
“To Touch A Scorpion!”  (09-12-16  Getting There! - –Matthew 5:43-48) 
How hard is it to love your enemy? At first it would seem that this is not only hard, but impractical. Perhaps it is just
a matter of not owning the good within us? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day.

Here’s a story. Recently on a morning walk my eyes were greeted by the sight of a bird fluttering in the gravel in the dis-
tance. As I approached I discovered it was a male Cardinal. His red coat flashed distinctively as his wings caught the first
glinting rays of the morning sun. When I neared he flew to a branch high above my head and began to scold. Glancing
down, I noticed that another Cardinal lay in the road. Judging from its limp form I knew that it had met with someone’s
windshield. I picked it up and cradled its broken neck. At first I thought it must be the other bird’s mate. But no. It was
another male Cardinal! Normally enemies throughout the breeding season, the one male Cardinal had put aside its com-
petitive nature and assumed a cloak of service. I laid the lifeless rival in the grass along the side of the road and contin-
ued my walk. Minutes later, as I returned along the same route backtracking toward home, I spied the Cardinal still
perched above its foe, feathers fluffed and head tucked under its wing, a sentinel in the early morning light.

In her book “Context,” author Mary Marty tells this story: A holy man was engaged in his morning meditation under a
tree whose roots stretched out over the riverbank. During his meditation he noticed that the river was rising, and a scorpi-
on caught in the roots was about to drown. He crawled out on the roots and reached down to free the scorpion, but every
time he did so, the scorpion struck back at him. An observer came along and said to the holy man, “Don’t you know
that’s a scorpion, and it’s in the nature of a scorpion to want to sting?” To which the holy man replied, “That may well
be, but it is my nature to save, and must I change my nature because the scorpion does not change its nature?” (Mary
Marty)

If even dumb beasts practice aid to their own kind, aid that might well be reserved for a mate or an offspring but directed
at a rival, how can we not come to the aid of those who despise us, even hurt us? If God had reserved our kindnesses and
good will simply for those who are our friends, would not even a wicked person persist in such behavior? If a bird can be
so kind we must strive to be that much kinder. Not only should we bear chance encounters with those who would not be
our friends, we should seek out the ungrateful, the despising and the hateful and turn their opposition into friendship.
God has made it our duty to help our enemy. And, because we love Him and have taken on the righteousness of Jesus
Christ, we cannot help but do this. It becomes our “nature” in Christ to save, to help, to overcome even when that service
is despised. Our good works, therefore, belong to everyone, even our enemies and we steal from enemy and friend alike
when we do not practice universal service to all. 

“Secret Formula For Loving God!”  (09-13-16  Getting There! - –Matthew 25: 31-46) 
So it is often with us as well as we contemplate the seemingly complex nature of God's love. Can He really grant us
perfect forgiveness and eternal lifeMy friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day.

I was reading recently in an issue of National Geographic that physicists were looking for a formula to explain how a
plethora of different elements form a seemingly never-ending chain of smaller and smaller particles making up the struc-
ture of matter. They have whittled the chain down to the smallest particle yet discovered, the muon and theorize that still
smaller articles yet exist. In an effort to explain dimensionally and physically how such small particles are connected,
they are developing a theory based on "strings" of linked particles ever smaller in size. The article continued that if the
theory was proven true, it would give us a formula for understanding the existence of matter that could be "contained on
a single piece of paper." Then, finally, the article concluded, we would be able to explain how matter "was created in the
presence of pure energy." As they busily make this search to discover the basic principle that underlies the structural
complexity of matter, they will, of course, overlook the obvious. God created the world in six days by merely speaking
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His Word. That would be far too simple however to explain something they feel must be complex.

So it is often with us as well as we contemplate the seemingly complex nature of God's love. Can He really grant us per- 
fect forgiveness and eternal life simply because we love Him and believe in Him?

Here's a story: Some time ago I read about an instant cake mix that was a big flop. The instructions said that all you had
to do was add water and bake and you had your cake. The company couldn't understand why it didn’t sell until their
research discovered that the buying public felt uneasy about a mix that required only water. Apparently people thought it
was too easy. So the company altered the formula and changed the directions to call for adding an egg to the mix in addi-
tion to the water. The idea worked and sales jumped dramatically. (R.W.D. Daily Bread, June 2, 1992)

Unlike the cake-mix manufacturer, God has not changed His "formula" to make salvation more marketable. The gospel
we proclaim must be free of works, even though it may sound too easy. As with the physicist searching for the "com-
plex" behind the "complex," are we often guilty as well of the same misguided spirit? We seek to "do good" in order to
justify that love; all the time missing the obvious in search of the complex. There is nothing that we can do to please
God. No works that we do can justify us before God. Jesus did that. Once we discover this "simple" truth, the "strings"
of faith that bind us to Him become tangible, understandable. Simply, we love Him because He loves us. He loves. We
love. He bids. We obey. This is the chain, the tie that binds us to our Lord. Formulas don't get much simpler than this.

“Hello God, How Are You!”  (09-14-16  Getting There! - –Matthew 25: 31-41) 
Staying in touch has never been easier. But, how about staying in touch with God. Can it be that easy? My friend,
life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day.

Back in the days when the earth's crust was cooling and I was growing up, if you wanted to get a message to someone
and you didn’t have the phone number, you had to rely on an operator for assistance. That was a phone number I memo-
rized as a kid: 555-1212. With this handy number, you could at least find a telephone number, and if you were lucky, a
street address. Then again, if you couldn’t spell their name and didn’t know the city, you might be stymied after all.
Today with the power of the Internet there's a high probability you'll easily find them somehow. With a little digging, you
can probably end up with a street, telephone number and e-mail address in one complete set. Staying in touch has never
been easier. But, how about staying in touch with God. Can it be that easy?

Here's a story: In 1958 Anita Goulden went on holiday to Peru to visit her brother. Anita was a widowed, single mother.
She was about to go home when she saw an unbelievable sight–children with tuberculosis and meningitis lying neglected
and abandoned in the street in pools of their own blood. So Anita stayed to help–for the next 44 years she stayed, only
returning home one time before her death in 2002, and that trip was to buy medicine. Anita started traveling by donkey
to the nearby villages surrounding Piura, Peru to find more unwanted children. 'Anita's unwavering faith in God's capaci-
ty to answer her desperate prayers for food, clothing or housing when there was none left for the children, has succeeded
in providing permanent care for the most sorely afflicted and has established a good education for 250 of the poorest
children from the shanties,' states the Anita Goulden Trust newsletter. Anita's Peruvian assistant said of her, 'She has a
direct line to God,' and ‘Thank God for the British.' Anita herself merely said, 'Thank God there is a God.'
(SermonCentral.)

A direct line to God! Wouldn’t it be great to be able to just pick up the phone or tap a few keys and we would be linked
with the Lord, just like that? Life would be so much simpler and so much more rewarding if God had set up the Internet
first and then created the universe. That way we would have full access to His love and counsel 24-7. But that's exactly
what He has provided to each of us. Every time we take the time to consider the poor, care for the sick, and befriend the
lonely, we're connecting directly to God. It's just like having His telephone number and e-mail address in our address
book. Your good works are the best way of connecting to God and keeping a clear channel of communication open 24-7.
If you seek His face, find someone you can serve. Then, when that service is complete, looking into their eyes, you
WILL see your God face to face. 

“The Window of Faith!”  (09-15-16  Getting There! - –Psalm 105: 1) 
Why is it sometimes that the obvious is so hard to see? It’s almost as if what is obvious is too easy and we’re looking
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for something less obvious to challenge us? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day.

In our house we have three dogs. The dogs are natural alarm mechanisms. If there is anything outside of my ability to
hear or see, they will have it spotted well ahead of time and give me an opportunity to react. Yesterday I was working on
a project in my office and the dogs began to bark in unison. It wasn’t the normal “there’s a squirrel outside I would like
to meet” or “nature is calling me.” Rather, it was the distinct sound of three dogs barking at an intruder. I looked at my
watch and noted the time. It was 11:10; just about the time that the mail carrier’s route normally takes her over our road.
“Ah, the mail!” I thought. I walked into the kitchen and peered out the large window that overlooks our driveway.
Although I couldn’t hear the vehicle since it was still at the very crest of our driveway, my eyes could see that there was
a vehicle about ready to turn into our drive. “Mail man!” My eyes reckoned. It just had to be since this was the time she
came every day. Yet, as the vehicle drew nearer, I could see it wasn’t the normal little white station wagon that our carri-
er normally drove. Instead it was a Jeep Cherokee. “Mail man?” My eyes reckoned. “Maybe not!”

Mail man or not, I quieted the dogs and squeezed through the sliding patio doors leading to the deck adjacent to the
driveway. I spied a truck filled with sacks and boxes of mail. Yes, it was the mail carrier; a substitute for our regular car-
rier. The mail had been too bulky to place within our mailbox, so the carrier had decided to deliver it to me personally.
Why had I gone outside to pick up the mail even though my senses had told me that, perhaps, it wasn’t the mail carrier
after all? I had peered through the window and received mixed signals. On the one hand it was a vehicle turning into our
driveway about the time the mail should have been delivered. On the other hand, I had little in the way of corroborating
sense information to confirm that. Yet, I believed it was the mail and acted on that belief. The window gave me a glimpse
of understanding. Walking outside provided the proof.

So it is with suffering in our lives. Suffering stands between us and our Lord. We glimpse Him as through a window. He
can be plainly seen but not plainly known. When we suffer, faith gives us the ability to grapple with our misgivings and
anxiety. We see our Savior coming to us dimly at a distance; our senses dulled by the barrier of suffering that divides us.
Faith compels us to go and look, to find Him and hold Him close to us. Anxiety, however, can trick our senses into
believing He is not really there but that He is hiding Himself from us. Hidden but not hiding, we must reach out through
that suffering to secure the hope that waits for us outside the window of faith. 

“Taking Your Burdens to the Recycling Center!”  (09-16-16  Getting There! - –Psalm 55: 22) 
Why is it sometimes that the obvious is so hard to see? It’s almost as if what is obvious is too easy and we’re looking
for something less obvious to challenge us? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day.

Living in the country and allowed to burn some of our recyclables, we’re faced with the prospect of hauling the trash
barrels from the garage to the burning barrel at the far end of the property. There the trash is deposited into a burning
barrel, ignited and burned. In a perfect world the fire would be all-consuming. Burning barrels, however, leave behind
something called ash. And, with a little rain added to the mixture, ash soon becomes something we call “black muck.”
Over time it needs to be removed by shovel from the barrel lest no room remain for the burnables. We keep a metal
garbage can nearby to receive this shoveled residue. It’s a fifty gallon bin so it can accommodate quite a bit of ash. Full it
probably weighs between one hundred and one hundred and fifty pounds. When the time arrives when no more ash can
be packed, pounded and stomped into the cavity, it must be taken to the driveway about one hundred yards away so that
it can be loaded into the truck and carted to the recycling center and disposed of. At this point we have one of two
options. The can can be loaded into the tractor cart and driven to the driveway or it can be straddled and hauled the dis-
tance by hand. One method is quicker, less of a strain and a bit mundane. The other is laborious, slow but, when com-
pleted, more personally rewarding. You pick! I have done it both ways and have come to the conclusion that lifting that
barrel may be challenging but so is lying flat on your back in bed with a wrenched back.

Carrying a can too heavy to carry may be challenging but it could also be classified as just plain dumb. If it is going to
cause pain and suffering, that’s one thing. In that case the effort might be worth it. But, if it is inefficient to boot, that is
another. The time spent lifting, grunting and grimacing could be better spent getting the rest of the recyclables loaded
into the truck. (As my wife has correctly pointed out.) The dumb part comes in when our valorous efforts impact the
work that needs to be done.
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So it is with anxiousness and carrying our burdens when we ought not to. While being long-suffering and uncomplaining
about your burdens is noble, it may not be all too bright. When there is a “tractor cart” to put them into, what’s the point
of carrying them? We only serve to prove that we know little about the work that needs to be done and a whole lot about
inflicting pain upon ourselves. God instructs us to “cast all (our) cares” on Him. He’s offering an easy way to cart your
heavy personal burdens away and dispose of them. Throw them on Me, He says. I will carry them for you. Ultimately,
trying to lift that which should not be lifted makes little sense and can only make your life more tedious.

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34)
Thank you for tuning into This Passing Day. Join us at thispassingday.com or on i-Tunes. May this PASSING day honor our
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ and be a blessing to you and everyone you meet. Find a stranger and say hello. Don’t let another
day pass without your day blessing someone else’s.

If you have a special prayer request, please send your request to “This Passing Day!”  <mark@thispassingday.com>. God bless you for Jesus sake.
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