The

Father’s Cabin

Introduction
Imagine the phone rings and it’s Jesus on the
other end. He invites you to his Father’s Cabin
for a weekend together. He tells you he’s picking
you up at sunrise and to pack nothing. Then he
hangs up the phone.
The Father’s Cabin is an imaginative account of
Jeremy’s journey to a quiet, northern lakefront cabin
where the Son of God himself is our host and guide.
What will we talk about on the drive up? How would
the architect of the universe design his cabin? Who
might our fellow cabin guests be? What outdoor
adventures will we experience? What conversations
will we have and what kingdom lessons will we
learn?

A Weekend Retreat with Jesus

Jeremy L. Berg

The Father’s Cabin illuminates scripture and
kingdom truths in a creative narrative style that is
full of both witty humor and profound insights. This
is a trip you’ll never forget!

“Are you tired? Get away with me and
you’ll recover your life. I’ll show you
how to take a real rest.”
Matthew 11 The Message

Still trying to get my bearings, I had no sense of time. Was
it morning? I had no recollection of going to bed the night
before. Was I enjoying a rare Saturday afternoon nap? Was
it the weekend or weekday? Where was Keri? Where were
the boys?
The one question that could be immediately answered, I
thought, was who is calling me and waking me from such
a deep and pleasant sleep?

1
The Call

I grabbed my phone and looked at the caller ID.
UNLISTED.

I was jolted out of a deep and dreamy sleep by my
vibrating cell on my night stand. Light beamed through the
crack in my window shade, a sharp focused ray of
sunshine right in my face. Blinded and disoriented, I
fumbled for my phone.

Great! Another telemarking robocall. I usually let those go
directly to voicemail. Yet, in my delirium I unthinkingly
answered.
“Hello?”

As my eyes adjusted, the room looked somehow different.
The sun seemed brighter, the room felt bigger, the air
smelled fresher and there was almost a glossy shine to
everything. A bright, clean fog seemed to rest over the
room. Were my eyes playing tricks on me? Was I really
awake? Was I waking up inside my dream? Or something
altogether different?

The voice on the other end sounded strange and yet very
familiar. He certainly spoke as if he knew me well. His
tone was friendly and comforting. He spoke with the
confidence and directness of a sales professional, and yet
the warmth and sincerity of a best friend or loving
grandparent.
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neck and I was struck speechless in a moment where
confusion and clarity collided.

“Who is this?” I said.
“Come on, Jeremy, you don’t recognize my voice?” he
said with a playful tone.

No, it couldn’t be. Now I know I must certainly be
dreaming. I must be sleeping off a bad migraine and the
meds are giving me strange dreams.

“Ah, well, yeah...but no.” I fumbled. “I mean, you sound
familiar but I’m having trouble placing it.”

“Hello?” the voice said after a long silence. “Jeremy, are
you still there? Do you know who this is?”

“I know you know my voice, Jeremy. Let me give you a
clue,” he said.

I couldn’t bring myself to answer out loud in that moment.
But I knew very well, and it was the kind of “knowledge”
that comes from the deepest part of our being. Oh, my
mind still had doubts. Common sense laughed at the
notion. My body shook with fear. But my soul knew very
well who was on the other end of that strange and fateful
phone call.

Then the man began quoting scripture on the other end of
the phone.
“My sheep recognize my voice and come to me. I call my
own sheep by name and lead them out. I walk ahead of
them, and they follow me because they know my voice.
They won’t follow a stranger; they will run from him
because they don’t know his voice.”

“Jesus?” I finally managed to say, feeling like every shred
of my sanity had now gone out the window.

Silence.

“Jeremy, I knew you would know my voice,” Jesus said.

A powerful rush of fear and excitement overtook me as he
spoke these words. The hair stood up on the back of my

“You’d be surprised how many people hang up at this
point in the conversation.”
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I heard a chuckle on the other end. I tried to laugh too, but
in my presence state could only manage a half smile.
“So, Jeremy, you’re probably wondering why I am calling
you like this. I have a special invitation for you. Are you
up for an adventure?”

Jesus, I invite you to jolt me out of our my spiritual
slumber and to get my attention in whatever way
necessary. I long to hear from you today. Open my ears
and give me spiritual eyes to see you. Help me to know
your voice and distinguish it from the voices that mean to
lead me astray. Amen.

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
Read John 10:1-6 and Hebrews 3:15.
PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. Do you believe God speaks to people today? How does
he do it?
2. When was the last time you got a message from God?
3. Were there particular circumstances that made you
more receptive to hearing his voice?
4. Do you think He has tried to speak to you and you have
not heard, or "hung up" in disbelief?
PRAYER
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Whether I was dreaming or not it did not matter. Whatever
realm of consciousness I was inhabiting in that moment, it
had me in a very real conversation with the Jesus I have
known for so long. And I was going to give Him my full
attention.
“Jeremy, are you tired? Worn out? Burned out?”
“Lord, you know that I am exhausted. You know that I
have been running on fumes for months. I keep desiring a
rest, a vacation, an escape from it all but I can’t find the
time. Or, I do take a few days off or a weekend away but
my worries and responsibilities follow me there. I feel
trapped in a rat maze, largely of my own making.”

2
The Invitation
My heart nearly leaped out of my chest with excitement.
And yet the lump in my throat was hard to swallow. I was
paralyzed with delightful dread at the thought of a
personal invitation from Jesus.

“I know, Jeremy. I know all too well,” Jesus said. “I know
your thoughts. I share your pain. I am always with you,
you know. Even when you forget and think you’re pushing
the heavy boulder up the hill by yourself. You’re not, I’m
with you always. I will never leave nor forsake you.”

“What kind of an invitation?” I asked. Again, still
wondering who the prankster was on the other end of the
phone. Yet this made sense of the surreal surroundings.
The strange hue of sunlight creating a sunrise-twilight
effect in my room. The cloudy haze making the world
around me seem somehow clearer.

He spoke the scriptures! He quoted himself! The words I
had read countless times in my personal devotions,
examined in Bible Studies, preached in sermons and
written about in seminary term papers, now took on new

5

life as they came directly from his lips, entered my ears
and flooded every dry and thirsty part of my soul.

My mind began to contemplate this completely insane
invitation! I wonder what on earth a person does at Jesus’
summer lake cabin!? And where on earth, or in heaven,
would the cabin be?

“Jeremy, what are you doing this weekend? Do you have
plans?”

Hearing my thoughts, Jesus replied with his full invitation.
“Jeremy, I’m going to show you how to take a real rest.
You’re going to walk with me and work with me. You’re
going to watch how I do life. I’m going to teach you the
unforced rhythms of grace, Jeremy! Spend the weekend
with me at my cabin and you’ll learn to live freely and
lightly. How does that sound?”

“Ah, well, as you know,” I hesitated, “I kind of have a
standing Sunday morning commitment that tends to limit
my weekend options.”
Jesus laughed again, and said, “Jeremy, don’t worry about
Sunday worship, I can cover for you!”
This time I did manage a chuckle and smile.

The most precious people in our lives are those who know
our deepest needs more than we even know ourselves.
They are able to pierce through all the layers of our
posturing and posing, see behind our masks we wear to
hide our true selves. They sit us down for coffee and mix
us a delicious blend of grace and truth. They ask the hard
question. They raise the awkward topic. They point out the
elephant in the room. They hold up the mirror. They
“speak the truth in love” (Eph. 4:15).

“I want you to join me at my Father’s cabin for the
weekend,” Jesus insisted. “Get away with me this weekend
and I promise you’ll recover your life.”
“But what about Sunday?” I remarked. “I thought you
were going to cover for me.”
“I think you are forgetting who you’re talking to. I can be
more than one place at a time.”

Jesus’ invitation tenderly addressed every deep longing of
my tired soul. Get away. Each carefully chosen word and
phrase was like the dab of a cold washcloth on a fevered
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forehead, or the joyfilled lick of a popsicle on a hot
summer day. Take a real rest. Unforced rhythms of grace.
Live freely and lightly. It was irresistible invitation.

PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. If you did a personal inventory right now, how is your
life? Are you filled up and on fire? Are you tired and
weary? Are you worried and anxious?

In that moment, my defenses fell, the dam of my emotions
burst, all my hidden and covered weariness came pouring
out as I broke down in tears at the beauty of his invitation.

2. If you could put your deepest needs and longings right
now into words, what would it be?

“So, what do you say?” Jesus asked. “Will you come with
me?”

3. If Jesus read your mind and offered you an invitation
that addressed just what you need, what would that
invitation be? Will you accept Jesus’ invitation to get
away with him to do some soul searching?

Through my grateful sobs on the other end of the phone, I
managed a simple, “Yes, that’s just what I need.”
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION

PRAYER
“Are you tired? Worn out? Burned out on religion? Come
to me. Get away with me and you’ll recover your life. I’ll
show you how to take a real rest. Walk with me and work
with me—watch how I do it. Learn the unforced rhythms of
grace. I won’t lay anything heavy or ill-fitting on you.
Keep company with me and you’ll learn to live freely and
lightly” (Matthew 11:28-30 The Message).

Jesus, you know me better than I know myself, and you
know my needs more than I do. You know which wounds
need healing, which emptiness need filling, which secrets
need to be revealed, which sins need to be confessed,
which fears need to be overcome, and which changes need
to be made in my life. I am accepting your invitation to get
away with you. I am open to your loving correction and
grace-filled counsel in my life. Amen.

“O Lord, you have examined my heart and know
everything about me” (Psalm 139:1).
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Jesus said, “Anyone who who starts to plow and then
keeps looking back is of no use for the Kingdom of God.”
What? I thought. “No, don’t get me wrong. I’m totally
planning to come with Jesus, but I just need to make sure I
don’t have any prior commitments.” I looked at my
calendar and saw an important meeting that morning.
“How about this, Jesus,” I proposed. “I have an important
meeting in the morning that I really shouldn’t cancel, but
we can leave after that. We’ll be on the road before noon
and still beat the cabin rush hour.”

3
Packing Light

“Have you ever heard the parable of the Great Banquet,
Jeremy?” the Voice said on the other end.

“Great!” Jesus said. “I’ll pick you up in the morning then!
See you at sunrise!”

”There was once a man who threw a great dinner party and
invited many. When it was time for dinner, he sent out his
servant to the invited guests, saying, ‘Come on in; the
food’s on the table.’

Tomorrow? I thought, pondering my schedule. Isn’t this a
bit last minute? Tomorrow is Friday, a work day. I wanted
to suggest we go after work, or maybe the following
weekend but then quickly remembered who I was talking
to!

“Then they all began to beg off, one after another making
excuses. The first said, ‘I bought a piece of property and
need to look it over. Send my regrets.’
“Another said, ‘I just bought five teams of oxen, and I
really need to check them out. Send my regrets.’ “And yet

“Are you sure? That’s a bit sudden.” I suggested. “I will go
with you, but first let me go make sure its okay with my
wife and family.”
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another said, ‘I just got married and need to get home to
my wife.’

I sheepishly consented, “Okay, sunrise it is.”
My mind still trying to process everything I was agreeing
to, I asked another seemingly simple question, “What
should I pack? What do I need to bring?”

“Jeremy, listen carefully,” Jesus said in a tone growing
more serious. “The invitation I have just offered you has
the potential to revolutionize your entire life. It is a gift
that must be accepted and every day all over the world
hundreds, if not thousands, choose to turn it down — or at
least put it until a later time for various reasons.” He
paused to let me ponder.

Jesus chuckled again and I am guessing there was a
twinkle in his eye if I could have seen Him. He answered,
“Don’t pack anything for the journey. Don’t take a walking
stick, a suitcase, food, money, or even a change of
clothes.”

“Jeremy, what good is it for a person to have everything
this world calls important — job security, perfect family,
well-organized calendar, etc. — but to starve one’s very
soul in the process?”

Is this a joke? Some kind of a test? Why does Jesus have to
be…well…so strange? This is going to be an interesting
weekend at the cabin. I thought about protesting but was
beginning to think that Jesus has a master plan, and there’s
probably a good reason for everything. Maybe I should
just stop second guessing Him and just start trusting Him.

“I’m sorry, I’m not turning it down. I just need to take care
of a few other….”
Jesus cut me off. “The journey you’ve been invited on
supercedes all other commitments. It interrupts. It cancels
out. It replaces and it sometimes destroys. If you are
serious about learning my new way of life, things will
have to change. ” And now in a just a whisper, “But it is
so worth it. You won’t regret it.”

“The only thing you need at my Father’s cabin is an open
mind and willing heart,” he said. “Oh, and a good pair of
walking shoes.”
“Sounds good.”
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“See you in the morning!” Jesus said, again with an
audible twinkle in His eye. And just like that there was no
one on the other end of the line.

4. Why do you think Jesus didn’t want his disciples
bringing a lot of stuff on their journey? What lesson is
there for us?

I put the phone back on my night stand, fell backwards
onto my pillow, and closed my eyes in disbelief at the
conversation I had just had. Did that just happen? Maybe I
should keep sleeping off whatever strange migraine is
playing tricks on my brain.

PRAYER
Dear Jesus, forgive me for all the excuses I make for not
dropping everything to follow you. Forgive me for putting
other things before you — even good things. Help me to be
more spontaneous and adventurous in my faith — even if
that means disrupting other plans and taking some risks. I
will be waiting for you tomorrow morning bright and
early. Amen.

Soon I was fast asleep as the sun continued to rise, or set,
on this strange morning or evening I was having.
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
Read Luke 9:57-62; Luke 14:16-20; Matt 16:26
PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. When was the last time God interrupted your life?
2. Can you think of a time when God asked you to do
something spontaneous and a bit “crazy”? Did you
obey?
3. Do you tend to fit God into your plans or plan your life
around God’s priorities?
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situation. I will use the car ride to pray! Yes, that’s a
reasonable request. Jesus will understand.
These were my thoughts. I was probably just too afraid to
meet Jesus face to face, and wanted to delay the
encounter a bit. Hmmm… I wonder how long of a drive it
is to the Father’s cabin anyway?
I grabbed my phone before I could second guess my plan,
and hit redial on the unlisted number. This will never work.
But to my surprise, it did. He answered!

4
Riding Shotgun with Jesus

“Hello?”
After a short snooze, I awoke. Restless. Nervous. No sign
of my family anywhere. I still had no sense of time, and
my surroundings still looked altered in some inexplicable
way. Familiar and yet strange. Hazy yet somehow clearer
than ever before.

“Jesus? It’s me…Jeremy.”
“Shouldn’t you be sleeping? We have a big weekend ahead
of us.”

I tossed and turned, trying to sleep. How could anyone
sleep with the Son of God picking them up in the
morning? Then I panicked a bit.

“Yeah, I know. But I was just thinking. I would really
prefer to just drive myself and meet you up at the cabin.
Would that okay?” I said hesitantly.

Maybe I could just meet Jesus at the cabin instead. I could
use the drive to collect myself, get my head around this

“I’m sorry, Jeremy, but it doesn’t work that way.”
“What do you mean?”
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“Well, its quite simple,” Jesus said. “You’d get lost if you
tried finding your way to the Father’s Cabin on your own.
Anyone who intends to come with me has to let me lead.
You’re not in the driver’s seat – I am.”

“Wow, where is this place, anyway?” I finally asked. “Is it
near the Interstate? I love long trips on the Interstate —
just set the cruise control, crank up the music, and relax.”
“Yes, there is an Interstate nearby, “Jesus said. “But it
won’t get you to the Father’s Cabin.”

“Well, I’m pretty good with directions,” I retorted. “I think
I can get there if you just gave me the address.”

“Why is that?”
He was sympathetic yet resolute. “There’s only one way to
get where we’re going. Many people have tried to find
other ways to my Father’s cabin, but they’ve all ended up
hopelessly lost.”

“Well, its hard to explain and ultimately you’re going to
have to just trust me on this.”
“Okay…?”

He wasn’t finished.
Jesus’ tone again grew very serious. “Jeremy, there is a
wide, easy interstate freeway up that way, and there are
many who drive it. Its got wide shoulders, magnificent rest
stops and some breathtaking scenic overlooks. Most of
the people on it appear to be having a pleasant time.” He
paused. “But…”

“Some tried to find shortcuts to get there faster than others.
Others tried to find easier, more comfortable routes to
avoid the rough, windy uphill roads along the way. Some
tried to hitchhike their way, bumming rides with others but
they never made it. There are no shortcuts, and the way to
my Father’s cabin is vigorous and requires total attention.
And each person must come on their own; no hitchhiking
allowed.”

“But what?” I asked, now growing very curious.
“But its a death trap. The road is unfinished. It will bring
you only so far and then…”
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“And then what?” I could sense Jesus’ hesitation to talk
about it. He seemed very upset by the entire topic.

people in a new direction, but people are too distracted to
even see them until its too late.”

“The wide, easy road is a diabolical trap set by the Devil
himself,” Jesus continued. “It promises everyone who will
take it the most comfortable ride but in the end it leads
straight off a giant cliff into the abyss. It gives people a
smooth, enjoyable ride….but the ride always ends in a
tragic meaningless death.”

This was hard to believe. I was trying to imagine droves of
cars full of reasonable, educated people all headed in the
same direction and ultimately driving themselves to selfdestruction.
“Jesus, certainly there must be some people smart enough
to avoid this trap, right?” I asked.
Jesus’ tone shifted again, now with an air of hope, glad to
hear me ask that question. “Yes, there is another way to
my Father’s cabin. But it leads through a narrow gate and
the road is often bumpy, and so there are sadly very few
who find it.”

Now a familiar Scripture popped into my head, and I
mumbled it quietly under my breath, “There is a way that
seems right to a person, but in the end it leads to
death” (Proverbs 14:12).
An uneasy silence lingered across the phone line for an
uncomfortably long time. I was slow to speak. What an
awful thing to contemplate. I finally broke the silence.

I was all ears now. My hands sweating as I gripped my
phone tighter.

“Why doesn’t someone do something about the road? Put
up barriers? Post warning signs? Send people in another
direction?”

Growing excited now, Jesus continued. “No one rude or
rebellious is permitted on this road. It’s for God’s people
exclusively—impossible to get lost on this road. Not even
fools can get lost on it” (Isa 35:8). This road is like the
sunrise, getting brighter and brighter until the daylight has
fully come” (Prov 4:10). It leads right to the driveway of
my Father’s cabin!”

“That’s the hardest part,” Jesus lamented. “My Father
himself has posted countless signs and warnings along the
way. Barriers and billboards both abound, trying to turn
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“Well,” I couldn’t help interrupting. “Tell me how to get
there! I want to know the way!”

“Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and
broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter
through it. But small is the gate and narrow the road that
leads to life, and only a few find it” (Matt 7:13-14).

“Jeremy, I think you already know the way.”
Again, Jesus was throwing me a curveball and keeping me
perplexed. I interjected, “Lord, I have no idea where we
are going. How do you expect me to know the road?”

“Don’t look for shortcuts to God….Don’t fall for that
stuff, even though crowds of people do. The way to life—to
God!—is vigorous and requires total attention” (Matt
7:13-14 MSG).

Sounding a bit disappointed, Jesus responded. “I am the
way. No one comes to the Father’s cabin without
following me. You see, you can’t drive yourself. You can’t
just plug an address into your GPS. You need to let me
drive — its the only way to get there.”

“You already know the road I’m taking.” Thomas said,
“Master, we have no idea where you’re going. How do you
expect us to know the road?”Jesus said, “I am the Road,
also the Truth, also the Life. No one gets to the Father
apart from me” (John 14:4-6).

Again, I was realizing just how hard it is for me to just
take Jesus at his word and trust him. So, I humbled myself
and gave in. “Alright Jesus, I guess you’re driving.”

PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. How often or in what ways do you tend to say to Jesus,
“I think I’d prefer to drive” rather than giving him
control? What area of your life do you need to let Jesus
have the wheel and lead?

“I’ll pick you up at sunrise. Now get some sleep.”
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“Then Jesus went to work on his disciples. “Anyone who
intends to come with me has to let me lead. You’re not in
the driver’s seat; I am” (Matt 16:24 MSG).

2. Describe in your own words the crowded “wide road”
that is leading people around you to destruction?
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3. What bumps and curves have you needed to face in
order to stay on the narrow road that leads to life?
PRAYER
Dear Jesus, I have a tendency to try to put you in the
passenger seat and maintain control of the wheel of my
life. Help me to pull over and to let you drive. Today I give
you permission to drive me through this current situation
in my life [insert critical event or circumstances] and to
lead me into the bright morning of a new day. Amen.

5
Jesus Drives a Corolla
I was awake well before the sunrise. I paced the house,
deep in thought.
What will it be like to meet Jesus face to face? How
should I address him? A handshake? A hug? Should I fall
down prostrate in worship? Should I offer him some toast
and orange juice?
My thoughts were both practical and ridiculous all at the
same time.
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What kind of car will he drive? Will he come like modern
royalty in a limousine with Michael the Archangel as his
chauffeur? Will he come in a more biblical fashion like
Elijah with a whirlwind riding in a chariot of fire pulled by
horses of fire?

brilliance. When I saw him, I fell at his feet as if I were
dead.’
Needless to say, this didn’t do anything to calm my
nerves! My feelings of holy terror jumped up from code
orange to code red. My heart beat even harder in my chest.
But before I could ponder John’s strange imagery I heard a
vehicle approaching. I ran to the window to look, and
again was surprised by what I saw.

My stomach was in knots. I felt ill. I was not afraid in the
usual sense….but absolutely terrified in another sense. I
was weak in the knees.
What will it be like to look the Son of God in the eyes?
What will he look like?

No chariots of fire. No royal procession. No
paparazzi entourage chasing a golden limousine. Not even
close.

I couldn’t help picturing him as Charlton Heston, even
though he played Moses! Then my mind began
recalling the Apostle John’s description of Jesus in the
Book of Revelation. I reached for my Bible and opened to
the first chapter of Revelation and read:

Pulling into my driveway just as the sun began to
peak above the tree line was. . . .a slightly rusted
tan Toyota Corolla.
Seriously? You gotta be kidding me!

“He was wearing a long robe with a gold sash across his
chest. His head and his hair were white like wool, as white
as snow. And his eyes were like flames of fire. His feet were
like polished bronze refined in a furnace, and his voice
thundered like mighty ocean waves. He held seven stars in
his right hand, and a sharp two-edged sword came from
his mouth. And his face was like the sun in all its

The driver’s door opened and out stepped a relatively
short-statured ordinary looking man in khaki shorts and a
white t-shirt. He wore a partial beard, had olive skin and
longer hair held back by sunglasses on his head. Oh, and a
Chicago Cubs baseball cap.

16

His warm smile and easy-going demeanor instantly put me
at ease. I took a deep breath and said, “Is it really you,
Jesus?”

larger than life man glowing and hovering six inches
above the ground.”
Pretty much. I thought.

“Of course, its me. Its sunrise, isn’t it? And I’m always on
time,” Jesus shot back — his voice already familiar from
our phone conversation the night before. “Why do you
look surprised, Jeremy?”

“Whether today or two thousand years ago, people always
struggle to grasp the concept of incarnation. Nobody
envisioned God showing up as a baby in a barn way back
then, and nobody expects Him to show up in a rusty
Toyota and baseball cap today.”

“Well…uh…umm…”
“It’s the car, isn’t it?” Jesus said, reading my thoughts.
“Do you have something against Toyota?” He winked.

“Yeah…exactly,” I admitted.
“Here’s the thing, Jeremy.” He said with those eyes that
pierced deeply. “I haven’t come to strike holy fear into
your heart, to overwhelm you with my Holiness, or drive
you to your knees in worship.”

“No, not at all. My wife drives a Camry.”
“I know,” Jesus said. “That’s why I chose a Toyota.”
Jesus saw the puzzled look on my face and explained
further.

He paused, letting me ponder.
“I have come to show you more of who I am, and more of
who my Father is. I came in a Toyota because you drive a
Toyota. I came in khaki shorts and a t-shirt because that’s
what you wear. I am outside of time and have no fashion
preferences or a favorite automobile company. I come to
people in the way that will be most helpful for them to

“Jeremy, you’re just like everyone else. You imagined me
coming down out of the clouds with lightning bolts and
thunderclaps, with fireworks and angelic procession. You
probably pictured a red carpet, a royal procession, and a
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relate to me. That’s what incarnation is all about. Make
sense?”

“I have voluntarily become a servant to any and all in
order to reach a wide range of people: religious,
nonreligious, meticulous moralists, loose-living
immoralists, the defeated, the demoralized—whoever. I
didn’t take on their way of life. I kept my bearings in
Christ—but I entered their world and tried to experience
things from their point of view. I’ve become just about
every sort of servant there is in my attempts to lead those I
meet into a God-saved life. I did all this because of the
Message. I didn’t just want to talk about it; I wanted to be
in on it!” (1 Corinthians 9:19-23 Message)

I stood, nodding with understanding. He grabbed my
shoulder and squeezed, and then put on his sunglasses and
said with that playful wink, “Alright, let’s go! Let’s beat
the traffic!”
I jumped into the car, adjusted the seat, and rolled down
the window. As we pulled away he popped in a CD and
said, “Have you heard U2‘s latest album?” He smiled.
“Incarnational, remember?”

“The Word became flesh and blood, and moved into the
neighborhood. We saw the glory with our own eyes, the
one-of-a-kind glory, like Father, like Son, Generous inside
and out, true from start to finish” (John 1:14 Message).

I smiled, understanding. But couldn’t help making one jab
at the Toyota-driving, sunglass-wearing Son of God.
“But why the Chicago Cubs?”

“In your relationships with one another, have the same
mindset as Christ Jesus: Who, being in very nature
God, did not consider equality with God something to be
used to his own advantage rather, he made himself
nothing by taking the very nature of a servant, being made
in human likeness. And being found in appearance as a
man, he humbled himself by becoming obedient to death—
even death on a cross! Therefore God exalted him to the
highest place and gave him the name that is above every

He looked over and with a twinkle in his eye said, “My
Father and I are always pulling for the underdogs.”
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“Jesus said, ‘If you have seen me you have seen the
Father'” (John 14:9).
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name, that at the name of Jesus every knee should bow, in
heaven and on earth and under the earth, and every
tongue acknowledge that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory
of God the Father” (Philippians 2:5-11).
PERSONAL REFLECTION

6
Scenic Overlooks &
Antique Shops

1. How do you picture God the Father in your
imagination? His he stern? Angry? Playful?
2. Does your image of God change when you think of
Jesus? What does the incarnation reveal about God’s
heart?

I’m sure you’re wondering what its like to go on a road
trip and ride shot gun with Jesus. Several things stand out
from that surreal ride to the Father’s Cabin.

3. What emotions would you experience if you knew you
would meet Jesus face to face?
PRAYER

First, Jesus was in no hurry! We were being passed all the
way there.

Dear God, thank you for coming to earth as a human
being to help us relate better to you and see your heart.
Thank you for taking on human weaknesses and going
through all the stuff of life so we could know you better.
Help me to get rid of false images I have of God and
replacing them with the loving picture you have given us of
God the Father. Amen.

“Why are people in such a hurry?” Jesus commented.
“Even while heading north for a weekend vacation, people
are stressed and in a hurry.”
Jesus was the most relaxed and pleasant person I had ever
encountered.
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“From my eternal perspective, its both tragic and comedic
at the same time,” Jesus continued. “Life on earth is just a
short blink of an eye, a temporary warm up act for the
eternal life to come. Why is everyone so intent on rushing
through it? Relax and enjoy the ride a bit.”

marker, every wayside rest, several ma and pa diners for a
snack, and a few antique stores.

I pondered his words and remembered the Bible’s similar
words: “Your life is like the morning fog—it’s here a little
while, then it’s gone” (James 4:14).

I wasn’t that impressed, honestly. It was just a small river
valley with some ordinary wildflowers on a grassy hill. It
wasn’t the Grand Canyon or anything. But Jesus saw
beauty in the small things we take for granted. Every blade
of grass, every butterfly, an oak leaf floating on the wind
— he noticed and celebrated these things in much the
same way as a mother celebrates her toddler’s crayon
scribbles and finger paintings.

“Check out that view, Jeremy!” he exclaimed. “Isn’t it
breathtaking?!”

Jesus’ regular conversation was saturated with quotes from
Scripture — so natural that you couldn’t tell when his
words ended and the Bible quotes began…but I guess they
are all the same for him. At one point I heard him
paraphrasing Psalm 39:5-6:

We stopped at an historical marker for a huge 300 year old
white pine and he said, “Jeremy, look at this tree! Isn’t it
majestic? Do you know how many storms this tree has
endured? Amazing!”

“You have made my life no longer than the width of my
hand. My entire lifetime is just a moment to you; at best,
each of us is but a breath. We are merely moving
shadows, and all our busy rushing ends in nothing. We
heap up wealth, not knowing who will spend it.”

Or, the site where one of the earliest mining towns once
stood in the late 1800s. “Those were the days, weren’t
they, Jeremy?” he said as if I were around back then to
remember. Hmmm….I guess Jesus was around then…and
did remember those days.

The second thing I remember from that drive was all the
stops we made! I thought we would never arrive. Jesus
pulled over at every scenic overlook, each historical
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My favorite memory was Jesus’ sense of humor. We
stopped at several antique stores along the way, and Jesus
would always go straight to the framed art section and find
all the artistic renderings of himself.

I felt at home. I felt secure and loved. I felt the layers of
anxiety, insecurity, expectations and fear all falling away.
In that passenger seat I could just be me. Just be alive,
more alive than I had been for quite some time.

He would hold one up, stare at it for a moment and say,
“Nope! Nice try.” Or, “Jeremy, check this one out! Are my
eyes really this blue?” Or, “Blonde hair, really? What were
you thinking?” he muttered to the artist under his breath. I
laughed pretty hard.

And we were only just arriving at the Father’s Cabin. The
real adventure was about to begin.
PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. Do you need to slow the pace of life down? Are you
rushing through life so fast and so busy that you are
missing out on the everyday miracles all around you?
2. Do you need to pull over to rest more?
3. Do you need to enjoy the view a bit more?
4. What are some ways you tend to “pull over” and enjoy a
rest (reading, walks, hobby)?

Mostly, what stands out from the drive was his calming,
piercing presence — his ever present attention to what was
all around him. He seemed fully alive to all that life had to
offer.
The breeze.
The warmth of the sun.
The cricket in the ditch.
The person in the car ahead of us.
The birds on the power lines.
The song on the radio.
The oxygen being inhaled.

PRAYER
Dear Jesus, help me to slow down and enjoy life more.
Help me to stop and marvel at your beautiful creation all
around me. I worship you today for all that you have made
— every bird, flower, breeze and thunderstorm. You are an
awesome God! Thank you for my life and help me to take
time to enjoy it. Amen.

And me. He was fully attentive to me.
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Jesus looked over and said, “Almost there! Are you
ready?”
I nodded, with a thousand unasked questions percolating
in my mind. “Ready for what?” I thought.
Where will I sleep?
What will we do?
Will others be staying with us?
What will we eat? (Does Jesus even eat?)

7
Come, See & Abide!

Most of all I wondered what the purpose of this weekend
with Jesus really was.

As we neared the Father’s Cabin, I began to imagine what
it would look like. Would it be a magnificent mansion on
an imposing hill? Would it have all the modern
conveniences of a royal summer resort? So far all my
expectations had been turned upside down, so I tried not to
even bother guessing. Jesus, I am finding, is full of
surprises!

“Jeremy, just come and see,” Jesus said.
But I hadn’t even voiced my questions. Being in the
presence of someone who can read your thoughts is very
strange and disarming!
He repeated, “Just come and see. The things I’m going to
show you can’t be explained. They can’t be learned in a
book or passed on secondhand. They must be experienced
firsthand. You must come and see for yourself.”

We drove up and down and around on a narrow curvy
driveway lined by thick forest and breathtaking views of a
lake.
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As he spoke I remembered the stories of Jesus and his first
disciples recorded in the first chapter of John’s Gospel.

So, with Jesus himself next to me in the car and this
episode on my mind, I decided I’d ask him about this
frustrating tendency.

When those poor fisherman first met Jesus 2,000 years ago
he was equally as vague and playful. They were equally as
puzzled. As the story goes, two guys were intrigued by
Jesus and so they decided to tag along with him on his
road trip.

“Jesus, why were you so cryptic with those two guys. Why
just ‘come and see’? They merely wanted to know where
you were staying?”
Jesus smiled and said, “Ah, yes. They merely wanted to
know where I was staying that night — the physical
location I would be laying my head. But I wanted to show
them a much more significant kind of lodging place, a
deeper kind of dwelling place, a much more profound
manner of staying.”

Along the way Jesus turned to them and asked, “What do
you seek?”
They replied, “We want to know where you are staying?”
In other words, they want to know where they will also be
staying if they join him for the journey! How far are they
traveling? What kind of accommodations will they have?

“What do you mean?” I asked.
“You have always read that episode in the English
translation,” Jesus continued, “And so you miss the deeper
significance of what I was trying to do in that moment
with those two men.

Jesus said with a twinkle in his eye, “Come and see.”
No further explanation. No itinerary. These guys were
skipping out on work, risking their jobs, leaving their
families behind for the weekend, and Jesus doesn’t give
them any details on where they are going and what they
will be doing. Just “Come and see.”

John captured it in the original Greek language where the
word for stay is meno which points to the deeper reality
than merely a physical, temporary staying. The word
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means to remain, abide; to live, dwell; to last, endure, or
continue.”

My heart was thumping in my chest, and the hair stood up
on the back of my neck as Jesus opened the Scriptures to
me. I had read that story dozens of times and even
preached on it before. I had never seen this deeper
significance of that exchange between Jesus and those
puzzled disciples. They were clearly not aware of that
depth of Jesus’ invitation that weekend.

I suddenly felt like I was back in my seminary Greek class
— except now it was Jesus himself helping me translate!
Jesus continued the lesson, “People, both then and now,
get too caught up in material realities — the clothes we
wear, the car we drive, the home we live in. But there is an
eternal state of being where our hearts can find rest, be
truly at home, nestled securely in the embrace of a
moment-to-moment awareness of God-reality. Throughout
my teaching ministry I called it the ‘life of the Kingdom.'”

“So, Jeremy, the invitation to you this weekend is much
the same,” Jesus said. “Don’t get caught up on the physical
lodgings at my Father’s Cabin. Don’t focus on the size of
the room, the style of architecture, the physical
surroundings, landscaping and such.

I was hanging on his every word as he continued.

I’m inviting you to “come and see” not where I’m laying
my head tonight, but where and how I abide — live,
breathe, move — in the ever present power and embrace
of the Kingdom of God available to you. ”

“I didn’t come to earth to invite those disciples to a Super
8 experience. I asked them, “What do you seek?” They
responded with, “Where are you staying?”

As he finished this sentence we pulled up to a clearing on a
hill and before me stood a beautiful yet modestly rustic
cabin with sloping lawn overlooking a glimmering lake.
The cabin had cedar shake siding, a lakeside deck
overlooking the dock and swim raft below.

They wanted a weekend sleepover at Zechariah’s motel on
the hill. I was inviting them to “Come and see” — that is,
come and learn how to experience a new kind of life
characterized by a deep, moment to moment abiding in the
life-giving power of the Kingdom of God.”
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Opening his car door with excitement he turned and said,
“Come and see!”

he’s leading you without giving you all the details
(“come and see”)?

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION

2. What might it mean for you personally to abide (Gk.
meno) in Christ and the reality of the God’s Kingdom?

“Abide (meno) in Me, and I in you. As the branch cannot
bear fruit of itself unless it abides (meno) in the vine, so
neither can you unless you abide (meno) in Me. I am the
vine, you are the branches; he who abides (meno) in Me
and I in him, he bears much fruit, for apart from Me you
can do nothing” (John 15:4-5).

PRAYER
Dear Jesus, St. Augustine said, “Our hearts are restless
until they find rest in you.” I confess that I am often
restless, moving from place to place, person to person,
activity to activity, like a desperate beggar trying to find a
place to rest for awhile. I want to “come and see” what it
means to dwell, to abide, in the security of a moment to
moment relationship with You. Show me how to abide in
you. Amen.

“When the two disciples heard him say this, they followed
Jesus. Turning around, Jesus saw them following and
asked, “What do you seek?” They said, “Rabbi” (which
means “Teacher”), “where are you staying?” “Come,” he
replied, “and you will see.” So they went and saw where
he was staying, and they spent that day with him. It was
about four in the afternoon” (John 1:35-39).
PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. Do you struggle with needing to know every detail
before you commit to something? How would / do you
handle Jesus’ tendency to keep you guessing at where
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“We’re just in time for the Father’s weekly bash,” Jesus
informed me with a wink.
I was completely caught off guard and unprepared. It was
by no means a small gathering of friends playing a quiet
board game over drinks. It was an all out bash!
“You’ll have to excuse the raucous,” Jesus warned, “the
Father invites EVERYBODY to the party — and keeps
company with some…well…let’s just say questionable
characters.”

8
Cabin Bash

Jesus was not exaggerating. As I scanned the room I saw a
toothless homeless-looking guy with unkempt hair joking
around with a clearly intoxicated man in a military
uniform. In the far corner some mob-looking guys in suits
played cards behind a cloud of cigar smoke. Women of the
street stood by in high cut dresses sipping wine and casting
curious glances. A front porch jug band filled the room
with a catchy downbeat as people shuffled about the room
with contagious smiles.

I took in the beautiful landscape as we approached the
cabin door.
“Everybody’s waiting to meet you,” Jesus said.
Gulp. Now what? I was anticipating a private weekend
alone with Jesus. I was hardly in the mood for a party. As
the door opened on the small cabin a rush of joyous noise
greeted me. Laughter. Hilarity. Music and dancing.
Conversations in multiple languages.

“Can I get you a drink, Jeremy?” Jesus asked. I didn’t even
hear him the first time — my mind was too consumed with
shock and disbelief at what I was observing.
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When Jesus invited me to get away to his cabin for the
weekend, I was envisioning something like a quiet
monastic experience. A silent retreat filled with incense,
candles, guided meditation, prayer walks. If there were
other people involved, it would be chanting monks in the
background or other retreaters keeping to themselves
during meal times in a camp dining room.

I’d even preached on it. But now actually being thrown
into the situation it all seemed more scandalous in person.
And my initial reaction was disturbingly similar to the
Pharisees.
“Jeremy, the Kingdom of God belongs to such as these,”
he said looking out across the room full of misfits and
outcasts, offenders and sinners. “It’s not the healthy who
need a doctor but the sick — I have not come to call the
righteous but the sinners” (Mark 2:17).

But this? This felt more like a rowdy frat house kegger!
I was not in the mood.
I felt out of place.
I was disturbed — even offended — by the company.
I was speechless.
I wanted to get out of there as fast as possible.

Just then a bulky bearded man behind the bar — the man
everyone called “Big Si” — yelled out, “Jesus, we’re out
again!”
“Excuse me for a moment,” he told me as he walked over
to the bar. The crowded room parted like the Red Sea and
a suspenseful hush replaced the commotion. All eyes were
on Jesus as he went to the sink behind the bar.

Reading my thoughts again, Jesus asked, “What’s the
matter? Who did you expect to find at the Father’s party?
A room full of religious people?”
Of course, I should have known. I’d read the Gospel
accounts of Jesus’ questionable company many times.
During his ministry people said, “Here is a glutton and a
drunkard, a friend of tax collectors and sinners” (Matt
11:19).

He turned the faucet on as if to wash his hands, but then
the room erupted with cheers, hugs and high fives. Big Si
filled a glass full of the golden brew pouring from the
water faucet and raised it high for a toast:
MAY OUR VATS ALWAYS OVERFLOW WITH NEW
WINE (Prov. 3:10)!
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As Jesus returned, he concluded his lesson for me.
“Remember Jeremy, I have brought you here this weekend
to show you how I do life and teach you the unforced
rhythms of grace. If you want to dance the Kingdom
Dance, you need to learn to love and embrace broken,
messy people — people whom God is just beginning to
work on.
Oh, we’ll have plenty of quiet time to ourselves this
weekend, but you cannot be my follower without also
welcoming the new, dysfunctional family that comes with
it.”

9
It Just Keeps Going

I looked around the room at my strange brothers and
sisters and nodded.

As the party died down and people began to disperse,
Jesus offered me a tour of the Father’s cabin.

I understood.

“Now, as you probably already know in my Father’s house
there are many rooms,” he said tongue-in-cheek.

As the music and dancing resumed and laughter again
filled the room, Jesus asked me again, “So, what will you
have to drink?”

I chuckled as he quoted himself again. “Yes, I’ve heard.”
As I mentioned earlier, the cabin was by no means large at
all. On the outside it appeared to be a one and a half story
with a footprint not more than 40 ft x 30 ft. I would guess

With a smile I asked, “Any chance you can
make Mountain Dew flow from that thing?”

28

it was maybe about 1,800 square feet inside at most. But I
was in for another surprise.

other wings of the cabin — each wing marked by its own
wooden plaque over the entrance.

Like a guide at the Vatican, Jesus began the tour: “The
Father’s cabin is meant to demonstrate the Mustard Seed
Principle at the heart of the Kingdom of God.

One wing was called Discovery.
Next to that was the Healing wing.
I heard sounds of kids laughing coming from the
Recreation wing.
Next to that were two french doors doing a poor job of
containing the sweet aromas and the sound of clanging
forks on loaded plates in the Dining wing.

At first glance it looks small and ordinary from the outside
— like a mustard seed. But when you enter in you will
begin to discover an ever expanding reality with an
unlimited number of corridors to walk and fascinating
places to explore. Come and see!”

I think I heard seagulls and the rushing waters of waterfall
coming from the Nature wing.

We walked down a long hallway with nine 6-panel doors
— five rooms on the right and four on the left. Each door
had a wood plaque naming the room.

The wing we had just left was called Kingdom Character.
I was amazed. This cabin just keeps going! It keeps
getting bigger! It never stops! Just when you think you’ve
reached the end of it, there’s even more more!

The first plaque was inscribed with the word Love.
The next room was called Joy.
Then Peace, Patience and Kindness.
On the other side of the hall were the rest of the 9
character traits of the so-called fruit of the Spirit.

“Just like the Father’s love,” Jesus answered my thoughts.
“Our beloved Apostle Paul had just had this same tour
before he wrote that beautiful prayer to the Ephesian
church:”

We reached the end of the hall, and where I expected the
house to end there was a large windowed atrium leading to
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I pray that you, being rooted and established in love, may
have power, together with all the Lord’s people, to grasp
how wide and long and high and deep is the love of Christ,
and to know this love that surpasses knowledge–that you
may be filled to the measure of all the fullness of God
(Eph. 3:17-19).

yet I felt as though I knew them (and they knew me) better
than my own family.
“Ministering Spirits,” Jesus said. “You know, angels.”

“Are there more rooms in each wing?” I asked.

I saw rooms named Reconciliation, Physical Healing,
Emotional Wholeness, True Identity, Sexual Wholeness,
Renewed Minds and more.

“Come and see.”

Jesus continued the tour as I tried to catch my breath.

We entered the Discovery wing and there was a hall that
went on forever. Room after room each labelled with the
marvels that awaited behind each door. Literature. Space
travel. Sciences. History. Mysteries revealed.

“All these rooms are gifts from the Father above. No
rooms are off limits. The Father created everything to be
enjoyed and shared. You will never exhaust the riches he
has lavished upon his children.”

Then we entered the Recreation wing to find doorways
to Field Sports, Outdoor Life, Gardening, Mountain
Climbing, Hiking, Camping, Beach Destinations,
Entertainment, and my favorite door — Exotic Golf
Destinations!

I don’t have time to name all the wings and rooms I passed
by. But I noticed one room missing and so I asked, “Jesus,
where is the place Worship? The Sanctuary? I’m assuming
that there’s special rooms for prayer, singing, reading
scripture and worshiping together?”

Jesus briefly showed me the Healing wing as well where I
was met by the most beautiful creatures I had ever seen
coming in and out of the rooms. I had never met them and

“Ah, yes, a common misunderstanding. The separating of
the sacred from the secular, the religious from the ordinary
was a tragic human folly and far from the Father’s mind.”
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“What do you mean?” I asked.

Jesus continued, “So, you see that fishing can be worship.
Eating can be done for the glory of God.
Caring for the Earth.
Expanding your mind through education.
Writing books.
Designing and building things.
Teaching.
Washing dishes.
Making music or mud pies.
It can all be done for the glory of God and for his
redemptive purposes.”

“All aspects of life are meant to be acts of worship.
Worship is not doing so-called religious things in a
religious building at a special set-apart time each week.
The purest form of worship is to live every moment and do
every activity under the sun with gratitude to God and in a
way that honors Him.”
“Didn’t Paul say something similar?” I asked.
“Yep, he nailed it in Colossians 3:17:

Even sex? I wondered, forgetting about the mind-reader
for a moment.

And whatever you do, in word or in deed, do everything in
the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks to God the
Father through him (Col. 3:17).”

“Sex! Yes, sex is one of the greatest activities to be offered
with reverence and care for the glory of God. A husband
and wife offering themselves wholly to the other and
becoming one in mind, body and soul, is a sacred picture
of the deep intimacy and oneness shared among the
Trinity, and the intimate oneness God longs to share with
all people.”

“Or, one of your contemporaries has paraphrased Romans
12:1 well:
Take your everyday, ordinary life — your sleeping, eating,
going-to-work, and walking-around life — and place it
before God as an offering (The Message).

“Point taken,” I said as I made another mental note to
guard my thoughts in the presence of Jesus. But Jesus
laughed at this thought, too.
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I was giddy with excitement and overwhelmed at the
infinite number of opportunities awaiting me. Where to
even begin? Which room did I need to explore this
weekend? How exciting Heaven is going to be!

promised, I have gone ahead and prepared a place for
you.”

“Heaven?” Jesus said. “Oh, you don’t need to wait until
Heaven to begin to explore the treasures of the Kingdom!
It’s already available to you everyday — well, space travel
has a way to go I suppose.”

“So, come and see.”

I sighed with relief.

“So, I can access these rooms back home even now?” I
asked.
“Well, yes, we’ve just made them a bit easier to access
here at the Father’s cabin. But the entire earth is the
Father’s home, a spectacular atrium to the sky full of
exciting doorways into a deeper experience of Kingdom
Life in all its variety.”
I pondered his words. My mind was overstimulated and
Jesus knew I had enough for one day.
“Don’t worry, Jeremy. As you have now seen for yourself,
my Father’s house has many rooms. But rest assured, its
not your job to find the right one for this weekend. As
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I chuckled and smiled. He knew full well how much of a
kick I got out of him quoting scripture. He closed the door
and I was alone.
I turned to see the room Jesus had prepared for me and
what I saw took my breath away. The room itself was
nothing too spectacular — just think of a typical mid-sized
bedroom at a north country lodge by Lake Superior.

10
Quaint Lodgings

What took my breath away was what adorned the room.
The walls were covered with beautifully framed paintings.
Yet, these were not merely prints of well known classics
by Van Gogh, Davinci or Michelangelo. Nor were they the
beloved outdoor prints by Terry Redlin that
are often found in lodge resorts in northern Minnesota.

Jesus led me down a series of hallways, making small talk
along the way, until we finally reach the room that Jesus
had prepared specially for me. He opened the door, led me
in and then bid me good night.

I was gazing at original works painted by the Holy Spirit
himself — clearly marked by his seal pressed firmly upon
the bottom right corner of each. Each masterpiece was a
scene from my life, a significant moment in my spiritual
journey!

The door was closed for less than a second before
it swung open again.
Jesus peaked in and said with a smile and that wink, “If
you need anything, just ask and it will be given to you;
seek and you will find it. My servants are always available
just down the hall. Just knock and the door will be
opened.”

The first scene was inside of St. John’s Lutheran Church.
My young parents and godparents are standing around the
baptistry in those hideous late 1970s clothes — my dad’s
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yellow leisure suit the worst. The scene is looking down
from above with the pastor pouring water over my infant
head and eyes gazing up toward a soft glow hovering
above.

Instead, this painting’s focal point was a preacher in his
mid 40s sporting a strange curly mullet hairdo clinging to
a piece of the 1980s standing behind a clear glass podium.
That was the place where the Word of God began to come
alive in my soul through the preaching of David Johnson
at Church of the Open Door in the late 1990s.

The next scene resembled Van Gogh’s Starry Night a bit. It
was a bird’s eye view of my junior high self perched on
the garage roof alone, staring up into the starry heavens in
awesome wonder. That was one of my first memorable
moments where I really felt the presence of God in a
profound way.

Seeds of faith were planted in that gym, in those sermons,
that came to full flower in college and seminary, and are
still blooming today.
I continued to take in my surroundings. Walking around
the room, I saw a painting of a scene from a mission trip, a
Bible study some of us friends organized in high school,
and a picturesque view of my special prayer spot under the
big oak tree by Lake Valentine on Bethel’s campus.

It was a “Jacob’s Ladder” moment (cf. Genesis 28) where
Heaven kissed Earth, and I beheld the truth of the
Psalmist:
“The heavens declare the glory of God; the skies proclaim
the work of his hands. Day after day they pour forth
speech; night after night they reveal knowledge” (Ps 19).

My favorite painting was a simple yet profound scene in
the old Bethel College Dining Center. The typical laughter
and noise from chatty college kids has all died away and
the room is now abandoned. In the middle of the room sits
a sophomore version of myself, all alone with my dinner
tray pushed aside, and the new Bible my friends Peter and
Joe gave me opened up on the table before me.

The next painting featured a transfixed crowd of people
sitting in the bleachers of a packed gymnasium all focused
on one thing. No, it wasn’t a basketball game — though,
ironically, at that time in my life I would have loved
nothing more than to have a crowded gym watching me
shoot the lights out.
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The dining room is dark now except for a light shining
down over my table. The focus of the painting is clearly on
the spiritual illumination that is taking place as I read the
Book of Acts for the first time. My entire life’s direction is
about to be changed by this solitary moment in God’s
Word.

“You are God’s masterpiece. He has created you anew in
Christ Jesus, so you can do the good things he planned for
you long ago” (Ephesians 2:10).
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“Don’t let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God, and trust
also in me. There is more than enough room in my
Father’s home. If this were not so, would I have told you
that I am going to prepare a place for you? When
everything is ready, I will come and get you…” (John 14)

Yet, in the shadows toward the outside of the painting
stands another figure that is easy to miss but certainly
there. It’s hard to make out his appearance: Is it the last
dining center employee scrubbing down the tables? Or is it
my Savior Jesus waiting around to usher me out into the
night and into a new life set aflame by my encounter with
God’s Word?

REFLECTION QUESTIONS
1. When was the last time you stopped and looked back on
the key moments in your life? Are you overdue for a
weekend retreat to take inventory of your spiritual
mountain peaks?

The final painting was a disarmingly up close portrait of
me. Nobody enjoys a close up shot of themselves — even
if it is by the hand of God himself! As my insecurities
began to rise up and I was tempted to critique the mole on
my temple or roll my eyes at my receding hairline, I
noticed an equally prominent golden plaque on the bottom
of the frame with an engraved description that said:

2. If this was your specially prepared room, what scenes
would be displayed on the wall? Try to name 3-5.
Whether these are painful or joyful experiences, give
God thanks for the ways they have shaped you.

JEREMY BERG, GOD’S MASTERPIECE
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3. What do you think about the idea that you — yes YOU!
— are God’s masterpiece handcrafted by Creator
Himself? Does that help abate your insecurities? :)
PRAYER
God, as I reflect on the scenes of my past life — both the
good and the bad — I thank you for all the known and
unknown ways you have been standing by with brush in
hand to capture, redeem and beautify the moments. The
fact that I am the object of your affection and the
masterpiece you are working on blows my mind and stirs
me to worship! Amen.

11
Flipping Channels
After marveling at the framed masterpieces of key
moments in my life decorating the walls, I realized this
was only the beginning. The rest of the room Jesus’
prepared for me was filled with other personal touches.
Photo collages decorated the dresser and night stands with
candid shots of Keri and my wedding day, my graduation
from Seminary.
Personal moments captured by the Holy Spirit’s camera at
the birth of our children, key spiritual conversations,
moments of surrender, and laughing after a silly fight.
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Striking black and white shots of key people who have
influenced me — professors, pastors, authors, friends and
family.

We have compiled footage from your life and organized it
into channels. Turn on the television and enjoy a trip down
memory lane as you fall asleep tonight.

A television? Yes, like any Motel 6 I was shocked to find a
standard looking television in my room at the Father’s
Cabin. I could not fathom Jesus wanting me to spend my
time here watching Pawn Stars or Late Night starring
Jimmy Fallon.

I’ll see you at sunrise for an early morning walk together.

Very curious, I walked over to the television and picked up
the channel guide and remote. A personal note from Jesus
read:

2 – Early Childhood Days
3 – Primary School Days
4 – Adolescent Days
5 – High School Days
6 – College Days
7 – Milestone Moments
8 – Spiritual Breakthroughs
9 – Jeremy’s Travel Channel
10 – Insightful Conversations
11 – Words of Affirmation
12 – Funniest Home Videos
13 – Biography Channel

-JESUS
JEREMY’S LIFETIME CHANNEL GUIDE

Dear Jeremy –
Your life is like a movie in the making. The plot is always
changing and you have great freedom to influence the
ending. But the man you have already become and are still
becoming is largely shaped by all the significant and
insignificant scenes from your past. Our future is largely
shaped by all our past experiences, encounters,
conversations, influences and memories.

I began to flip through the channels. Each channel was real
footage of the moments, people and places of my life in
full color and sound.
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Time stood still for the next 3 hours as I watched myself
take my first steps, roll on the floor with my dad and cling
to my mom in terror at my first day of swimming lessons. I
laughed at my gangly insecure middle school self
and relived many high school and college moments I wish
I could forget.

I was perhaps most moved by Channel 13. My own
Biography channel featured professionally produced full
length documentary biopics of my ancestors and key
influences. I got a full education on my great-great
grandparents who came over as immigrant farmers to
America, and did their best to raise their families in very
hard times.

Channel 7 let me observe and relive my baptism, first
communion, confirmation, graduations, my 1,000 point
basketball game, wedding day, opening Sunday at our new
church, buying our first house, the birth of our children,
and more.

I was fascinated by the variety of other completely
unknown distant relatives going way back in my family
tree. I discovered good and bad characters alike, mostly
hardworking farmers but a few characters that I saw a little
more of myself in.

Channel 9 was my own travel channel featuring footage
from all the places I have visited over the years.
I lingered for a long time on Channel 11 and went through
an entire box of tissue as I heard key people — parents,
coaches, professors, pastors, bosses, etc. — affirm me as a
person. My insecurities were driven back for a brief
moment by the flood of warm thoughts and affirming
people.

The most fascinating biopics were of my closest relatives
— even my mom and dad were featured! Seeing their lives
as a whole with the insightful and grace-filled narration of
God Himself gave me a greater appreciation for the lives
they have lived: the family upbringing they had, struggles
they have faced and overcame, the values they inherited
and the values they have passed on to me, and the
sacrifices they made for me. Watching it gave me a great
more deal of….gratitude.

Channel 12 lightened the mood as I watched my very own
version of America’s Funniest Home Videos with footage
of embarrassing moments and silly boyhood humor.
Laughter is good for the soul.
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We’re all in the process of becoming. None of us have
arrived yet. We are all imperfect people, trying our best to
make our way through this life.

Eaves dropping on myself by way of the Holy Spirit’s
camera, I looked down at what I was writing in the space.
After proudly listing my record breaking 1,000 point
basketball achievement, I had just a few characters left to
say something definitive about my identity and the legacy
I want to be know for when classmates or my children
look at my photo 30 years from now.

However, what was plain as I flipped through the seasons
and moments of my life, and learned more about my
ancestors was this: Jesus was always there.
Always.

A tear fell from my eye as I watched my pencil write in the
last spaces the following:

Sometimes he was in the background trying to get our
attention, and sometimes he was right in the middle of the
action. Some of my ancestors walked with Jesus on a daily
basis and others kept him at a safe distance, preferring to
tip their hat at him on Sundays and do the rest of our their
life on their own terms.

PHIL 3:13-14
I looked over to the night stand and sure enough the
Gideons had even found a way to get Bibles to the Father’s
cabin! Opening to Philippians 3 I read the words that were
prophetically setting the stage for the next season of my
life:

Before dozing off I was flipping through my channels once
more and came across an obscure moment in my senior
year of high school. I was in the library during study hall
filling out a form for my senior year book. Each graduate
is given space to write a short description of themselves
under their senior photo — typically highlighting sports
accomplishments and extra curricular involvements.

“But everything that was a gain to me, I have considered
to be a loss because of Christ….Forgetting what is
behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press
on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has
called me heavenward in Christ Jesus” (Phil. 3:13-14).
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I sobbed on my pillow as I reflected back on this
transitional moment in my life when a 18 year old
basketball fanatic had begun to realize that all my human
accomplishments on the basketball court were nothing —
empty, rubbish, garbage — compared to the prize of
knowing Jesus and living for Him.

count myself an expert in all of this, but I’ve got my eye on
the goal, where God is beckoning us onward—to Jesus.
I’m off and running, and I’m not turning back” (Phil
3:7-14)
“O LORD, you have searched me and you know me. You
know when I sit and when I rise; you perceive my
thoughts from afar. You discern my going out and my lying
down; you are familiar with all my ways. . . .All the days
ordained for me were written in your book before one of
them came to be” (Psalm 139:1-3, 16).

I needed to get some sleep, because daybreak was coming
soon. I had a morning walk scheduled with the Son of
God!
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
The very credentials these people are waving around as
something special, I’m tearing up and throwing out with
the trash—along with everything else I used to take credit
for. And why? Because of Christ. Yes, all the things I once
thought were so important are gone from my life.
Compared to the high privilege of knowing Christ Jesus as
my Master, firsthand, everything I once thought I had
going for me is insignificant—dog dung. I’ve dumped it all
in the trash so that I could embrace Christ and be
embraced by him….I’m not saying that I have this all
together, that I have it made. But I am well on my way,
reaching out for Christ, who has so wondrously reached
out for me. Friends, don’t get me wrong: By no means do I
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With a wink he shot back with a playful echo from a scene
from the Gospel of John, “Oh, I have a kind of coffee you
know nothing about. My coffee,” said Jesus, “is to do the
will of him who sent me and to finish his work” (cf. John
4:32-34).
Chuckles all around. Frankly, it was a bit early for jokes in
my opinion. As someone who is not a “morning person”,
cheery morning folks get on my nerves….but this was
Jesus so I wasn’t going to complain.

12
A Morning Walk

And what would you expect? A grumpy Savior with bed
head tired from staying up too late watching the Sci Fi
channel?

I pulled myself out of bed at sunrise and met Jesus by the
front steps for a morning walk.

“Follow me!” he said.

“Where’s your coffee?” he asked.

“Yes, I think you’re the only pastor on earth who doesn’t
drink coffee,” he jested.

We walked down the front steps of the cabin and toward a
wood trail along the lake front. The weather was perfect
and the morning birds flitted about singing their morning
songs. My cartoon imagination almost expected a bird to
perch on Jesus’ shoulder like Snow White as we ventured
into nature.

Since he didn’t have a drink in his hand either, I thought
I’d ask, “Where’s your coffee, Jesus?”

“How about we begin our day with a time of prayer,” he
said.

I smiled and shrugged. “You know I don’t drink coffee.”
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“Sounds good,” I responded, bowing my head and folding
my hands. I waited a moment for Jesus to begin saying a
prayer but heard nothing. Then his voice came from about
100 yards down the trail.

“Father, Holy Spirit, would you join Jeremy and I for
a morning walk? Let us feel your presence in these
woods.”

“What are you waiting for? Let’s go!” Jesus yelled back to
me.

I was not used to this kind of praying. Jesus knew full well
and so took a moment to teach me about prayer.

I ran to catch up, feeling a bit confused and embarrassed. I
thought we were going to pray… We began a relaxed walk
along the lake side by side.

“Jeremy, people have really done strange things with
prayer over the centuries.
Folded hands.
Eyes closed.
Stiff and somber postures.
Special prayer rooms.
It’s all quite foreign to the Father’s intention for prayer.”

“Good morning!” Jesus said in a happy tone.
“Uh…good morning,” I responded, a little taken aback as I
thought we had already covered that.

I nodded, taking mental notes as he continued.
“Oh, not you,” Jesus told me. “I’m talking to Father. What
a glorious morning! Listen to them sing! Birds! June bugs.
Croaking frogs. Woodpecker in the distance. Glorious!”

“All creation is permeated with the presence of the Triune
God. Father, Son and Holy Spirit are not trapped in an
ornate sanctuary or prayer chapel. We are everywhere
reaching out, watching, wooing, loving, singing, blessing
and waiting for our children to welcome us into their
everyday routines.”

He looked over at me, “What do you think Jeremy? Isn’t it
beautiful?”
“Holy Spirit, dance! Holy Spirit, sing through your
majestic creatures!” he continued.

I shook my head in agreement.
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“Didn’t he write a book?” I asked.
“There’s not formula, special phrases needed, or prayerful
poses necessary to have a conversation with God. Just start
talking! We are listening!”

“Yes, its called Practicing the Presence. You were
supposed to read it in seminary, remember?”

For the next hour or so we walked leisurely around the
lake, just taking in the beauty of the morning. One moment
Jesus was pointing out various creatures like a proud
toddler celebrating their latest finger painting. Then he’d
be addressing the Father or Holy Spirit in a conversation
as normal as the one we were having.

Oops. Busted.
“Jeremy, I hope you have seen how natural prayer can be.
Just get up and say ‘Good morning’ as you brush your
teeth, and invite us into your car for your morning
commute. Acknowledge our loving presence in
your mundane moments and seek our help and
encouragement in those stress-filled moments.”

“Jeremy, have you ever heard of Brother Lawrence?” Jesus
asked. “Father, remember our precious Kitchen Saint?
Jeremy, he understood the nature of prayer better than
anyone else. He simply learned to live with a continual
awareness of Our presence with him.

I nodded again, convicted a bit but not in a shameful way.
“Remember what Saint Paul said,
He is the God who made the world and everything in it.
Since he is Lord of heaven and earth, he doesn’t live in
man-made temples, and human hands can’t serve his
needs—for he has no needs. He himself gives life and
breath to everything, and he satisfies every need....His
purpose was for the nations to seek after God and perhaps
feel their way toward him and find him—though he is not
far from any one of us. For in him we live and move and
exist (Acts 17).

He was a lowly monk who worked in a monastery kitchen
for most of his life — living what would be for most
people the most monotonous and miserable life
conceivable. But he turned that kitchen into a sanctuary
and his daily chores were transformed into a joy-filled
worship service as he invited us into every minute of his
life.”
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As we strolled through the woods along the lake, I felt
closer to God than I have ever felt before — Father, Son
and Holy Spirit.

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“Very early in the morning, while it was still dark, Jesus
got up, left the house and went off to a solitary place,
where he prayed” (Mark 1:35).

The Father’s warmth seemed to shine down through the
rays of the morning sun. The Holy Spirit’s life-giving
breath seemed to be in the morning breeze off the lake.
The Son’s wisdom and guidance poured forth with every
step we took down that dirt path.

“Jesus himself would often slip away into the wilderness
to pray” (Luke 5:16).
“Pray without ceasing” (1 Thes 5:17).

The path was narrow, and at times came uncomfortably
close to the drop off to the lake on one side and deep
ravine on the other. Yet it was the perfect width for
walking single file with one person following after the
other.

PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. When was the last time you took a quiet walk in the
woods — alone? Have you ever prayed out loud in a
normal conversational way? Try it.
2. If Jesus made it a daily habit to go off to quiet places to
pray, how much more so should we make it part of our
daily routine?

Danger awaited the fool discontent to follow the one in
front of them or the one attempting to pass ahead of their
leader on the side. The Scriptures’ warning, “Do not turn
to the right or the left” (Prov. 4:27) never felt more fitting.

PRAYER
In the long silences between conversation, I pondered my
lesson on prayer and my increased awareness of God’s
presence with me. This would be a walk to remember.

Lord, if I’m honest, I do not talk to you as I talk to my best
friend or spouse. Help me to bring you into my daily
routines, and learn to have a continual conversation with
you. Amen.

And the day was only just beginning.
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THE GRASS WITHERS AND THE FLOWERS FALL,
BUT THE WORD OF OUR GOD ENDURES FOREVER.
-Isaiah 40:8
Before I could say anything, Jesus reached back into the
shed and picked up a big bag of grass seed and dropped it
into my arms.
“Are you ready for some mud-busting?” he asked.

13
The Potting Shed

“Mud busting? What’s that?” I asked.
“Come and see.”
We walked down behind the cabin to a shady area where
the grass was spotty with large barren muddy areas. I
noticed most of the spotty black areas were nicely tilled
and ready to receive the seed.

Later that morning Jesus told me to get my work boots on
and meet him at the potting shed. The rustic shed sat
cropped up on a hill with a wood chipped path leading
down to the cabin.

“Who did all the tilling, Jesus?” I asked.

As I approached the shed, I saw Jesus come out the little
red door in his grubs and mud boots. His hands were
soiled and sweat on his brow. Above the door frame was a
sign with the verse

“We were working it over all night while you slept,” Jesus
said. “Haven’t you read in John’s Gospel that ‘My Father
is always at his work…and I, too, am always
working’ (John 5:17)?

45

“You were up all night?” I asked, shocked and yet not
surprised.

From your limited perspective it seems to just grow by
itself, but of course the Father, Spirit and I are always
involved in the tilling process, prepping the soil for
growth. And each soil in its own time.”

“Indeed, he who watches over Israel will neither slumber
nor sleep,” Jesus said, quoting Psalm 121:4. “While the
world sleeps we are tirelessly breaking up hard soil, tilling
rocky ground and trying our best to bring green growth
where there is currently only a muddy mess.”

I looked around at the lawn and began to see the state of
humanity mirrored in the varied state of the lawn. Lush
green patches here, dark muddy patches there. New shoots
sprouting here, and brown withering grass there. On one
side of the path you can run bare feet on nature’s soft
green carpet, and on the other side one hurts their feet
running over embedded rocks.

I pondered his words, remembering one of my favorite
parables of Jesus that has always made me scratch my
head:
“This is what the kingdom of God is like. A man scatters
seed on the ground. Night and day, whether he sleeps or
gets up, the seed sprouts and grows, though he does not
know how. All by itself the soil produces grain—first the
stalk, then the head, then the full kernel in the head (Mark
4:26-28).

“Alright, now the fun part!” Jesus exclaimed. He reached
into the bag of seed in my arms and started tossing it
everywhere. And I mean EVERYWHERE!

Jesus, again reading my mind, interrupted my thought
saying, “Yes, I love that parable, too. But I’ll let you in on
a little secret: When I said ‘all by itself the soil produces
grain’ I was a little misleading.

I grabbed a handful of seed and began carefully sprinkling
it over the bare spots.

“Come on, Jeremy! Mud-busting time! Let it fly! Let’s
turn the muddy messes into gardens-for-God!”

Jesus looked over and said, “No, no! Not like that. Watch
me!”
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He grabbed another handful and started tossing it wildly
up into the air like a child throwing confetti at a birthday
party.

Hmm. I pondered his words and recalled 2 Peter 3:9:
“God is not willing that any plot of land should remain
barren but that all should be changed in order to bear
fruit” (my paraphrase).

“Everywhere! Everywhere!” he shouted as he flung seed
indiscriminately about the yard. Some fell on good soil.
Some fell on the path. Some fell in the bird bath, and some
fell among the thicket beyond the lawn.
“Aren’t you wasting a lot of that seed?” I asked. “Why
don’t you just sprinkle it over the bare spots? Why bother
tossing it in the woods or on the path where it will
probably never take root?”

“Remember this Kingdom lesson: I have sent you, Jeremy,
and all my disciples, out into the world to spread the good
news of the gospel everywhere you go. As you go about
your days interacting with people, resist the temptation to
judge who is more likely to respond to the gospel and who
is not. Your job is to spread it everywhere,
indiscriminately, and then step back and be surprised at
who responds!”

Jesus smiled, “I’m glad you asked. The Father is a very
impractical farmer. He’s terribly inefficient as well. But
grace requires it.”

I shook my head, marveling again at the strange nature of
grace. Even the worst mud holes can become lush gardens
of grace to display the riches of our Father’s glory.

“I don’t understand,” I said.
“Look, certainly there are soils that are more likely to
produce growth, and other soils that have at best a 1%
chance of growing anything. But if there’s even the
slimmest chance that something might grow out of that
unlikely soil, the Father is going to make sure seed reaches
it.”

“So, let that seed fly, Jeremy! Everywhere! Everywhere!
Grow!”
At this rate, my bag is going to run out quickly. But to my
surprise, no matter how much seed we tossed out the bag
never ran out.
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Hmmm….go figure.

PERSONAL REFLECTION

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION

1. Have you thought about how significant your role is as
God’s farmer’s responsible for spreading his good news
everywhere you go?

“I planted the seed, Apollos watered it, but God has been
making it grow. So neither the one who plants nor the one
who waters is anything, but only God, who makes things
grow” (1 Cor 3:6-7).

2. Have you ever been surprised by which soils / people
end up responding to God’s grace and producing fruit
for the kingdom?

Then Jesus said to them, “Don’t you understand this
parable? How then will you understand any parable? The
farmer sows the word. Some people are like seed along
the path, where the word is sown. As soon as they hear it,
Satan comes and takes away the word that was sown in
them. Others, like seed sown on rocky places, hear the
word and at once receive it with joy. But since they have
no root, they last only a short time. When trouble or
persecution comes because of the word, they quickly fall
away. Still others, like seed sown among thorns, hear the
word; but the worries of this life, the deceitfulness of
wealth and the desires for other things come in and choke
the word, making it unfruitful. Others, like seed sown on
good soil, hear the word, accept it, and produce a crop—
some thirty, some sixty, some a hundred times what was
sown.” (Mark 4)

3. Have you ever found yourself discriminating and
judging who is more likely to respond to the gospel?
PRAYER
Lord, your grace continues to surprise and amaze me.
Thank you for the people who scattered God’s love along
my path and help me to indiscriminately share your love
everywhere I go today. Amen.
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chasing after kids. I also realized how strange it was to
NOT be the one setting the agenda.
I usually have a general idea when I wake up what that
particular day will bring. In fact, I like to have a
rough idea what a particular week will bring.
“At the Father’s Cabin you are encouraged to recapture the
spontaneous, carefree attitude of a child on summer
vacation,” Jesus said.

14
Singing in the Rain

“Remember back, Jeremy, to those long summer days
when you woke up to no agenda and just a big world to
explore? Floating sticks down the curb after a rain
shower? Exploring the small woods behind the house that
seemed to go on forever? Laying in the grass listening to
the June bugs and birds identifying animal shapes in the
clouds?”

It was still only mid-morning when we had finished
seeding the lawn. What else did Jesus have on the day’s
agenda? I thought.
“Don’t worry, Jeremy,” he answered my thought. “I have
the entire day planned out for you, so just relax and enjoy
whatever the day brings.”

Wow, if I could only go back….
“Jeremy, the Father created you in large degree to never
lose that childlike spirit and wide-eyed wonder. Each day
was to be a gift waiting to be opened and discovered, not a
schedule to be kept and a list of demands to be met.

This was easier said than done. I began to realize how rare
it is to not have every second of every day already filled
with plans, social engagements, household chores, or
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The weight of stress and concern you daily carry is the
inheritance of the first parents — Adam and Eve — who
decided they’d rather be “like God” than remain like
innocent children enjoying the Father’s world without
needing to control it.”

A butterfly flittered about a wildflower that was dancing in
the morning breeze. Morning birds sang their song with
little sign of distress.
He continued, “They do not sow or reap or store away in
barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you
not much more valuable than they? See how the flowers
of the field grow. They do not labor or spin. Yet I tell you
that not even the Queen of England is dressed as
gloriously as these. If that is how God clothes the grass of
the field, will he not much more clothe you—you of little
faith” (Matt. 6)?

I nodded, feeling the weight of Adam’s curse lifting as I
imagined living my adult days with the same joy and
carefree spirit I had as a child.
“Remember, Jeremy, if you truly want to experience the
life of the Kingdom , you’ll need to become like a little
child again (Matt. 18:3).”

“Well, doesn’t the early bird get the worm?” I protested.
“And that requires effort and the lazy bird who over sleeps
will eventually starve. You snooze, you lose, right?”

“Now, come and follow me. We have more work to do.”
This Kingdom kind of life does not come naturally, and is
going to take some time and require some rewiring in my
brain. I thought.

“Haha. Yeah, that saying is just another example of
humans transferring their own angst on the animal
kingdom. I’m pretty sure there are enough worms to go
around.”

“Look around you, Jeremy, and learn from the birds and
wild flowers!” Jesus continued. “Do they look stressed
out? Do they try to control their environment? Do they let
the weather forecast dictate their daily plans?”

Just then the clouds opened up and it began to rain on us.
As I scrambled to find some shelter, I noticed Jesus
standing with arms raised and face turned upwards to the
morning shower.
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As rain ran down his beard and across his big smile he
proclaimed, “The Father gives his sunlight to both the evil
and the good, and he sends rain on the just and the unjust
alike” (Matt. 5:45)!

As I contemplated these words, and thought back to the
days of my childhood, I’m pretty sure I heard a voice from
the clouds above saying:

I pondered his words in contrast to all the
conventional human wisdom that tends to guide my life
and realized I had a lot to learn about the ways of the
Kingdom Life Jesus was opening up to me.

“THIS IS MY DEARLY LOVED SON, JEREMY, WHO
BRINGS ME GREAT JOY.”

“Yes, Jeremy, see how the Father showers his
blessings upon eager birds and lazy birds alike. Come on,
what are you hiding under that tree for? It’s just rain!
A little rain dancing and puddle stomping would do you
well!”
As my defenses slowly crumbled, I joined the Son of God
in the middle of the open field and embraced my inner 3
year old.
With hands raised to the sky I let the rain drench my
clothes and felt layers of self-imposed anxiety and fears
wash away in that moment of child like abandonment.
If anyone would enter into the Kingdom of God, they must
first become like a little child (Matt. 18:3) — a puddle
stomping, rain dancing little child.
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Friendly cartoon-sized bumblebees and dragon flies
hovered over the splash of Eden I beheld.
Finally we reached our destination.
“Welcome to my Father’s vineyard, “Jesus said, handing
me some work gloves and a hand pruner.
“Jeremy, I have brought you to the Father’s Cabin to
restore your soul. You are running on empty and beginning
to languish in the heat of life’s concerns. Look carefully at
the Father’s Vineyard.”

15
The Father’s Vineyard

I looked up and down the rows of grapevines and noticed a
sharp contrast. To my right was a row of healthy vines
taller than me all filled with grapes soon ready to be
picked. To my left was a row of short, twisted vines
languishing with only a few small grapes.

As the rain let up and the sun returned, Jesus led
me around the cabin where we entered a gated path with a
sign over it that read:
“LET ME SING FOR MY BELOVED MY LOVE SONG
CONCERNING HIS VINEYARD.” -Isaiah 5:1

“It is Our desire to see your life bear much fruit. But
remember I am the vine, you are a branch and my Father is
the gardener. If you stay connected to me you will bear
much fruit. If you get disconnected from me, you are like
a branch that is thrown away and withers (John 15:5-6).

The path weaved to and fro through what must be the
Father’s gardens. We passed by rows and rows of every
kind of flower, fruit and vegetable imaginable.
Bubbling ponds with croaking frogs.
Bird baths with splashing fowl.

You have been trying to get by on your own strength and
resources lately. You must stay connected to me; I am the
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source of life.”

trust that the vinedresser knows what He is doing and be
grateful for His care and attention.”

“What’s wrong with these other vines on my left, Jesus?” I
asked.

Hmmm. I thought, trying to relate to the branch.

“Oh, you are standing on the property line. These belong
to the Father and those over there are in the neighbor’s
vineyard and he refuses to prune.”

“The time for concern is when the vinedresser stops
pruning, as that means usually means the vinedresser is
about to “take away” that branch because it ‘does not bear
fruit’ (John 15:2).

“Pruning? It makes that big a difference?” I asked.
The neighbor next door means well,” Jesus added. “But
he’s bought into the popular lie these days that just letting
things grow naturally is best, and he thinks any Gardener
who would willfully put a branch through such a painful
pruning process is cruel.”

“Yes, the Good Gardener cuts off every branch that bears
no fruit, while every branch that does bear fruit he prunes
so that it will be even more fruitful (John 15:2).
“I can imagine its a painful process for the branch,” I said.
Jesus continued, “Pruning a branch involves ripping out
any diseased parts, getting rid of bugs and even cutting
away seemingly healthy but unwanted shoots so that the
branch can grow stronger in the direction that the
vinedresser desires.

I thought for a moment about my own life and the lives of
people I know. Those who were flourishing typically had
undergone seasons of “pruning” that were uncomfortable
— even painful — at the time but in the end made them
stronger. Then I thought of those who were just floating
through life with no discipline and avoiding anything that
might cause them momentary discomfort, and they seemed
to be weaker and ill-equipped for life’s challenges.

From the branch’s perspective, being pruned can be
uncomfortable, if not painful, and at times also appear to
make no sense. But “every branch” (John 15:2) should
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As I looked at the healthy vines and the withering vines
and pondered Jesus’ words, I remembered a quote from
William Nicholson’s famous play Shadowlands. It’s the
story of well-known Christian author C.S. Lewis and the
horribly painful loss of his wife to cancer.

us, shouldn’t we submit even more to the discipline of the
Father of our spirits, and live forever? For our earthly
fathers disciplined us for a few years, doing the best they
knew how. But God’s discipline is always good for us, so
that we might share in his holiness. No discipline is
enjoyable while it is happening—it’s painful! But
afterward there will be a peaceful harvest of right living
for those who are trained in this way” (Hebrews 12:5-11).

The quote seemed to be consistent with Jesus’
uncomfortable lesson:
“We are like blocks of stone, out of which the sculptor
carves the forms of men. The blows of his chisel, which
hurt us so much, are what make us perfect.”

PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. Have you ever been through a pruning process? Are you
being pruned at this very moment? How?
2. How connected to the Vine of Christ are you these
days? How do you personally stay connected to Christ
(prayer, reading scripture, etc.)?

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“And have you forgotten the encouraging words God
spoke to you as his children? He said,“My child, don’t
make light of the LORD’s discipline, and don’t give up
when he corrects you. For the LORD disciplines those he
loves, and he punishes each one he accepts as his child.”
As you endure this divine discipline, remember that God is
treating you as his own children. Who ever heard of a
child who is never disciplined by its father? If God doesn’t
discipline you as he does all of his children, it means that
you are illegitimate and are not really his children at
all. Since we respected our earthly fathers who disciplined

PRAYER
Dear Heavenly Gardener, I am just a fragile branch in the
grand scheme of things. I am as dependent on you for a
healthy life as plants are dependent on the gardener. I
invite you to prune away all the bad in my life but please
be gentle. I don’t want to wither away in the hot sun. I am
a block of beautiful potential in your hands, please chisel
my life into something magnificent. But be gentle. Amen.
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We struggled our way through until we came to a tall
imposing chain link fence that went around the entire
property — the barbed wire on the top screamed loud and
clear: “KEEP OUT!”
Completely covered by vines now, you could hardly see
through the fence to the dilapidated shack it protected.
Everywhere I looked I saw “NO TRESPASSING” signs.
“Uh, Jesus, maybe this isn’t such a good idea….” I
suggested. The place looked like something out of a horror
movie.

16
The Neighbor’s Well

“Oh, don’t worry, he passed away last summer,” Jesus
said. “It’s a tragic story. No visit to the Father’s Cabin is
complete without pondering the tragic fate of Old Man
Winters.”

Jesus had one more thing to show me before we took a
lunch break. He led me over the property line and down
the hill toward the neighbor’s cabin. I was
immediately disturbed by what I saw.

“How did he die?” I wondered.
The neighbor’s property was completely overgrown with
thick bushes, twisted trees, thorns, burs, tangled vines,
exposed roots and fallen trees. The woods around the
neighbor’s cabin would have been impassable had it not
been for a narrow hidden path that probably only Jesus
knew.

“Well, that’s just the thing. It’s not as simple as it seems.
Let me show you something.”
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He led me around the perimeter of the fence to a gate with
a thick chain and lock. He was able to pull the door open
just enough for us to squeeze through the crack.

“Of course, we did. I would knock on his door several
times a week, just to check in on him, invite him fishing or
to take a walk, or invite him over for dinner. No answer. I
knew he was home, too. I could hear him scrambling
downstairs to hide.

“It’s such a shame,” Jesus began the story. “The place was
absolutely beautiful when it was built 60 years ago and the
yard was like the Garden of Eden. Old Man Winters was a
nice little chap in the beginning, too. Such a shame. And
far too common a tale.”

Then the drinking grew worse. That’s when we tried the
first intervention. We knocked on the door, pleaded with
him to let us in to have supper together. He began to curse
us. He told us to leave him alone, that he didn’t want our
help and to stay off his property.”

“What happened?” I asked.
“The coroner’s report said it was the polluted water from
his well that ultimately did him in. But his long, slow
downward spiral began years ago.”
“What do you mean?”

It was hard to believe someone could live so close to the
peaceful joys of the Father’s Cabin and yet not want
anything to do with his company.
How could such heavenly bless dwell next door to this
hellish reality?

“He was a nice enough fellow when he moved in. Never
said much but was at least open to a conversation about
the weather or how the fish were biting. But things turned
sour around the time of his divorce. He grew bitter.

I remembered someone once said that “the line between
good and evil runs through each human heart.” Or, as C.S.
Lewis put it:

Then severe depression set in. He turned inward. Even
worse, he began to push others away.”

“Every time you make a choice you are turning into the
central part of you, the part of you that chooses, into
something a little different than it was before. And taking

“Didn’t you try to help him?” I asked.
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your life as a whole, with all your innumerable choices, all
your life long you are slowly turning this central thing into
a heavenly creature or a hellish creature: either into a
creature that is in harmony with God, and with other
creatures, and with itself, or else into one that is in a state
of war and hatred with God, and with its fellow creatures,
and with itself. To be the one kind of creature is heaven:
that is, it is joy and peace and knowledge and power. To be
the other means madness, horror, idiocy, rage, impotence,
and eternal loneliness. Each of us at each moment is
progressing to the one state of the other” (Mere
Christianity).

locked out. We will not force ourselves on anyone who
wishes to push us away.”
“So, tell me about the polluted well,” I inquired.
“Yes, this is the worst part of all,” Jesus said, leading me
to an well hidden by overgrowth about 50 yards from the
back door.
“We had the well tested and found the quality of the water
was toxic and unsafe to drink. But Old Man
Winters refused to listen. He grew terribly sick and even
when the doctor told him he would eventually die if he
continued to drink it, he ignored the warnings.”

Jesus allowed me a moment of reflection before
continuing, “So, after the failed intervention the fences
started going up. After another unsuccessful visit, the
barbed-wire was added. He was so bitter and angry. And
yet, some evenings when all was quiet we could hear him
through the woods weeping, or talking shamefully down
on himself.”

Unbelievable.
“We offered him access to our fresh water supply and
brought him clean, purified water each week,” Jesus said.
“But he preferred the ‘taste’ of his poisoned water over
ours.”

“Wasn’t there anything you could do?” I again asked, not
wanting to accept the answer.

“Did he have a death wish or something?” I asked with
incredulity.

“Jeremy, each man has the freedom to receive our
company and share in our joy, or to reject help and keep us
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“I don’t think so,” Jesus began to conclude. “Overtime,
sadly, he had just grown an insatiable appetite for
destructive things, and preferred a sip of toxicity over a
gulp of something life-giving.

him shall never thirst; but the water that I will give him
will become in him a well of water springing up to eternal
life” (John 4:14).

Here’s a universal truth worth grasping: At first, we control
our appetites and choose what we will swallow down. In
the end, if we let it, our appetites will begin to control us
and ultimately we will be swallowed up by them if we
don’t get help.”

“Jeremy, let Old Man Winters’ tragic story be a parable for
‘all who have ears to hear.’ People all around us everyday
are living out a similar tragedy though its harder to see.
Instead of finding satisfaction in the True Source of Life,
people are trying to satisfy the inner thirst with all kinds of
poisonous substitutes — alcohol, drugs, entertainment,
fame, money, gambling, sex or whatever.

I remembered back to my Old Testament class in seminary
and the way this sad truth was played out among the
people of Israel in Jeremiah’s day who had given
themselves over to serve false gods instead of the Living
God.

People are depressed and turning inward. Each day the
walls get a bit higher, and bitterness and despair
are beginning to push others further and further away.

“Yes, Jeremy, the Father’s warning couldn’t be more clear:

Some folks who have been hurt in the past by other people
have placed emotional barbed-wire around their hearts and
“No Trespassing” signs all over their attitude.

‘My people have committed two sins: They have forsaken
me, the spring of living water, and have dug their own
cisterns, broken cisterns that cannot hold water'” (Jer.
2:13).

Eventually, many folks just give up and waste away their
final days alone in an overrun landscape of despair nursing
an insatiable thirst for poisonous well water that can never
satisfy their real need.”

“But remember, “Jesus continued, “I Am the source of
Living Water. Whoever drinks of the water that I will give

“Is there hope for such people?” I asked.
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“Of course, there’s always hope,” Jesus said. “But the first
thing a person needs to do is properly fill and seal up that
old well before it can be a pathway for more contaminants
and pollutants. Are you ready?”

‘My people have committed two sins: They have forsaken
me, the spring of living water, and have dug their own
cisterns, broken cisterns that cannot hold water'” (Jer.
2:13).

Jesus handed me a shovel.

PERSONAL REFLECTION

“Let’s close this old well up once and for all so this cabin
can once again be inhabitable.”

1. Do you know any Old Man Winters? Have you watched
someone slowly destroy their life through selfdestructive habits or addiction?
2. Do you have any emotional fences or barbed wire
keeping people at a distance in your life?
3. Is there still a pathway for God to reach the door of your
heart? Is He knocking? What does it look like for you to
answer the door?

With every shovel full of gravel I threw into that well, I
confessed the toxic wells and cracked cisterns I had hiding
in my own interior life. As we sealed it off, I prayed for the
Holy Spirit to seal off access to my own secret idols
polluting my life.
As we walked back to the cabin, I said a silent prayer for
all those who are ready to give in to despair even though
they are only a stone’s throw from the Father’s life-giving
embrace just next door.

PRAYER
Dear Jesus: Thank you for clearing a path through the
thick woods to the door of my heart. I’m sorry for the
fences I have raised and for all the times I have said,
knowingly or unknowingly, “Keep Out.” Help me to locate
any polluted wells and help me seal them off. Today I
answer your knock on the door and welcome you in for
dinner. Amen.

SCRIPTURE MEDITATION
“Look! I stand at the door and knock. If you hear my voice
and open the door, I will come in, and we will share a meal
together as friends” (Rev. 3:20).
59

“Can your brother raise the dead?” Jesus replied with a
wink. “With God anything is possible (Matt. 19:26). How
about you do your job, and I’ll do mine?”
Jesus handed me an oar and we sat down in a little row
boat and pushed off from shore. The water was calm as the
sun reflected off the surface.
“Jeremy, there’s a thousand Kingdom lessons to be learned
in a 12 foot row boat. But you need to leave your limited
earth-bound mindset behind if you are to understand and
embrace exciting, surprising nature of life in the Kingdom
of God. In other words, if you want to experience the
Kingdom, you need to leave the safety of the shore behind
and jump into my boat.”

17
Row, Row, Row Your Boat
By the time the morning clouds were burned away by the
midday sun, I was good and hungry for lunch. Jesus broke
the news that we needed to catch our lunch before we
could eat it. So we headed toward the lake for some
afternoon fishing.

“I’m ready to learn,” I said.
“Great, so first lesson: Why do you think I gave you just
one oar? Don’t you need two to row efficiently?” Jesus
asked.

“Jesus, I’m no fisherman, but my brother is a pro and he’s
told me the fish bite in the morning and evening and high
noon isn’t the time for fishing.”

“Umm.” I thought. “Because you have the second oar?”
“Bingo!” Jesus said. “You’re catching on quick. You see,
the world tells you to keep both oars and go it alone with
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all your strength — and you soon find both arms tired and
ready to give up. In the Kingdom, you learn healthy
interdependence. Together we can do so much more, and
when one arm gets tired you can switch and rest the other.”

I nodded as I continued to row with my right arm growing
tired by the second.

“Makes sense,” I said.

“Heck yes!” I said.

“Yeah, it makes sense now, out here in a boat.” Jesus
challenged. “But do you live by this principle back home
in your everyday life? Do you give me the other paddle at
work each day? Do you give me the other paddle in your
ministry efforts? Do you give me the other paddle when
you’re tucking your kids into bed each night or having a
difficult conversation with a family member?”

“Alright, next lesson.” Jesus continued. “There’s a time for
rowing and a time for resting. A time for generating your
own momentum and a time for enjoying the divine current
around you. The Father was very clear that you are to
labor for six days and rest of the seventh. Right?”

“Are you ready to switch arms?” Jesus asked.

“Yes, I see where you’re going. The sabbath principle,
right?” I offered.

Jesus paused and let me reflect. I had nothing to say. He
was right. I am totally exhausted from attempting to row
my own boat each day on my own strength, clinging
tightly to both oars and sometimes, frankly, leaving Jesus
out of the boat altogether.

“Yes, but it goes deeper than most people think. Plus, very
few are respecting this divinely instituted pattern. You see,
the sabbath is not simply about not working, its about
respecting and enjoying the nature’s wise order, God’s
sustaining power, and man’s finiteness and dependence.”

“Jeremy, you don’t have to do it alone. In fact, you can’t.
The Father created human beings with amazing capacities,
but he also built into his prized image-bearers limitations,
a healthy need for interdependence and a breaking point
when they ignore it.”

“Okay…what do you mean?” I inquired. “I’ll show you in
a minute. Keep rowing a bit further.”
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I rowed and rowed. As I paid attention to our rowing,
I noticed that when my stroke was in sync with Jesus’
stroke, we moved more smoothly and efficiently. When I
got either ahead of or behind Jesus’ stroke it was choppy
and slow. Certainly, this was another lesson to reflect on.

providing an enjoyable rest and relaxing ride about the
lake.”
“Nice! But what’s the point?” I asked.
“It’s a snapshot of the entire created order and the gift of
the sabbath. God created man to labor or row about six
days at a time, and then on the seventh day to simply enjoy
the divine-flow of the created order.

How many times do I just go ahead with decisions and
life’s routine without reference to the Holy Spirit’s timing
and divinely inspired rhythm?
“Okay, we’re almost there.” Jesus said. “Give me six
full strokes with all your might.”

Many think the sabbath is just about not working or
stopping, but it’s more about lifting our oars up long
enough to acknowledge that God is the never ending
current or energy underneath the rough waters of all our
human striving.

ONE – TWO – THREE – FOUR – FIVE – SIX.
We were about in the middle of the lake at this point, and
just as we finished the sixth stroke Jesus yelled out, “Oars
up and rest!” Immediately, the boat was gripped by a
strong current and pulled along at a nice, enjoyable speed
across the lake.

Every six days we stop and remember that God is perfectly
capable of moving us and all creation along by his own
invisible current and He’s not dependent upon our little
paddle strokes.”

“The Father made this lake special to provide an
important object lesson for all who traverse its waters,”
Jesus began. “Every so many yards the tired boater reaches
a current that sweeps them away toward their destination,

“Wow, that makes sense,” I said as the current pulled us
along at a leisurely pace. “And maybe the current will
allow us to do some trolling for a good lunch catch.”
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“Great idea,” Jesus said. “Except for one little thing….the
sabbath is no day to catch your own meal. It’s a day to let
God provide for you.”

PERSONAL REFLECTION
1. How good are you about letting Jesus have the other
paddle in your daily life? Does Jesus even have a seat in
your boat outside of Sunday mornings?

Just then fish started splashing against the bow and
jumping into the boat!

2. Have you left the safe and predictable worldly life on
shore and jumped into the boat with Jesus?

Jesus grinned wide and said enthusiastically, “Let’s eat!”

3. Do you honor the sabbath in your life rhythm? How
might you begin to practice the sabbath day of rest?
SCRIPTURE MEDITATION

PRAYER

“Immediately Jesus made his disciples get into the boat
and go on ahead of him to Bethsaida, while he dismissed
the crowd. After leaving them, he went up on a
mountainside to pray. Later that night, the boat was in the
middle of the lake, and he was alone on land. He saw the
disciples straining at the oars, because the wind was
against them. Shortly before dawn he went out to them,
walking on the lake….Immediately he spoke to them and
said, “Take courage! It is I. Don’t be afraid.” Then he
climbed into the boat with them, and the wind died down.
They were completely amazed” (Mark 6:45-51).

Dear Father, I am tired and straining at the oars all too
often. I confess I like to keep a firm grip on both oars and
often leave you outside my boat. Will you accept this
paddle today and help me row in sync with you
with ____[area of life]________. Let me rest in the steady
flow and loving currents of your sovereign grace. Amen.

TO BE CONTINUED.....
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