Loved by a King

By Jody Hoffman

A few years ago, while traveling through London, we were able to go to the stage play of Les Miserables - what an incredible experience. Les Miserables has been playing to sell out crowds for years and has had the best talent in the world performing, great staging, and a powerful story. We loved it and recommend it highly—it is a must see movie or play. The story is gripping and has life impact. I had seen it as a movie previously, so to hear it sung only was a bit strange at first—waiting for them to stop singing and get to the words. But slowly I began to see the beauty and power of the succinctness of the words and the passion of the songs and soon I was crying away. No dialogue-- just the heart and soul of the impassioned artists performing through song. At times, my heart soared and swelled, and I was sure that the theater seats should have come with seat belts for safety less I float right through the ceiling. At other moments, I felt my soul dragging across the stage and hopelessness enveloped me until I was sure one more breath would take too much effort to continue living. 

Suppose in the middle of this beautiful powerful drama, Elmer Fudd kept trying to appear on stage and tell his story of searching for that pesky “wittle wabbit”? How out of place he would be?!  He would spoil the scene, detract from the story, ruin the mood, and get booed off stage! 

I think in real life there is a beautiful story being played out. It is God’s story. It is His theater and His stage. He chooses the cast, and He writes the score and the songs that they sing. He knows when to have them enter and when they should exit for most effect. He is the Creator, Writer, Producer, Director, and Star. It is all about Him. It is an incredible story with such drama, unexpected twists and turns, hair-raising action, amazing adventure, unprecedented romance, and an uproarious comedy all at the same time.

There are people you spot from the time as they make their first appearance in your life that you feel have the potential to be movers and shakers. There are the seemingly nobodies upon entrance that come to the scene but then become powerful impact players. There are the rising stars, whom to the surprise of all, falter-- some to life long destruction.  There are some that rise like a phoenix from their ashes and become more powerful, with stronger character and humbleness than they ever had previously, while the audience responds with thunderous applause and gasps in delight to see the restoration. There are handsome heroes that are upstaged by the sterling character of the skinny little guys. There are the beautiful people on the outside who in time are revealed to be ugly on the inside. And those who are flawed and plain, who would be overlooked, but because of their inner beauty, they cast a loveliness on all around.  Splendor washes across the stage spilling out on all those viewing with rippling effects further than they could ever imagine.  There are villains so despicable it takes the collective discipline of the audience to not throw things at him or to have a lynching of their own before the play ends.

 It is a fabulous theater almost with a mirror like quality that you can see yourself in the various roles and characters-- sometimes as the hero and unfortunately, sometimes as the villain. The costumes are from swaddling clothes to the grandeur and majestic robes of kings. The sets include “without form and void”, the personal garden of a King—paradise, the heights of mountains, the dry barren deserts, the belly of a great fish in the depths of the ocean, lowly stable mangers and grand royal courtyards of the palaces of ancient times and oh so many more... 

The cast is as varied as the sets. There are literally perfect people who chose not to be, those who thought they were perfect and were challenged to think they were not, and those that knew they never were perfect in the first place.

 In viewing you learn. You learn sometimes what to become like or sometimes what not to become like. The choice is with each individual viewer. The lessons are many. And with prolonged exposure, the lessons seem to change like the seasons, slowly at first, but definitely life altering.

I fear we are the Elmer Fudd’s. We keep jumping up and thinking it is our turn. As if it is about us and our battle with some pesky wittle wabbit, not ever comprehending the severity of our foe and his plan for destruction. “For we wrestle not against flesh and blood but against principalities and powers, against spiritual wickedness in high places…” Ephesians 6:12. In our dimwitted way, we are often out maneuvered by the wabbit.  Our guns have no power, and we are little more than a distraction to the storyline of the real play-- the Masterpiece. 

So do you find yourself jumping in adding your own drama? Have you seen the Elmer Fudd in you? Staring back at you in the mirror? How much wiser would we be to listen and watch and let God be God? Too often we are ready in the wings to go flying in and make the story be about us. If we wait and listen we will know when it is our part. Keeping our eyes on the Director and our nose in the Script, it will be clear what to say when the time comes.

May the drama in your life be relieved by the realization that YOU ARE NOT THE CREATOR, WRITER, PRODUCER, DIRECTOR, OR STAR! Climb out of the limelight, off center stage, and watch what God is doing. No doubt there are times when your spirit soars and there are times your heart aches. But it is still not yours to take from there.  It is yours to hold your breath and see what unfolds as He sets the next scene. I have even found myself praying for the characters in the movies, “Oh no, don’t listen to him! He is lying to you. Help them, God, to know…” when I realize it’s already written. This is where the sovereignty of God gets hard to understand.  The whole free will to make choices is all in there but still somehow He knows and is not surprised by the choice. He never has to rewrite and edit and scurry around trying to figure out what is next. Somehow He knows. The lines are written, the props are made, and the stage is set and the cameras are rolling. He has it all under control. And we are to pray, but perhaps it would take a lot of pressure off if it was merely “…Your Kingdom come, Your will be done…” Matthew 6:10 Or as Mary prayed “…let it be to me according to your word…” Luke 1:28. It is realizing there is so much more going on than chasing rabbits and shooting our guns with our silly little hat and goofy looks—consumed with our problems while the glorious story is unfolding around us and we are clueless. Out of step; out of place; and out of answers.

May I add that this is not always easy.  It is not always fun, but it is always right. The psalmist knew it as well.  He put it “Your word is a lamp unto my feet and a light unto my path”. This story has gone on for centuries and has been a part of the lives of the infants and the aged, of the privileged and the pitiful, the brawny and the scrawny, the handsome and the hideous. They have all needed the light, the truth and the way and always will. We all do—I do. Without the light the narrative reads: “…We grope for light, and behold, darkness, and for brightness, but we walk in gloom. We grope for the wall like the blind; we grope like those who have no eyes; we stumble at noon as in the twilight, among those in full vigor we are like dead men”. Isaiah 59: 9-10 That doesn’t sound smart when light is available upon request—just a call to the King to whom we have personal access. Access to a King?! “Therefore, since we have been justified by faith, we have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ. Through him we have access by faith into this grace…” Romans 5: 1-2 And because of this access, we have an invitation to call! He says, “Call unto me and I will answer you…”Jeremiah 33:3. Many, many times He extends the offer.  How precious I have found this one, Isaiah 58:9  “Then you shall call, and the Lord will answer, you shall cry and he will say, ‘Here I am…” 

We are not in this alone. The King has this to say to us, “Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I have called you by name, you are mine. When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers, they shall not overwhelm you; when you walk through the fire you shall not be burned, and the flame shall not consume you… For I am the Lord your God…you are precious in my eyes, and honored, and I love you…” Isaiah 43:3 

What a King, what a story and oh, what love!

