SERVANT-LEADER

The list is long describing the characteristics one is to possess to successfully become a spiritual leader. Another page or two would be needed to tally off the qualities of one who is to become an able communicator of the Gospel and teachings of Christ. And every consideration of training has value.

In a world that has grown complex in social, political, economic and religious ramifications, every effort made by church leaders to sense God’s call on the lives of those from their churches who wish to minister is valid. Churches of the world are strewn with laborers who don’t know the difference between a sickle and a pruning hook. Or, to change the metaphor, they cannot distinguish the decisive points of battle.

Notwithstanding, there is one characteristic, one quality, one approach, one lifestyle, if you will, that stands above all others in demand for the successful Christian worker—or any Christian. This characteristic is vital for all who believe.

Without equivocation, I emphasize this lifestyle quality: That of ‘Servant-Leader’. Sermons abound on the subject; articles dance around the subject; a lot of lip service is given to the subject. Yet, it remains one of the most challenging ‘unknowns’ in practical attainment. It is the elusive element of dynamic Christian leadership. Everybody needs it! Who has it?

For one thing, the idea itself appears contradictory. How can one be both servant (one who obeys and carries out the wishes of another) and a leader (one who provides direction and gives orders to another) at the same time? It’s not like my little granddaughter, Naomi, who plays ‘hostess and guest for tea’ with her friend. ‘Today,’ she says, ‘I’ll be the hostess and you be the guest. Tomorrow you will be the hostess and I will be the guest.’ We are saying that both of these characteristics must be active in the same person at the same time. It is at best a paradox.

To further confuse the issue, servant-leaders don’t wear badges to identify themselves. Or brandish gold-embossed business cards labeled: Servant-Leader. Nor is ‘it’ a cloak or glove to put on as they reach out to help someone. It must permeate all of life. No one can be a servant-leader at church and not at home. No one can be a servant-leader in the community and not in the workplace. It’s not a role to play; it’s a way of life to live.

Well, lest this writing join the accumulated words paying only homage to the subject, let us move on. How is this elusive element of life found? What is the key to attaining it? We must look to Jesus, for only in Him will we find the perfection of the Father, to which we have all been called.

Though Luke spoke of the strife that was going on among the disciples at the Last Supper as to who should be accounted the greatest, it was left to John to record this act through which Jesus teaches this principle of servant-leader.

In John 13:4, we read: “He (Jesus) arose from the table, took off His robe and wrapped the servant’s towel around His waist. Then He poured water into the basin and began to wash the disciples’ feet, and dry them with the towel.”

This is definitely the action of a servant. Why Peter and John didn’t make provision for this servant in their preparation of the Passover is not known, but Jesus used the occasion to their (and our) benefit.

Let’s join Jesus and His disciples in that Upper Room. They are reclining on benches around the table, each leaning against the shoulder of the one next to him. John has had to adjust his position since he had been reclining against Jesus. In so doing, he looks at Peter. He motions to Peter, suggesting that he should take the basin of water. With a vigorous shaking of his head, Peter mouths the words, “John, you wanted to sit at Jesus’ right hand.” To which Jesus had said, “If you want to be great in God’s Kingdom, learn to be the servant of all.” “You take the basin, John.” Probably for their own reasons of pride, they both left the task to Jesus.

The room must have been hushed with silence. Our Master shouldn’t be doing this, they each might have thought. The one who washes the feet of guests at a dinner feast is the lowliest of all household servants.

I don’t know to whom Jesus came first. Maybe Matthew. As Jesus unloosed his sandals, we might have heard Him say, “Matthew, do you remember where I found you?” “Yes, Lord. I was collecting taxes from our people for Rome. You simply said, ‘Follow Me.’ I am so glad I did.” Jesus replies, “So am I.”

Who do you think might have been next? Maybe Thomas. Or James. Or maybe, Judas! Yes, Judas was at the foot washing. Can you even imagine Jesus washing Judas’ feet, knowing of his eminent betrayal? As Judas swings his feet down off the bench, Jesus hears the jangling of the thirty pieces of silver. What could Jesus have possibly said to him? 

I realize that Scripture does not tell us all of that, but we do read His conversation with Peter. Jesus places the basin of water at Peter’s feet. He kneels down, waiting for Peter to swing his legs around. Thoughts of frustration must have been coursing through Peter’s mind, for he again says the ridiculous: “Lord, are You going to wash my feet?” (“It’s only obvious,” Judas might have chided, as he pulled his washed feet back onto the bench.) 

“You don’t realize now what I am doing,” Jesus replied, “but later you will understand.”

Then Peter said to Him, “You must never wash my feet!”

Jesus’ gentle but firm voice encourages Peter: “Unless you let Me wash your feet, Peter, you cannot have fellowship with Me.”

“Then,” returned Peter, “please—not just my feet, but my hands and face, as well!”

“Oh, Peter,” Jesus chuckled. “The man who has bathed only needs to have his feet washed.”

In this brief interchange of words, Jesus definitely demonstrated the lifestyle of a servant. But He also clearly showed His position as leader. Had He only been a servant, what would He have done when Peter said, “You will never wash my feet?” He would have passed him by, for a servant does only what he is told to do. Or, when Peter said, “Wash all of me,” what would a servant have done? Given him a bath. That’s what servants do. But Servant-Jesus was in charge of the situation. He was also the Leader-Jesus. So gentle, yet firm in His dealing with Peter: “Peter, it has to be this way. No, no, I don’t need to give you a bath. Just your feet. You have to choose, of course.” Jesus knew what needed to be done, and then He did it. I believe this is a fair definition of Servant-Leader: To be able to see things from God’s perspective, then to be able to minister unto people from that perspective.

There are many other acts of Jesus that demonstrate His lifestyle of Servant-Leader. I have chosen this one, however, because I believe with all my heart that the key to His ability to take this position—and the key to our being able to learn to become a Servant-Leader—is found in the verse preceding where I began.

Yes, I didn’t start that story where it really begins. Let’s go back and look at what John wrote about Jesus in verse three of John 13. And Jesus, knowing that the Father had put all things into His hands, and (knowing) that He had come from the Father and (knowing that He) was going to the Father, took off His outer garments, put on the servant’s towel, poured water in the basin and began washing the disciples’ feet and drying them with the towel. I am convinced that the key to the development of this lifestyle in our lives is found in those simple statements John wrote about Jesus.

All of the mysteries of life, all of the philosophical pursuits, all of the experimental fancies of man can be traced back to an attempt to answer one of the three questions of life that Jesus answered, so simply. The questions are: Where did I come from? Why am I here? Where am I going?

To the degree that we are free from the struggles that encumber and entangle us in our pursuit of the answers to these three questions of life and can simply say with Jesus, “I came from the Father, I am doing the Father’s will, and I am going to the Father,” we are free of ourselves to be servant-leaders. Free to see things from God’s perspective and free to minister unto people from that perspective.

Let’s take a closer look at these three questions:

WHERE DID I COME FROM?

Fascinated as I am by the scientific discoveries of man, I have fortunately never had to struggle with the Creation/evolution ‘question’. And with the evolutionary camp in such disarray, I’m almost embarrassed for them as they postulates new theories to shore up their crumbling laboratories.

But to those who have been schooled in a system that taught these human theories as fact, I can understand a slight nagging concern that the seekers just might find the right tooth, or toenail—or something—to ‘prove’ their position correct.

Jesus affirmed, “I came from the Father.”

But the issue of ‘Where did I come from?’ encompasses a host of other inquiries. Roots, for example. My father-in-law, once on this pursuit, decided to find out ‘where he came from.’ He only went back as far as his mother’s cousin. When he discovered her to be the infamous ‘Bonnie Parker,’ he wasn’t so interested in his roots, anymore!

The roots of Jesus’ earthly father are delineated, including some rather unsavory rascals. Yet, He simply said, “I came from the Father.”

If our heritage is not suspect, it might be our position in the family. The ‘baby of the family’ has his struggles; the oldest has to pave the way for the younger; the rest are sometimes ‘lost’ somewhere in the middle. Can you even imagine Joseph and Mary’s difficulty in raising the rest of their family after having Jesus? It’s no wonder to me that his brothers initially rejected ‘Mr. Goody-Good.’

This is the way it happened in my family: My mom and dad had three boys, each a year or so apart. Two and a half years later, another baby was on the way. Daddy wanted a girl. Oh, how Daddy wanted a girl! But they got me, instead. Two and a half years later, Daddy got his girl! Another year and a half: Twins! “Yes, two of them, boys!” he came home shouting. So, where did that leave me? I had three older brothers that I couldn’t keep up with. Oh, I tried. I got nicknamed ‘Tag-along.’ And I had three younger sisters that I couldn’t compete with. I was (at least I thought I was) a nobody, lost in the middle of seven kids.

I tried to win my dad’s approval. But I was never quite good enough. Then, when I was eight years old, he died in a plane crash. I spent my energy trying to win approval from everyone. Oh, on the outside I was sure that nobody knew about this. I probably didn’t even understand all the dynamics, myself. But from my youthful perception, I was unloved and unaccepted. And now my dad was gone. I would never know the love and acceptance and approval of a father. Until, one day…. One day—I don’t know how many times I had previously read this Scripture—but, one day as I read the 139th Psalm, I was totally enveloped in God’s love. Billowing waves of divine love washed over me. I was immersed in the pure love of my Creator. With each new wave came more tears—not tears of sorrow, but tears of the release of my huge burden of feeling unloved, unappreciated. The years of loneliness were absolved in the tenderness of His enfolding arms of love. I rested in the open and accepting arms of my Heavenly Father.

Can you imagine my inability to freely minister to others in areas of ‘Where did I come from?’ with such deep feelings entangling me in a web of despair? But, thanks be to God, in that area of my life, resolve came. In that area, I, with Jesus, can now say, ‘I came from the Father.’ Notice that I said, ‘In that area of my life.’ God and I know there are other areas still being worked on. I believe we are all a ‘work in progress,’ to find completion only at some future time.

Are there other issues in this question? Maybe you were a desperately wanted (thus an overprotected) baby. Or unwanted! Can you imagine growing up as an un-aborted child? I shared these thoughts at a seminar once. At a break, one lady came to me in tears. She said that ever since she had trusted in Christ as Savior, all her mother will say to her is, ‘I could have aborted you!’ We cried together for a few moments, asking God for healing of this cruelest hurt in her life.

Another friend, a young man, shared how he had been raised in a home of anger and hate and fear. He struggled until the age of twenty-nine with the thought that God didn’t want him to be born. It seemed obvious (to him) that his father hadn’t wanted him to be born. In seeking help to have victory in this area of ‘where did I come from,’ he was encouraged to visualize—to picture in his mind—God bringing the sperm to the egg that created him. Though he was a very artistic, visual guy, he could not allow himself to see the hands of God bringing them together in his mother’s womb. He would see the precious stuff that would become him in God’s hands. He could see His hands beginning to come together. But before they could unite, God’s hands would drop. Again and again. Each time in bitter depression, he could not see that God wanted him to be born.

Until, one day! That one day when victory broke through. He was quoting every Scripture he could think of about God’s love for life—about His creativity. He saw the hands of God coming closer and closer together. Saturated in Scripture, his mind would not allow him to think of the previous times when the hands had come this close, only to drop at the last moment. But this time! Yes, this time he saw the tender hands of God enfolding and surrounding that sperm and egg, bringing them together, beginning the creative process of life. Yes! God was there. It was God’s intention for him to be born. God did have a purpose for his life!

There may be other issues people struggle with. Too tall; too short. Too fat; too thin. Too much smarts; not enough smarts. Too much hair; not enough hair! Oh, no! I started going bald at 12 years old!

How did our gracious Lord resolve this issue for me? One day, my family was gathered to celebrate my birthday. By the way my boys were trying to get me to open this particular package, I knew I didn’t want to. But finally the other two gifts had been opened. This one remained. I opened it slowly. To my great chagrin, there lay a comb for bald-headed men. It was two arched pieces of plastic with comb teeth at the ends, facing inward. They were joined at the top with a pivot point, allowing the double comb to expand or contract with the size of the man’s head.

Oh, it was funny, all right. They had really done it this time. They were all laughing. And I was laughing with them—on the outside. But on the inside, I was crying, “Why, God? Why did you make me this way?” You see, nobody knew that this was such an issue with me. We can get real good at hiding our hurts.

But, then, as I was expanding and contracting this, the latest of cruel jokes for one who had not come to a resolve on this issue, I contracted it so the two arches crossed over themselves. The shape it took was my healing. In this position, it looked like the Ichthus Fish, one of the most sacred symbols of the early Christians. In that instant I was healed! Am I still bald? Of course. Would I like a full head of hair? Of course I would. But, the point is, I am no longer burdened with “Why, God…why did You make me this way?”

Well, there are other issues that you might be thinking about. But let’s go on. Let’s get our eyes back on Jesus. If we momentarily sidestep the modern image-makers of Jesus, and search Scripture for a valid perspective of where He came from, we might get the following thumbnail sketch:

•
Heritage—Joseph isn’t Your father?

•
Birthplace—A barn.

•
Birth announcement—By shepherds, not too well known for their integrity in those days.

•
Name—One of the most common in the land.

•
Looks—No beauty in Him, that we should desire Him.

•
Neighborhood—Can any good come out of Nazareth?

•
Wealth—A pair of turtledoves at His circumcision; a borrowed tomb at His death.

•
Status—Servant of all.

•
Possessions—Not a place to lay His head.

•
Goal in life—Born to die.

•
Temperament—A Man of sorrows; acquainted with grief.

•
Popularity—Despised and rejected of men.

•
Companions—A friend of prostitutes and sinners.

Yet Jesus, to Whom we are to look for modeling the Christian lifestyle of servant-leader, reduced to nothing all the hassles of ‘Where did I come from?’ by simply saying, “I came from the Father.” And to the degree that we can cooperate with the Holy Spirit to find a resolve and lay to rest the laments of our past that would cause us to question, ‘Where did I come from?’ and simply say with Jesus, “I came from the Father,” to that degree we are free of ourselves to see things from God’s perspective and minister unto others from that perspective. Free to be ‘of no reputation.’ Free to be poor so that ‘through our poverty others may be rich in Him.’

But there’s more!

WHY AM I HERE?

An interview published some time ago in a news magazine quoted Sir John Eccles, Nobel Laureate in medicine and physiology, and a pioneer in brain research. He said, “Science cannot explain, ‘Why am I here?’” He further stated, “We need to discredit the belief held by many scientists that science will ultimately deliver the final truth about everything. I have spent my life working on the brain and know what a wonderful structure it is. But we live in a world of experiences, not brain events. There are mysteries beyond science.”

And what a breath of fresh air to hear such a perspective. Yet, with a worldview blasting us with its commercial messages: ‘Do your own thing.’ ‘If it feels good…’ ‘Grab for all the gusto.’ ‘You only go around once,’ how can we hear His still, small voice saying, “You are My most finely crafted work of art, created in Christ Jesus to walk in those good deeds that I have beforehand determined for you to walk in.” We are too easily blinded to the fact that implanted in the spiritual DNA of every living person are the words: ‘Created for My pleasure.’

Dr. John Brewster’s research theorized: The cultural universal, that which is the common denominator of all men of all ages, is ‘striving for significance.’ Being ‘somebody’ is why I’m here! Striving, of course, within the standards established by one’s own culture, or counter-culture.

And God does want each of us to be a unique ‘somebody,’ yet fitting into that corporate tapestry of His making, for His glory.

But the world over and over again screams its virtues through commercials, music, billboards, TV and the printed page. What are the golden apples of our culture? What beliefs and values does our society revere?

One golden apple is a ‘Work Ethic of Free Enterprise.’ Yet, it is dominated by a competition that crushes and destroys.

In a masterfully written allegory that has become a classic through the years, Trina Paulus wrote of the struggles for success through the eyes of a caterpillar. He thought the only way to ‘get high’ (For he knew that within him was the yearning to join the earth to the sky.) was to climb the caterpillar pillar. “From the beginning he was determined to get to the top…. He especially avoided the eyes of the other crawlers…. He disciplined himself to neither feel nor be distracted…. He didn’t think he was against anyone…. He was just doing what he had to, to get to the top…. Then one day he was near his goal…. He heard a tiny whisper from the top: “There’s nothing here at all!” It was answered by another, “Quiet, fool! We’re where they want to be. That’s what’s here!”

How many people today are trying to ‘get high’ by every means but by the One True God? Bored by the paucity of creative challenge, my father-in-law and a friend decided to ‘strive for significance’ in a less-than-usual direction. They competed, all right—to see who could get the lowest scores without the teacher catching on. This competition took place for one year, their entire seventh grade. They succeeded. They both flunked! (They did make up two grades the next year.)

Howard Hughes, when he was the richest man in the world, was asked, “How much money would make you feel significant?” His answer is classic: “A little bit more!”

Here is another golden apple of American culture—a reason, we say, why we are here: An activity orientation that has us so stretched by doing that we have no reflective time of being: Are we having fun yet? TGIF! Living for the weekend. Born to shop. Looking for the light at the end of the tunnel, only to realize it is a hulking locomotive bearing down on us. The worst day of fishing is better than the best day at work. When my ship comes in, I will probably be at the airport. If it feels good, do it. Shop ‘til you drop. I’d rather be… and here you add whatever you would rather be doing. Like it or not, many ‘live’ by these and other bumper sticker philosophies. Or, some who have dropped out of the “rat race” are only looking for the end of the day.

 Here is another: ‘Man is basically good,’ American society says. Yet, moral and ethical decay rises to the nostrils of God as a putrid stench. Situation ethics and relativism have produced a culture of debauchery.

And yet another: Our mode of social relationship is so individualistic that we are often seen by each other as simply ‘ships passing in the night.’ We are as bundles of atoms encased each one in a translucent capsule, bobbling about in a cosmic vacuum. Possibly, once—or twice—in a lifetime, we may catch a zephyr of solar movement and come close enough to another to enjoy a brief relationship.

Another: American culture believes that man is the master of nature. Yet an itsy-bitsy spider, threatened by extinction, can stop a multi-million dollar hydroelectric project.

What does all of this confusion say? Somewhere along the way, we have missed the mark in our pursuit of ‘Why am I here?’

Peter had a willing spirit. And during his training years, he did catch a glimpse of the picture: “You are the Christ, the Son of the Living God!” he declared. Yet, three paragraphs later, his statement draws this rebuke: “Get behind me, satan! For you are not seeing things from God’s perspective, but from man’s.”

We, too, can become so immersed in ‘man’s perspective’ that we cannot (more likely, will not) see ourselves seated with Christ in heavenly places and view life from His perspective. Let’s sit with Him for a moment and learn from our Example, Jesus Christ.

I don’t know just when Jesus became aware that He was the Son of God. But we do know that it was at least by the time He was twelve years old, for His explanation to His mother for His delay in the temple was, “Didn’t you know that I need to be about My Father’s business?” And He wasn’t speaking of Joseph, else He would have been with the company returning to Nazareth.

I wonder where he spent the two nights in Jerusalem. But, it was three days before they found Him. He had to have stayed somewhere. Yet, He went home and ‘learned obedience.’ Or, as another translation says, ‘He was subject to them.’ So much so that eighteen years later, when He was to begin His public ministry, in another conversation with His mother, He said, ‘My hour has not yet come.’ She, ignoring Him, told the servants to do as He said. ‘This is the beginning of miracles that Jesus did in Cana. He revealed His glory, and His disciples believed in Him.’

From that hour to the hour of His passion, He sensed keenly the Father’s timing in His life. He could say, “I have done nothing of Myself, but only what My Father has said.” Then, in one of His last prayers, He said, “Father, I have finished the work You sent Me to do.” Jesus dealt with every issue that we do, for He was ‘tempted in like manner as we are.’ Yet, He found the resolve for each one, so that He simply ‘knew that the Father had put everything into His hands.’

What did Jesus have available to Him that is not ours also? He had the Scriptures. We have a complete revelation of God’s Word, the Holy Bible. He had the anointing of the Holy Spirit. We dare not leave ‘Jerusalem’ without it. He had fellowship with the Father. We, too, are admonished to ‘pray without ceasing.’ While our life carries on, on a physical-mental-emotional level, our spirits, made alive by the power of God, can interpret and express the impressions of our conscious existence in words of praise and petition to God. And when we ‘don’t know how to pray as we ought, the Spirit Himself makes intercession for us.’ We stand boldly in His presence because we have ‘a High Priest who has been touched by the feelings of our infirmities, yet without sin.’

Through the Word, which is the revelation of Christ, through the anointing of the Holy Spirit, which is the Power of God, and through the endless fellowship with the Father, we can cut away the layers of this world’s thoughts and have the mind of Christ.

Thus, to the degree that we can find resolve and lay to rest the frustrations of the present and firmly grasp His will for our lives, prepare ourselves and do according to His will, to that degree, we are free of ourselves to choose to serve others. To ‘work the works of the One who sent me.’ To ‘plead the cause of the poor and needy.’ To ‘visit orphans and widows in their distress.’ To ‘feed the hungry; to clothe the naked; to give drink to the thirsty.’ As we are going throughout our sphere of influence, ‘to preach!’ As we are going throughout our sphere of influence, ‘to teach, making disciples of all peoples.’

And now, the third question of life.

WHERE AM I GOING?

The initial consideration (at least, my first thought) is eternal destiny. And immediately we are thrust upon an age-old doctrine of the assurance of His gift of salvation. It has denied fellowship among brothers (at the least) and has caused roots of bitterness and hatred and murder (at the most). I was raised at one extreme of this theological issue. I have met with those who have been raised at the other extreme.

As I became an adult and began taking seriously the study of Scripture—the Whole Counsel of God—I realized my Bible would be torn to shreds if I cut out either the Scriptures that suggest one position, or the other. And I realize that those who have made it their goal to fight for one position or another can explain each of their references to support their position. But when the ‘sparks’ stop flying, honest students of the Word will acknowledge that there remains some mystery. I heard one minister say, ‘Believe like a Calvinist; live like an Armenian!’

Rather may it be said: The whole Counsel of God on this matter is to give assurance to those who fear and strike fear in those who are so sure! For all of our attempts to ‘explain away’ Scripture on one side or the other, God will not allow Himself to be squeezed between the pages of even the best-written theological book. He is best understood through the pages of His Holy Word. Thus, let us cry out with Paul: “That I might know Him in the power of His resurrection and in the fellowship of His suffering so that if by any means I might attain unto the resurrection of the dead.” Within hours of His impending death, Jesus declared with full assurance, “I go to the Father.”

But there are other issues in this question, ‘Where am I going?’ The American culture values a sense of time that is future oriented. Yet, plagued with regret of the past, we’re not allowed to enjoy the present. Suffocated by the lament—could have, should have, it might have been, if only—we wallow in a cesspool of regret. We look back on a road strewn with wrong choices, hurtful relationships, shattered dreams, frustrated plans, wasted opportunities and careless acts of disobedience.

We do err, for we know not the Scripture: ‘Anyone who is in Christ, he is a new creation; the old is gone, the new has come!’ And: ‘I, even I, am He Who blots out your transgressions, for My own sake, and remember your sins no more.’ Further: ‘I do not consider that I have yet ‘arrived,’ but I concentrate on this: Forgetting (for my sake, as God has for His own sake) what lies behind and stretching forward, I press toward the mark of the high calling of God….’

But what of the future? Where am I going? What will I achieve if I accomplish what I am now working on? Halls of Fame have so proliferated that recently one was looking for a city willing to house it. They couldn’t find one!

What notable note will be written in my epitaph? Will my tombstone read, ‘I have finished the work You sent me to do?’

We scheme short and long-range plans. Our computers and iPads allow us to keep minute record of all that needs to be done. Yet, godly priorities crumble as we give way to the tyranny of the urgent. James reminds us: “Hold on a moment, you who say with such confidence, ‘We are going to do such and such.’ Say rather, ‘If the Lord wills….’” Solomon said: “The lot is cast in the lap, but its every decision is from the Lord.”

But what of the future? Where am I going? What about investments? F.D. Roosevelt ushered us into a secure future on earth with the Social Security Act. Long before that plan tottered and fell to its current position, insurance companies were touting life insurance policies with ‘cash value.’ With double-digit inflation, those huge cash reserves dwindled to insignificance.

But, Yes! Then came the assurance that you can be in control of your own future. Open the IRA of your choice. But the corporate mismanagement has left millions of investors destitute. And now… And now… The disappearing ink on each new contract will leave the future as bankrupt as any other.

But what of the future? Where am I going? At the end of every month are there more days than dollars? Buy now; pay later. And all the ramifications of credit card living cry out: Don’t worry about where you are going!

It should not take us by surprise that all of this borrowing on the future is in place; plastic money-makers vie for our signatures. The god of this age controls that motivational thinking. Moses recognized that there was pleasure in sin—for a season.

It is perfectly logical that the enemy of our souls has to make earth and its limits attractive. Can you imagine his beckoning: “Lay up for yourselves treasures in hell where you can burn with me for all of eternity?”

But what of the future? Where am I going? Career changes; mid-life crises. One survey says 90% of Americans are working in jobs that they don’t like; multiple shift jobs to increase one’s ‘standard of living.’ How can one even remotely consider a sixteen-hour work day, an ‘enhanced’ lifestyle? Eighty-seven percent of Americans retire with less than is needed to maintain a moderate lifestyle. Sixty-seven percent retire below the poverty line.

Escape through drugs, drink, sex, workaholism, mental irresponsibility, and the ultimate ‘escape,’ suicide, are epidemic. ‘Stop the world! I want to get off!’ might have just been the words of a song of yesteryear. Or were they? Where is the fully human, fully alive vision? Where is the utopia each presidential candidate promises with his ‘new deal?’

The path before us may encircle the globe. Yet, it is a straight path, for we are to take it one step at a time. His Lamp is not a beam that throws light a mile down the rail, but it is a ‘Lamp to our feet and a Light to our path.’ ‘The steps of a righteous man are ordered of the Lord.’ ‘Righteousness shall go before Him, making His footsteps our pathway.’

To the degree that we can resolve and lay to rest the anxieties of the future and commit each tomorrow to His keeping, to the degree that we can hold the hand of the One who holds the future, leaning not on our own understanding, but acknowledging Him in all our ways, that He may direct our path—to that degree we are free of ourselves so that we can chose to serve others: To ‘take up our cross daily, and follow Him to Calvary.’ To ‘walk through the valley of the shadow of death.’ To ‘walk in the light of His countenance.’ To ‘walk through the open door of ministry that He has set before us.’

There are basically three questions to life: 

•
Where did I come from? 

•
Why am I here? 

•
Where am I going? 

To the degree that we are able to resolve and lay to rest the laments of our past, the frustrations of our present, and the anxieties of our future, to that degree are we able to see clearly every situation from God’s perspective as a leader and minister unto people from His perspective as a servant.
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