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To the hand of Providence,

Who always pushes me away at first,

To see if I’m serious.

 


&

 


To our Lord Jesus Christ

 


Who in the midst of a hostile Dominant
Culture

Had this to say concerning God’s Truth:

 


“Look upon the fields. For they are ripe
unto harvest.”

 


His harvest.
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MOSES VS. SOLOMON

 


 


Moses would not have
been welcome in the Court of Solomon.

Or better said:

The Moses Dynamic, that fresh new move of God
(which suddenly shows up in all its radicalness!), is never welcome
in the Solomonic Moment.

—Those times when God has given his people
rest.

And they are at peace with themselves and the
Culture in which they live. Sound familiar?

Those wonderful church bells ringing every
Sunday morning. I love them, but...

 


We who live in the Court of Solomon must not
resist when a shabby prophet walks down our affluent corridors and
says, “I’m about to do a New Thing declares the Lord!”

 


“A new thing?! Moses. Moses.” – Solomon
knows.

 


There is nothing new under the Sun.

Ecclesiastes 1:9

 


“And besides, change doesn’t last.”

 


For all the waters run into the sea yet the
sea is never full.

Ecclesiastes 1:7

 


“But…

“Yet…

“Somehow…”

Up walks Moses.

 


Something from the absolute fringe of our
mental society.

That thing too big to dream of!

That speck-of-hope never closer than the
horizon.

For remember, Scripture says:

 


And Moses drove his cattle farther out
than any other man.

Why?

 


Moses was looking for the edge.

Looking for the horizon.

Looking for the margin.

And Solomon will be the first to admit,
“Kings don’t write the stuff in the margin. That’s extra reading.
Material not really required. Added for deeper understanding. Kings
and even Ex-Presidents write best-sellers.”

 


So enters God…

Into our settled comfortable lives, saying,
“There’s more.”

Whether it’s more in worship.

More in devotion.

More in faith.

There’s more.

(The life of Elijah proves there's more.)

 


“But he was special.”

A man of like passions!

“Wait, that means he was just like us.”

 


We who live in the Court of Solomon would do
well to remember what James wrote: “When you see a different thing,
an unfamiliar thing, a new thing! coming into your assembly,
and not longing for change, your heart would give it a lesser seat,
a back seat. Oh give it the chiefest seat, put it on the front pew
of your heart!...‘cause it just might be…the greatest move of God
(in your life!) you’ve ever known.”

 


And these are: Letters At
Midnight.

 


 




2

HELLO I’M BACK

 


 


Tonight I’d like to
talk of the misconception of strength. We know that nothing is put
in the scriptures haphazardly. –For no reason at all. And yet the
gospel writer Mark did just that.

Well...what appeared to be just that.

Okay I knew it wasn’t that.

And it bothered me for years!

You know the instance I’m talking about. Mark
14:48-53. The young man who followed Jesus to the Garden the night
of his betrayal. Yes, that guy. Who was he?

 


And Jesus answered and said unto the crowd,
“Are you come out as against a thief, with swords and staves to
take me? I was daily with you in the temple teaching, and you took
me not, but the scriptures must be fulfilled.”

And they all forsook him and fled.

And there followed him a
certain young man having a linen cloth cast about his
naked body and the young men laid hold on him and he left the linen
cloth and fled from them naked.

And they led Jesus away to the high priest
and with him were assembled all the chief priests and the elders
and the scribes.

 


In the garden of Gethsemane this young man
watched from a distance...was grabbed by the mob...lost his
robe...his only piece of clothing?...and fled.

The end.

Never mentioned again.

Who?

 


This bothered me for years. Who was he? What
was he doing there?

 


Jesus’ disciples, the ones destined to become
the Great Apostles, had already failed at any attempts to help.

Fled. Terrified. One showing back up later
just to deny Him.

But here’s this young man. Not called a
disciple. Wearing only a robe. Grabbed. Then fleeing naked. Never,
ever to be spoken of again.

I must admit. The vagueness of the event
mused my curiosity to acute meditations.

Who was he!

 


Then one night. One blessed night. One
“wonderfully awful” blessed night. —Yes, the Grinch was on my
television screen with his feet frozen ice cold in the snow; and
the silent stars were drifting by; O Little Town of Bethlehem was
playing in the background also—suddenly it hit me.

Remember that angel that came down in the
Gospel of Luke to strengthen Jesus when he was so sorrowful he was
to the point of death, sweating as it were great drops of blood?
That angel? The one who showed up to STRENGTHEN THE LORD.
How do you strengthen the LORD?

 


And there appeared an angel unto him from
heaven, strengthening him.

And being in agony he prayed more earnestly
and his sweat was as it were great drops of blood falling down to
the ground.

Luke 22:43,44

 


Did you know it never mentions the angel
departing? In fact he was with Jesus until the guards showed up and
took Jesus away.

And then! Watched from a distance. Someone of
the angry mod grabbed at him, caught him by his robe and the angel
fled naked.

 


The angel in Mark 14, the one who showed up
to strengthen the Lord, was not the typical 8-foot tall envisioned
warrior-like being; but was in fact...an unassuming,
harmless-looking young man.

Jesus, never forgetting the Spirit he was of,
chose a mild mannered messenger instead of the powerful god-like
warriors that will accompany Him at his second coming.
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THE EVENING AND THE MORNING

 


 


This was
performed before a packed house during Second Service at Smyrna
Assembly (Now Springhouse Worship and Arts Center) March 3rd, 2002.
Neither the church leadership, the congregation, nor I were
prepared for the rush of God's Spirit that ensued:

 


“Good morning. First I’d like to thank Senior
Pastors Ronnie and Wayne for encouraging the public display of the
Gifts of the Spirit through the Arts.

“And second, I’d like to dedicate this to my
wife who has befriended a ‘possum that lives in the woods behind
our house. It shows up on our back deck around midnight once a week
and eats our cat’s food, always knowing we’re glad to see it.

“Scriptures teach that all Creation praises
God. It’s only mankind that’s catching up. The ocean, sky,
mountains, trees of the field, Winter, Spring, Summer and Fall all
wait their turn to praise Him.

“But did you know...some of Creation...even
has to battle for their turn to praise?”

Especially:

 


THE EVENING AND THE MORNING

 


DANCE!

DANCE!

DANCE!

THE FOREST IS AT WAR!

SO DANCE!!

 


THE WIND PLAYS SPOOKY TUNES GOING THROUGH THE
TREES

JOGGING WEAKENED BRANCHES

BUMPING ENDLESSLY

WHISTLING SWIFTLY

ANOTHER RUSHING BREEZE!

THROWING!

TOSSING!

TEARING!

CHASING FRIGHTENED LEAVES

THE FOG ENCAMPS ITS MIST

HE THROWS HIS NET OF DEW

THE GRASS NOT ESCAPING

THE WATER TAKEN TOO

THE DARKENED AIR ADVANCES!!

THE DAY

IS SUDDENLY GONE

OUR BOWMAN BLEEDING THE WESTERN SKY

LIES ON AN ORANGE STREAKED LAWN

HE TRIES TO FIGHT BEING WEARY

IN DUSK HE SLIPS BENEATH

CONQUERED!

THE FOREST IS GIVEN UP

UNTO HIS TIMELY SLEEP

 


DANCE!

DANCE!

DANCE!

THE NIGHT HAS WON THE DAY!

SO DANCE!!

 


BLOW THE TREES OF EVERGREEN

TRIP THE TINY FERNS

WAKE THE WEEPING WILLOWS

TAKE NO PRISONER'S TERMS

SING FOREST!

REJOICE YOU DARKENED WOOD!

NIGHTTIME IS HERE AND PRAISING

SO BEWARE MY BLACKENED HOOD!

FRIENDS COME OUT COME JOIN ME

MAKE MERRY OUR TIME IS NOW…

—INSTANTLY SHADOWS APPEAR

—WIDE EYES OF HOOTING OWLS

—WRINKLED NOSES OF OPOSSUMS SNIFF THE
PALPITATING AIR

—AS COUSINS (NOT NOCTURNAL)

—COUNT SILENT HEADS IN THREATENED LAIRS

 


TO THE REIGN OF THE PAPER TIGER

NIGHT’S CLAMOR!

RACKET!

ROAR!

THE UNFAMILIAR SOUND AT MIDNIGHT

A SUDDEN JIGGLE OF A LOCK AT A DOOR

A SUDDEN JIGGLE OF A LOCK AT A DOOR?

 


A FRIEND ENTREATING ENTRANCE?

AN ANGEL BEARING LIGHT?

IF IT’S YOUR TURN TO PRAISE GOD

‘TIS A THIEF IN THE NIGHT!!

 


OUR BOWMAN IN YONDER EASTERN SKY FROM
SETTING

QUICKLY WAKES!

A SPEAR APPEARS

A CRY!!! — IS HEARD

A SHADOW FALLS AND SHAKES

ARROWS FLY OF BRILLIANT COLOR

PIERCING NIGHTTIME’S SHIELD

THE FOG RETREATS…CAUTIOUSLY

FREEING THE CAPTURED FIELD

 


THE BLOCKADE BREAKS

THE FRONT IS TAKEN

THE HORIZON FALLING BELOW

SOPHISTICATION UPON HIS BROW AGAIN HE REARS
HIS BOW

 


DARKNESS GRAYING

THE BATTLE WAGING

OUR BOWMAN HITS HIS MARK!
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