
 Pat on the Back 

 Beware of practicing your righteousness before men to be noticed by them; otherwise you have 
 no reward with your Father who is in heaven. 

 Matthew 6:1 

 We  all,  from  the  smallest  to  the  biggest,  the  youngest  to  the  oldest,  like  to  be  praised.  It 
 feels  good,  it  makes  us  smile  and  feel  all  warm  inside,  and  we  hug  that  accolade  to 
 ourselves  to  treasure.  Even  the  most  introverted  among  us  enjoy  a  good  heartfelt  pat  on 
 the  back,  provided  it  doesn’t  embarrass  us.  We  are  geared  that  way,  aren’t  we?  There’s 
 nothing  wrong  with  it  at  all.  The  praise  of  man  is  a  reward  and,  when  o�ered  freely,  it 
 satisfies the soul. 

 I  came  across  the  feature  verse  above  this  morning  and  got  stuck  on  the  phrase  “beware 
 of  practicing  your  righteousness  before  men.”  I  confess  this  phrase  arrows  into  me, 
 because  it  addresses  a  mindset  I  had  for  years.  I  had  such  a  roiling,  seething  emptiness  in 
 my  heart  and  searched  diligently  for  what  would  fill  it.  I  looked  around  and  saw  others 
 getting  what  I  wanted,  doing  what  I  could  do,  getting  the  praise  and  the  accolades  that  I 
 felt  I  deserved  too,  and  sat  empty  handed.  “I  can  do  that  too!”  I  would  think.  “Why  not  me?!” 
 It was a gaping pit of need that no amount of praise or encouragement could fill. 

 Quite  by  accident,  or  so  I  thought,  I  found  what  filled  that  gaping  hole.  I  wasn’t  looking  for 
 it,  wasn’t  thinking  about  it,  but  there  it  was.  You  see,  Jesus  got  my  attention.  He  picked  me 
 up  out  of  the  darkness  and  set  me  solidly  in  His  light.  He  spent  months  just  loving  me, 
 deeply,  thoroughly,  completely,  wholly.  He  centered  me,  focused  me,  and  showed  me  the 
 joy  of  sitting  before  Him,  of  learning  who  He  is,  of  falling  in  love  with  Him.  I  found  myself 
 completely  satisfied,  soul-deep,  even  though  I  was  not  gaining  recognition  and  praise. 
 Because  my  desire  had  changed.  I  no  longer  searched  for  the  praise  of  man.  I  simply 
 wanted to sit at the feet of my Savior. 

 It  makes  me  think  now,  what  was  I  looking  for?  What  was  I  working  for?  I  was  existing 
 horizontally,  looking  around  at  others,  noticing  them  notice  me,  noticing  them  ignoring 
 me,  marking  down  each  time  I  was  overlooked  or  not  chosen,  hoarding  each  instance  of 
 praise  or  regard.  The  praise  of  men  was  my  obsession.  I  needed  it,  craved  it,  and  never 
 seemed to have enough of it. 

 But,  when  my  Savior  captured  my  heart,  He  settled  that  obsession.  Whether  I  am  praised 
 or  ignored,  used  or  overlooked,  wanted  or  discarded,  I  am  His.  What  I  learn,  what  I  write, 
 what  I  do  is  out  of  sheer  joy  at  loving  my  Jesus.  Whether  I  ever  have  another  pat  on  the 
 back or not, I have the love of my Savior. And that is more than enough. 

 Father, we thank You that You know us so well. You know that we crave approval and that we 
 often look to others to gain it. We ask that You help us focus on You, on the Author and 

 Finisher of our faith, and know that You fill every need with Your bottomless riches. 
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