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“IT’S TIME!”

It was 13 years ago that  our Family of Faith made a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, just literally, weeks before the current endless nightmare erupted.  Israel was not at the top of my travel list, but it was a life changing experience.  For countless reasons.  One of those reasons, was that little, bitty stream.  I’d always thought the River Jordan would be this large body of water, but as we stood on its banks, I marveled at how narrow it was.  We gathered there in a moving moment to affirm our baptismal vows, and next to us, siblings in the faith that had come from around the world to be baptized.  There were songs of joy on Jordan’s banks.  It abounded with life.  But you didn’t have to move far away from that River to encounter some of the most desolate land I’ve ever seen.  The wilderness that Mark talks about this morning in our Gospel lesson.  Desert.  Dry. Arid.  Seemingly  lifeless.

Often, when we want to talk about the world, we describe it as a wilderness, a desert.  It’s almost always with negative connotations.  Without redeeming value.  Yet there’s an irony here because religion in our world is often inseparable from the desert.  Muhammad went to a mountain in the desert before he began his ministry.  Siddhartha Gautama, the Buddha, wandered for years in the wilderness before he took his message to the cities.  And Jesus, 40 days in the desert to fast and pray before standing in front of the world and announcing, “The kingdom of God is right here.”

So there are some folks who say we need a desert in our lives.  It’s an ideal place for prayer because it strips away all the distractions, comforts and excuses that we use to avoid meeting God face to face.  There’s no place to hide in a desert. Not much to do.  We are simply there with God.

But that’s a problem if you live in North Jersey. We’re short  on deserts here.  But don’t miss the point.  This has nothing to do with landscape and everything to do with how we deal with God.  We need to leave our blaring TVS and our gadgets and our toys (whether we’re big or little) for quiet, private time with our Lord.  We need to claim space in our frantic calendars and frenzied schedules to hear the voice of God.  That’s why Lent is a gift for so many.  It creates an order and a discipline to claim the very gifts of faith.

Thomas Merton a gifted writer and devout monk maintains that many of us in the western world hide from reality in the “rat race.”  We run our selves ragged and then we program our kids.  That’s an interesting reversal isn’t it?  People in the “rat race” usually accuse the monks of hiding away.  Merton says we fill ourselves with busy-ness so that we never take time to look at who we really are; and what God is doing in our lives.

I hope Lent is about more than purple colors and extra crosses for you.  Find time in your calendar, your schedule for God.  Find your desert, claim your space.  Fill it with prayer.  Read His word-you’ll find some unbelievable insights.  And listen.  Get rid of the garbage that clutters your life, discover what’s really important, see what God has in store for you.  When we watch; when we listen; when we begin and end each day asking “where was God’s grace in my life today?” you’ll see a radically different world.  It’s all there.  And its time.

