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Dwight:  I  came  here  tonight,  prepared  to  speak  on  a  very             
challenging  subject,  the  holiness  of  God,  but  on  the  way            
over  here,  I  really  felt  the  Lord  saying  that's  premature.  To             
really  enter  into  the  Sabbath,  something  is  required  and           
that's  a  passion  for  God.  You  can  have  a  passion  for  God,              
even  before  you  can  have  a  knowledge  and  understanding           
of  God  and  too  often  after  we  come  into  a  knowledge  we              
lose   the   passion.   

Tonight,  I  feel  I'm  supposed  to  speak  to  you  on  the  subject              
of  trusting  God,  on  the  subject  of  putting  your  mind  into  a              
right  attitude  to  receive  at  this  conference.  There  will  be            
some  very  in-depth  teaching,  there  may  be  some  unusual           
experiences,  but  in  everything  that's  done  we  want  to  lift  up             
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the  name  of  Jesus,  to  glorify  His  father,  our  God  and  to  edify  the  body  of  Christ  the                    
church.   

I   am   so   desperate   to   know   what   it   is   to   enter   into   the   Sabbath   rest   of   God.   

I  believe  God  speaks  to  us  in  many  ways  and  symbolically,  I  think  He  spoke  to  me  on                    
the  way  over  here  today.  He  forced  me  to  shut  down  on  the  highway  for  two  hours.                   
From   the   time   I   stopped,   until   the   time   we   got   past   the   accident,   it   was   two   hours.     

Here,  I  am  cruising  down  the  superhighway  of  life  on  the  way  to  a  conference  to  talk                   
about  finding  the  fullness  of  Sabbath  rest.  When  we  got  to  the  accident  and  I  looked  at  it                    
and  I  drove  past,  I  got  chills  because  there  was  a  burned-out  vehicle  and  oil  spilled  all                   
over  the  road.  Two  vehicles  somehow  had  collided.  One  was  burned  to  a  crisp.  The                 
other   was   some   oil   transport   and   oil   had   spilled   out   of   it.   

You  don't  have  to  be  a  rocket  scientist  to  figure  out  some  of  the  symbolism  of  that.                   
Cruising  the  highway  of  life  at  high  speeds  and  you  can  utterly  burn  up  and  the                  
anointing  can  drain  out.  I'm  saying  to  you  at  the  beginning,  I  have  nothing  to  give  to  you.                    
I  am  a  broken  earth  and  vessel.  I'm  not  more  qualified,  but  I  am  more  desperate.  God  is                    
speaking  to  me,  but  He's  also  speaking  to  you.  You  wouldn't  be  here  if  there  weren't                  
something  in  your  spirit  that  says  we  have  failed  to  understand  the  fullness  of  Shabbat                 
in   the   Lord   of   the   Sabbath,   Jesus,   the   Messiah.   

I  want  you  to  realize  that  at  a  conference  like  this,  it's  very  important  that  you  not  come                    
problem-centred   that   you   come   God-centered.     

Don't  come  to  have  your  problems  solved.  Come  to  enter  into  the  presence  of                
God.   

I  believe  the  attitude  God  would  have  us  exhibit  in  this  conference  is  to  have  a  passion                   
for  His  presence.  He  wants  us  to  come  out  of  our  Babylons,  our  places  of  confusion,  of                   
striving,  of  exile  and  He  wants  us  to  come  up  to  Zion  because  Zion  represents  the                  
house   of   the   Lord,   the   presence   and   power   of   the   Lord   of   hosts.   

In  our  world,  we  typically  approach  things  just  backwards.  There  are  so  many               
conferences  today  on  how  to  get  your  act  together,  how  to  become  more  successful,                
more   powerful.   Biblically,   I   believe   the   principle   is   just   the   opposite.     

To   really   get   your   act   together,   you   have   to   become   totally   under.     

It's  an  upside-down  kingdom.  What  you  grasp  for  you  lose,  what  you  let  go  of  God                  
multiplies,   but   it   all   has   to   begin   with   a   passion.   
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I  want  you  to  turn  to  a  Psalm,  Spurgeon  calls  it  the  Pearl  of  Psalms.  Psalm  84,  I  believe                     
it  gives  us  some  hints  as  to  what's  required  to  ascend  into  the  power  and  presence  of                   
God  and  as  to  the  attitude  we  should  have  in  these  days  ahead.  Now,  when  I  speak                   
about  having  a  passion  for  God,  be  careful  lest  you  misconstrue  that  again,  in  the                 
world's  terms.  I'm  not  talking  about  the  passion  of  emotions  are  lovely  things,  but  they're                 
supposed  to  be  like  the  caboose  on  the  train.  They  follow  along  after  the  engine,  they                  
don't   guide   the   cars.   Your   emotions   are   fleeting.   They   come   and   go.   

I'm  talking  not  about  the  fire  of  emotionalism  because  that  will  exhaust  you.  I'm  talking                 
about  a  Holy  fire  in  which  you're  burned,  but  you're  not  consumed,  in  which  you're                 
purified  rather  than  destroyed.  Passion  is  a  deep  and  abiding  determination  to  seek  the               
face  of  God  and  to  speak  His  name.  "Seek  my  face,  speak  my  name,"  says  the  Lord.                   
Emotions  accompany  it  sometimes,  sometimes  they  don't,  but  there  has  to  be  a  deep                
yearning   to   ever   draw   nigh   unto   God   and   Psalm   84   speaks   about   that.     

"How   lovely   is   your   place   of   dwelling.   Oh,   Lord   of   hosts.”   

“My  soul  yearns,  even  faints  for  the  courts  of  the  Lord,  my  heart  and  my  flesh  cry  out  for                     
the  living  God,  for  even  the  sparrow  has  found  a  home  in  the  swallowing  nest  for  herself                   
where  she  may  have  her  young,  a  place  near  your  altar.  How  blessed,  how  fortunate,                 
how  happy  are  those  who  dwell  in  your  house?  For  they  are  ever  praising  you.  How                  
blessed  are  those  whose  strength  is  in  you  who  have  set  their  hearts  on  pilgrimage  as                  
they  pass  through  the  Valley  of  Baca,  they  make  it  a  place  of  Springs.  The  autumn  rains                  
also  cover  it  with  pools  for  they  go  from  strength  to  strength  until  each  appears  before                  
God   in   Zion.”   

“Hear  my  prayer,  Oh  Lord,  God  of  hosts.  Listen  to  me,  Oh  God  of  Jacob.  Look  up  upon                    
our  shield,  oh  God,  look  with  favor  on  your  anointed.  One  for  better  is  one  day  in  your                    
courts  than  a  thousand  elsewhere.  I  would  rather  be  a  doorkeeper  in  the  house  of  my                  
God  than  dwell  in  the  tents  of  the  wicked.  For  the  Lord,  God  is  a  sun  and  a  shield.  He                      
bestows  favor  and  honor  and  no  good  thing  does  he  withhold  from  those  whose  walk  is                 
blameless.”   

“Oh,   Lord   of   hosts,   how   blessed   is   the   person   who   trusts   in   you."     

Let  me  make  a  statement  the  Lord  has  been  revolving  in  my  mind  now  for  over  a  week.                    
I  think  many  of  us  fall  victim  to  the  mentality  that  we  have  got  to  become  something                   
special  to  enter  into  God's  presence  and  power,  only  the  mighty  men.  Yet  the  scripture  a                  
test  over  and  over  in  many  ways  that  it's  not  the  mighty,  it's  the  humble  that  God  draws                    
nigh  unto.  "The  high  and  Holy  one",  says,  Isaiah  "draws  nigh  unto  those  who  are                 
humble   and   contrite,   but   he   keeps   his   distance   from   the   proud,   from   the   mighty.”   
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It's  in  our  very  humility,  our  very  contriteness,  and  our  very  brokenness  that  God  comes                 
close  to  us  and  a  passion  wells  up  in  us  to  pursue  Him.  What  I'm  trying  to  say  is  this,                      
this  is  the  statement  that's  been  going  through  my  mind,  you  don't  have  to  be  other  than                   
what  you  really  are.  You  just  have  to  permit  another  to  be  within  you.  God  is  not  asking                    
you  to  be  something  that  you're  not.  It's  fallacious  and  a  waste  of  time  to  try  to  be  that.                     
He   wants   you   to   be   you,   He   has   made   you   to   be   you.     

You'll  come  into  the  fullness  of  who  you  are  when  you  recognize  that  there  is                 
another   who   lives   within   you,   and   that   is   the   Spirit   of   Jesus   Christ.     

He  will  make  you  authentically  you.  It's  humorous  and  at  the  same  time,  it's  tragic  to  go                   
into  churches  where  there's  a  mighty  man  of  God  ministering  and  to  see  sitting  on  the                  
platform  and  on  the  pews  out  there,  all  the  young  men  with  the  same  suits,  same                  
hairdo.  They'll  get  up  and  testify,  use  the  same  expression  as  the  mighty  man  of  God.                  
They're   wanting   to   be   something   that   they're   not.   

Thank   God,   I   am   so   weird   that   nobody   even   tries   to   imitate   me.   

[laughter]   

That's   my   claim   to   fame.   I   have   no   imitators.   

[laughter]   

You  don't  have  to  be  other  than  who  you  are,  you  just  have  to  open  yourself  to  another                    
who  dwells  within  you.  Our  pilgrimage  begins  with  passion.  How  lovely  is  your  place  of                 
dwelling  (Hebrew,  mishkan),  oh  Lord.  Mishkan  is  related  to  the  word  Shekhinah.  God's               
dwelling,  His  presence.  By  the  way,  earlier,  I  mentioned  the  scripture  where  two  or  three                 
are   gathered   in   Jesus'   name,   there,   He   says,   I   am   in   the   midst   of   them.   

There's  a  parallel  statement  in  ancient  Jewish  literature  that  Jesus  may  have  had  in                
mind  when  He  made  that  statement.  The  statement  goes  this  way,  "Where  two  or  three                 
are  sitting  at  table  studying  the  Word  of  God,  there,  the  Shekhinah  dwells."  I  suspect                 
what  Jesus  was  saying  there  is  that  when  two  or  three  of  us  assemble  to  study  God's                   
word,  that's  what  it  means  to  be  under  Jesus'  authority,  it  means  to  be  obedient  to                  
Jesus'   Word.   

Jesus'  Word  is  a  revelation  of  the  Word  of  God.  That  when  we  do  that,  the  Shekhinah                   
dwells  in  our  presence  because  the  Spirit  of  Christ  is  the  glory  of  God.  He  indwells  you                   
and  me.  We  have  to  begin  our  journey  to  wholeness,  which  is  found  in  the  presence  of                   
God,  symbolized  by  the  house  of  the  Lord,  with  a  deep  and  abiding  yearning.  It's  a                  
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requisite,  a  prerequisite  for  authentic  pilgrimage,  yearning,  passion,  a  desire  for  God  as               
the   deer   pants   after   the   water.   

Don't  get  confused  and  make  this  term  soul  too  theological,  as  in  some  little  immaterial                 
component  of  your  identity.  My  life,  so  my  very  breath  yearns  for  God.  That's  what                 
brings  us  into  His  presence  for  He  is  a  never-failing  spring,  a  fountain  of  life  to  those                   
who  drink.  We  must  cry  out.  The  language  here  evokes  the  image  of  a  child,  an  infant                  
who's  hungry.  Seen  any  infants  recently?  Isn’t  it  amazing  how  they  cry  out  for  their                 
mother?  Their  whole  body  shakes  [crying  sound].  How  long  has  it  been  since  you  or  I                  
have  cried  out  to  God?  Oh,  we're  so  proper.  Yet  the  Psalmist  wasn't  a  proper                 
Englishman.   He   cried   out,   “Oh   God!”     

Robert,   were   you   there   the   day   I   was   filled   with   the   Holy   Spirit?   

Robert:    Yes.   

Dwight:   It's  a  long  story.  I  was  going  up  to  the  altar  for  prayer  and  I  was  crying  out  to                      
God.  The  back  of  the  sanctuary  with  a  thousand  people  in  it,  sitting  at  the  other  end  of                    
the  pew  from  where  I  had  been  sitting,  was  a  friend  of  mine  that  a  deep  yearning  rose                    
up  in  him.  He  was  bent  over  and  crying  out  and  crying.  He  didn't  know  who  he  was                    
interceding   for,   crying   out   in   the   spirit.   

It  was  so  intense  that  he  literally  couldn't  straighten  up.  He  was  bending  over  and  crying                  
out.  Because  I  was  up  there  and  I  was  so  dry,  I  couldn't  even  shed  a  tear  or  crying  out.                      
When  I  came  out  of  the  waters  of  baptism,  and  God  infilled  me  with  His  spirit  and  praise                    
broke  forth  from  my  lips.  He  was  immediately  set  free  from  his  crying.  He  knew  at  that                   
instant,   that   he   had   been   interceding   for   me.   

Cry  for  the  lord.  I  was  just  talking  at  lunch  with  his  friend  about  a  mutual  friend  who's                    
going  through  some  hard  times.  I  said,  "You  know  what  he  really  needs  is  a  good  cry."                   
Oh,  Lord,  how  I  yearn  for  your  presence.  Even  to  be  the  lowliest  animal,  a  little  sparrow                   
who  makes  its  nest  at  the  temple  is  better  than  dwelling  in  the  mansions  of  the  wicked                   
and   the   tents   of   the   wealthy.   

Do  you  know  Jesus  makes  an  allusion  to  the  least  of  the  commandments?  Of  all  613  in                   
the  Torah,  do  you  know  which  commandment  was  considered  least  by  the  sages?  It's                
found  in  Deuteronomy,  maybe  Robert  knows  the  text,  but  it  has  to  do  with,  "You  don't                  
remove  an  egg  from  the  nest  of  a  sparrow  while  the  mother  is  there,  so  you  don't  cause                    
her   grief."   Sparrows   are   the   least   of   things.   

The  psalmist  and  his  yearning  for  God  said,  "I'd  rather  be  a  sparrow  and  be  near  your                   
presence,  have  my  abiding  place  there,  tend  to  dwell  in  the  great  tents  of  the  wealthy                  
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and  the  wicked."  Dear  friends,  I  pray,  in  fact,  Father,  I  pray  right  now  that  you  would                   
quicken  in  me  a  cry.  In  these  who  are  here,  a  cry,  a  passion,  a  yearning  for  your                    
presence.  That's  really  the  essence  of  Shabbat  if  the  truth  were  known,  Shabbat  is                
sanctified   time   for   enjoying   the   presence   of   God.   

Six  other  days  of  the  week,  we  have  to  give  our  attention  to  the  world,  it's  good  and                    
proper.  God  says,  "One  day  a  week,  I  want  you  to  give  your  whole  attention  to  the                   
things  of  the  Spirit,  to  me  and  to  what  matters  most  to  me,  your  family,  your  children.  I                    
want  you  on  this  day  to  imitate  me.  Just  as  in  six  days,  I  created  and  then  I  took  my  rest,                       
I   want   you   to   enter   into   a   rest   from   your   work.   I   want   you   to   hallow   this   day."   

The  essence  of  Shabbat  is  not  to  take  a  vacation  or  holiday,  it's  the  hallow  a  day,  to                    
make  it  holy  as  a  dwelling  for  God.  It's  where  you  create  a  sanctuary  ( mishkan )  in  time.                   
The  Psalmist  here  is  talking  about  the  sanctuary  on  Mount  Zion  in  space,  a  place  on                  
planet  Earth.  In  principle,  we  can  also  say  that  same  sanctuary  can  be  created  in  time,  a                   
holy   place.   Can   you   imagine   if   such   a   place   existed   in   time?   

Can  you  imagine  with  what  eagerness  you  would  look  forward  to  Shabbat?  Most  of  us                 
who  are  ministers  are  the  last  to  know  what  Sabbath  is  all  about.  For  even  on  our  holy                    
day,  on  Sunday,  we  work.  If  truly  if  were  possible  to  create  a  sanctuary  in  time  in  which                    
the  Spirit  of  God  would  come  and  dwell  in  the  temple  of  your  home,  can  you  imagine  the                    
yearning  and  the  joy  with  which  you  would  look  forward  to  Shabbat?  How  you  would                 
jealously   guard   it   from   the   infringement   of   the   world?   

It  wants  to  grab  hold  of  your  time.  It  wants  to  seize  your  heart.  It  doesn't  want  you  to                     
give  even  one  day  two  the  Lord.  Oh,  you  got  to  give  it  to  that  new  car,  you  got  to  wax  it.                       
You  got  to  give  it  to  that  overtime  to  make  some  extra  money  so  you  can  take  a  holiday.                     
Go  to  give  it  to  the  great  temples  of  our  day,  shopping  malls.  We  all  bow  down  before                    
Mammon.  We'll  walk  for  hours  in  a  mall  and  never  be  tired  and  stand  for  20  minutes  in  a                     
church   and   complain.   That   should   say   something,   shouldn't   it?   

How  blessed  are  those  who  yearn,  who  have  a  passion  for  the  things  of  God,  who  draw                   
boundaries?  Have  any  of  you  read  the  book   Margin   by  Richard  A.  Swenson?   I                
recommend  it  to  you.  This  Christian  doctor  says  most  of  our  lives  are  like  books  in                  
which  the  printing  runs  right  off  the  edge  of  the  page.  From  the  top  off  the  sides  right                    
down  off  the  bottom.  How  different  would  your  life  be  if  the  page  of  your  life  today  had                    
margins   around   it?   Instead   of   running   right   off   the   edge.   

Shabbat  gives  you  a  margin  in  which  it  redeems  the  time  and  makes  the  other  six  days                   
truly  profitable  in  the  Lord.  You  can  worship  God  anytime  and  every  time  all  the  time  is                   
appropriate  to  do  it.  God  put  in  motion  a  principle  that  says  I  want  you  to  have  some                    
sense  of  rhythm  in  your  life  in  which  you  create  margin,  in  which  you  hallow  a  time.  In                    
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the  process  of  hallowing  it,  you  in  effect  build  a  sanctuary  in  which  I  can  come  by  my                    
spirit  and  dwell  in  your  midst.  Is  it  easy?  No.  Verse  6,  to  be  on  pilgrimage  sometimes                   
means   you   pass   to   the   Valley   of   Baca.   

What  is  this  imagery  here?  The  Valley  of  Baca  was  a  dry,  arid,  dark  place.  It's  a  place  of                     
tears  associated  with  a  narrow,  gloomy  valley,  with  black  streams  of  water  that  flowed                
from  rocks  in  the  place  where  there  were  graves.  Sometimes  to  get  designed,  you  go                 
through  valleys  of  Baca,  a  darkness,  a  death.  If  there's  a  passion  in  your  heart,  if  there                   
is,  as  verse  5  says,  in  your  heart,  a  highway  on  to  Zion,  that's  what  the  Hebrew  here                    
literally  means,   a  highway  in  your  heart .  Then  the  very  place  of  darkness,  of  tears  can                  
become   a   place   of   joy,   of   springs,   of   living   water.   

In  fact,  in  2  Chronicles  20,  the  story  of  Jehoshaphat,  there's  a  valley  mentioned  there                 
the  Valley  of  Berachah,  B-E-R-A-C-H-A-H.  Berachah.  It's  the  word  for  blessing.  It              
sounds  very  similar,  doesn't  it?  Berachah,  blessing.  Baca,  darkness.  If  you  have  a               
passion  for  God,  when  you  go  through  places  of  Baca,  by  the  grace  of  God,  they                  
become  places  of  Berachah.  We  had  our  young  people  in  our  small  congregation  just                
spent   a   week   of   ministry   in   Mexico.   

Two  of  our  young  person  when  they  got  up  and  testified  week  before  last,  it  was                  
extraordinarily  moving,  but  you  know  what  they  all  said,  "This  was  tough.  This  was  hard.                 
We  squabbled,  we  fought,  we  complained,  we  suffocated.  We  were  miserable,  but  God               
blessed  us."  These  young  people  learned  some  extraordinarily  valuable  lessons  in             
places  of  darkness,  of  digging  ditches  in  110-degree  weather,  of  putting  up  water               
towers,  of  being  with  orphaned  children.  It's  not  from  mountaintop  to  mountaintop.  This               
isn't   a   hop,   skip,   and   a   jump.   Between   every   mountain   top,   there's   a   valley.   

If  you're  going  to  get  to  the  place  of  the  fullness  of  God's  presence  and  power,  and                   
prosperity,  you  have  to  go  through  places  of  tears.  Turn  your  tears  into  yearnings  for  the                  
presence  of  God.  Cry  out  like  a  nursing  infant  who  is  so  hungry  for  God.  Cry  out  like  a                     
deer,  who  will  climb  high  places  to  find  a  spring.  Then  those  places  of  Baca  will  become                   
places  of  Berachah,  a  blessing  in  your  life.  How  blessed  are  such  people,  for  they,                 
according  to  verse  7,  they  go  from  strength  to  strength.  This  word  strength  in  Hebrew                 
can  be  used  in  many  ways.  You  remember  the  text  in  Psalm  108  "Through  our  God,  we                   
shall   do   valiantly."   The   word   valiantly,   there's   the   same   word   of   strength   here.   

In  an  ordinary  journey  in  this  world,  the  further  you  go  on  the  journey,  the  tireder  you                   
get.  In  the  Spirit  of  God,  when  your  heart  is  set  on  pilgrimage,  the  further  you  go,  the                    
stronger  you  get.  You  don't  go  from  weakness  to  weakness,  you  go  from  strength  to                 
strength.  I've  had  the  experience  and  I  know  every  minister  has  had  it,  where  you've                 
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ministered  and  when  it's  over  with,  you  are  utterly  exhausted  because,  in  some               
respects,   you   are   ministering   in   the   flesh.   

God  was  gracious  and  ministered  to  you  anyway.  I  also  know  that  sweet  experience,                
that  you  can  come  up  to  a  platform  like  this,  and  be  utterly  undone.  Be  back  in  the  office                     
beforehand,  crying  to  God,  "Have  mercy  on  these  people,  God,  do  something  for  them                
through  me,"  and  you  come  up  in  utter  weakness,  and  suddenly,  you're  strong  in  the                 
Lord.  That's  what  it  is  to  have  a  passion  for  God.  We're  told  in  Jeremiah  9:2  that  the                    
rebellious  go  from  sin  to  sin.  Here  we're  told  that  the  faithful  pilgrim  goes  from  strength                  
to   strength.   

Then,  what  a  joy  it  is,  to  stand  at  the  house  of  the  Lord.  The  Psalm  concludes  with  these                     
words,  "Lord  of  hosts,  how  blessed  is  the  person  who  trusts  in  you."  What  does  it  mean                   
to  trust  in  God?  I  want  to  say  to  you  that  this  I  believe  is  very  important  for  you  to                      
understand  if  you're  to  receive  from  God  in  this  conference.  You've  got  to  learn  to  trust                  
God.  The  term  in  Hebrew  is  used  in  Psalm  125,  if  you  look  there.  "Those  who  trust  in                    
the  Lord  are  like  mountain  Zion,  which  cannot  be  shaken  but  endures  forever.  As  the                 
mountains  surrounding  Jerusalem  so  the  Lord  surrounds  His  people,  both  now  and              
forevermore."   

What  does  it  mean  to  trust?  It  reminds  me  of  a  story  I  read  from  a  sermon  by  Charles                     
Spurgeon.  Some  of  you've  heard  me  tell  this  story.  It's  a  lovely  story,  he  tells  about  a                   
captain  of  a  ship  that  would  sail  a  passenger  ship,  around  the  turn  of  the  century  that                   
sailed  from  Liverpool  to  New  York,  and  back.  The  captain  of  the  ship  was  called  Captain                  
Dee.   On   one   journey,   he   took   his   family   with   him   from   Liverpool   to   New   York.   

As  they  were  crossing  the  Atlantic,  as  would  sometimes  happen  in  that  ocean  a  great                 
squall  arose,  a  great  storm.  This  mighty  ship  was  being  tossed  back  and  forth,                
perilously.  So  severe  was  the  storm,  that  all  the  stewards  rushed  about  and  awakened                
everyone  and  had  them  put  on  their  life  vests  to  prepare  for  possible  calamity.  The                 
passengers   seemed   in   imminent   peril.   

Quickly,  they  sprang  from  their  beds  dressed,  put  on  their  life  vests,  and  went  up  to  the                   
decks.  Now,  Captain  Dee's  family  was  on  that  ship  and  his  wife  was  getting  the  other                  
children  prepared,  but  there  was  a  young  girl,  only  eight  years  old,  who  was  still                 
sleeping  in  the  midst  of  the  storm,  and  when  her  mother  awakened  her  and  told  her,                  
"Honey,  you  must  get  up  and  get  dressed,  there's  danger."  She  said  to  her  "Mother,                 
mother,  is  father  on  deck?"  She  said,  "Yes,  dear.  He's  the  captain  of  the  ship."  She  said,                   
"Well,   then   everything   will   be   alright."   She   went   back   to   sleep.   

Trust  is  such  confidence  in  the  father  that  you  can  enter  into  a  kind  of  rest  that  doesn't                    
come  from  toiling  and  striving,  and  conniving  and  manipulating  and  attending  a              
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program,  it's  a  deep  and  abiding  confidence  in  the  character  of  your  father.  Somebody                
called  it  second-degree  faith.  There  is  the  kind  of  faith  that's  a  rugged  determination,  it's                 
like  a  bulldog  that  just  grabs  hold  of  a  knot  on  the  end  of  a  rope  and  won't  let  go,  that's                       
persistence.  Sometimes  in  Jesus'  teaching,  He  speaks  about  faith  as  a  kind  of  hutzpah;                
do   you   know   that   term   hutzpah?   It's   a   special   kind   of   determination.   

There  are  times  when  you  can't  have  that  great  faith,  but  you  can  have  trust.  Praise  His                   
name.  Is  father  on  deck?  Then  everything  is  alright.  The  Bible  says  several  things                
about,  "Those  who  trust  in  the  Lord,  they  walk  in  straight  paths,  not  the  crooked  ways                  
that  the  wicked,  their  prayers  are  answered,  they're  given  joy  and  gladness,  and  they                
know   inner   peace,   even   perfect   peace,"   says   Isaiah.   

The  key  to  trust  is  active  confidence  in  the  character  of  God  that  lets  you  relax,  knowing                   
that  in  every  situation,  He  is  working  to  bring  good  for  you,  to  you,  and  through  you.  The                    
key  to  trust  is  that  you  get  your  focus  off  of  yourself  and  off  of  your  problems  and  place                     
your  confidence  in  your  father,  in  who  He  is,  in  what  He's  done,  and  what  He  promises                   
to   do.   What   is   the   character   of   our   God?   

Psalm  13:5  says,  "I  trust  Lord  in  your  unfailing  love."  This  is  that  word   hesed  that's                  
translated  in  the  Bible  steadfast  love,  loving-kindness,  mercy,  grace,  covenant            
faithfulness,  all  of  these  terms  are  aspects  of   hesed .  This  is  why  the  psalmist  says  your                  
steadfast  love  is  better  than  life.  It's  confidence  in  the  character  of  God  that  will  take  you                   
through  a  valley  of  Baca  and  turn  it  into  a  place  of  Berachah,  who  God  is  not  who  you                     
are,   how   God   is   able,   not   how   you   are   disabled.   

I  trust  in  your  unfailing  love—Psalm  13  and  Psalm  31  (easy  to  remember),  both  speak                 
of  radical  reliance.  Read  Psalm  31  tonight  look  at  verses  5,  14,  21,  23.  This  praise  of                   
God's  steadfast  love,  His  covenant  faithfulness,  His  grace.  Relax,  everything  is  going  to               
be  alright.  One  of  the  Jewish  professors  that  I've  had  the  honor  of  meeting  and  being                  
associated  within  Israel,  and  world-renowned  scholar,  very  brilliant,  he  told  a  story  once               
when  I  was  in  Israel,  and  I've  never  forgotten  it.  He  has  a  great  love  for  Jesus  though                    
he's   not   a   Christian,   but   he   studied   Jesus   all   of   his   life.   

He  was  telling  the  story  of  the  first  time  he  came  to  the  United  States.  Professor  Flusser                   
is  a  very  nervous,  high  strung  guy  like  a  hummingbird  and  utterly  brilliant.  He's  like  a                  
guy  who's  always  playing  three-dimensional  chess  is  mine,  you'll  be  at  a  dinner               
conversation  and  somebody  will  say  one  word,  and  he'll  trip  off  on  this  incredible,                
obscure  discourse.  I  remember  we  were  at  a  Chinese  restaurant  one  night,  and  all  of  a                  
sudden,  somebody  said  something  about  a  horse  and  he  went  into  this  30-minute               
discourse  about  that  coins,  and  all  that  he  knew  about  it  and  at  one  point  he  turned  to                    
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me  said,  "Dwight,  do  you  think  when  you  return  to  New  York,  you  can  get  me  a  bottle  of                     
authentic   Chinese   wine?"   

I  said,  "Well,  Professor,  I  have  no  idea,  but  why  would  you  want  such  a  thing?"  He  says,                    
"Well,  before  I  retire  at  night,  I  find  it  very  relaxing  to  read  ancient  Chinese  poetry  in  the                    
original  language."  He  says,  "If  I  had  some  authentic  Chinese  wine,  it  would  be  a  perfect                  
capper  to  the  evening."  Anyway,  he  was  telling  me  he  was  coming  to  America  the  first                  
time  and  he's  a  very  nervous  kind  of  guy  and  he  was  going  through  customs,  and  he                   
was   terrified.   

I  suppose  it  can  be  intimidating  the  first  time  you  do  it,  you're  very  anxious,  but  what  are                    
they  going  to  do.  He  got  up  to  the  custom  agent  and  the  agent  asked  for  his  passport                    
and  so  forth.  He  was  fumbling  through  his  papers  and  he  was  so  nervous,  that  all  of  a                    
sudden,  all  of  his  documents  spilled  out  on  the  ground.  He's  grabbing  them  up  and  very                  
anxious  and  he  said,  all  of  a  sudden  this  passport  patrol  agent,  leaned  over  to  him  and                   
patted   him   on   the   shoulder   and   he   says,   "Relax,   relax,   everything's   going   to   be   alright."   

Professor  Flusser  said,  "At  that  moment,  I  knew  that's  what  Jesus  means  about  the                
kingdom."  The  good  news  of  the  kingdom  of  God  is  relax,  relax,  everything's  going  to  be                  
alright  because  Jesus  is  king,  and  He  is  ruling  and  raining.  Father's  on  deck.  How                 
blessed  are  you  if  you  can  trust  in  him?  How  blessed  you  are?  Be  careful,  however,                  
because  we  like  everything  will  distort  this  truth,  we'll  take  trust  and  turn  it  into  its                  
negative   sense   as   passivity   and   the   scriptures   condemn   that   kind   of   trust.   

Those  that  are  at  ease  in  Zion,  those  who  are  careless,  who  are  too  content,  too                  
complacent.  If  there's  one  thing  I  think  the  Spirit  of  God  has  little  tolerance  for  its                  
complacency.  Jesus  responds  to  those  who  are  passionate,  not  complacent.  I  didn't              
come,  He  said,  for  those  who  are  complacent,  those  who  think  they  have  no  need                 
position.  I've  come  for  people  like  blind  Bartimaeus,  who  sits  by  the  road  and  in  his                  
crying  out,  "Son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me."  Even  when  all  the  religious  people                 
around  say,  "Hush  up,  be  quiet,  leave  the  Rabbi  alone.  "Son  of  David."  He  cries  the                  
louder,  "Have  mercy  on  me."  Jesus  goes  and  grants  his  wish  that  he  can  see,  not  the                   
complacent,   the   passionate.   

Dear  friends,  everything  you  need  is  to  be  found  in  the  presence  of  God,  trust  in  Him.  A                    
few  years  ago,  I  was  right  up  here  in  Northeast  Ohio  and  had  a  wonderful  experience,  I                   
spent  about  two  or  three  hours  with  an  Amish  Bishop,  Bishop  Jacob  and  I  learned  a                  
whole  lot  about  the  Amish  way  of  life.  We  had  a  delightful  conversation.  He  was  a  man                   
with  a  fabulous  sense  of  humor.  He  laughed  like  nobody's  ever  laughed  at  my  corny                 
jokes.   
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He  was  sitting  in  this  rocking  chair,  his  big  gray  beard,  and  I  was  afraid  he  was  going  tip                     
over  sometimes,  he  was  laughing  so  great.  He  told  me  of  an  incident  that  happened,                 
that  he  got  a  big  kick  out  of  about  a  fellow  Amish  brother  and  one  of  their  services  they                     
were  having  everyone  testify.  They  went  throughout  the  assembly  and  everyone  to  a               
person  stood  and  testified  except  one  guy,  one  fellow  and  finally,  the  minister  turned  to                 
him  said,  "Now  brother,"  whatever  his  name  was,  "don't  you  have  something  good  to                
say  about  the  Lord?"  This  brother  stood  and  said,  "Well,  I  can't  say  that  I'm  progressing,                  
but   I   am   well   established,"   and   he   sat   down.   

While  that  service  was  going  on,  there  was  a  fierce  rainstorm  outside  and  when  they  all                  
left,  got  in  their  little  black,  what  do  we  call  them?  Carriages  and  began  to  go  home.                   
Bishop  Jacob  said  is  going  down  the  road  and  he  came  across  this  guy  and  he  was                   
stuck.  His  wheel  had  gotten  into  a  rut  and  the  horses  couldn't  pull  him  out.  Bishop  Jacob                   
when  he  rode  past  he  turned  to  the  brother  and  he  says,  "Brother,  you  are  right.  You  are                    
well   established."   

[laughter]   

Those  who  trust  in  the  Lord  are  secure  as  Zion.  It  doesn't  say  those  who  are                  
well-established  trust,  those  who  trust  are  truly  established  in  the  Lord.  They  know  that                
father  is  on  deck  they  don't  get  up  and  complain  because  there's  a  storm  going  on.  In                   
fact,  I'll  have  to  say,  they  don't  even  have  to  stand  and  rebuke  the  storm  in  the  name  of                     
Jesus  and  stomp  and  tromp  all  over  the  boat  hoping  to  steal  the  storm.  Father's  on                  
deck.   Thank   you,   father.   I   can   take   my   wrist.   

There's  a  place  for  rebuking  the  storm.  Don't  misunderstand  me  but  there's  also  a  place                 
for  trust.  I  suggest  to  you,  dear  friends,  that  when  it  comes  to  the  healing  of  the  soul,                    
trust  is  vitally  important.  It's  the  attitude  that  we  need  to  be  in,  in  this  conference.  Look                   
with  me  at  Psalm  56.  What's  the  basis  for  our  trust.  What's  the  basis  for  you  opening                   
yourself  up  to  the  spirit  of  God  bringing  healing  to  your  wounded  souls.  What's  the  basis                  
for  that?  Trust  in  God  and  a  heart  that's  crying  out.  Psalm  56:9,  "Then  my  enemies  will                   
turn   back   when   I   call   out   for   help   by   this   I   will   know   that   God   is   for   me.   

In  God  whose  word  I  praise,  in  the  Lord  whose  word  I  praise,  in  God  I  trust.  I  will  not  be                       
afraid."  What  can  men  do  to  me?  What  is  the  basis?  The  confidence  that  God  is  for  you.                    
Let  me  close  by  reading  a  story  to  you.  I  want  you  to  go  home  with  this  image  in  your                      
mind  tonight.  Close  your  Bibles.  Just  relax.  Take  a  couple  of  deep  breaths.  Be  anxious                 
for   nothing,   for   it   matters   to   God   concerning   you.   

This  was  a  story  sent  to  me  by  email.  I  don't  even  know  the  person  that  sent  it  to  me.  It                       
came  right  before  I  left  on  a  six-week  journey  to  England,  Ireland  and  South  Africa  from                  
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which  I  returned  two  weeks  ago.  I  used  several  times  over  there  because  it's  so  blessed                  
me   and   it   deeply   touched   others.     

I   want   you   to   leave   tonight   knowing   that   God   is   for   you.   

He  doesn't  ask  you  to  be  something  other  than  who  you  are.  He  only  asks  that  you                   
open  yourself  up  to  another  who  lives  within  you.  For  in  Him  his  righteousness  peace                 
and   joy   in   the   Holy   Spirit.   

It's   called,    The   Room .     

In  that  place  between  wakefulness  and  dreams,  I  found  myself  in  the  room.  There  were                 
no  distinguishing  features  say  for  the  one  wall  covered  with  small  index  card  files.                
They  were  like  the  ones  in  libraries  that  lets  titles  by  author  and  subject  in  alphabetical                  
order.  These  files  which  stretched  from  floor  to  ceiling  and  seemingly  endless  in  either                
direction,   had   very   different   headings.   

As  I  drew  near  the  wall  of  files,  the  first  to  catch  my  attention  was  one  that  read                    
"people  I  have  liked."  I  opened  it  and  began  flipping  through  the  cards.  I  quickly  shut                  
it,  shocked  to  realize  that  I  recognize  the  names  written  on  each  card.  Without  being                 
told,  I  knew  exactly  where  I  was  this  lifeless  room  with  its  small  files  was  a  crude                   
catalog   system   of   my   entire   life.   

Here,  were  written  the  actions  of  my  every  moment  big  and  small.  In  a  detail,  my                  
memory  couldn't  match.  A  sense  of  wonder  and  curiosity  coupled  with  horror  stirred               
within  me,  as  I  began  randomly  opening  files  and  exploring  their  contents.  Some               
brought  joy  and  sweet  memories.  Others  brought  a  sense  of  shame  and  regret  so                
intense  that  I  would  look  over  my  shoulder  to  see  if  anyone  was  watching.  A  file  named                   
friends  was  next  to  the  one  marked  friends  I  have  betrayed.  The  titles  range  from  the                  
mundane   to   the   outright   weird   books   I   have   read,   lies   I   have   told.   

Comfort  I  have  given,  jokes  I  have  laughed  at.  Some  were  almost  hilarious  in  their                 
exactness,  things  I  yelled  at  my  brothers.  Others  I  couldn't  laugh  at,  things  I  have  done                  
in  my  hunger.  Things  I  have  muttered  under  my  breath  at  my  parents.  I  never  cease  to                   
be  surprised  by  the  contents.  Often,  there  were  many  more  cards  than  I  expected  but                 
sometimes  there  were  fewer  than  I  hoped.  I  was  overwhelmed  by  the  sheer  volume  of                 
the  life  I  had  lived.  Could  it  be  possible  that  I  had  the  time  in  my  20  years  to  write  each                       
of  these  thousands  or  even  millions  of  cards?  Each  card  confirmed  this  truth.  For  each                 
was  written  in  my  own  handwriting  and  each  card  was  signed  with  my  own                
signature.   

12   



When  I  came  to  a  file  marked  "lustful  thoughts",  I  felt  a  chill  run  through  my  body.  I                    
pulled  the  file  out  only  an  inch  not  willing  to  test  it  and  drew  out  a  card.  I  shuttered  at                      
it's  detailed  content.  I  felt  sick  to  think  that  such  a  moment  had  been  recorded.  Almost                  
animal  rage  broke  over  me  and  one  thought  dominated  my  mind.  No  one  must  ever  see                  
these  cards.  No  one  must  ever  see  this  room.  I  have  to  destroy  them.  In  an  insane                   
frenzy,  I  yanked  the  file  out.  Its  size  didn't  matter.  I  had  the  empty  it  didn't  burn  the                    
cards.  As  I  took  it  at  one  end  and  began  pounding  it  on  the  floor,  I  could  not  dislodge  a                      
single   card.   

I  became  desperate  and  pulled  out  a  card  only  to  find  it  as  strong  as  steel  when  I  tried                     
to  tear  it.  Defeated  and  utterly  helpless,  I  returned  the  file  to  its  slot,  leaning  my                  
forehead  against  the  wall,  I  let  out  a  long  self-pitying  side,  and  then  I  saw  it.  The  title                    
read,  people  I  have  shared  the  gospel  with.  The  handle  was  brighter  than  those  around                 
it,  newer,  almost  unused.  I  pulled  on  its  handle  in  a  small  box  not  more  than  three                   
inches  long  fell  into  my  hand.  I  could  count  the  cards  it  contained  on  one  hand  and                   
then  the  tears  came.  I  began  to  weep,  sob  so  deep  that  the  hurt  started  in  my  stomach                    
and   shook   through   me.   

I  fell  on  my  knees  and  cried  out  of  shame  from  the  overwhelming  shame  of  it  all.  The                    
rows  of  files  shelves  swirled  in  my  tear  field  eyes,  no  one  must  ever  know  about  this                   
room.  I  must  lock  it  up  and  hide  the  key.  But  then  as  I  pushed  away  the  tears,  I  saw                      
Him.  No,  please,  not  him.  Not  you,  anyone  but  Jesus.  I  watched  helplessly  as  Jesus                 
began  to  open  the  files  and  read  the  cards.  I  couldn't  bear  to  watch  His  response.  The                   
moments   I   could   bring   myself   to   look   at   Him,   I   saw   a   sorrow   deeper   than   my   own.   

He  seemed  intuitively  to  go  to  the  worst  boxes.  Why  did  he  have  to  read  every  one?                   
Finally,  He  turned  and  looked  at  me  from  across  the  room.  He  looked  at  me  with  pity                   
in  His  eyes  but  this  was  a  pity  that  didn't  anchor  me.  I  dropped  my  head,  covered  my                    
face  with  my  hands,  and  began  to  cry  again.  He  walked  over,  put  His  arm  around  me.                   
He  could  have  said  so  many  things  but  He  didn't  say  a  word.  He  just  cried  with  me.                    
Then  He  got  up  and  walked  back  over  to  the  wall  of  files.  Standing  at  one  end  of  the                     
room,  He  took  out  a  file  and  one  by  one  began  to  sign  his  name  over  mine  on  every                     
card.   

"No",  I  shouted  rushing  to  Him.  "No",  I  tried  to  pull  the  cards  from  Him.  His  name                   
shouldn't  be  on  these  cards,  but  there  it  was  written  in  red  so  rich,  so  dark,  so  alive.                    
The  name  of  Jesus  covered  mine.  It  was  written  with  His  blood.  He  gently  took  the                  
cards  back.  He  smiled  a  sad  smile  and  began  to  sign  the  remaining  cards.  I  don't  think                   
I'll  ever  understand  how  He  did  it  so  quickly,  but  the  next  instant,  I  heard  Him  close                   
the  last  file  and  walk  back  to  my  side.  He  placed  His  hand  on  my  shoulder  and  He  said,                     
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"It  is  finished."  I  stood  up  and  He  led  me  out  of  the  room.  There  was  no  lock  on  its  door                       
for   there   were   still   cards   to   be   written.   

  

[00:51:25]   [END   OF   AUDIO]  
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