Deciding to Rise

“By the sweat of your face
You will eat bread,
Till you return to the ground,
Because from it you were taken;
For you are dust,
And to dust you shall return.”
Genesis 3:19
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life pays itself out like a plumb line in a windstorm—always wishing
to stay straight and true, but bowing to the insistent demands of the
gale as it reaches for the one, true point. Life has a way of telling the truth
through a series of small inconsistencies that keep us perilously off-balance, always reaching for something straight and solid, while never quite understanding
the twists and turns of the life in which we have been set. Man is a blithe spirit
borne down by the weight of flesh—a soul desperately in search of freedom. He
is created with a longing for someone larger than himself, someone who (unlike
him) does not dwell on quicksand. He longs for someone with a surer footing
and strong arms. Life is the spirit’s never-ending search for a way out of its corporeal bonds.
Human life is a quest—a quest up from the soil that fills our veins, toward the
purity of heaven. The problem is, for most of mankind’s time on earth, humans
have defined a multitude of different “heavens,” each imagined and crafted into
a comfortable dwelling place for a multitude of eternities.
vvv

There was a point in time when there was heaven on earth. For a brief
moment, paradise dwelt upon the dust of earth, and man and woman
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enjoyed a blissful, perfect harmony with God. But then the dust from
which they had been made drew back from God—like its cousin, gravity—
to pull them into the deceitful clutches of one who had once been beautiful, but was now the epitome of dark evil.
In one dark, ugly moment, heaven departed the leaden gravity of earth, not to
return until sin and its father had been forever vanquished. Between these two
points in time—between the innocence of Eden and the bliss of the New Jerusalem—man and woman would be condemned to be born in sin, creatures of
depravity, their spirits condemned to the claustrophobic woolen cloak of flesh,
longing for the bright sweetness they had once enjoyed.
vvv

One is not necessarily destined to remain in the sin-laden dust from which one
is born. Man and woman are born into sin, into earthbound depravity, but that
need not be a permanent condition. One may be born into abject spiritual poverty, but one need not remain there.
Sadly, many do make the choice to remain where they are, stuck in the mire
of their own birth. They have turned a deaf ear to the cries of their soul,
listening instead to the Siren song of the earth from which they sprang.
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Like their parents, Adam and Eve, they have blindly reasoned that they
know better than the Spirit that beckons them upward.
vvv

The beginning of change is the decision to make it. The Spirit calls to the heart
of man, igniting a longing for God—a longing not just for redemption, but for
something better; not just for holiness, but for a higher plane. There is something
better, and God knows what it is. But man and woman must decide whether they
will live with God on His higher plane, or remain stuck in the foul muck of earth.
Without question, it is a mystery, and difficult for the temporal mind to grasp.
God is all-powerful and all-knowing; He knows the way of every individual ever
born. Yet (and here is the mystery) man is still a free agent. God is not a gangster
forcing His will at gunpoint, but a wise Father offering a better way.
A wise dad counsels and influences his teenage children; he corrects and chastises when they do wrong, but he also recognizes the folly in dictatorship. The
wise parent may dictate the way of a two-year-old, but allows the eighteenyear-old to become bruised by his own decisions, learning the hard lessons
that will, ultimately, develop character. The dad understands the risk: the
child may not seek higher ground, but become lost to the enticements of
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earth and flesh. But it is a necessary risk, for without learning self-determination the child will never grow up at all.
God is nothing if not a wise Dad. He has no interest in raising up brainnumb weaklings who must be told everything to do, but desires the fellowship
of bruised-but-mature adults who have consciously made the decision for Him.

“For as the heavens are higher than the earth,
So are My ways higher than your ways
And My thoughts than your thoughts.”
Isaiah 55:9
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