
 Do it Again 

 I remember the days of old; I meditate on all Your doings; I muse on the work of Your hands. I 
 stretch out my hands to You; my soul longs for You, as a parched land. 

 Psalm 143:5-6 

 There  have  been  times  in  my  life  Jesus  has  done  something  so  magnificent  that  it  creates 
 a  standard,  a  baseline  against  which  all  other  things  are  measured.  I  have  been  blessed 
 beyond  measure  to  have  experienced  His  presence,  His  peace,  His  power  in  a  way  that 
 saturates my spirit. It sounds lofty and high, but it’s true. 

 Then  there  are  times  when  I  am  scattershot  in  my  attention  and  focus.  Times  when  it 
 seems  that  Jesus  is  standing  on  the  other  side  of  a  glass  wall.  Times  when  His  presence  is 
 faint,  His  peace  is  fleeting,  and  His  power  is  flickering.  I’m  ashamed  to  admit  that  my 
 default  reasoning  during  times  like  this  is  that  Jesus  is  faulty.  Something’s  wrong  with  His 
 output.  It  takes  a  little  bit,  but  eventually  I  do  get  to  the  realization  that  it’s  not  a  fault  with 
 Him, it’s a fault with me. 

 During  those  times,  when  I  start  paying  attention  and  realize  that  things  are  di�erent,  I 
 start  remembering  the  “days  of  old,”  when  His  presence  was  so  near  and  so  easily  felt; 
 when  His  peace  had  soaked  into  every  word  and  thought,  when  His  power  was  humming 
 and  vibrant.  I  find  myself  meditating  on  His  doings,  musing  about  the  works  of  His  hands. 
 I  confess,  I  pick  them  apart  and  try  to  line  up  the  current  situation  so  that  I  can  do  a 
 side-by-side comparison and “fix” whatever’s wrong. 

 Unfortunately,  I  am  slow  to  reach  the  obvious  conclusion:  I  am  the  one  at  fault.  It  is  only 
 after  a  time  of  reflection,  of  questioning  and  concern  that  I  hear  the  Holy  Spirit’s  whispers 
 in  my  heart.  Sometimes  it  is  a  matter  of  a  closely-held  sin;  sometimes  it  is  a  matter  of  my 
 inattention. 

 But  sometimes  it  is  because  He  wants  to  be  found  by  me.  He  wants  me  to  miss  Him.  He 
 wants  me  to  long  for  Him.  It’s  not  manipulation.  It  is  grace.  It  is  love.  It  is  relationship.  It  is  in 
 the  “in-between”  times,  between  the  magnificence  of  His  glory  experienced,  that  the 
 relationship  is  strengthened  and  becomes  real.  It  is  when  errors  are  committed,  identified, 
 and  corrected.  It  is  when  life  gets  in  the  way  and  must  be  moved  aside.  It  is  when  my  soul 
 feels the lack and begins to reach for Him. 

 Jesus  has  become  my  baseline,  and  I  praise  Him  for  it.  I  often  stray  from  it,  and  miss  Him 
 when  I  do.  Whatever  the  cause,  when  I  feel  the  lack  of  His  majesty  in  my  life,  I  want  Him  to 
 do  it  again.  And  I  reach  for  Him.  How  marvelous  it  is  that  He  is  always  there  to  be  found  by 
 me. 

 Father, we thank You that You have promised to be found when we search for You with all our 
 hearts. We praise You that the works of Your hands are there for us to see, to reflect and 
 meditate on, to long for and reach for. Help us to continue to stretch our hands to You. 
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