
We haven’t heard each other’s voices and seen each other’s faces in a while. While separated, we have                  
begun to lose track of each other! We’ve missed out on some shared laughs; we didn’t get to celebrate                   
each other’s small victories or share the weight of our disappointments. Is the church that doesn’t meet                 
still the church?  

I suspect there have been both gains and losses during this time. Some of us have dug a little deeper                    
into our personal walks with Christ, looking harder for Him in the scriptures, listening more attentively in                 
the silences. But there is an irreplaceable piece in the puzzle of spiritual development that we provide                 
for each other, and no matter how much progress we make with the “solitary” disciplines of the faith,                  
we are at best, limping along without each other. 

Human beings adapt themselves to circumstances, and when circumstances persist for any length of              
time, they begin to shape our perspectives and priorities. Maybe that’s why God allows so much change                 
in our lives—it rounds us out, it balances our growth. There are “corrections” which take place when we                  
arrive in a new phase of life. Something appears from our “blind spot”, we shift our trajectory before                  
driving off a cliff, we reconsider something or someone we had previously written off, we counter a                 
tendency that was good in moderation but isn’t moderate anymore, we are humbled by our limitations                
and fallibility and throw ourselves at the Mercy of God again and find it deeper than we ever believed                   
before.  

God used this bizarre quarantine experience to change us. And God will use the end of it, too, if we let                     
Him. 

My prayer is that when we advance from this to whatever comes next, we emerge with momentum.                 
We can’t choose what life throws at us, but if we have momentum in a particular direction, what gets                   
thrown at us doesn’t throw us off course. While we were apart, what did we hear in the silences? What                    
did we find in the scriptures? As you know, the Truth isn’t in the hearing and the finding; the Truth is in                      
the living. I am convinced that seeds were planted while we were apart, seeds that will start growing as                   
soon as the season changes. How wonderful would it be if, after this is over, we just fell right in step                     
with each other because we had all been listening to the same Person? 

This morning I was hanging out in the first few chapters of Matthew, reading about how Joseph, Jesus’                  
adoptive father, navigated Jesus’ first few years on Earth. I am so thankful that Joseph got to have                  
dreams about angels—he certainly deserved them. And in response to those dreams, he did exactly as                
he was told. It seems to me, he gave up his whole life agenda—marrying already pregnant Mary,                 
adopting her child as his own, fleeing the country in the middle of the night, returning a few years later,                    
but choosing a different home town. He didn’t get much advance notice about any of these major life                  
changes, but he was willing to lay down his life again and again to protect his child, our Savior and our                     
King. Naturally, he needed divine guidance to raise a divine child. Supernaturally, he sought and               
accepted this guidance. He was carrying the Christ to the world, and He couldn’t possibly do that on his                   
own. He was a follower, one of the greats. 

Does it seem odd that the most significant thing any of us could do with our lives is to follow? Our flesh                      
tells us followers are losers, that we are destined for autonomy. This is the lie told in the Garden. This is                     
the delusion that cost us everything. Because we were designed to follow (hence the nick name                
“sheep”), when we stop following, we don’t make something of ourselves. We make nothing of               
ourselves. 



The prophet Micah had a lot to say about Jesus, about 500 years before Joseph had those dreams. His                   
prophecies are stunningly specific and predictive of Jesus’ first and second coming. After some              
frightening warnings about the consequences of ignoring God, he shares this very wonderful prediction              
of the end of the age:  

“I will surely gather all of you, Jacob; I will surely bring together the remnant of Israel.                 
I will bring them together like sheep in a pen, like a flock in its pasture; the place will                   
throng with people. The One who breaks open the way will go up before them; they will                 
break through the gate and go out. Their King will pass through before them, the Lord                
at their head.” 

Micah 2:12-13 

Do you see what Micah was describing? How exciting is it to imagine all of us together, breaking                  
out of whatever cages we have built for ourselves, being released to a life-giving place of beauty                 
and peace!  How do we get there?  We follow our King. That’s it, just follow Him. 

Have you noticed how, while you were staying home, the world kept right on talking? I think                 
this is the noisiest age so far in the history of mankind. But there is so much hinging on our                    
determination to tune out the world in order to listen to God. God has a preference as to how                   
we spend what’s left of our lives. God has a purpose for the gifts He has given us, materially and                    
spiritually; individually and corporately. There is a reason why God placed us in that building on                
Harcourt Road, and why through a remarkable turn of events, He also placed the adjoining               
properties in our hands. There is no equal substitution for God’s agenda! And more than we                
need anything in this life, we need to know His will. He doesn’t always give us a detailed map,                   
but He does give us our “heading” and a good strong push in the right direction—if we are                  
willing.  

As we prepare to reassemble, not just for meetings and songs and six-feet-apart fellowship, let’s               
ask God for our heading and for the courage to let Him give us a push. Maybe it’s time to be                     
more like Joseph and lay down our preconceived notions and autonomous agendas, and consent              
to a supernatural journey that we simply cannot navigate without daily doses of His wisdom and                
His strength and His courage. Because we have something in common with Joseph: we are               
carrying the Christ to the world, too, and we can’t possibly do that on our own. 

 

 

 


