This evening was to be a great time of fellowship with the saints in a prayer time at out church. Enterng the presence of the Lord once a month in what we call a "Concert of Prayer" is one of the hightlights of the month in our corporate worship experience. More than a 100 showed up for prayer.Wow!

 

My experience of the afternoon was very much like the upper room of John 12-17. Two thousand years later and very close to the same timing as the washing of Peter's feet. No sacrilege intended. I understand some of you may be put off by this story about a dumb Swede and his brighter grandson. But read on.

 

This is pretty much about being in a hurry and being Swedish - 95% Swede and bit Finnish - so in the genetic code, I was going quickly with efficiency and being pretty dumb (the swede part).

 

Joanne and I are keeping our grandchildren for the week of their school break. Reuben - 6 - and I needed to go feed the horses and move some hay to the new pasture shed. We had moved the horses to another pasture last week. The sun needs to be a bit more in the sky for the grass to have enough nutrients, so we feed a bale  a day until the grass "comes on."

 

I put two saddles and blankets in the back of the truck thinking we would have enough time to ride a bit before going to church. We got to the fence, unlocked it, backed to the back gate, backed up to the hay pile and got out. I looked at my watch and saw we were running out of time, so thinking to myself I could make it without putting on my boots I proceeded.

 

Reuben was playing with sticks and singing. I call him the singing stick boy. Grandpa being, stubborn, stupid and in a hurry didn't put on his boots. I had on Birkenstocks, very old and 

go to meetin pants with go to meetin' socks on. I thought, "I can just brush off my socks and I'll be okay."

 

The hay is on pallets to keep it off the ground. The pallets which are not holding hay are 

covered with plastic tarps, water and rotting alfalfa. Smells good to an animal lover and 

hungry cows. Bucking 100lb + bales, I stepped into a mush of water, alfalfa leaves and rot. I thought to myself, "self, you've done it this time, your in it deep this time."

 

Already wet and smelly - bad smell - we continued on to the horses, stacked the hay, 

fed the horses and watched them play. The boys and two girls were really wound up. 

The ran, jumped and kicked up their heels - hooves.

 

My wife is fastidious and likes cleanliness. When coming home from somewhere we 

often share a kiss greeting and hug. I have heard many times after coming home from 

some adventure, "go  wash up before I give you a kiss."

 

When we came into the house, Annie wanted to know what smelled so bad and 

Joanne made it clear, "you smell really badly, go get ready for church." Knowing 

how horse smell, rotting alfalfa mix is anything but aromatic for city folk, I abided 

by my bride's request - she is a very gentle person, but here request meant, "clean 

up or else!"

 

This week is Resurrection Week and Passion Week. A time to remember the 

Gracious Provision of Jesus Christ to receive the Wrath of the Father for sin 

and for Jesus Christ to be our Substitute.

This is a time to set aside all our excuses for not fellowshipping with the saints, 

for excusing our independence and for resisting the moving of His Spirit in our 

lives. We need to be focusing upon the magnificence of Jesus Christ on earth, 

the horror of His death, and the wonder of His Resurrection.

 

Romans 6 makes it clear, crystal clear that by faith we enter into all He did

  - this spiritual Truth is stupendous in its meaning and its application to us. 

When He died, we died with Him. When He was buried, we were buried 

with Him. When He rose, we rose with Him to new life - forever. He entered 

into our being, in a spiritual mystery. 

 

The mystery is True Truth. Actual, historical Truth. Not just "your reality" but 

reality in the sense of actual space and time - True Truth. This can be measured 

and experienced. Colossians 1 declares this Truth, "Christ in you the hope of glory."

 

Coming to Good Friday, prepare your heart for meditation upon His death 

and then for Sunday to celebrate His resurrection.

 

I speak with many people during the week. I hear believers speak whose 

words betray their independence and malaise for the Splendor of Christ alive 

from the dead. I ask believers if they attend a worship service anywhere regularly.

 

Their answers are all the same as in years, decades, centuries past. They reveal a 

hidden disgust toward and a quiet internal, even subconscious resistance to the Lordship 

of Christ. There are times when I wish to grab them by the collar and shake them,

 "Stop your rebellion to the Lord of Lords, get on your knees and repent of your 

sinfully rebellious, dark spirit."

 

I hear women  - mostly - who proclaim the name of Christ misuse the name of God 

regularly as excused by being a cultural expression. When I have called them on this, 

they all declare quite clearly that they believe in Jesus. It not only expresses the 

crudeness of these females but expresses the content of their hearts. (Honest, that 

is right from the mouth of Jesus.)

 

This is the week to deal with the issue of smelly feet. Peter didn't need to be resaved, 

he needed his feet cleaned and he needed to submit to the King, the Lord, the Savior. 

I didn't need a whole shower, I needed my feet cleaned of the smell from being in 

the horse pasture. I cleaned my feet, and we entered the joy of worship.

 

Get your feet cleaned and get into a fellowship of believers to celebrate the Resurrection of Christ. 

 

Your brother

Dale

