JESUS 1S THE HUMAN
FORM OF THE ORIGINAL
WORD THROUGH WHOM
THE WORLDS WERE
BROUGHT INTO BEING.

Donald English
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TryING TO GET A BEAD ON “TIME” as it relates to heaven can be an exhausting, frustrating exercise.
Like a three-year-old struggling to understand the exchange in a convocation of physicists, in exaspera-
tion we throw up our hands and admit that all we can do is translate meager portions of its mysteries
into our Neanderthal tongue. For it is, in the truest sense of the word, supernatural. Fantastical.

But try we must if we are to consider the “beginnings” of our Savior. To learn of Christ Jesus one
must begin in places and times beyond the grasp of the human mind. Flesh born of flesh alone has not
the capacity to comprehend the mystical bending of space and time that are commonplace in God’s
dwelling place.

So, as is the way of flesh, we must translate ethereal mysteries into our common, earth-bound con-
cepts. We are forced to speak of heavenly events that have occurred and are occurring outside of space
and time, in the base language—inadequate grammar and tense—of our own senses.

Flesh for Flesh

In the words of our language, the Son of God—who would be called, on earth and thereafter, Jesus—existed
with God before there was an earth, before there was a universe, before there was what we could call “time.”
Jesus was a member of Gob: God the Father, God the Son, God the Holy Spirit.

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was
in the beginning with God.
John 1:1-2

Gob had no beginning. There has never been a moment when Gop wasn’t. So the Son of God
never came into existence after a period of time when He was 7ot in existence. He always has been.
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Likewise, since Gob is spirit, that means
that the Son of God and, of course, the
Holy Spirit are spirit as well. That is their
type. Our type is flesh; theirs is spirit.

“God is spirit, and those who worship
Him must worship in spirit and truth.”
John 4:24

At some moment back in the furthest
reaches of time, the triune Gop decided
that He (They) would both create man and
love him. The raw material of man’s creation
would be earth’s soil, but the raw material
of Gop’s love for him would come solely
from His heart. Gop’s heart-generated love
would be expressed in, of all things, flesh.
For Gop to commune with man, the sin
of man would require atonement—a blood
sacrifice—and only Gop HimsEeLF could
supply the one, spotless, perfect Lamb that
would atone for man’s sin once and for all.
Gob would send down to earth the Son to
become that sacrifice.

Thus the circle would be complete. Flesh
for flesh. Jesus never could cease being Gob,
but, for a while, He would also become flesh.

Our Beginning

Before his sin could be atoned for, however,
man would need to be created. His world
and his universe would need to be created.
And, again, the Son part of Gob would be
the agent of this creation.

All things came into being through

Him, and apart from Him nothing

came into being that has come into

being. In Him was life, and the life

was the Light of men.

John 1:3-4

We may not be able to describe or
understand the “beginning” of Jesus, for it is
locked away in the mysteries of heaven, but
we can know the moment when He stepped
into our beginning. For He created it.

He is the image of the invisible God,
the firstborn of all creation. For by
Him all things were created, both in
the heavens and on earth, visible and
invisible, whether thrones or domin-
ions or rulers or authorities—all things
have been created through Him and
for Him. He is before all things, and in
Him all things hold together.
Colossians 1:15-17

There 1s Jesus

Jesus is the root. He is the foundation. He
is the rock upon which we stand. His is the
magnificence behind everything created,
the genius that imagined the world into
existence.

See the morning glory painted across the
sky. It paints the glory of Jesus.

See the mountain ramparts in their un-
moving, unflinching strength. They describe
the unflinching strength of Jesus.

See the vast sea waves that stretch
beyond our vision, beyond the horizon,
lapping every shore around the globe. They
reveal the limitless, encompassing love and
grace of Jesus.

Listen to the evening anthem of the birds

as they prepare for the nest. They sing of Jesus.

Listen to the bleating of lambs, the low-
ing of cattle, the purr of a contented cat, the
excited, expectant bark of a dog. The beasts
sing to Jesus.

The natural world is alive, pulsating
with praise for Jesus, its Creator. But we,
too, mere sin-drenched humans, vibrate
to His frequency. Jesus has instilled in the
pinnacle of His creative genius some of His
own bNA—His own life-force—so that even
the smallest expression of man speaks of its
Creator.

See the little one, toddling unsteadily
into her daddy’s arms. There is Jesus.

See the pastor ministering to the be-
reaved and homebound. There is Jesus.

See the wife feeding and bathing her
bedridden husband. There is Jesus.

See the husband who labors to support
his family. There is Jesus.

See the church uniting to reach the lost.
There is Jesus.

Through Him

Jesus Christ is the inspiration and architect
of all that we know—and much of what we
do not. Jesus is the navel of the cosmos.

For even if there are so-called gods
whether in heaven or on earth, as
indeed there are many gods and
many lords, yet for us there is but
one God, the Father, from whom are
all things and we exist for Him; and
one Lord, Jesus Christ, by whom are
all things, and we exist through Him.

1 Corinthians 8:5-6
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Jesus, Thy boundless love to me

O knit my thankful heart to Thee,
And reign without a rival there:
Thine wholly, Thine alone I am:
Be Thou alone my constant flame.

O grant that nothing in my soul

May dwell, but Thy pure love alone;
O may Thy love possess me whole,

My joy, my treasure, and my crown:
Strange fires far from my soul remove;
May every act, word, thought, be love.

No thought can reach, no tongue declare;

O Love, how cheering is Thy ray;
All pain before Thy presence flies;
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away,
Where'er Thy healing beams arise;
O Jesus, nothing may I see,
Nothing desire, or seck, but Thee.

In sufffering, be Thy love my peace;

In weakness, be Thy love my power;

And, when the storms of life shall cease,

Jesus, in that important hour,

In death, as life, be Thou my guide,

And save me, who for me hast died.
Paul Gerhardt
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