t he say his life was about being immersed in his Father’s presence? 

Would our kids leave the faith if they saw in our lives the imprint of being in the presence of God? Instead of seeing and experiencing God through us they hear us give the “talks.”  We reflect to them good stuff but if it isn’t internalized and walked out in mystery and adventure then it is only stuff and sitting on the side lines watching us they will draw their own conclusions whether our God is dead or not. 

When the crunch comes, knowledge will not be enough. It is love, acceptance, and beauty, relationship that matters. 

Recently I was back in Minnesota. Dad and I got talking gardens and this summer’s vegetables.  When he found out I had not been able to find Marketmore cucumber seeds he went to his private new stash.  There he counted out what he might need for his garden and then gave me the balance of the bag. Perhaps it is a stretch for you to see the immense value in what took place before me, but I was deeply impacted by it. Those seeds were worth millions to me because they came from a heart of love, and rather than asking me what I needed and counting them out instead he counted his needs and gave me the abundance of the balance. The pack of seeds was $1.09. But that’s only how western culture would assign value - dollars and cents. 
These seeds are sacred to me because they come with such deep love attached to them and that love was extended freely. I wondered, would I be as aware to love with such abandonment, so freely?

It’s what was in Dad’s heart that mattered, that’s what impacted me. It’s the same for you and me. People are impacted by your heart. And I have news for you, you don’t have to be perfect to impact folks. When we miss something, because we are flawed, if we return to them and acknowledge that we missed a piece or didn’t really respond the way we would have liked to, if this is done in humility it can be very impactful on people. Most folks dispense grace quickly and when we acknowledge our limitations before them but also ask to go through it again because they matter to us, wow, what wonderful times those can be. 

The last few years we have seen celebrities offer public apologies for a variety of things. Most seem scripted don’t they? Does it do anything for you? But when a person sincerely does offer an apology, does take ownership, then we are moved by their confession. It’s the path of humility that allows love to flow so freely. 
It seems this is part of why the fall was so damaging to us all. Humility was supplanted with entitlement, greed and the building of one’s own kingdom rather than partnering with one another and God in the cultivation of beauty here on earth.  
Part of the cry of Zadok is for men to hunger above all things for the presence of God. Not just hunger but also to learn to stand in His presence, linger. 

If you were in Adam’s shoes and the choice came up to choose between God and woman, what would it be for you? Indeed I believe each and every day we as men find ourselves there. 

Jesus walked it out for us. He modeled what it is like to be the hero, hit the home run and make all things new-better.  But our hero has an interesting twist in his story; He doesn’t get the girl.  Just when you think the story has reached that point where Mary sees Jesus for who he really is and there is that great ahh-hah moment you would naturally think that is where he scoops her up and throws her on the back of the horse and rides out of Dodge having left it back in good hands with the virtuous locals.  But instead, he says to Mary, “Touch me not.”
No embrace, no white horse, at least not yet. Jesus walks out our map of how to live as valiant, warrior worshippers. He showed us how to abide in the presence of His Father. He taught us to keep getting the focus off of self, how to practice humility. How to be a man that will stand when needed, speak when needed and be silent when needed. He has called us to train up your strength but keep it under control. He exhorts us to live life and stop with the fear side of making mistakes. He blew up most all boxes so that we could be free. He taunts us with:  if you insist on living moralistically then you better be better than the Pharisees. 

Having done it all and modeled it all for us then he says to us, “gang, what you have seen me do, you can do and even greater than these things.” Jesus walked this out in the presence of his Father and the Holy Spirit, but without the gift of the indwelling spirit which he gave to us as part of the covenantal deal.  How can we not then wrestle deeply with this truth and seek to understand how this might manifest in our communities? 

If we as a community of men will stay out of the bushes and allow the Father to draw near and not turn away, perhaps even yet He will breath Holy Fire into us and rekindle true life in our culture.

Time to get naked dudes! Besides, there’s not much room behind those bushes with so many of us jockeying for a place there…..

Journey on sacred brothers…..

jeff
[image: image1.png]



1

