There are no problems only process

Recently I got an opportunity to practice “leaving my headlamp off.”

I went to visit a buddy in Eden Hospital that was recovering from a heart attack. I crossed the lobby of the hospital heading for the elevators when I noticed a group of gentlemen in front of me heading the same direction. As they neared the elevator the three folks standing there waiting for the elevator looked up and saw them and decided they all needed to go for coffee or something. 

This is where I turned off my headlamp. I stood as tall as I could and walked firmly in their direction with a warm smile on my face. I engaged the oldest toughest looking dude, never breaking eye contact nor loosing the warm smile on my face. Two other gents stood there semi flanking me with their sunglasses on not saying a word. The elevator final arrived and the doors opened. I entered with my new best friends while several other hospital guests declined. 

“Fourth floor” I said as I punched the button, “what floor for you guys?” With that one of the lieutenants reached around me and pushed the 6th floor. 

“I’m guessing you guys aren’t the candy stripers,” I jovially said to the old leathery dude who was having a hard time breathing. He laughed. 

These 6 Hell’s Angels were there visiting a friend of theirs that was in pretty bad shape. When I first saw the jackets I suppose the logo and the reputation preceded them and my mind made the leap. But then I thought, wait, they are dudes just like me, have the same need to be loved and cared about, was some woman’s child, perhaps have a few children out there and they are here in the hospital because they care. I mused to myself what sharing a few moments with them would be like. So I flicked the headlamp off and went with the present moment, sensing, feeling for the subtle movements of body, heart and mind of a bunch of Hell’s Angels. 

Now, to be honest, the other thought I did have was if this doesn’t go well I am in a hospital already… And I doubt that I would have engaged the dudes the same way in a dark parking lot. 
But it was neat. The old fellar is pretty well spent. He has lived and road most of his days. I’m sure he has a few more rides in him but probably not many good days of health. Perhaps that might be why he laughed a bit more freely. When he found out that I am a shrink he just about split a gut. 
The 2 lieutenants were younger and much more intense. Probably still needing to make their marks to establish their history or legacy. 

As I chatted with these guys I kept thinking, Jesus would know how to speak into their hearts. I kept looking and listening for the spirit’s lead. 

Interestingly, when I left the hospital several hours latter they were in the parking lot. The old fellar gave me the head nod as I walked towards my rig. 

We keep so much clutter, noise in our heads. Some of it is good stuff for sure; much of it keeps us from living in the present moment or from instinct. The more we can learn to dance in the present moment; sensing, feeling, and responding to the what is rather than allowing our minds to run willy nilly like chicken little when she picked up the data point that something hit her on the head and therefore the sky must be falling. 
With my biker dudes the 2 commodities of confidence and warmth/love, is really what allowed the group to be split.  So much is done on an unconscious level. If fear was present they would have sensed it. Our social dance is intuitive more frequently than not. Instinct is exchanged quickly. There really isn’t much thinking involved. The brain certainly is very present but the ego is immersed in the present moment and the process of the present moment. When we have our headlamps on, the ego is immersed in itself and has itself positioned as the center theme in what is going on. That’s the nutty part. 

We are designed by our Father to be a part of a story, not the story. Our life, our story, is to be attached to a bigger story.  Self is to be fully invested/present in a process towards achieving an objective, but the self is not to be the central focus. 
If at the elevators I had locked up in fear, then my story becomes the story and I end up separated from others, isolated. Game over. 
Fear often short circuits the process and the objective and towards the focus to self. Really at a primal level what is going on here is an impotent king is feeling his impotency, lack of power, and making everything that is going on about him. Fear and greed are working their mojo on me. 
There is again obviously a time when fear is a great asset. If I see a tree falling my direction fear might say dude that really is going to leave a mark, let’s move those feet. Here fear is life preserving. The threat is real, tangible, instinct in the present moment has no doubt about that. Execute, move, get out of harms way. 

I remember raising the ire of an elder once at a Baptist men’s retreat I was speaking at. I asked the simple question, “Do you know why Baptists don’t believe in premarital sex?” Answer: because it can lead to dancing…
Dancing is visceral. It is the consummate picture of sensing, feeling, and responding to the subtle movements of mind, body and spirit. It is the perfect picture of what empathy is. You intimately mirror the other individual. This is not easy for most dudes. 
Yet, gentlemen this is a skill set that has immense value. If you grow in this area I will guarantee you will see your life and relationships become richer and more meaningful.  Everything improves in life when we hone empathy. There are folks that won’t respond to love, compassion, but they are the rare ones. 
Our communities are crammed with people that would give anything for someone to stop long enough to actually look at them in the eyes. Then if we actually afforded them a chance to talk to us and we truly listened, attended to them; what magic might happen.

This dance is also the dance that must be done with the Lord. This is simply our deep humanity being human after the image of our Father. 
Ultimately it takes me to the crossroads where each one of us will come everyday:

Is God really alive?


If God is alive, is He good and for me?

If so, then there are no problems in life, only process.  How can there be a problem with a God who wants to partner with me and is bigger than any dilemma?

On the other hand, if God is not alive, or 

removed from me, or

His heart is not good, then

I am alone,

I must rely on my own ‘godness’ 

which is powerless and impotent, and 

therefore I do have problems and I am screwed, therefore

fiddle away Nero,

drink up sailor, 

call 1-800-Dr. Kevorkian
Gentlemen, we are not stuck like this. 

Daily we die to the unhealthy self that believes the delusion that I am god. I denounce the myth that God wants me dependent on Him and instead rejoice in the incredible mystery that our Father wants me to be interdependent with Him.  Can you really get your head around this grand mystery that the Godhead has extended to you and I an opportunity to be in the same relationship with God as the Trinity is with one another? 

This is where our paradigm - there are no problems, only process - comes to play. It’s not a problem because of who God is, and what He is capable of. It is process because a Father that loves you beyond your understanding delights in interdependence with you as you process whatever life has thrown at you. When we go it alone it can be overwhelming. When we manage to stay in the present moment literally with our God and Father then we transcend life under Adam’s curse. 
One of the primary focuses of the Father in this process is your glory and honor (cf Rom. 2-3). His glory is intact, ours not so. 
Not only is the Father deriving the joy of seeing his kids come alive and be empowered, He is also honoring His Son’s awesome work and gift extended to us and, third He is participating with adorning the bride of Christ.
This will not feel natural at first. In fact, just the opposite is true. When trouble finds my address how often do we get excited with “what’s next Papa?”  Under man’s kingdom it is simply one more brick in the backpack to tote along. This is why so often we meet challenges with anxiety and fear. Impotent kings being called upon to become potent and handle the curveballs thrown at you. Not a good combination. 
Interestingly enough, there is this ol' gal at Stanford that is doing research on changing the way we look at “ability.” The classic definition has to do with how we have scored on past aptitude tests which indicates whether we have “ability” or not. The problem comes down the road when Bob, who is a math whiz, has a bad day and bombs on a math test. This freaks Bob out and Bob makes this all about Bob and what was supposed to be his abilities. “What did I do wrong? How could I have blown it so badly? Gosh what happens if I mess up again? I wonder what score Tom got on his math test? I hope the moron didn’t score higher than me. 

See how the darkness expands?

What the researcher at Stanford is doing is moving ability off center of self and unto process. So ability is being moved towards teachability. In essence, gone is the notion that it is all about me, but instead what is being called upon is for the self to go into action with problem solving. To do this when we run out of resources she asks preschoolers where they might go to get help. The preschoolers begin to learn that is really totally okay, not to know something but how to find people and information in the world that might be applied to solving whatever problem might exist. Because ego or self is not the central focus but process and objective is, these young kids are catching the fire that life can be like a big game and problem solving is a grand adventure. 

Now added to this paradigm, we have a God that delights in seeing you come alive and in so doing also is partnering with His son Jesus’ motive, “I came so that you might come alive.” 
We will need to train our eyes to see differently. You don’t use magical thinking to get there, unless of course your God is dead or is removed from you, or I suppose if you do your faith from “read and do” rather than an abiding intimate relationship with a God that wants to know you and delights in your presence. 

Being right can never compete with doing well. 

There’s one to chew on for awhile. 
Right was handled at the cross by the Master, so that “doing well”, thriving might be undertaken by the Father. 

Do you remember when they called the Master “good” and he regaled them?
It seems Jesus knew passionately well that “good” is a black hole that sucks you in and will cost you your soul as well as your humanity. There is no darker darkness than when a person pursues good. If you have ever lived as a self righteous putz, you know how ugly you became. You know how you tried to hide your dark passions, but like a fat girl in spandex it simply was not pretty sight. 

To grow, we have to embrace humility, own our brokenness and place ourselves in places that demand more of us than we can deliver. We partner with outside resources, i.e. community, Holy Spirit, mentors, sponsors, etc.

Life is always better together with those that love me and are willing to challenge and confront me. 

Hmmm, 5 pages already, guess that is enough to chew on for a Saturday morning.

Strength and honor my brothers - journey on

jeff
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