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The Lost Art of Groping
Introduction
I present this book as my own personal rebellion. My rebellion against the appropriately contained and the tastefully restrained and the washed up orthodoxy that holds back the hunger and the tears and the audacity to grope.

My hope is that at some point between the front cover and the back cover of this simple little book your heart will burn. I pray that our hearts will burn within us every one. Burn to the point of being unwilling to accept the things which have been determined acceptable.

Priorities, priorities, priorities. This is our modern challenge. We do so many things, so much is expected of us all these days. There is an insufficient supply of genuine passion to invest in each of these. Passion is a premium these days. It has been spread entirely too thin to the point that we are not truly passionate about anything anymore.  
My next book will be entitled “Fifteen sermons you have never heard from Luke fifteen”. It will be a compilation of fifteen messages I have preached over the years, all from the most preachable chapter in all the Bible. You might want to hurry through this little book because you don’t want to miss that one.

Luke fifteen contains among other things the famous story of the young man, the anxios father, the resentful brother and the party of a lifetime. This story is commonly called the parable of the “prodigal son”.

The thing that bugs me most is that the father said that he was dead, he said that his son was dead and now is alive again. That’s one of the things in Luke fifteen that seems a little,… well …..overstated    

If the “Prodigal Son” was indeed dead, as his father said he was, when did he die? I don’t know if anyone knows the real answer to that question so I guess it is just a matter of opinion. At the least it is something to think about. 

Chapter one

HEE HAW HEAVEN

       This is weird but I think I should tell you about a weekly ritual which took place in the Whitley household as I was growing up. I was raised in a good middle class family in rural Arkansas. I will pause for a moment here and in the interest of dispelling stereotypes say this, we did not own pigs or cows nor did we own a mule, no chickens, no old cars sitting up on blocks. I did manage after some effort to marry a beautiful lady who was, I’m happy to say, not my cousin or otherwise related, we both also sport a full compliment of teeth, so there. However the Whitley household was not what you might call urbane, we were real people from the south and my father was a huge “HEE HAW” fan. “HEE HAW” was a network television program which ran for several years when I was a kid. It was geared for country folks or anyone who wanted to make a little fun of country folks. As I recall the whole thing was about corn stalks and hay bales, a little country music with a few sappy jokes sprinkled in. The stars of the show were, Buck Owens, (who has just recently passed away) and Roy Clark, then there was a cast consisting people like grandpa Jones, Junior Samples, Mini Pearl and a whole host of other overall wearing, weed chewing, country music singing, fiddle playing characters as well as some dingy underdressed young ladies whose job it was to amuse those who could not quite grasp all this sophisticated and high brow humor. 

All in all however it was pretty much just good clean fun. Good harmless, wholesome and amusing program in which the cast performed little skits, many consisting of only 10 to 15 seconds. For instance, as I recall, Grandpa Jones played a doctor in one of the regular skits they preformed. The patient shows up one day and asked “Doc, I broke my leg in two places what should I do? Grandpa answered “first advice I’d give you is that you stay away from those two places.”(end of skit). It was that kind of flavor. My dad would laugh all the way through, I was always glad to hear him laugh. He worked very hard through the week and it did us all good to hear him laugh a little.
I always knew when the show was just about over, somebody or number of somebodies would strike up a familiar hymn. Then the entire cast who would be pirched on piles of hay bales would all join in and sing and pick their banjos to “The Unclouded Day” or “How Great Thou Art” or some other classic. With eyes closed and a certain bit of reverence Buck, Roy and the crew would croon the old favorite and you knew the show was over, that it was complete. We’ll see ya next week right here on Heeeee Haw, hehehehehe haw.
That was in a time when talking or singing about Jesus did not constitute hate speech, bigotry and intolerance. Those were the days, right? I said all that to say this. This is, for the most part the way I characterize our walk with Jesus today.  Our service to Jesus is often the equivalent of the token hymn sang in conclusion, as a compliment to a pretty harmless, wholesome and amusing program. You know how it works, we live a pretty decent life, keeping it relatively clean and family oriented then throw a little Jesus in there on the weekend just for a little icing on the cake. We will all live good moral lives. We will salute the good ole red, white and blue. We will raise good GOD fearing children, We will live for family, God and Country, then we will die and go to HEE HAW heaven.  For millions this is the formula. For Jesus, (the only one that counts) it is not.  I am certain that Jesus is terribly unhappy with this arrangement.  

In the book “a pitcher’s purpose” I discussed in many different ways the measure of devotion which belongs to so few yet is so essential to God being everything to us that we know he should be. We discussed the commitment to selflessness and the abandonment of ego which brings God’s greatness to bear in our lives. 
In the following pages I hope to share with you my passion for having passion, the purpose for having purpose, the point in having a point and how it is many of the same issues discussed in my last book which are great hindrances to achieving the objective in this book. I pray that by the time you conclude this book that you will allow Jesus to be anything at all in your life other than a habit, a ritual or worse, a religion.

Take my word for it there is more to pursuing Jesus than observance of orthodoxy, the practice of piety, the form and the formula of your chosen religious venue. The shame is this, that religion has been the means by which we so often put God, like a mouse in a maze and try to guide him to us. 
He must first be careful not to become impatient and attempt to contact us directly. He must travel the traditional channels, tiptoe past all our sacred cows, run the gauntlet of tradition, labor a while in the squirrel cage of the prosperity television network and then if we have nothing else to do, we might sew a seed (money) into the ministry of our favorite brill cream prophet on TV who in turn will speak a word of faith (greed) into our lives. It is truly shameful that we subject God to this debasing and embarrassing process. We need rather recognize that it is we who by way of his extreme mercy must find our way to him.   

The desire God has to be pursued by man is the focus of this book. With him it is a fixation. He is consumed with the prospect of his race seeking him. From that moment in the perfect garden, which he had made, when our God cried to the nude refugee, “Adam, where are you” it has been his obsession to provoke a similar cry in his race of men and women.

In fact the scripture states in the seventeenth chapter of the book of Acts (a chapter about which we will write extensively later in this book) that he took of that one man’s blood and made every human who has ever lived. Of Adam’s DNA we have all sprang. Then it states that he further determined the boundaries of their habitation. He has actually manipulated boundaries and borders and international policy in order to achieve this moment and these conditions. It states that the reason for God doing all of this was in hope that we might seek him, feel after him, that the one drop of Adam’s blood, the strand of his DNA that is me might hear the voice of it’s creator, turn and begin seeking for him. He cries today to billions of disparate and diverse fragments of the perfect man he loved in the garden. One of those fragments is holding this book at this moment. Can you possibly imagine the impossible number of variables throughout all of history that converged to produce this single moment?  How many kingdoms rose and the fell? How many soldiers fell on how many battlefields? How many politicians assembled to craft the laws and ordinances necessary to create the society that created the culture that created the environment that created this moment?

Seems to me like an awful lot of trouble.  
I wander if we little Adams could find it our hearts to seek the presence of our God in this imperfect garden but one no less of his making. While we are feeling after him, why would we not do so with the passion worthy of his persistent devotion.

   O.k. I’m gonna shoot strait with you, there is nothing you can tell me about the sweet by and by that gets me overly exited. I grew up on the songs sang about golden streets, big tall mansions, pearls and crystal and all that. I must say that as I get closer to Jesus in my life the less these adolescent fantasies excite me. The less these things excite me, the more difficult time I have with the buttoned down, self satisfied religious order of the hour. I need more hunger. It is one thing to say “I need more Jesus”, that is a given, I need more hunger, more desire, less restraint when it comes to seeking him. Hunger itself is as valuable as any food which could satisfy it. 

1 Peter 2:2

2 As newborn babes, desire the sincere milk of the word, that ye may grow thereby:

In this passage the apostle identifies the most essential component to growth. Hunger is the most necessary blessing that can be bestowed on any Christian, your appetite is more important than any menu. No matter what gourmet meal has been provided, or perhaps it is nothing more than a peanut butter sandwich, it matters little when true hunger is present. True hunger will value each calorie; will squeeze the every nutrient from every morsel that has been provided.

Prov 27:7

7 He who is full loathes honey,

but to the hungry even what is bitter tastes sweet. 
You may not have often thought of hunger as a blessing, Jesus thinks it is.        
Matt 5:6 (emphasis mine)
6 Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled.
He says that you are blessed if you have hunger for righteousness. It must be pointed out here that he did not say; blessed are the righteous or that those who have achieved righteousness are the ones who are blessed. No, hunger is the blessing, your greatest blessing.

This hunger is not only, in my opinion, the greatest blessing, it is energy all by itself, it is the screaming energy of unrealized growth. It is change before it becomes change, it is an improved “you” crying from beneath the surface of the unimproved “you”. I pray that I will always hear its’ voice. 
As long as I’m here, Jesus bless me with hunger and if there is a place in the great beyond where the crusty Sunday mourning patrons gather to eternally congratulate themselves on their good clean lives and choice of religious dogma, where all the sanitized saints pass on over into HEE HAW heaven to begin the long awaited eternity of self indulgence where they will be receiving fabulous prizes as far as the eye can see. May I be absent? You may find me somewhere in the more quiet reaches of the universe begging for a good look at the amazing goodness that I have glimpsed from time to time in rare occasions in my life, for the burning which on a few occasions in my life was so strong. I’m coming for you Jesus; you will never be an afterthought for me. Never simply a means to an end. You will never, now nor in eternity be the icing on the pathetic cake of my life. You will not be the cursory devotion, the token hymn or the obligatory religious observance in my life. Allow me the honor of feeling after you, and as often as I find you remind me that the show is not over yet. Remind me that there is still yet another place that I haven’t gone. Keep me looking, seeking, hungry and yes groping. As often as it is necessary come close and squeeze my heart, stretch my mind and challenge my priorities. And as often as necessary just vanish and leave me alone enough to long. This is what I need you to do for me. 
Christian; It is definitely time to take a detour off the He Haw highway to heaven and spend some precious time crawling through the hay in search of the precious and elusive needle which makes it all worth while. The modern church must resurrect the lost art of groping and rediscover the greatest blessing of all, HUNGER. Finding him is altogether lovely, but seeking him is holy, holy all by itself.    

Chapter two

Meet Jesus’ Better Half

Well, he said, it is getting late, and I do have important things to do. My schedule is bearing down on me. Just a little further down the road there are much larger fish to fry. I appreciate your company however, it made this seven some odd mile walk pass very quickly. It’s been wonderful making your acquaintance. I sure hope that situation of yours works out, you know the…. Well the guy that you’re looking for... what I’m saying is; I hope you find out what happened to him. 

No! We said involuntarily and in perfect unison. I mean why you don’t stay a while…I mean why don’t you stay a while ok! Look! we have plenty of food, plenty of room, come on. It’s late you can get started early in the mourning and…. and well we would just like for you to stay. Please stay. I was startled by how pathetic this spontaneous appeal sounded, but I couldn’t stop it. It flowed out of my mouth again with increasing urgency.
That moment is when it occurred to me that neither of us knows this fellow. I feel like I should know him. There was certainly a bell ringing in my brain when he was quoting passage after passage of the scriptures, As far as I could tell he got them all. I could not think of one prophecy that he missed concerning the messiah beginning with Moses writings all the way through all the prophets. 
He sailed completely through the law and prophets right off the top of his head, amazing. He hardly took a breath for some two hours. Even in our saddened state it was bizarre and exciting, we were bursting with adrenaline.  hearing that much truth spoken with that much power was still sizzling our brains, I’m telling you, it wasn’t just words. These words were alive and full of power and presence.
No, seriously, I do need to be going. We turned in to the path leading to my humble residence and he silently walked on. Whatever it was burning in my heart would not allow me to let him walk away, I couldn’t go inside and close the door and go back to my usual business knowing that he was out there on the road, the fact that he had other places to go was somehow troubling to me, just didn’t seem like he ought to. I mean the conversation that we just had is not the kind of conversation you walk away from and go back about the daily routine of clipping your nails or sweeping the floor, it seemed to me ridiculous to do anything else at that moment. After this conversation it seemed that anything I could think to do was to me so trivial and pedestrian that it just wasn’t worth doing. What are we going to talk about now? What are we going to do that will seem worth while, after such a dizzying, emotional, even spiritual sensation brought on during this journey. It can’t end now! I couldn’t imagine anything else he could say that he had not said already but .. but.. HEY! Come back, come back, I don’t really know what motivated me nor do I remember exactly what I said or did that brought him here to our table. I know, however, that all my pride was gone, and all the rules of decorum and etiquette were laid aside. Any sense of shame or embarrassment I felt was in that moment completely overridden by my passion to know him a little better.

Now when I say “pass the bread”, it has such fuller sound to it. It feels like we all have a reason to be here. Each of our voices had that lilt of unbridled contentment to them. Why don’t you bless this food I said with the kind of excitement and sense of satisfaction that was oblivious to the humiliation I should have been feeling after such a shameless constraint of an unwilling guest. He blessed it, I couldn’t help but watch with one eye open, then he broke the bread.  Everyone grew silent as the pieces of the puzzle began to fall into place in all of our minds. Something about the piercing of the fingers into the bread, the tearing of the loaf, the eyes that watched our eyes as the bread was torn apart interpreted every word that had been spoken on the seven mile journey,  I know you!!!  Why did we not know you before? Why did you hide your identity all this time? You didn’t have any place to go did you? 

The half smile never left his face. He knew he had gotten us. The burning in ours hearts was instantly replaced with complete shock as he literally vanished out of our sight. He had gotten us, the precious and elusive needle had pricked our hearts a little and had achieved what he intended to achieve when he approached us seven miles down the road. We had sought for him, we had pursued him, we had “constrained” him, and it had not been simply because of what he could do for us. We were not even aware that he was ..well him. I decided that he really had no bigger fish to fry. I figured that this was what the whole seven mile journey was about, he just wanted to be sought, not in a casual way and not based on him supplying any want or need. We sought him because of the presence we felt and the word he spoke, and we sought him passionately. That is what we were drawn to, yeah that’s it. It was that presence that I didn’t want to part with at that moment. The words he spoke to us were equally addictive. He made us seek for something we did not understand. It could only be described as “burning”. He washed away the allusion that we knew everything we needed to know about him in that he concealed his identity from us, and we pursued him with brand new hunger. We aggressively constrained him without a full theological understanding of this passion. It was Jesus and I had hungered for him based on his word and his presence without all the trappings that had influenced me before. The trappings of politics, there was no jockeying for position among us this time. We were not competing, as many have, for the title “greatest in the kingdom”. My daughter wasn’t dying, we weren’t blind or stricken with palsy like so many who had sought him in the past.

Undoubtedly our seeking would have been contaminated by very similar motives had we known who he was.

This is what he did for us, he let us meet him for the first time all over again.  

This is all he wanted from us. All he wanted was to be constrained, to be pursued with the unbridled desire and uncalculating naivety that is not possible while aware of his miracle working, crowd feeding, kingdom building, water walking power. He wanted to be sought for the very reasons we followed him in the first place. Way back when we did not care who was the greatest, or who would be on the right hand or on the left hand of his eventual throne. We did it, and it was the greatest feeling I have had since I first heard his voice.

There was something about the self abandonment and the shameless groveling that had stripped away all of our imagined leverage with him. It made me feel foolish for all the calculated political angles which had for so long governed and measured my response to him.  It was back to him and me, walking with dirty feet for miles as the sun sets, always wanting more.

The account you just read appears in Luke 24:13-32.

I was in New Brunswick Canada sitting on the edge of the platform of a church in which I was ministering as an evangelist several years ago when this person’s story became mine. It was November 1988. 
I was preaching a few nights there in that church and some good things were happening. For the life of me I can not remember the name of the little town I was in. I’m not sure I ever knew it to begin with, I was very young and really just getting my feet wet with a little preaching. I had been traveling through Ontario, skipping Quebec, on up into New Brunswick in some of my first real preaching experiences. I was traveling with another young man with whom I had graduated Bible College a couple of years earlier. We traveled and preached in quite a number of churches and it was difficult for me to keep track of the names of these towns as we went. I do however remember with perfect clarity the edge of that platform and the personal awakening I received that night. There are not any words to express the kind of spiritual experience that was, the presence of the savior was so intense it crushed my heart.
I had just started to become aware of the trappings of ministry and the carnal concerns of a “preaching career”. All the politics involved with ministry advancement was starting to catch my attention. I was learning how to present myself properly in order to be accepted and promoted, how to conduct myself in order to be invited back. Without knowing it, I had already stopped dreaming of pleasing God and living my life with passion and purpose and had begun dreaming about a career. I was already learning the nuances of public speaking and the buttons to push in order to solicit certain responses. I had begun selling by piecemeal my passion and commitment, I was learning things such as how to ingratiate myself to the people necessary for my advancement. This had never seemed to me the things to do, yet involuntarily these things had crept near to the top of my priority list.

I had just concluded a message that I had preached a number of times before, one which I had polished to perfection, one I could preach in my sleep, A message that I was certain would impress the pastor and congregation and earn me a return trip to that platform and I was thinking, who knows, word of my greatness might spread if I keep preaching masterpieces like this. I had concluded the message and had made an invitation to all who wanted to come and seek the Lord. Then I sat down on the edge of the platform and tried to pray a little bit or at least feign prayer,  The truth however was that I was far too interested in how I had come across and how impressive my performance was. After sitting there a while I turned my head to see what was going on in the congregation. There was a number of young people who had caught my attention, they were praying some were weeping, some were trembling, man! I tell you, that message works every time, I think these folks really like me I thought to myself. 

When I turned my face back to the floor, out of nowhere tears squirted from my eyes, something, some forgotten passion, some lost desire was awakened in me by the sight of these young people. I saw them hunger and worship and weep and smile all at the same time. The purity of their pursuit was refreshing to me in that moment. Not unlike the subject of the above story I cried out involuntarily NO! God … don’t walk on, why don’t you stay a while. Please stay. I began to earnestly seek after God like I hadn’t in a long time. I learned that night that I had forgotten how to seek him. I had forgotten that I was supposed to seek him. My hunger for God had slowly become… just hunger for success or simple ambition. The spectacle of those kids so consumed with the seeking of God’s presence had affected me immeasurably in an emotional way and I’m not sure why it effected me this way. I remembered then that this walk with God I was preaching to everyone about is not entirely a cerebral endeavor, it is not merely intellectual consent to a set of moral and spiritual concepts, it has as much to do with hunger, just plain hunger as anything else. It was hunger that I had lost. The passion for God had gradually morphed into ambition for my ministry and for a means of advancement. It is amazing that such a massive shift had taken place and I was completely unaware it had occurred. This is a battle I have had to fight continually, my ambition has never died, it still seeks to assert itself after all these years. But I’m glad to report that on that night all those years ago he did stay and we broke bread together and I wept at the shame of my misdirected ambitions. I have come to know that his purpose that night was not simply to break bread with me. It was more to persuade me to want to break bread with him. And as long as I hunger for that, it really doesn’t matter how often he disappears out of my sight he just wants to keep that hunger alive in me. This experience was so dramatic, so amazing and intense, I knew I could not live in such utopia. So after a while he once again vanished out of my sight. Then I had to come back down to live in the work a day world I share with you.

But still I occasionally, just every once in a while, I get another glimpse of the holy and perfect world I share with him.   
The truth is that it is difficult to approach Jesus the way he wishes to be approached when we can see who he is. HOLD IT! Before you close the book and dismiss me, hear me out. It is difficult to seek him with the undiluted passion he desires while mindful of all the goodies he is capable of imparting. It’s hard to get past what I want from him and come to the reality that what I really want is him. 

Sometimes Jesus comes to us incognito. He sneaks up on me sometimes and I get a fresh look, one not contaminated by preconceived notions, not restricted by religious templates.  He is soliciting a genuinely soulful response. Please don’t misunderstand, God is not resentful toward us for all the benefits he has chosen to shower us with. To the contrary, it is his good pleasure to give good gifts to his children. That being said, I believe our God desires a hunger that is generated by his presence and not so much by his presents.  
So to those of us who can see his blessings, he is politely asking you not to look.     

On the road to Emmaus he came incognito as to keep them from seeing the gifts which he offered and they “constrained” him. They did not constrain him in hopes of political advancement. They did not constrain him for loaves or fishes. They did not constrain him in hopes that he would heal them of any disease or ailment. They did not constrain him so that he could make any wrong in their lives right. They constrained him for reasons that perhaps they could not articulate. They described it as “burning” in their hearts. They hoped to receive nothing of him, they simply valued his presence. Jesus would walk seven miles, quote a volume of scripture, and if necessary walk the rest of the way out of sight, all for the possibility of being constrained by a couple of nameless pedestrians. Jesus wants us to seek him. He wanted to be constrained for reasons other than his power and influence. Now allow me to ask you  this  HOW LONG HAS IT BEEN ??              

How long since you felt after him, constrained him, waited on him, just him?? I contend that this is a lost art in the world of religion today.
I will at this point make another assertion. I believe that the true presence of God is not really that common. I know that if I ascend into heaven that he is there and if I make my bed in hell, he is there as well and if I cover myself in darkness he is there. I know that where two or three are gathered together in his name, he is among them. I understand all of that, God’s glory fills the whole earth. But there is another, even more personal and even more intense touch of the savior which, I maintain is not nearly so common. In my life I have had but a few of these intimate brushes with the savior. 

No I do not believe that the genuine true glory of Jesus is really revealed to us as often as many claim. For one thing, we are not equipped to handle it. We are incapable of operating within it. Moses saw only the distant passing of his glory and his whole face glowed like crazy. I think that there are a lot of folks who are so invested in the prospect of a “move of God” This “MOVE” has become the product which they market. They present it as though they have Jesus on a short leash and any time they want their glory groove on they just jerk the chain and Jesus will come arunning to scratch their glory itch, to give them their Jesus fix. It seems now as though there is as I see it a competition to see who holds the shortest leash. Which church or which preacher has the shortest route to the “spout where the glory comes out” who can supply me with this presence of God with the least investment on my part. 

I’m just telling you that it doesn’t work that way. There is a touch of the master that is far more rare and far more sacred than that. I have only touched this holy, precious, beautiful presence on few and rare occasions, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I am comforted with the knowledge the he is always with me in the broader sense of his care for me and his direction in my life, but I like the prospect of there being a holier place even than that. A place which I cannot barge into whenever I have the time. I promise you this, that place does exist. I am convinced that many times it’s what keeps my hunger going. These experiences are fleeting and rare and as sudden as he approaches he vanishes out of my sight and I am left to seek him again.               
The account of the trip on the road to Emmaus goes like this;
Luke 24:13-32

13 And, behold, two of them went that same day to a village called Emmaus, which was from Jerusalem about threescore furlongs.

14 And they talked together of all these things which had happened.

15 And it came to pass, that, while they communed together and reasoned, Jesus himself drew near, and went with them.

16 But their eyes were holden that they should not know him.

17 And he said unto them, What manner of communications are these that ye have one to another, as ye walk, and are sad?

18 And the one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answering said unto him, Art thou only a stranger in Jerusalem, and hast not known the things which are come to pass therein these days?

19 And he said unto them, What things? And they said unto him, Concerning Jesus of Nazareth, which was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the people:

20 And how the chief priests and our rulers delivered him to be condemned to death, and have crucified him.

21 But we trusted that it had been he which should have redeemed Israel:
 and beside all this, to day is the third day since these things were done.

22 Yea, and certain women also of our company made us astonished, which were early at the sepulchre;

23 And when they found not his body, they came, saying, that they had also seen a vision of angels, which said that he was alive.

24 And certain of them which were with us went to the sepulchre, and found it even so as the women had said: but him they saw not.

25 Then he said unto them, O fools, and slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have spoken:

26 Ought not Christ to have suffered these things, and to enter into his glory?

27 And beginning at Moses and all the prophets, he expounded unto them in all the scriptures the things concerning himself.

28 And they drew nigh unto the village, whither they went: and he made as though he would have gone further.

29 But they constrained him, saying, Abide with us: for it is toward evening, and the day is far spent. And he went in to tarry with them.

30 And it came to pass, as he sat at meat with them, he took bread, and blessed it, and brake, and gave to them.

31 And their eyes were opened, and they knew him; and he vanished out of their sight.

32 And they said one to another, Did not our heart burn within us, while he talked with us by the way, and while he opened to us the scriptures?
What is the common factor in the most successful GOD encounters? 

These people employed a practice lost in the drive through age of instant gradification. I would like to re-introduce this practice to many of us as what I call “the lost art of groping”. 

I intend to use these next few pages and a few moments of your time to suggest that God is the one thing in your life that is not subject to the time sensitive, user friendly demands of our age. He will not be updated. He will not be microwaved. Despite the medias’ efforts he will not present himself prepackaged for our convienience ready and on call at the pressing of the praise button. He still requires the humility necessary to grovel, it is good to keep the tears handy. A great psalm was once written for the sons of the infamous villain Cora who was the arch nemesis of the deliverer Moses. If Moses was the Old Testament type of Christ then Cora would be the Old Testament “antichrist”. Then there were his sons, presumably guilty by association, they doubtless sensed their estrangement from God and pined with thirst as depicted in this Psalm in which a panting deer is the metaphor;

Ps 42:1-3

As the hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, O God.

2 My soul thirsteth for God, for the living God: when shall I come and appear before God?

3 My tears have been my meat day and night, while they continually say unto me, Where is thy God?
The sons of Cora cried from a position of assumed guilt quite opposite to our assumption of entitlement, it is refreshing. You must admit that it wouldn’t hurt us to want it a little more even if it meant receiving it a little less.
Once again there is nothing wrong with some good sincere tears. If you can’t cry anymore it’s alright but if you can it is that broken and contrite heart which is the sacrifice that interests him most.   
It will do us all well to rediscover the lost art of groping.

The truth is that he had no better place to go. He had no bigger fish to fry. He was talking to the very people he came to talk to. He just wanted to be “constrained”. He wanted to be constrained, to be sought, to be compelled. And he wanted all that to happen without them having the contaminating knowledge that he heals and feeds and pulls rabbits out of hats. It is true that he does all these things, this is the only half of Jesus for which most people ever search. I for one live to meet his better half, The half that walks the dusty roads of my life with me,and who on occasion inspires me with his simple and unassisted presence. He speaks to me sometimes with his powerful words. That is the Jesus that I want to feel after. I will seek him out for the sheer power of his presence. So… how long has it been?     

Leodecea is the object lesson which fits us most accurately today. Jesus spoke to them in the book of Revelation, chapter two. He told them that you people say you have this and you have that and something else, you are rich, got lots of stuff, and can’t possibly know how bad you need me. Man folks, that’s us. We need him. Seek him, it’ll do you so much good.        
Chapter Three
-------THIS AINT ROCKET SCIENCE-------
 The Rock of Ares was better known as Mars hill. It was the world culture center Greece, the first century. Athens was the city, the seed bed of mythology, the hot bed of idolatry where small “g” gods were springing from the yearning imaginations of men with great imaginative intellects.

None of these great thinkers of Greece knew that there was a man in town that day whose intellect was equal to that of any of the god makers. This man was an authority on all matters deity. He was no sloutch when it came to culture and intellect either. He was certain that he had spotted between the lines of these myths and between the monuments and sculpures the longing and heretofore unsatisfied quest for connection. This was a man who could detect a designer God from a mile away. He knew the way things worked. You identify a mystery, a phenomenon of some sort, then you custom create a deity to supply explanation if not access to this higher idea, mystery or phenomenon.      

This fellow as well as his idolatrous counterparts was aware that Creation itself is the greatest and richest reservoir of these phenomena.  Creation, the natural world, was the most persuasive argument that could be made for the existence of a supernatural world. This little tentmaker knew that they were at the very least interested in the explanation for life and all these mysteries of creation. This creation is still our greatest witness today, sworn to truth, if not the whole truth, certainly nothing but the truth.  This creation allows us to see the strings and has left it to the minds of man to imagine who or what may be pulling them. The imaginations there in Athens were fertile and fraght with desire for “some new thing”, for a fresh viewpoint to offer yet one more fanciful explanation and for one fewer unexplained mysteries. 
There is entirely too much design, too much order for creation to be the result of any series of random events governed only by chance and physics. And even if they are governed by chance and physics, it should be asked, what or who governs chance and physics. They knew this, they knew that it is far too complex to be the dumb luck of any random series of uncaused events. The testimony of nature and of space is far too persuasive to be dismissed by any serious intellect. And these men of Athens were certainly men of formidable intellects. 
 This fabulous creation that serves as the star witness, testifying as to the existence of deity, seems also to be the greatest obstacle to believing in any single deity. The same design and grandeur of the natural world which insists that it had to have had a design, is also so enormously vast that it is hard to imagine it being made, maintained and managed by a single designer.  So brilliant men have disassembled creation and have isolated then identified many of the countless marvels of creation and assigned them each a deity, each of which in turn would be assigned a legend.
These tales are fancy. They are amazing. They must be they are our introduction to the “gods”. They could hardly be ordinary and boring could they? Really, imagine Zeus born in a stable. Mercury without a place to lay his head, Hercules keeping company with small fry fishermen and IRS agents. 

You may recall eighth grade literature class when misses McDonald ambled endlessly on in an attempt to sort these seemingly endless legends, gods and goddesses. That is pretty much what it came to, a winding web of fantasy and wistful imagery. Even the mound on which the unimposing little preacher stood was called “Mars hill” which was a mound of rock named in honor of Aeios Pagos (the name of the Greek deity of war).
As physically unimposing as he was, there was no more serious intellect alive in the world at the time than the short little guy hanging around the garden of gods on that particular day.

This slight little gentleman with a malformed posture and a feeble gait towered over every chiseled, sculpted Adonis sporting the rippled stomachs and python biceps and other godlike features. Some how or another the crowd was gathering around this little guy rather than these images devoted to physical beauty and intellect. The artfully crafted images of graven narcissism that cast shadows over the city had lost their ability to intrigue the population and people were once again looking for “some new thing”  to tower over their city. 

The crowd draws a larger crowd it seems that folks are more intrigued by him and his forwardness. Then one of them heard him say “I’m just passing through town” Oh a by passer, coming through trying to match wits with the intellectual elite… good luck. “I saw your devotions” he said as I was passing through I couldn’t help but be struck by the immensity of it all.

“you are way too superstitious around here. You’ve made this much more difficult that it actually is.     

He is saying hey!! It’s not that hard, this ain’t rocket science people. You are really outsmarting yourselves here. You have a deity and a monument for every imaginable phenomenon and you still felt the need to build an alter to the yet undiscovered, to the yet unexplained, this monument is a monument to the dissatisfaction, to the “god fatigue” of a mythologically inundated population.  
This one devotion is the one which testifies to the impotence of all the others. Paul says that this is the one I’m going to explain to you all, and he did.

This monument was inscribed with the inscription “To The Unknown God”. To the GOD that is larger than any legend, which cannot be contained in myth. This was a monument to the certainty that all other monuments were ineffectual. Paul said this is the only GOD you need.  
Acts 17:22-29

22 Then Paul stood in the midst of Mars' hill, and said, Ye men of Athens, I perceive that in all things ye are too superstitious.

23 For as I passed by, and beheld your devotions, I found an altar with this inscription, TO THE UNKNOWN GOD. Whom therefore ye ignorantly worship, him declare I unto you.

24 God that made the world and all things therein, seeing that he is Lord of heaven and earth, dwelleth not in temples made with hands;

25 Neither is worshipped with men's hands, as though he needed any thing, seeing he giveth to all life, and breath, and all things;

26 And hath made of one blood all nations of men for to dwell on all the face of the earth, and hath determined the times before appointed, and the bounds of their habitation;

27 That they should seek the Lord, if haply they might feel after him, and find him, though he be not far from every one of us:

28 For in him we live, and move, and have our being; as certain also of your own poets have said, For we are also his offspring.

29 Forasmuch then as we are the offspring of God, we ought not to think that the Godhead is like unto gold, or silver, or stone, graven by art and man's device.

This is it in a nutshell. You have made it harder than it is. This one God made it all, runs it all, he gives to all life, breath and all things. He has taken one DNA and made all nations of men to dwell on all the face of the earth.  
With all this, all he wants from all we humans who dwell here on the face of his amazing earth is to seek the Lord, to feel after him and find him. And he really has no bigger fish to fry, he is not far from any one of us. You may find him walking the road beside you even now. Take this invitation to feel after him.
We should examine verses twenty four through twenty seven as read from the New King James.

Acts 17:24-27

24 God, who made the world and everything in it, since He is Lord of heaven and earth, does not dwell in temples made with hands. 25 Nor is He worshiped with men's hands, as though He needed anything, since He gives to all life, breath, and all things. 26 And He has made from one blood every nation of men to dwell on all the face of the earth, and has determined their preappointed times and the boundaries of their dwellings, 27 so that they should seek the Lord, in the hope that they might grope for Him and find Him, though He is not far from each one of us;

NKJV

To “feel after” Him to “grope” for Him. This is GOD’S greatest hope and aspiration for your life.
I am sometimes amused at pop Christianity’s use of the terms “destiny” or “purpose”. It seems everybody has the formula of how you can determine your “destiny” the way you can discover God’s “purpose” for your life. This aint rocket science, and you don’t need another “guru” to speculate as to your purpose. It is that you might seek him, and he holds out hope that you and I might even learn the lost art of groping for him. If you will spend one half as much time and effort seeking the face Jesus as you spend dogearing the pages of the latest “find your destiny” book, he could tell you anything you need to know. I think you will find that this seeking I talk about is about as uncomplicated as it can be..         

????We should not grope for him so that he will give us all these things, to the contrary, he gives us all these things in hopes that we will feel after HIM.???
Here’s the summery of what the apostle was saying to them; it aint that hard fellas there is only one God who does everything and gives everything and decides everything and you do not serve him by crafting statues and sculptures, the only thing he wants you to do is to feel after him, to grope for him He does everything else. That is how you serve this unknown God. Seeking is serving. Groping is growing,  
In this vein the most accomplished Christian of any age stated clearly his hunger was still in tact.

Phil 3:12-14

12 Not as though I had already attained, either were already perfect: but I follow after, if that I may apprehend that for which also I am apprehended of Christ Jesus.

13 Brethren, I count not myself to have apprehended: but this one thing I do, forgetting those things which are behind, and reaching forth unto those things which are before,

14 I press toward the mark for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus.

FOOD AND WATER

Job 23:12

12 Neither have I gone back from the commandment of his lips; I have esteemed the words of his mouth more than my necessary food.
My necessary food, we in the united states of America for the most part cannot in any way relate to the concept of “necessary food” we are so fat. We are so over fed. Necessary food?? Food is our hobby, our pass time  
Ps 42:1-3

As the hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, O God.

2 My soul thirsteth for God, for the living God: when shall I come and appear before God?

3 My tears have been my meat day and night, while they continually say unto me, Where is thy God?

Indeed we have made it so much harder than it has to be. He just wants us to want Him, that’s not complicated he wants us to hunger for him, his word, his presence. If we can manage to do this everything else in our lives will find its way into place. 

Job said that his word was more necessary than food.

The writer of the forty-second Psalm thirsts like a deer heaving and panting for the water so scarce in the dessert. 
This is not hard, these are the basest human needs Food and Water.

It is amazing how simple it all is when it is reduced to these terms.   
There is no reason why your walk with the savior should be any more complicated than that. 
CHAPTER FOUR
LOST
Pride is the one thing that complicates this otherwise simple “destiny”.

You can’t harbor a shred of pride and seek him the way he desires that you seek him.

“Hate” is a strong word. God does not use it often. You should pay attention when he does.  

He hates these 7 things. You should not forget what they are.
Prov 6:16-19

16 These six things doth the LORD hate: yea, seven are an abomination unto him:

1. A proud look, 
2. A lying tongue, 
3. Hands that shed innocent blood,

4. A heart that devises wicked imaginations
5. Feet that be swift in running to mischief,

6. A false witness that speaks lies,
7.He that sows discord among brethren.
I have written in a previous book pointedly concerning pride. Pride is the unforgivable sin, it is the very top of the short list of things that our God hates.

 Pride is the one substance that if applied liberally to the thoughts of man is guaranteed to repel God. 

Did I lose you when I said that pride was the unforgivable sin? This is the sense in which pride is the unforgivable sin. Examine the next couple of verses carefully, then let’s reach some conclusions.

James 4:6

 But he giveth more grace. Wherefore he saith, God resisteth the proud, but giveth grace unto the humble.

Pride chases God away from you.
Ps 10:4

4 The wicked, through the pride of his countenance, will not seek after God: God is not in all his thoughts.

The scripture states that it is the pride of the wicked and NOT the wickedness of the proud that prevents the encounter with the God which is able to cure both. 
Let’s slow down and make sure we have this right. Pay attention here.
A. Pride chases God away from me (James 4:6).
B. Pride will not allow me to run after him(Psalm 10:4). 
We have a word for this condition……… LOST.

Pride is perfectly comfortable with a tasteful dignified calculated approach to God, Pride will not hinder a good proper religious experience complete with the sinners prayer and all the trimmings of orthodoxy. You can leave a cut and dried ceremony like that with pride completely in tact. However in order to seek God in the way he wishes to be sought requires an entire abandonment in which pride is the first casualty. Few people are willing to take this approach to the Jesus experience. It is the one thing Jesus wants in the people experience.  
n the case discussed earlier in this book recorded in Luke 24 in which Jesus purposely withheld his identity and approached his followers incognito, we can see the point in doing it that way. We can see how his benefits are capable of contaminating the pure hunger he wants us to have.
Most of the time, however, we know that it is Jesus of Nazereth, yet our passion is still measured against our pride and dignity. He still wants to be felt after and groped for, and our groping could use a little work.  
Lost, to be far from God is an unenviable position to be sure. To depart from God is certainly unwise but he must not depart from me. Ps. 51 is the recording of David’s most sorrowful prayer, an acknowledgement of his treachery and of the selfishness of his sin. It was a sin which left his most loyal servant dead at his hands and this mans wife in his bed and a dead baby in the crib. He was keenly aware of his having departed from God and he spent this precious hour of prayer begging God not to depart from him. “Cast me not away”…. “Take not your holy spirit from me”. His prayer was utterly without pride, his guilty soul was never more humble before his maker and God giveth more grace to the humble. It is noteworthy to notice that he doesn’t give more grace to the less guilty. The degree of guilt in your life in no way determines your proximity to your maker. Remember, it is the pride of the wicked and not the wickedness of the proud which drives God away.  GOD RESISTS THE PROUD, And THE PROUD RESIST GOD. We can all agree that this is a dangerous combination. It amounts to being LOST.
But the lost can still be found. The proud will not seek God so you must realize that in this case subtraction is addition. First divorce yourself from all pride and self importance, then and then only are you able to even seek for God. 
I make this appeal to you right now, if you are “LOST”, identify your enemy it is pride. You can triumph over pride. Hummble yourself  under the mighty hand of GOD.   
Pride itself is a little puzzling to me. Arrogance requires that you be clueless to the actual condition of the human race. 
Allow me to illustrate this in a couple of ways that you may not have considered. The truth is folks that we have nothing of which we could possibly be proud. We are morally depraved, physically repugnant, and intellectually inferior. Consider the following illustrations. I will frame them in the form of a couple of questions. 

Question one:
What would posses God almighty (the universes most complete intellect) to dedicate a single line of his written word to telling people not to have sexual relations with a hippopotamus?
 No not with a German shepherd either, a goat, pig or a water buffalo. Why, in the limited space afforded in scripture, in which God attempts to reveal himself to mankind, does he find it necessary to devote one single sentence to such a ridiculous prohibition? It seems to me that the space could be used more productively. Maybe with a quick comic strip inserted or here ya go, maybe a little clarification on the whole Daniel’s seventy week thing. Why something so off the wall as this? The answer is obvious as to why this and other equally ridiculous prohibitions were deemed worthy to occupy space in the eternal word of God. Because people will actually do this stuff, God anticipated that mans capacity for debasement and depravity was limitless and that if it was not expressly forbidden in clear terms that inevitably one thing would lead to another and we would be putting the moves on those armadillos before long. So there it is;
How embarrassing is that? To be a member of an  supposedly intelligent race that must be instructed in explicit terms not to participate in conduct so depraved……..so stupid. To think that if we are not expressly forbidden to do it that there is actually a likelihood that we would in fact do  it, and worse, would like it. I’m telling you folks we as have nothing of which we could possibly be proud, humility should come a little more natural for us. It doesn’t however. We must learn it, then teach it. Then guard it. 

We have nothing to be proud of,
Here is the body of scripture prohibiting this ridiculous behavior. This is SAD.
Ex 22:19

19 "Anyone who has sexual relations with an animal must be put to death. 

(NIV)

Lev 18:23

23 "'Do not have sexual relations with an animal and defile yourself with it. A woman must not present herself to an animal to have sexual relations with it; that is a perversion. 

 (NIV)
Lev 20:15-16

15 "'If a man has sexual relations with an animal, he must be put to death, and you must kill the animal. 

16 "'If a woman approaches an animal to have sexual relations with it, kill both the woman and the animal. They must be put to death; their blood will be on their own heads. 

(NIV)
Question two:

Here’s another question for you.
When did you last brush your dog’s teeth? Odd question I know and I apologize but I do have a point….well, when was it. Can you remember? Has it ever happened? What about this, deodorant? What brand does your cat use? With what frequency does your horse bath? Let’s just sum it up with this question, could you estimate the amount of money you spend annually on pet hygiene?

You know soap, toothpaste, mouthwash, moisturizing cream, feminine hygiene products, deodorants, q- tips, dental floss, hairspray, powders, and potions, colognes and aftershaves. It goes on and on, the list of personal hygiene products which we purchase and use. When you compare the human body to that of the animals, we look and smell pretty awful.  We use all these products because they are necessary in order to keep those around us from vomiting all over the place. Then there is the enormous amount of time and energy we spend., and again all we are doing is just trying to keep from repelling everyone in our path. Think about it! We are literally decaying on the spot, oozing toxins and refuse from every pore, decomposing by the moment; the human body is simply the most unsanitary and repulsive organism on God’s green earth. It is crawling with every kind of bacteria from staff to cooties.  We must constantly be scrubbing and washing and brushing and spraying and combing and lathering, rinsing and repeating, in order to keep from literally decomposing right where we sit. We are the only creatures on earth that requires this kind of maintenance and constant diligence. I for one have never brushed my dog’s teeth. My dog’s name is “Hero”, he is 4 years old. I wander what my breath would smell like if I hadn’t brushed my teeth or done some other form of oral upkeep in the past four years. I’m guessing that it would be so foul and repulsive that no-one could tolerate my presence, not to mention the fact that all my teeth would have decayed beyond repair. My dog “Hero” has never to my recollection had a bath, yet he has only the slightest “doggy” odor which is actually kind of cute. Without constant bathing and scrubbing I assure you that the odor of your grease laiden body would be so savage that your local municipality would be compelled to pass ordinances in the interest of public sanitation forcing you to bathe. 
 Paul made reference to these, our wreched anatomies in phil. 3:
Phil 3:21

21 Who shall change our vile body, that it may be fashioned like unto his glorious body, according to the working whereby he is able even to subdue all things unto himself.

The living Bible refers to them as our dying bodies,…yuck!

I said all of this, not to repulse you nor to insult you but rather to illustrate further that we just simply do not have too much of which we could possibly be proud.  It is so unbecoming of us to stand in the mirror and admire ourselves. It must be knee slapping gut ripping hilarious for God to look down upon us as we inflate our chest and walk with that familiar swagger. How ridiculous we must look when we sit smug in our own conceit because of some meaningless accomplishment or acheivment. When you consider that he invented heaven and earth and all expanse, still more impressive, things such as laughter and loyalty and love how ridiculous we must appear in our pathetic filthy pride. Have mercy, we are LOST.      
Have you ever just sat and watched? Watch a young man who for all the world seems humble and contrite put on a pair of sun glasses, the metamorphosis is amazing. Sunglasses; think about it. Have a young lady who seems sweet and cordial put a stick of gum in her mouth. The rhythmic smacking awakens the sassy demon of pride. It is amazing how little it takes to summon that dark creature of pride from the shallows where it waits. It makes us an object of contempt to our creator. And worse, LOST.    
Was it when he demanded his inheritance from his father even before the death of his father, in essence saying “I wish you were dead”, is that the moment in which the younger son died? 

CHAPTER 6
God  Happy
Ps 37:4

4 Delight yourself in the LORD 

and he will give you the desires of your heart. (from New International Version)
delight yourself, think about that for a moment…….are you thinking about it? Delight yourself in the LORD. I know, I know, get to the good part, the part where God gives us every thing we want.

Do you understand what is being said here? Delight yourself…. Then he will give you what you want. Desire and delight are so connected that they cannot be separated. Like most things, we have gotten this one backwards too. Be happy before you get your desires. We are convinced that delight or happiness must be a result of achieving or attaining some desire of ours. This is backwards. Desires and the fulfillment of them must not dictate delight or happiness in our lives. God believes that our happiness must  precede our desires as well as dictate our desires. If we could ever reach the place in which our relationship with God that he becomes the only thing that makes us happy, then he said he would give you what you want. Yea but that is cheating, obviously if we get to the place in which God is our source of happiness, then of course our desires will not be the same as they are when we think that money or status is our source of happiness. 
The things which make us happy are obviously the thing which we will seek more of. If you are delighted by God you of course will seek him more.

Here’s the secret, PLACE YOUR AFFECTIONS on things that are above and determine that the presence of God and the word of God is object of your affection and delight, you will be amazed at how much your desires will change and how willing God is to give you those new desires. There is nothing about the earth that we live in right now that the meek would want to inherit. The character of meekness will necessitate a brand new paradigm of happiness. The “God delighted” have such an alternate view of paradise, so opposed to the shallow mind who uses his relationship with his God as a simple means to loot the universe of all it’s gold streets and pearls and stuff.

Your desire is what makes you happy, not the acquisition of their fulfillment. 

It is true that hunger is the blessing that is missing in our increasingly religious world. Hunger, hunger, hunger is the solution and not the problem. Hunger is more powerful than greed. Hunger is more powerful than pride. Hunger is more powerful than blindness. And yes, hunger is more powerful than orthodoxy. 

Hunger has driven peasants to the door of the palace.

Hunger has driven diseased and dismembered lepers into the heart of the enemies stronghold.

Hunger has robbed birthrights.

Hunger has driven mighty prophets to eat from the talons of vultures.

You hardcore, stuffed shirt, died in the wool, know it all passion police might ought to think about changing with the times a little, because the peasants are raising their pitchforks, and it may well be that the days of bottling everything up in nice clean denominational containers are over.              

The wise official will spin around in his leather chair and in the name of GOD please stop the yammering about church growth and “revival” , quit talking about the mysteriously absent “signs and wanders” that we all seem to be captivated by. Fall down behind the mahogany desk and rediscover the lost art of groping. We, like the heathen of Acts chapter seventeen, have made this much harder than it has to be. We are who we are, we are where we are, we are imprinted with one purpose. That we might feel after or grope for him.  

It will make you happy. It will make me happy. It is the only true way to serve Him. Every thing else makes you unhappy and you can forget the whole “desires of your heart” thing.
He know that happiness is not a result of finding or achieving anything but rather the pursuit of an unattainable God.     

It could have been the moment that he took his premature inheritance and left his father’s house. Perhaps it was at the moment in which he began to live riotously and carelessly, with the first indiscretion with that one woman of notorious character. Perhaps that was the moment in which the prodigal died.    
CHAPTER Seven

The Yellow Pages and Bill
The most destructive act of the prodigal was when he decided that he wanted the gifts given of his Father but did not wish to live in the presence of his Father.

He (the Father) parted to them (his sons) his fortune, then the younger of them took his journey.

These unmerited blessings were soon squandered.

What he eventually learned was that without the presence of the father the blessings of the father dissipate.

In Luke 15 as Christ tells the story of the prodigal son, he reports a peculiar statement made by the father in this parable.

Luke 15:24

 For this son of mine was dead and is alive again; he was lost and is found.' So they began to celebrate.
When did the prodigal die?.??? The father states that he “had been dead”. Let me ask you, when did he die? Was it when he first thought of money more than his father? Was it when he left his home and his father? Was it when he began to engage in “riotous living”? Was it when he had spent all his inheritance? Could it be that it happened when he “joined himself to a citizen of that country”?

I’m not sure that I can tell you for certain the moment that he died, but we can know that it did occur, for “he was dead”. I will profer my opinion as to the moment in which he no longer lived in the eyes of the father. In my opinion it occurred when he “joined himself to a citizen of that country”
When he began to seek the assistance of a stranger.
It was somewhere in the neighborhood of one o’clock in the mourning when I was awakened from a rare night of sound sleep. I am somewhat of an insomniac so it was inordinantly distressing on this particular night because I had actually managed to fall into a restful sleep. The phone rang two or three times before it registered in my mind. Then I jumped and ran through the darkness to the telephone which was in the other room. On the other end of the line was a voice that I did not recognize. She spoke in a very matter of fact tone as she told me her name. Bill is not going to make it through the night she said, and he needs someone to come and talk to him. It was not easy to get my mind off of sleep, and even harder to get excited about talking to bill, but as always I had to go. It was somewhere in the neighborhood of two a.m. when I rolled into the hospital parking lot. I noticed a woman  who appeared to be in her late forties or early fifties and a young man appearantly 17 or 18 years old sitting on the curb near the entrance. I parked the car, got out and began to walk in their direction. She yelled to me before I long before I reached them “are you the preacher?” Yes maam, I am. “Good” she said “come on in and save him”. “Come save Bill”.

So there I was at two in the mourning half asleep, a little bit confused, somewhat suspicious, and on my way to save Bill.

Bill was awake but he could not communicate with me. Bill was breathing through a whole in his throat and sounded simply terrible. I asked Bill a couple of questions and received no response. I looked up at the woman standing on the other side of the bed and said maam I can’t save Bill. I am happy to do anything I can for him but I cannot save him. She smiled and said “Yeah but he wanted you to come, that’s what makes the difference ”.

I reached over and prayed for Bill as sincerely as I knew how. Then I spoke with the woman for a moment. If you don’t mind me asking, “why did you call me? I don’t think we have met have we”? “No, I seen your big add thang in that phone book right there.” I was made a little bit sad by that. 

Bill made it through the night, in fact he held on for a few more days and then he died.

This same woman called me back and asked me if I would officiate in Bill’s funeral, seeing as I was the one who saved him and all. I said I would. Later as I visited with them at the funeral home she walked out of the room for a moment then reappeared carrying a stack of spiral bound notebooks and came walking toward me with them. “Here”, She said “Bill hasn’t been able to talk for a long time now, so he’s been writing in these thangs and that’s how he’s been talking to us”. Here she said you can use these to get to know Bill a little bit and you may find some things in these books that you could use in the service”. I took them from her and went home.  

I sat down at the table with some coffee and began to skim through the notebooks. I immediately began to notice some patterns. For one thing I noticed that the handwriting became increasingly sloppy as time passed, the early books were reasonably legible but the quality of penmanship steadily declined from one page to the next, his handwriting degenerated as his health declined. By the time I arrived at the last notebook the writing was illegible, often only a few words per page written in giant, erratic, jerky characters.

The early books were laced with profanity and vulgarity. Any reference made to God was one of near blasphemy.  

The things written to his family were for the most part extremely rude and disrespectful. He was a very demanding and selfish man, judging by these books.

The later books were not filled with the same pointless venom as were the early ones. It appeared that Bill did not have the energy to spend berating everyone in the room anymore. The writing was reduced to just making demands on those around him. “get me some water” “ change the channel” “turn that !#@* light off” and so on. 
On the second to the last page Bill scribbled “I am afraid to go to sleep” “I’m tired” “I am afraid”. On the next page there were no distinguishable words, only erratic scribbles and unintelligible hieroglyphics.  
It was shortly after this that I received my middle of the night telephone call. I stood over his bed that night only after he had spoken his last word and after he had scratched his last sentence fragment across his last spiral notebook. This was clearly an after thought. Come save Bill, in the same tone in which you might say “Turn that  *!#@* light off.
I was the name chosen randomly from a yellow page book taken from the nightstand of his hospital room at one o’clock in the mourning. Come save Bill.

God can do anything he pleases, he is a competent judge. He does not need me to pass my judgment on Bill.  So I will not judge Bill. I will say however how terribly sad it seemed to me that Bill spent his life in what appeared to be the pointless pursuit of the most meaningless things one could imagine. Then to have a sleepy stranger mumbling a prayer over his unresponsive form be all the effort ever invested in his relationship with his maker. It just seemed a little sad to me to spend everything you have on selfish, riotous living, then when there was simply no place left to go and no words to scribble on any more spiral notebooks to join himself to a nameless stranger selected from the telephone book. Why would Bill do that? Why would he not take a little time somewhere between notebook two and three or better still when his body was whole and his mind was clear, to seek God.

He could have spoken to God anytime,  but he waited and joined himself to a stranger and depended on a groggy “citizen of that country” instead of running home to his father. The truth is Bill didn’t need me. I should have slept the night through, what Bill needed was to humble himself and grovel before God. Bill chose to wait out life with a stiff upper lip then farm out his right to call upon God to who ever had the most eye catching advertisement in the yellow pages.

Do not ever depend on anyone else to fulfill you or to provide for you. certainly never allow anyone else to do your seeking for you. I believe that this is when the prodigal died. You have the means right now. Seek the LORD, please. Try your hand at groping. 

We can’t end the chapter here. Luke 15, the father does state that his son was dead but he then stated that now he is alive. You need to leave the yellow pages right where they are and leave the phone resting on its base, and for heaven’s sake let the preacher get some sleep. The one you need is looking for you right now, Call on him. Call on him now and live.                  

Chapter eight
The Doping Epidemic

I stood in the line at the pharmacy, I don’t know why it bothered me. I had been to the dentist, he had shot my face full of Novocain or whatever stuff he used and had written me a prescription for some pills of some kind. I believe there were some antibiotics prescribed for a potential infection. Then there was a second prescription for a pain reliever which I felt like I really needed before the feeling came back in my gums. So there I was, a little bit anxious, becoming a little bit impatient with all the hypochondriacs in front of me. Trembling hands pulled wads of paper crumpled in the side pocket of the purse of a woman who really needed to just sit for a while. The yellow pills are for my condition, and the white pills are for my yellow pills and my blue pills are so my green pills won’t cause a rash as they interact with my purple pills. It all seems to be working pretty well actually, I haven’t had a cold sweat in two days.

Pills, pills, pills you people live on pills. Don’t you ever just live. What is it like to just mask one symptom with another symptom with another effect in a never ending cycle numbing mood manipulation and artificial demeanor.  Do you ever wander what it would feel like if you peeled back all those layers of medication and got back in touch with life again? 

To the addict that has been on a perpetual high, be it crack, be it meth, whatever.  How long would you have to drink distilled water and eat bran muffins before all that junk is washed out of your life. What would have to be done before all the fuzz and fog cleared and your mind could function clearly and peacefully?

Now get out of my way, I’ve got to get these pills before my shot wears off.

I mean I’ve got some real pain here, I mean I think, I’m sure I do. I mean when this shot wears off I’m in trouble if I don’t have something else to remove me from the reality of my recent root canal.

            Much like all these people, much like the junky on the corner we are walking pharmacies as well? In our veins is a medicine cabinet manufactured by our own bodies, a cocktail of drugs and hormones and endorphins which manipulate our moods and outlooks.  We are medicated by adrenaline, dopamine and other hormones, certain experiences cause a secretion of this endorphin or that. This chemical reaction or that. Does it sound like I know what I’m talking about? Good.  We are addicted as surely as the hypochondriac or the junky to the extent that we cannot bare to be un-stimulated for a single moment.      
Our spiritual lives are no different. We must keep them medicated. Do not ever allow them to sit un-medicated for any period of time you might not be able to handle it. 
Whatever happened to the end of the broadcast day? For you millions of “with it” youthful readers I probably need to explain. See once upon a time many years ago there was this strange experience we knew back then as silence. There was nothing on the radio, there was nothing on any of the four television channels, it all ended at about eleven o’clock or midnight.   I can’t remember the last time I heard the national anthem at the conclusion of the broadcast day. There is no conclusion of the broadcast day anymore.  Monday blends into Tuesday into next week and on and on and on it goes endlessly without a moment to reflect or to contemplate. We are never required to re-enter our own lives, never required to re-enter reality. We are continuously served with the numbing and detaching narcotics of the airwaves and the satellite sedatives which calm our trembling hand and soothe our anxiety so we never feel our gums again. Twenty four hours a day seven days a week 200 television channels appealing to your every momentary whim. Media from the internet to talk radio to country to rock to rap and yes even gospel. Contemporary Christian, southern gospel, at 100 decibals. We will take a break for your local news, we’re back more music, less talk, no silence, no dead air space, keep it moving go go go….STOP! 
We listen to news to find out what is going on in the world. Then when we find out what is going on in the world we turn to talk radio to see what people are saying about it. When we hear what everyone is saying we get so angry that we have to turn on a little music as to avoid the rash which is a side effect of this combination. Then we fall asleep with the remote in our hand. Thus ends another dizzying day in which you never found a break in the noise substantial enough to even notice that the savior was really burning in your heart and he walked completely out of sight completely unnoticed.       

I believe that the principle casualty of all this addiction is a wonderful discipline which is no longer practiced in our environment. In fact I would venture to say that most are not even aware that it is possible anymore. 

In a previous book I wrote an entire chapter regarding the discipline of fasting. In this chapter I will tell you of the equally beneficial and equally rare discipline which is the companion of fasting.
The practice I speak of is solitude. It was the companion of fasting as Jesus began his ministry. The wilderness is the place that the scripture says he was led by the spirit in order to fast for forty days. A place of solitude, a place of reflection. We desperately need this time, we certainly need to purge from the entertainment overdose we have taken. There are so many things God is showing us that we are not seeing, so many words he is saying that we are not hearing. The reason is that we have been medicated and removed from spiritual reality by our gluttonous consumption of entertainment and media and amusement.  
It seems that any time or effort which we do devote to God is in the form of a weekend devotion with the congregation which I might add is one of the healthiest things you can do, or it is the form of a few spoken words of prayer, many of which you must admit become more of a force of habit than a stretching towards him. 

I love this little verse of scripture. It reminds me to stay in touch with spiritual reality. It reminds me that it cannot be reduced to the uttering of pious words. 

Ps 19:14

14 Let the words of my mouth, and the meditation of my heart, be acceptable in thy sight, O LORD, my strength, and my redeemer.
Keep your head in the game. Stay engaged. This is essential to being healthy. It is necessary that we discover the blessing of solitude in order to re-engage our minds in our devotion. 

Not only my spoken words which are of interest to him, but my unspoken thoughts are equally critical. I pray that the spoken words and the unspoken thoughts of my heart would be pleasing to him. 

I’m gonna lay something pretty heavy on you right now. 

A dear lady in the church asked me some time ago if I would do a teaching series on the subject of spiritual warfare. Ooooooh spiritual warfare spooooky. I mean chasing devils all over the place, taking dominion over this and casting evil spirits out of that. 

My my my, warfare, Dragon slaying, storming the gates of hell…...CHARGE!!! The concept of spiritual warfare has been romanticized almost to the point of becoming mythology. A lone man standing against the flood of the enemy, the very onslaught of hell, and overcoming. Everyone imagines his or herself as that great warrior of faith who will stare down any demon, who will pray down any blessing, who will press on through the pain of any sacrifice to bring glory to the kingdom. I  pray that we will all have this courage but this IS NOT what the bible refers to as spiritual warfare.
Check out this passage.

2 Cor 10:3-5

3 For though we walk in the flesh, we do not war after the flesh:

4(For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal, but mighty through God to the pulling down of strong holds;)

5 Casting down imaginations, and every high thing that exalteth itself against the knowledge of God, and bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ;

“Pulling down of strongholds”. I have heard this interpreted as many things. What and where are the strongholds which need to be pulled down?

They are imaginations and thoughts which exalt themselves against the knowledge of God. This is what they are.

Right between your ears , that is where they are.

So run down and bind the spirits of city hall if you wish but the battle which the word of God commands us to be diligent in is the one in your head and in your heart.

How important is this spiritual struggle?

This struggle mirrors and is an exact microcosm of the greatest and most epic struggle that will ever play out. The struggle between Christ and the power of Satan known as Antichrist is playing out right now between your ears. Now you are talking spiritual warfare!
Daniel spoke of the man of sin better known as the “Antichrist” as did Christ, as did the apostle Paul as did John in the book of Revelation.    
This is what Paul said in the book of 2 Thessalonians.

2 Thess 2:3-4

3 Let no man deceive you by any means: for that day shall not come, except there come a falling away first, and that man of sin be revealed, the son of perdition;

4 Who opposeth and exalteth himself above all that is called God, or that is worshipped; so that he as God sitteth in the temple of God, shewing himself that he is God.

The book of Revelation Chapter thirteen speaks concerning the image of the beast which is to be set up presumably in the temple to be worshipped.

Appearantly this will occur at some point in a very physical sense, however it happens every day in an equally real sense in the temple which each of us are stewards of. 
Where is his temple?

1 Cor 3:17

17 If any man defile the temple of God, him shall God destroy; for the temple of God is holy, which temple ye are.

2 Cor 6:16

16 And what agreement hath the temple of God with idols? for ye are the temple of the living God; as God hath said, I will dwell in them, and walk in them; and I will be their God, and they shall be my people.
So the temple is right here. 
What is the image that is to be set up here in this temple?

“ casting down imaginations” the root word for “imagination” is the word “image” it is the power of the mind to sculpt mental images. These “images” are brought into this temple and set up. They begin to oppose and to exalt themselves above all that is called God. They are exalted on our list of priorities. Any thought that displaces the worship of Christ is Antichrist. Any imagination which is elevated above our savior is the abomination that leaves us desolate.  Told you it was heavy.
This is simply to illustrate the fact that your mental state is the battlefield on which the epic struggle of our time is taking place. This is spiritual warfare it is a battle you must win. These Images are the strongholds that must be cast down. These thoughts which oppose the knowledge of God must be apprehended and incarcerated in the gulag Christ has prepared, they must be brought into the obedience of Christ. 
Solitude is the treatment center in which we have the opportunity to detoxify and to purge our spiritual bloodstream of all the fuzz and fog. I promise that if you will “unplug” go on a noise fast, you will find all the images and thoughts will begin their decline and you will find yourself reconnecting with God. The smoke will clear. Let the feeling come back into your gums. Let the shot wear off and taste and see once again that the Lord is good.   
I come from Pentecostal background and I remain Pentecostal today.

I was raised in a world of demonstrative worship and praise. I was brought up on a steady diet of microphone eating evangelists and the singing of upbeat songs, there was shouting and loud vocal expressions of praise, passionate prayers and hand clapping. For the most part these are very valuable experiences, not withstanding the occasional ding bat who wanted to turn it into chaos. It is true that I appreciate the spiritual expression in which I was cultured, however I have learned that many times it is long after the light are extinguished and the P.A. system has been unplugged that I really get a chance to come down off my audio induced high to truly commune with the lonely Galilian.    

What shines thru when your faith wears  thin?
Jn. 5

Man at the pool of bethesada.

/Man with the son who cast himself into fire and into water

water suffocates

fire consumes.

Chapter nine

What shines thru when your faith wears thin?

 One of the men in the crowd spoke up and said, "Teacher, I brought my son for you to heal-he can't talk because he is possessed by a demon. And whenever the demon is in control of him it throws him to the ground and makes him foam at the mouth and grind his teeth and become rigid. I begged your disciples to cast out the demon, but they couldn't do it." 

Jesus said [to his disciples], "Oh, what tiny faith you have; how much longer must I be with you until you believe? How much longer must I be patient with you? Bring the boy to me." 

So they brought the boy, but when he saw Jesus the demon convulsed the child horribly, and he fell to the ground writhing and foaming at the mouth. 

 "How long has he been this way?" Jesus asked the father.

And he replied, "Since he was very small, and the demon often makes him fall into the fire or into water to kill him. Oh, have mercy on us and do something if you can." 

"If I can?" Jesus asked. "Anything is possible if you have faith."

The father instantly replied, "I do have faith; but obviously I do not have enough faith!" I have heard the whole you need more faith sermons before. I guess I don’t have it and don’t know how to get it. But I’m here anyway. The crowd began to grow and the time was right for Jesus to move.  

When Jesus saw the crowd  growing he rebuked the demon.

"Demon ," he said, "I command you to come out of this child and stay away from now on!" 

Then the demon screamed terribly and convulsed the boy again and left him; and the boy lay there limp and motionless, to all appearance dead. A murmur ran through the crowd-"He is dead." But Jesus took him by the hand and helped him to his feet and he stood up and was all right!

What shines through when your faith wears thin? When you can’t believe as much as you want to, what is it that you do? 
 Inside the city, near the Sheep Gate, was Bethesda Pool, with five covered platforms or porches surrounding it. Crowds of sick folks-lame, blind, or with paralyzed limbs-lay on the platforms (waiting for a certain movement of the water, for an angel of the Lord came from time to time and disturbed the water, and the first person to step down into it afterwards was healed).  

One of the men lying there had been sick for thirty-eight years. When Jesus saw him and knew how long he had been ill, he asked him, "Would you like to get well?" 

"I can't," the sick man said, "for I have no one to help me into the pool at the movement of the water. While I am trying to get there, someone else always gets in ahead of me."
Jesus told him, "Stand up, roll up your sleeping mat and go on home!" 

Instantly, the man was healed! He rolled up the mat and began walking!

He was simply “one of the multitude”, he was not renown. He was everyday folk, the pedestrian type. He was an awful lot like me and I suspect a lot like you.   We have everyone been in this man’s shoes. This is the time when the most primal instincts take over. After you’ve exhausted yourself and everyone around you, you have followed the directions of every well meaning guru and only came up empty. 

Here is the situation. This boy here is my son, and he has been this way since he was just an infant. I have followed him from the fire to the water and back to the fire over and over again. I have fought the current and reclaimed him from the river and I have smothered countless flames from his very clothing. I heard once that there was a former tax collector become preacher setting up shop in town one day. Word had it that this guy was a follower of the wander worker, the water walker, I brought my son close and my faith spiked. My spirit throbbed and raced with enthusiasm. I left that meeting unsure but hopeful, then the next mourning I found him near the shore lying face down beneath the bridge. It was another close call.

Then the great one came to a town nearby. This one was the ex-fisherman. The bold, the brash whose voice cracked like a whip with authority, the one called Simon. This guy wasn’t like the tax collector, no sir, this man has it. You can hear it in his voice. He had that hard to quantify quality, that commanding presence you can only know when you see it. I was crushed when it appeared as though he had no time for me. It appeared as though he was only interested in advancement, he seemed to be seeking an angle which would broaden his horizons and serve his agenda. Listen; I don’t know nothing about no kingdom or anything, I have no Idea what they are talking about when they are arguing over who is the greatest in this “kingdom” or whatever. Seemed to me that he was much more interested in who was this and who was going to be that than he was about my boy. A cursory prayer, a quick platitude was all he could afford me and on he went to the more important matters. I was devastated, I mean I believed, I really did. I thought I did.
There is just nothing changing in my life. You will forgive me if after several of these trips and after being so disappointed so often I don’t bubble with faith.

It was clear that this man’s faith was not everything it could be.

Jesus said to him that if you believe anything is possible. This man’s reply was one of concession. No I guess I don’t believe really like I should, but if you can please help us. The very phrase “if you can” illustrates the fact that his faith was suffering severely. 

This man’s faith was utterly suspect, there’s no disputing that. What would there be left when his faith was peeled away. There was something shining through when this weary gentleman’s faith wore thin.  What was it that picked up when his faith left off. 

Every one of us has been to the place in our lives where our faith is worn out. To the place where another sermon on how we need to have more faith would be useless. Is there something left when your faith is faltering? What is it? With many it is bitterness, with some it is resignation, with some it is panic.          

When my faith is suffering and it does sometimes, when circumstance has peeled back the thin layer of my faith let there be this one beautiful word… DESIRE! 

Stubborn circumstances can sometimes decimate my faith. Frustration may steal my belief, I may not even believe it could ever happen for me, but circumstances and frustration will never keep me from wanting it to. I hope that when my faith is trembling, injured or shattered and it often is, that hunger keeps pushing me toward Jesus. Something has got to be there when our faith is suspect. There has got to be something in our lives that is capable of surviving alongside doubt and pessimism to keep them from swallowing us when our faith can’t be found. Desire, hunger, even desperation which disallows pride and pretence.  
His faith was gone.

Even when he had it, it was placed in the wrong thing.

Weary of telling and retelling the same tales of despair and disappointment, he had developed a shorthand of sorts to condense the whole painful and sorry saga. I have no man”. I have never had any help, I am by myself battleing this crippling infirmity, and that, without all the boring details is the long and short of it. I have nobody.

I know you have been there too. Right? 

So what was left when you realize that you have nobody? When you have no faith, nobody, no optimism left what is there then? 

Allow me to place a few things into perspective for you here. The scriptures state that this man had suffered with this stupid thing for thirty eight years. Ouch! Think about that, thirty eight years. World war one was fought in a mere 5 years, world war two was fought in some 6 years. This man had fought this battle for thirty eight years. Think about it this way, when Jesus of Nazareth was born of a virgin in Bethlehem of Judea and wrapped in swaddling clothes and laid in a manger where the shepherds came and worshiped, this man had already been there and had been suffering for six years. See what I’m saying? OUCH!

So come on down off hat high horse we all ride on sometimes and quit looking down you nose at this guy because he didn’t seem to have the faith you think he should have had. It was thirty eight years for heaven’s sake. Most of us wouldn’t have bothered hanging around after the first day or so. We’d be saying “well I tried and it didn’t work out for me so must not be God’s will huh? The truth is that this man had something even more fundamental than faith. He had a desire and years after his faith was fallen his hunger kept him at the water’s edge. I’m telling you that we need renewed desire, it can survive almost anything except prosperity.           

 But he still had the hunger.

Heb. 11:   stated that faith is the substance of things. What things? The things we HOPE for. Hope is an extention of desire. It all comes down to desire. 

You must have desire in order to hope, hope in order to have faith,.and you must have faith in order to please God. It all starts and is fueled with desire.

Blessed are they witch hunger and thirst after righteousness. 

Jesus knows the pathetic state of my faith, he knows how temperamental I am and I know that he must be endlessly disappointed with me. Yet something keeps me lurching toward the waters edge, and who knows, if I stay here just another season or two …oh yea there’s that faith again. Jesus will make his way to my lonesome and frustrated condition, I just have to keep wanting it, even when I can not believe him for it.  
1 Samuel ch.1 Hannah, went year by year. 

This one time she went in to the house of God and just wept, she wept and prayed until her mouth was moving but there was no sound came out. 
I’ve prayed that way a few times myself, just moving my mouth, man that is no fun, but something won’t let me go back home…DESIRE.

When the faith was all gone she still found herself in the house of God crying out to God.

Let me ask you what kicks in when your faith kick out. Are you filled with Sinicism , negativity, bitterness or is there still a hunger in your heart for God. That keeps you toeing the line.

1 Peter 2:2

2 As newborn babes, desire the sincere milk of the word, that ye may grow thereby:

In this passage the apostle identifies the most essential component to growth. Hunger is the most necessary blessing that can be bestowed on any Christian, 

Critical saints are saint who have lost their hunger.
  
Chapter 9
PEARLS pigs and PEARLS
Pig’s inability to recognize value is what causes them to trample and attack.
At some point we must at least entertain the prospect that perhaps, just maybe you are he pig. We can’t all be the one casting the pearls.
If the “Prodigal Son” was indeed dead, as his father said he was, when did he die? I don’t know if anyone knows the real answer to that question so I guess it is just a matter of opinion. At the least it is something to think about. 

Constrain him!!!!  JACOB WRESTLED ALL NIGHT. GOD COULD HAVE BLESSED HIM AT ANY TIME. COULD HAVE DISLOCATED HIS HIP AT ANY TIME. … GOD WANTED JACOB TO COSTRAIN HIM.
Your heart will burn before your mind is enlightened.

He comes to your heart first.

THE FATALY FAMILIAR
4-30-06 sun.am.
Judg 13:24-25

24 And the woman bare a son, and called his name Samson: and the child grew, and the LORD blessed him.

25 And the Spirit of the LORD began to move him at times in the camp of Dan between Zorah and Eshtaol.

Judg 13:25

25 and the Spirit of the LORD began to stir him while he was in Mahaneh Dan, between Zorah and Eshtaol.(from New International Version)

Mahanah-Dan was apparently a staging area for troops. A place where they held military ceremonies and even parades. 

When Samson would go there he  would be moved by the Spirit of God from time to time. 

Samson had experienced the “blessings of God” his entire life.


The truth is that Samson either forgot or perhaps never knew that everything he was and all that he accomplished was because of the           blessing and the moving of God.

Many mistakenly believe that God’s relationship with you began at the same time that your relationship with him began. WRONG.

Ps 71:5-8
5 For thou art my hope, O Lord GOD: thou art my trust from my youth.

6 By thee have I been holden up from the womb: thou art he that took me out of my mother's bowels: my praise shall be continually of thee.

7 I am as a wonder unto many; but thou art my strong refuge.

8 Let my mouth be filled with thy praise and with thy honour all the day.

Ps 71:5-8

5 O Lord, you alone are my hope; I've trusted you from childhood. 
6 Yes, you have been with me from birth and have helped me constantly-no wonder I am always praising you! 
7 My success-at which so many stand amazed-is because you are my mighty protector. 

8 All day long I'll praise and honor you, O God, for all that you have done for me. TLB
Ps 139:14-16

14 I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made;

your works are wonderful,

I know that full well. 

15 My frame was not hidden from you 

when I was made in the secret place.

When I was woven together in the depths of the earth, 

16 your eyes saw my unformed body.

All the days ordained for me 

were written in your book 

before one of them came to be.(from New International Version)

So we can say that his relationship with us began long before ours began with him.

Judg 14:5-6

5 Then went Samson down, and his father and his mother, to Timnath, and came to the vineyards of Timnath: and, behold, a young lion roared against him.

6 And the Spirit of the LORD came mightily upon him, and he rent him as he would have rent a kid, and he had nothing in his hand: but he told not his father or his mother what he had done.

Judg 14:19

19 And the Spirit of the LORD came upon him, and he went down to Ashkelon, and slew thirty men of them, and took their spoil, and gave change of garments unto them which expounded the riddle. And his anger was kindled, and he went up to his father's house.

Judg 15:14-15

14 And when he came unto Lehi, the Philistines shouted against him: and the Spirit of the LORD came mightily upon him, and the cords that were upon his arms became as flax that was burnt with fire, and his bands loosed from off his hands.

15 And he found a new jawbone of an ass, and put forth his hand, and took it, and slew a thousand men therewith.

Judg 16:18-21

18 And when Delilah saw that he had told her all his heart, she sent and called for the lords of the Philistines, saying, Come up this once, for he hath shewed me all his heart. Then the lords of the Philistines came up unto her, and brought money in their hand.

19 And she made him sleep upon her knees; and she called for a man, and she caused him to shave off the seven locks of his head; and she began to afflict him, and his strength went from him.

20 And she said, The Philistines be upon thee, Samson. And he awoke out of his sleep, and said, I will go out as at other times before, and shake myself. And he wist not that the LORD was departed from him.
21 But the Philistines took him, and put out his eyes, and brought him down to Gaza, and bound him with fetters of brass; and he did grind in the prison house.

It is obvious here that Samson thought that it was him all along.

“I will shake myself like before” get the blood flowing and the adrenaline pumping and I will go take care of business again.

This was fatal familiarity.
James 4:13-15

13 Go to now, ye that say, To day or to morrow we will go into such a city, and continue there a year, and buy and sell, and get gain:

14 Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your life? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth away.

15 For that ye ought to say, If the Lord will, we shall live, and do this, or that.

We who live under the blessings of the almighty should never do so the point that we begin to think it is our own wit or talent or ability.

The danger of living beneath the blessings and the moving of God for so long is that you and I forget that we need to seek God.

We need to seek his face.

We need to seek his favor.

We still need him to move us from time to time.

Don’t ever forget how bad you need Jesus n your life. 

Don’t ever forget what he has done for you, even long before you even knew him. 

We who have had his blessings from the beginning need to acknowledge it is still his goodness that sustains us. 

Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. Things that are not beautiful to us anymore, we need to take a second look. They have simply become too common to us. 

I am desperate for

1 Sam 30:8

8 And David inquired at the LORD, saying, Shall I pursue after this troop? shall I overtake them? And he answered him, Pursue: for thou shalt surely overtake them, and without fail recover all.

Shall I pursue?

1. Can I catch it.

2. Will it be alive when I do.

Rom 5:5

5 And hope maketh not ashamed; because the love of God is shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy Ghost which is given unto us.

2 Cor 4:6

6 For God, who commanded the light to shine out of darkness, hath shined in our hearts, to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ.

Heb 8:10

10 For this is the covenant that I will make with the house of Israel after those days, saith the Lord; I will put my laws into their mind, and write them in their hearts: and I will be to them a God, and they shall be to me a people:

He GREW.


God Blessed.


God Moved him at times.








