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To Mom and Dad, who modeled that good things do come to those who wait.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Lingering by the River
Your Timely God



God longs to reveal himself, to fill us with himself. Waiting on God gives him time in his own way and divine power to come to us.


Andrew Murray


Jawad Amer Sayed crouched in the three-foot-wide chamber, resting his eye against a peephole barely the size of his finger. Peering through this miniscule window, Jawad could see only the inner courtyard of his farmhouse. But for a man holed up in a wall, any view of the outside world was better than staring at his dirt-and-mortar cell.


Most people considered Jawad long dead. He, at times, thought the same. Only his mother, young brother, two sisters, and an aunt knew what had happened to Jawad in their Iraqi community one hundred miles southeast of Baghdad.


As a Shiite Muslim follower of the al-Dawa Party, Jawad risked imprisonment and death for his beliefs. For decades the al-Dawa Party battled the barbarous Iraqi dictator Saddam Hussein. Saddam’s bloodthirsty secret police recorded in chilling detail the personal profiles, pictures, and entire history of thousands of Dawa Party members.


These files were stored in an underground complex below the headquarters of the Special Security Organization, ruled by Qusay, Saddam’s most trusted son. One room alone in this cavernous vault, the size of two football fields, contained the files for one million critics of the tyrannical regime.


Jawad suspected his file was growing among this massive collection. “Fortunate” insurgents were only burned with cigarettes or raped. Reportedly millions were gruesomely tortured; at least a million Iraqis were killed. In 1981 Hussein’s secret police arrested and executed two of Jawad’s friends. Terrified that he would be next, Jawad resorted to drastic measures.


Instead of going into exile like many Dawa members, Jawad condemned himself to solitary confinement in his home—inside a false wall he built between two rooms. The day he saw his friends’ names on the execution list, the twenty-seven-year-old Iraqi retreated to his farmhouse and built the seven-foot-long cubbyhole overnight.


Jawad dug a well at one end of the compartment and placed a toilet at the other end. He piled the excavated dirt to shape a terraced living area and built a dirt platform for sitting in the middle of the three-foot-wide chamber. He could stand and bathe in the lowest point of the walled cell. A vent to the roof let in fresh air, and a pipe drained water outside.


Jawad crawled into his narrow cell through a trap door hidden under a bed. His mother agreed to deliver fruit and vegetables through this opening. The Shiite Muslim huddled inside his dank hiding place and waited.


He waited for the secret police to lose the scent of his trail. He waited for the Dawas and other Islamic political parties to rally and deliver their nation from Saddam’s death grip.





ONLY HIS MOTHER, YOUNG BROTHER, TWO SISTERS, AND AN AUNT KNEW WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO JAWAD ONE HUNDRED MILES SOUTHEAST OF BAGHDAD.





Jawad waited almost his entire adult life-twenty-two years—inside the confines of a camouflaged wall. He endured two decades and two years isolated from humanity.


On april 10, 2003, the day after Saddam Hussein fell from power, Jawad Amer Sayed emerged from his homemade crypt. He had only briefly left the cramped chamber twice in all those years to make repairs. During his extreme isolation, all of Jawad’s teeth fell out. He stored them in a matchbox. Once taller than his five-foot-eight neighbor, Jawad now stands barely as high as his friend’s nose.


A few weeks into his newfound freedom, with visitors and admirers at his side, the forty-nine-year-old Jawad talked of finding work and, maybe, a wife. “I enjoy sleeping outside now,” he said. “Looking at the stars. But sometimes I like to go into the wall. It is my second home.”


In reflecting on his twenty-two years of waiting in self-imposed solitary confinement, Jawad explained, “Most of the time, it was very, very quiet. I think only death could be so quiet.”1
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I can’t imagine waiting for twenty-two years, in hibernation, away from communication with others, away from everyday conveniences. I struggle sometimes to wait twenty-two seconds, let alone twenty-two hours … twenty-two days … twenty-two weeks.


Horrific fear and desperation bulldozed Jawad. The choice was death or waiting. Jawad chose to wait. Most of us will never face such an extreme period of waiting alone. Yet when we’re waiting on the God of the universe, even a few seconds can seem like an eternity.


Such was the case for a family that lived some 450 miles west of Jawad in the hillside settlement of Bethany. In their village, southeast of Jerusalem, two sisters, Mary and Martha, anguished at the bedside of their ill brother, Lazarus. The Bible’s only recording of this account, John 11, does not identify Lazarus’s sickness. But Lazarus’s weakened condition was grave enough for the family to summon their dear friend Jesus.


The sisters sent a succinct plea to the Messiah: “Lord, the one you love is sick” (John 11:3).


Jesus was camping with his disciples along the Jordan River, about fifteen miles away from Lazarus’s home. Even walking in the desert heat, with some hills to climb, Jesus could have hurried and reached Bethany within a day. But he chose another path. With his good buddy near death, Jesus decided to just hang out. Linger a while by the river.


John 11:6 informs us: “He then stayed two days longer in the place where He was” (NASB). Two days longer. What was the loving Messiah thinking! How could the Son of God turn his back on his much-loved comrade and just dawdle by the river? Was he having so much fun skipping rocks on the Jordan that he couldn’t tear himself away?


Maybe that’s what you’re thinking. Or perhaps you’re wondering when this loving God will show up in your time of need. Maybe you’re enduring your own season of delay—two days … two months … two years … two decades.


The long-awaited spouse. The hoped-for baby. The agonizing medical unknowns. The anxious pacing over a rebellious teen. The promised money that never comes.


Ever tire of holding your breath and twiddling your thumbs, expecting life to turn around? Ever think of God more as the Dillydallying Divine than the Punctual Providence?


I’m sure this crossed Mary’s and Martha’s minds as they huddled around the failing Lazarus. Surely doubts surfaced about this Jesus who drifted around Palestine healing people he didn’t even know but who now refused to aid one of his cherished friends.


When it comes to questioning God, I admit I’m somewhat of an aficionado. But a number of years ago I met someone who altered my habit of interrogating God. Alice transformed how I see and believe in the God who at times makes us all wait.
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Stooped over from years of arduous farmwork and caring for her younger sister, Alice shuffles across her tiny living room. Joining me on the sagging couch, this eighty-something widow slides a glass of iced tea my way and wipes her crinkled brow with an embroidered white handkerchief. Gingerly she tucks the dainty cloth inside the sleeve of her cotton dress and offers me a homemade oatmeal cookie. Sister Elsie scoots her creaky rocker near us. Elsie smiles and nods, nods and smiles—the simple language of an elderly woman slowed by a childhood case of scarlet fever.


Struggling to survive in a paint-peeled farmhouse amid steamy cornfields and tall, spindly prairie grasses, these two sisters give me more than their sacrificial dollars for my Christian mission work. Alice and Elsie shower me with prayer and wise advice.


With arthritis-gnarled fingers, Alice opens her dog-eared Bible on the wobbly coffee table. She turns a few pages and pauses to peer at me over her thin, wire-framed glasses. “Dear, do you know the two most powerful words in all-l-l the Bible?” Alice asks in her quivery, soft voice.


I sip my iced tea, trying to recall key two-word combinations in God’s Word. Almighty God, Jesus Christ, eternal life, and others come to mind, but I finally just shrug. “The two most powerful words? Uh … I’m not sure, Alice.”


“But God!” Alice firmly volunteers with her right index finger shaking right at me. “But God! You know why? Because when situations look their worst and we are weary from waiting, God steps in and proves that he is all-powerful, loving, and wise. Remember the story of Joseph and how his brothers left him for dead? But God spared his life and blessed him with prosperity in Pharaoh’s court. Here, honey, read out loud Joseph’s words to his brothers from Genesis 45:8 and 50:20.”





HE MAY SEEM LIKE AN ELEVENTH-HOUR GOD, BUT OUR JEHOVAH JIREH IS NEVER LATE WITH HIS ANSWERS.





Eagerly I read from Alices Bible: “Now, therefore, it was not you who sent me here, but God; and He has made me a father to Pharaoh and lord of all his household and ruler over all the land of Egypt… . As for you, you meant evil against me, but God meant it for good in order to bring about this present result, to preserve many people alive” (NASB, emphasis added).


That summer afternoon in a back-roads Nebraska farmhouse, I leaned into every word Alice shared about the Bible’s two most powerful words. Now, some fifteen years later, as my wise friend rejoices in her heavenly mansion, I cherish her sage advice. With two brief words, this seasoned saint reformed my view of a majestic God who always intervenes at just the right moment. He may seem like an eleventh-hour God, but our Jehovah Jireh is never late with his answers.


God often deals in cliff-hangers and last-minute answers. Have you ever noticed that some of the most white-knuckled, edge-of-your-seat moments in world history are recorded in the Bible? We see a classic God-style suspense drama in the blockbuster movies The Ten Commandments and The Prince of Egypt. In these award-winning films we come face-to-face with millions of exasperated people waiting on their Creator. For decades the enslaved Israelites literally sweat it out, expecting God to set them free. But once out of bondage, the people were forced to cool their heels and wait again.


Reading the original account in Exodus 12-14, we find the infuriated Egyptian pharaoh and his army’s chariots barreling down on the Israelite refugees like Navy SEALs pursuing unarmed families fleeing for their lives. Perhaps what really got Pharaoh’s goat … or camel … is the fact that these freed captives are led by Moses, royal insider turned rebel with a cause.


Notice how the on-the-run Israelites respond when they see the Egyptian dictator and his military in hot pursuit. Terrified, they cry out to God. Next, they interrogate Moses: “Was it because there were no graves in Egypt that you brought us to the desert to die? What have you done to us by bringing us out of Egypt? Didn’t we say to you in Egypt, ‘Leave us alone; let us serve the Egyptians’? It would have been better for us to serve the Egyptians than to die in the desert!” (Exodus 14:11-12).


The people’s fierce criticism of Moses is really directed at God. “God, are you stupid? Aren’t there enough graves where we just came from? Do you need to fill cemeteries in this desert with our bodies? Didn’t you hear us when we said, ‘Leave us alone. We’d rather be slaves than die in this parched wasteland?’ We’ve waited for you long enough!”


How often that sounds like me and, I’m guessing, even you at times. But just when it looks like a major mutiny is brewing against Moses, this Exodus chronicle crescendos with a “but God” intervention. Jehovah listens to his children’s pleas and directs Moses to raise his staff over the Red Sea. A path of dry land forms, and the people escape just before the colossal walls of water collapse on their enemies.


Often in pressing challenges we, like the ancient Israelites, demand that God part the waters for us now! We employ the “but God” phrase a little differently—a common response of our faint and droopy spirits. When we stumble on disappointment or nearly suffocate in a quagmire of red tape, we rant for God to answer us immediately. When we can’t control life, God is often the first one we accuse. But God, how could you? But God, why me, why us, why now? But God, if you really care, where are you?


Though we may demand that life treat us fairly, it will never completely bend to our expectations or keep to our timetable. Day-to-day waiting is tough, no matter who we are or where we live. For some, waiting means accepting more delays in loved ones’ coming home; for others it means filling out yet another job application or holding out hope that researchers will find a cure.


At some point we are all banished to the prison of postponement. Since the day Adam and Eve snacked on the forbidden fruit, humanity has anguished over the loss of an idyllic world with no delays. No matter how hard we try, we can never elude the necessity to wait on God.


In my travels to seventeen countries, I’ve hurled a number of “but God” pleas toward heaven as I’ve encountered holdups in my life and in the lives of countless others. My mind wanders to the radiation-poisoned children of Chernobyl, whom I met during a humanitarian-relief trip. But God … couldn’t you speed up their recovery?


I think of the Manila prostitutes I interviewed, who night after night line darkened alleys as attractive prey for lustful Johns. But God … can’t you hurry up and provide other work for these young women?


Perhaps you, like me, have questioned God’s hearing and eyesight: But God, are you deaf to my cries? Can’t you see what I’m facing?


When glandular skin cancer clawed its way into my mother’s life, I shook my clenched fist at the Master Physician. How could you let the surgeons irreparably scar her face? How could you leave her walking with an unsteady shuffle? I railed against the Almighty later when a stroke stole her life at age seventy.


As I write this, grief gnaws at my heart and I must pause. But God, why did you let her suffer so long? But God, in her coma did she really hear our last good-byes? Intense questions. No simple answers.


You’ve undoubtedly posed your own “but God” questions as you or those you love have waited and watched for God, who sometimes seems stuck in the clog of rush-hour traffic on his way to rescue his people.


Yet while toe-tapping and pleading with God to pick up his pace, we must not forget the but in the “but God” equation. But means “on the contrary,” “on the other hand.” We may feel that God is pokey and doesn’t care about us. But—on the contrary—God loves us deeply and is intimately “familiar with all [our] ways” (Psalm 139:3). On the contrary, God hears our cries and understands our pain. On the contrary, God intends good in our lives.


In John 11 we find that Jesus let Lazarus die. But—on the other hand—Jesus allowed Lazarus to live again. Why did Jesus drag his sandals two days longer in the Judean wilderness? He could have done what Mary and Martha thought was the best thing; but, on the other hand, he had a superior plan, “that the Son of God may be glorified” (John 11:4 NKJV).


Before Jesus headed to Bethany, he explained to his disciples, “You’re about to be given new grounds for believing” (John 11:15 MSG). Jesus tarried so he could raise Lazarus from the dead and show the world—even you and me—new grounds for believing who he really is.


Through waiting, God wants to open our nearsighted eyes to the vivid depths of his immense character. He invites us to nestle into the assurance that he is loving, faithful, all-powerful, and trustworthy. On the other hand, he wants us to consider him punctual and not a latecomer. He wants us to delight in Jesus-on-the-spot and not Jesus-come-lately.





THE QUESTION IS, ARE WE WILLING TO WAIT FOR GOD TO SHOW UP, EVEN IF IT APPEARS HAT HE’S LOITERING BY THE RIVERSIDE?





The question is, are we willing to wait for God to show up, even if it appears that he’s loitering by the riverside?


Joseph waited, languishing in a dank prison cell. Moses waited even as Pharaoh’s fierce armies thundered closer. Jesus waited on a bloody cross while his friends and even his own father, it seemed, abandoned him. In anticipating that God would come through, these men of faith kept their eyes on their Sustainer and not on their situations. Even if they never saw God show up in the way they hoped, they refused to buckle or bend to defeat and despair.


You may be at this crucial point yourself. How do you keep holding out hope in God when you feel certain he’s detained in some celestial gridlock? In waiting you may not see the final outcome of your prayers and persistence, but deep within the caverns of your soul, God is gently tapping.


Through life’s delays, God is at work—often behind the scenes—to draw us into a richer experience of knowing him more intimately. While we pace and sweat it out, nervous and impatient for God to intervene, he longs for us to rest in his love, his compassion, and his peace. The reward of waiting on God does not come in circumstances and timing that satisfy our expectations; the reward comes in God himself.


If God can reunite Joseph with his brothers, divide the sea for Moses, and resurrect Jesus from the dead, then surely he can intervene in any situation we encounter. He can—but he may not respond on our timetable. God’s perspective of time encompasses all of eternity, while our focus is primarily on the here and now.


But we can rest easy as we wait. God will always weave together good from our dangling shreds of disappointment and weariness—even if, this side of heaven, we can’t see the lustrous beauty of the tapestry he’s weaving. God will always step away from the river, even if we must wait … and sometimes wait longer than we’d like.




CHAPTER TWO
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Seeing Is Believing
Your All-Seeing God



When it is dark enough, men see the stars.


Ralph Waldo Emerson


Tuesday morning, September 11, 2001, Lt. Col. Brian Birdwell sits stunned in his boss’s office, watching televised images of a second hijacked airplane slamming into New York City’s World Trade Center. The army officer has no idea that minutes later madmen will ram a Boeing 757 into the Pentagon, just three windows away from his office.


At 9:40 a.m. Brian steps out of the men’s room and heads down the hallway back to his desk. Suddenly a thunderous explosion hurls him to the floor. A churning fireball and thick, acrid smoke engulf the dazed officer. His body is on fire. Brian can’t get to his feet. He agonizes that he will never again see his wife, Mel, and his twelve-year-old son, Matthew. Brian screams, “Jesus, I’m coming to see you!” The officer closes his eyes and waits for death to free him from the immense pain.


Around the globe millions of people rally around television sets in homes, offices, restaurants, airports, stores, anywhere they can catch a glimpse of the unfolding chaos in America. The world watches and waits.
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In their Virginia home, not far from the smoldering Pentagon, Mel Birdwell and her son sit mesmerized, watching ghastly footage of monstrous flames and smoke billow from the crumbling Pentagon. “I knew right away Brian’s office could not have survived that impact,” Mel says, recalling those agonizing moments in front of their television.


Mom and son tearfully pray together for Brian, hoping that he was out of his office at the time of the crash. Matthew then hollers, punches a wall, and storms outside for a walk. Mel calls a friend to come over and be with her. The waiting is just beginning.
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Collapsed on the floor amid debris, Brian squints into the smoky darkness. He prays, asking God to take care of Mel and Matthew. The Gulf War veteran can no longer feel the flames scorching his body. He expects his life to end any second.


But then come the drops of water. Plop, plunk … plop, plunk … plop, plunk. In his struggle to escape the inferno, Brian had fallen under an overhead fire sprinkler. The cooling relief trickles over his charred wounds. Staying flat on the floor to avoid the choking smoke above him, Brian peers down the hallway. Gaining a sense of direction, the severely wounded officer struggles to his feet, hunching over from the immense pain. He stumbles along for a few yards before collapsing at the feet of a fellow officer looking for survivors. Pentagon workers carry Brian to safety outside.


“I saw at least four other people being treated at the triage site,” Brian recalls later. “But I was the first one taken away, so that told me I was in pretty bad shape.” Most of the 189 dead never even made it to triage.
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Mel paces and prays at home for an hour and a half before finally receiving a phone call saying her husband is alive. A friend stays with Matthew while a neighbor drives Mel to the Georgetown hospital, where Brian was admitted. But chaos and blocked roads hold traffic to a crawl.


“It seemed like it took an eternity to get to the hospital,” Mel recounts. “As we drove, fear and panic flooded my mind. I called the hospital several times to be sure nothing had changed.”





THE OFFICER CLOSES HIS EYES AND WAITS FOR DEATH TO FREE HIM FROM THE IMMENSE PAIN.





When they find the Francis Scott Key Bridge closed, Mel bolts from the car and starts running across the 1.6- mile span. “About halfway across the bridge, I stopped and looked toward the Pentagon,” Mel says. “Seeing the smoke just spewing out of it was the most horrific, overwhelming sight.”


Mel runs frantically for a mile and half. Then she flags down a police officer, and he drives her the rest of the way to the hospital. Finally, after two torturous hours, a nerve-racked Mel rushes into the triage unit, where nurses update her about her husband’s dire condition. Flames seared more than 60 percent of Brian’s body—his hands, arms, face, ears, legs, and back. Nearly half of the burns were third degree, the rest second degree. Inhaled toxic smoke scorched the lining of his lungs. For days Brian hovers between life and death.
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Gradually Brian begins breathing without a ventilator, just a few minutes at a time, to exercise his weakened lungs—baby steps for the once-fit soldier. A ravaging staff infection gnaws away at the remaining flesh on both arms. Brian endures excruciating chlorine-and-iodine baths in which nurses scrub away dangling layers of decayed skin. More than thirty surgeries are necessary to cleanse wounds, graft on fresh skin, and reconstruct his ears. The twelve weeks of in-patient hospital care are the longest of Brian’s then forty years.


I first talked with Brian a few days after his release from the hospital. The Birdwells were gracious to grant me an interview for a 9/11 booklet about hope and courage. Even when those bleakest days were behind him, the Texas native still faced nearly a year of physical therapy to regain his strength and mobility. Yet the Pentagon hero did not focus on what he lost in the attack, but what he gained.


“My living through all this is one of God’s many miracles,” Brian said. “This testing by fire, so to speak, has strengthened our marriage and faith. My priorities of Mel, Matt, and the army have not changed; I’ve just learned to relish and appreciate these priorities more readily.”


One of the main factors that kept the Birdwells clinging to hope was knowing that they trust in a God who sees everything. “There’s nothing in life that hasn’t either been sifted by the Lord or he’s carrying you through. You can see the hand of the Lord in so many things from September 11 that just didn’t happen because of chance, luck, or fate,” Brian explained. “That includes the number of people who could have been killed that day to the towers collapsing straight down instead of crumbling over.


“That’s also everything from my surviving the blast and the concussion and not being unconscious to the sprinkler system going off. It’s also my being the one burn victim to make it to the Georgetown hospital, where doctors trained in burn treatment just happened to be on duty. You cannot look at September 11 and all the events that led to my survival and view them as random acts. Man does not view the events of September 11 in an omnipotent way like God does.”


God saw the terrorist suicide assailants board American Airlines Flight 77 that September morning. God saw these mass murderers commandeer the Los Angeles-bound plane and veer it toward the Pentagon. God saw each individual at work in the corridors of the Pentagon building. God saw Brian drop to the floor under the sprinklers.


God saw Mel and Matthew agonizing at home. God saw the coworkers carry Brian to triage. God saw Mel running on that bridge. God saw every damaged skin cell on Brian’s body.


God saw a family and a country draw together in a time of unprecedented personal and national tragedy. God saw every second of September 11, 2001, just as he sees every second of this day. Nothing escapes his notice—not even the circumstances in your life, whether monumental or mundane.
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The ancient Hebrews called this all-seeing God El Roi. We are first introduced to this name for Jehovah halfway through the Bible’s first book. In Genesis 16 we read of Sarai, a woman exasperated by a decade of waiting for a child. But infertility wasn’t her only trouble. Sarai could have been the poster girl for Tammy Wynette’s 1968 hit “Stand by Your Man.”


Married to the Chaldean Abram, Sarai endures a plethora of experiences and conditions that might have seemed like good reasons to run from her nomadic husband. Genesis chapters 12 and 13 detail Abram and Sarai’s Canaan travel: arrive at Shechem, move on to the hills of Bethel, then mosey down to Negev. When famine hits, they journey west to Egypt. There Abram, in a cowardly act of self-preservation, abandons his beautiful wife to the arms of Pharaoh. While Abram passes Sarai off as his sister, he accumulates herds of livestock and several servants.


Abram betrays Sarai, but we don’t read of her rebelling and telling Abram where to head his sheep. At that point it seems Sarai could croon, “Wait for Your Man.”


The aging couple returns with their ever-increasing possessions to Negev and eventually settles in Hebron. There in the land of Canaan, God promises Abram vast lands for his many offspring. But what offspring? Abram has heard similar God-talk before (see Genesis 12:2). But that was ten years and thousands of dusty miles ago, and although lovely Sarai is aging gracefully, she is well beyond her childbearing years.





HE’S THE SAME GOD WHO SEES US WAITING BY THE PHONE, WAITING THROUGH OUR TEARS, WAITING IN PRAYER.





For her part, Sarai is tired of holding her horses—er, camels. After a disappointing decade of waiting for God to open her womb, she decides to help God out. One day she blurts out to Abram, “Go, sleep with my maidservant; perhaps I can build a family through her” (Genesis 16:2). Sarai presents her Egyptian servant Hagar to Abram as a second wife. In Sarai’s mind it seems that desperate times call for desperate measures. Oh, how I can relate to that reasoning!


When Hagar becomes pregnant with Abram’s child, the maid despises her mistress. The tension between the women escalates, and Sarai blames the soon-to-be father for her feelings of jealousy and inadequacy. She rants at Abram, “You are responsible for the wrong I am suffering” (Genesis 16:5).


Abram deflects Sarai’s wrath with, “Your servant is in your hands… . Do with her whatever you think best” (Genesis 16:6). So Sarai vents her built-up frustration on Hagar. No doubt dealing with her own fluctuating hormones, pregnant Hagar dumps her job and new husband and heads for the desert.


We next find Hagar resting at the spring along the road to Shur. The angel of the Lord approaches and tells the troubled Hagar to return to Sarai and Abram. The divine messenger directs the runaway maid to name her yet-unborn son Ishmael, which means “God hears.” The angel reassures Hagar, “The LORD has heard of your misery” (Genesis 16:11).


Perhaps moved by the words of God’s spokesperson, Hagar cries out to her Creator, “You are the God who sees me… . I have now seen the One who sees me” (Genesis 16:13). Hagar’s Hebrew words for her all-seeing God are El Roi. Sitting in the desert sands, this parched mom-to-be is revived by El Roi, who sees her predicament and pain. The well where Hagar encounters God is then named Beer Lahai Roi, “the well of the living one who sees me.”


The God who sees. The God who sees an army officer trapped in an inferno is the same God who sees a homeless pregnant woman slumped at a desert well. He’s the same God who sees us waiting by the phone, waiting through our tears, waiting in prayer.


[image: Image]





Gifted speaker and author Richard Foster has said, “One of the greatest expressions of love is simply to notice people and to pay attention to them.”1 That’s what God does—he notices, he pays attention—even when we think he’s blind and indifferent.


Yet do we really get it—that God sees everything in our lives? How often in my waiting I treat God as though he were severely visually impaired and needed corrective lenses.


But the longer I wait with him, the more I realize that God’s eyesight is always better than 20/20. It’s my eyes that need corrective help. What about you? Do you ever feel that God is blind to your needs, your desires, your hopes? Waiting can teach us to tug the bandages off our eyes and gaze upon the majesty of our God.


In the movie At First Sight, Val Kilmer plays Virgil Adamson, a blind masseur who lost his full sight to congenital cataracts at age three. Virgil falls in love with a client, Amy Benic, played by Mira Sorvino. Amy encourages Virgil to undergo experimental surgery to try to correct his damaged eyes. After surgery the prominent eye surgeon slowly peels the bandages from Virgil’s eyes. The suspense is excruciating. First the left eye, then the right. A camera crew for the ophthalmology center is on hand to capture the dramatic unveiling.


The camera zooms in on Virgil’s bruised eyes. He squints and grimaces. Slowly his reddish-purple eyelids open. His eyelids strain against the incoming light. Blurred, grayish shadows swim across Virgil’s field of vision. The people in the room appear as looming, floating images.


“Can you see Amy?” the surgeon asks eagerly.


“I’m over here, Virgil,” Amy gently explains.


“I don’t know,” Virgil mumbles as he aims his blurry eyes toward his girlfriend’s reassuring voice.


Panic grips Virgil. “This isn’t right! Something is wrong,” Virgil stammers as he repeatedly squeezes his eyes shut, then opens them. “This can’t be seeing!”


A few scenes later we find Virgil and Amy in the office of a noted visual therapist, Dr. Webster. They seek Dr. Webster’s counsel on how and improve his ability to recognize new images. After thirtysome years of functioning in a dark, sightless world, Virgil is unable to identify and process many shapes, colors, and dimensions.





OUR EYES WORK, BUT OUR BRAINS AND HEARTS HAVE NOT LEARNED TO PROCESS WHAT WE SEE ABOUT GOD. WE’RE SPIRITUALLY BLIND.





“There’s only been twenty cases of this in the last two hundred years,” Dr. Webster says after a brief evaluation of Virgil. “Basically your eyes work, but your brain hasn’t learned to process the information. You are mentally blind.”
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