
 Why Us? 

 O Lord, what is man, that You take knowledge of Him? Or the son of man, that You think of 
 him? Man is like a mere breath; his days are like a passing shadow. 

 Psalm 144:3-4 

 I  have  often  been  struck  by  a  particular  passage  found  in  the  Christmas  story,  the  part 
 about  the  angels  coming  to  the  shepherds  to  announce  the  birth  of  Jesus.  What  strikes 
 me  so  much  is  the  emotion  that  must  have  been  behind  the  angels’  song.  At  first  it  was 
 just  one  angel  who  appeared  and  told  the  shepherds  where  to  find  the  Baby,  but 
 “suddenly”  there  appeared  with  the  angel  a  multitude  of  the  heavenly  host,  praising  God. 
 They  couldn’t  help  themselves!  They  had  to  jump  in  and  sing  and  shine  and  praise  the 
 God of heaven who had deigned to come to earth to be among this race, as one of them. 

 I  think  sometimes  about  the  perspective  of  the  angels,  how  they  are  able  to  enter  the  very 
 presence  of  God,  to  fully  experience  the  beauty  and  majesty  of  the  Creator  of  all.  And  how 
 limited  our  scope  is,  how  faintly  we  see  Him  now.  When  God  created  the  heavens  and  the 
 earth,  and  all  that  is  within  them,  He  already  existed  in  perfect  community.  He  had  need  of 
 nothing.  Yet  He  made  us.  Even  knowing  what  would  happen  throughout  the  history  of  the 
 human race, He still made us. 

 He  made  us  in  His  image.  He  made  us  to  seek  Him,  to  long  for  Him,  to  reach  for  Him.  He 
 made  us  to  love  Him  and  be  loved  by  Him.  Why?  Why  us?  We  are  so  fallible.  So  prone  to 
 fault  and  frailty.  We  misunderstand  Him  so  often.  We  misrepresent  Him.  We  get  it  wrong 
 over and over and over again. 

 In  the  feature  verses,  the  word  translated  man  in  the  phrase  “son  of  man”  literally  means 
 “mortal.”  The  root  word  means  to  be  frail  or  feeble,  melancholy,  desperately  wicked, 
 incurable,  sick,  woeful.  The  word  translated  “breath”  means  emptiness  or  vanity.  What  is 
 this  frail  and  feeble,  wicked  and  melancholy  creature  whose  very  breath  is  empty  and  vain, 
 that  You  would  even  acknowledge  him?  That  You  would  think  of  Him?  That  You  would  know 
 him  and  his  ways,  that  You  would  want  his  regard,  his  love?  What  is  man  that  You  would 
 send  Your  Son  to  live  among  his  race,  as  one  of  him?  What  is  man  that  You  would  give 
 Your Son to die for him? 

 Why  us?  I  cannot  answer  other  than  to  point  to  the  great  ocean  of  His  love.  To  know  and 
 be  known  by  Him  is  the  greatest  treasure  I  can  think  of  on  this  earth.  We  don’t  deserve  it. 
 There  is  nothing  we  could  do  or  produce  that  would  earn  even  the  faintest  glance  from 
 the  Creator  of  all.  Yet  He  takes  knowledge  of  us,  He  thinks  of  us,  He  came  for  us,  He  died 
 for us, and He longs for us to love Him. 

 Father, we thank You for Your unending love for us. We thank You for creating us to love and 
 be loved by You. We thank You that in all the great, vast universe that You spoke into 

 existence, You take notice of us, You think about us. We praise You for Your love. 
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