Wrestling Greco Roman Style

Did many of you see the sports highlight of the Greco Roman wrestler this week who starting his match, leaped over his opponent, caught him off guard and then quickly pinned him? Pretty trippy move for sure, got me thinking of the wrestling that a lot of us do in life.

I’ve struggled a fair bit this summer with my ol' body not cooperating with me and the desires of my heart. I’ve lived with M.S. for better than 20 years and I am blessed beyond measure that I can still get around and in the back country.  Those that know me know how much sleeping under the stars at 9,000 feet does for me. I simply deeply delight in that simple pleasure. 

The last several years my joints have been pretty inflamed and pain is now a constant part of the mix as well.  I’ve managed to stay away from pain pills and its ugly cycle, but I have an impressive spandex collection!
I’m a Norwegian from the north woods of Minnesota and we come pretty hard wired with strong egos.  I have known for sometime the folks that learn to adapt to life circumstances always tend to do best. My dad is perhaps the king of adapting, always with grace and dignity. Whether it has been not lifting much weight, using a tool to lift with, rather than raw strength, or hanging up the chainsaw; the loss has been real to him, but you never hear him complain or whine. I am blessed by this example and want to grow into his boots with equal amounts of grace.

I got to thinking about God wrestling with Jacob. We typically tell the story of Jacob wrestling with God, but in actuality that was never the case.
There is a world of difference between God wrestling with me and me wrestling with God. 

Most often if I am wrestling with God, then I am angry, entitled, demanding answers. In essence I am challenging the very character and nature of God Himself. Further, I am also incredibly suspicious of His intentions. Normally what goes with this scenario is the back-story that God is indeed a monster of some sort and is trying to exploit me for his purposes in some way, shape or form. This is what drove the law.

When God wrestles with me its because He sees immense beauty or dignity in me, and His wrestling is to bring pressure on my craziness; to help me see what He sees. He is not there to take from me, but to give to me, to bless. 
In these seasons your flesh may cry forth, “why me?”  But my prayer is “God help me see.”

I’m the first to own that when my flesh is weak and wobbly, my own entitlement issues pop up. I love living life and find so many things fascinating that I want to experience. When limitations are present I find I need to train the mind in a direction it often does not want to go.

For instance... When I am unstable and riding my bike is maybe not the smartest thing I could do since I would be on 2 wheels rather than 4; I can look at my loss and churn big time. Or, I can look another direction. What else is in my life that is beautiful, good, edifying, and then go that direction. Let’s say that might be reading an article on canning venison, dinking in the garden with the plants, or gopher trapping, or noodling on some crazy idea. 

Both directions are real. Direction 1, my loss of riding the bike, or 2, the potential for other cool activities I might enjoy. There is a world of difference with how I will feel both physically and emotionally based on what I choose to look at. 

I have been blessed by many examples of folks that simply refuse to let go of looking at their loss side and spend far too much of their lives wasted. Yes it sucks that you want to ride your bike and can’t, but what value truly is there in staying stuck there or focusing on the things that will take life from you rather than add life to you. 

So whether we like it or not, what you choose to look at often determines the quality of your life more than money, jobs, babes, or buddies. 

When we train our eyes to let go and look for love, beauty, and virtue, it is here we often feel the presence of the One who will never leave us. It is here we hear Him whisper our name... or perhaps a new name.

With every breath let it be “AaaaaaBaaaaaa.” 

May each breath contain our direction and our true need. To be known by Abba, to be loved into life and living. To be mentored or shepherded into a life well lived. 

Ol' David on the run penned, “He put a new song in my mouth, a song of praise to our God;

Many will see and fear,

And I will trust in the Lord.

How blessed is the man who has made the Lord his trust.” Ps. 40

Blessed brothers; do not turn back, do not turn aside. Stay the course, stand strong, your God is ever present and He is good.

Journey on blessed brothers…..
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