Perfect Setting?  Think Again!

By Jody Hoffman

I have been in situations that looked like all was well. The scene looked like it was harmless: the activities seemed right, the people seemed to be doing right—all seemed as though it was an ideal situation. It was a garden. When I viewed the scene my heart rested in an uneasy sort of way that all seemed well. But what was that nagging deep inside? I did not know. I would reassure myself that different did not mean wrong. Before long, a snake slithered and revealed himself, and his deadly intentions came into view. Satan is a master of disguise, and he can blend into the best of situations.  Do not squelch the tug at your heart; it may be the warning that keeps you and others safe. Ignore it and someone will be bitten. And if it is so good that it fooled you, don’t be surprised that others did not see it—especially kids. This is Satan’s ploy—listen to the definition of this word: ploy—“tactic or maneuver, especially one calculated to deceive or frustrate an opponent”. 

Have you found yourself in the perfect setting and yet still encountered a snake? Yes! Eve did too! I mean a perfect setting! Did she know God? Yes! Did she have a relationship with him? Yes! But still a snake appeared! “Now the serpent was more crafty (definition—using cunning or trickery to deceive other people. Cunning—1: clever or artful in a way that is intended to deceive 2: showing skill, shrewdness, and ingenuity in planning or doing something 3: attractive in a pleasant delicate way. Its synonyms are: slyness, wiliness, astuteness, sneakiness) than any beast of the field which the Lord God made”. And he said to the women, “Indeed has God said…” and the rest is history. 

When we question God’s goodness like Satan does here in Genesis 3:1 “You shall not eat from any tree of the garden?” we are being tricked—Satan is at work. Any? She could eat from every tree - but one! There was a garden filled with trees! Satan is cunning. Read that definition above again. Do you see him at work? It is outlining his presence in the middle of the picture that looks so harmless. God is exceedingly generous to us, but we find one thing and head off in a distorted sort of thinking as Satan whispers into our ears.

His next hissing lie is, “You surely will not die!” (Genesis 3:4). His intent seems to question not only God’s character of being good, but also questions God’s consequences of His word. “Oh, come on, surely you don’t believe that!” is the implication Satan still uses on us. He is sooooo good at this that at first he says there are no consequences—God won’t care, He didn’t really mean it. And as soon as you believe and respond to that, he begins accusing you that you did it and it’s tooooo big to be over looked by God because God cares too much! 

Again, I want to outline his sneaky presence not only in our homes but also in our heads! God in His word throws the spotlight on Satan’s tactics—exposing his presence for the danger it is. Don’t be beguiled, don’t be misled, and don’t be robbed of your senses. He seeks to win and hold your attention and devotion—to woo you, lure you, charm and captivate you. He wants to put you under his spell, hypnotize, fascinate and hold you spellbound and entranced by him. Not only you—but your mate, children and friends—he is ruthless!

Buddy told of a story of a man and his tackle box a week ago in his teaching. I’d like to revisit that story. I was so fascinated by these lures as the fisherman tied and twisted thread to become such life-like insects of all sorts. They appeared to be real bugs even lying in front of my eyes—those fish did not stand a chance! Embedded in each was a horrible hook, masterfully crafted to catch and destroy. But not sufficient was it to appear to be just one kind of insect, there was a box full of all sorts of insects! All sizes and colors, fuzzy to flat, big wings to no wings was the assortment I saw—they were beautiful pieces of art.

 That was what bothered me - they looked sooooo real! I was fascinated as I studied them and watched him tie the threads in multiples to imitate the body’s ridges and bumps of the insect.  That’s when I asked him why were there so many kinds? It was an answer I have not forgotten in the 15 years or more since. The variations in insects are for the different times of the day as well as different weather conditions for only a few basic fish. This man had studied his fish and took this seriously! He knew what fish liked best on cloudy days at 6:00 a.m. or what they were most likely to bite at 9:00 a.m. on a sunny day. He picked up individual bugs and told me what fish, what condition, and what time they would most easily be caught. He seemed as though he had logs of times and tables that he had studied to verify his expertise on the subject. I heard his voice, but above it, I heard God speaking to me, warning me, showing me Satan’s tackle box.

Satan has your bait dangling at just the right time and just the right day—beautifully crafted to lure you—but embedded with a hook that you cannot see. Ready to cut through your heart, catch you and trap you, to reel you in. His plan is to take you out, hook you out of the mainstream, and have you for lunch! He always seeks to isolate, get you away from the place you were made for, the gifts that God has surrounded you with, and the purpose for which He created you. Oh please be aware—he has studied you and knows your weaknesses—he is coming after you and wants you to swallow his devices hook, line, and sinker. He doesn’t plan to let up—this is war. Do not swim along believing his lies and singing, “Merrily, merrily, merrily, life is but a dream” clueless to his deceit! It will be a nightmare, and you will be flopping trying to get free, with a hook dug in so deeply it will leave scars through your years—this is not God’s plan for you! 

Do not be fooled by Satan, but do not fear that God is not mighty on your behalf. Read the might of God in Psalm 91.  Even though Satan is on the prowl “He who dwells in the shelter of the Most High will abide under the shadow of the Almighty. I will say to the Lord, “My refuge and my fortress, My God, in whom I trust!” for it is He who delivers you from the snare of the trapper and from the deadly pestilence. He will cover you with His pinions, and under His wings you may seek refuge; His faithfulness is a shield and bulwark (definition: 1. a wall-like structure built to keep out attackers 2. a person or thing that gives protection or support 3. a wall built in the sea to shelter a harbor) You will not be afraid of the terror by night, or the arrow that flies by day, of the pestilence that stalks in the darkness, or the destruction that lays wait at noon (He knows about the times of the day we are susceptible to attack too)…For you have made the Lord my refuge, Even the Most High, your dwelling place, no evil shall befall you, nor any plague come near your tent. For He will give his angels charge concerning you, to guard you in all your ways…you will tread upon the lion and the cobra the young lion and the serpent you will trample down…He will call upon Me and I will answer him; I will be with him in trouble and rescue him”.  

We are to be aware but not afraid! Dwell under His wings; there is safety there.

Can you find the snake in this picture? 
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Operation Mongoose 

By Jana Fowler

When I first heard the idea, "Operation Mongoose", I thought that's a great idea, but it's not really for me.  Come on 5:30 in the morning, showing up in your P.J.'s - it's all I can do to get up at 7a.m,, and typically I don't leave my house without hair and makeup done.  And as for the later time in the evening option, honestly I was afraid I would fall asleep if I got still and quiet after the busyness of the day.  After all, typically that's what happens on my sofa each night.

Now a few days later something has changed in me, ever since hearing this idea and silently dismissing it my mind, God has been after me.  Every night since Wednesday, I have been up at not just 5:30am but at 4am.  It's been one thing or another that has awakened me in the wee hours of the morning, and I haven't been able to go back to sleep.  The first morning I complained to my husband.  However, by Friday, I was beginning to see a trend.  What was wrong with me?

After getting my girls on the bus Friday morning, I set out on my jog around the neighborhood.  I had my iPOD in and the music cranked up, but it couldn't drown out this little voice in my head.  The conversation went like this, "Getting up at 4am hasn't been that bad, and you have been relatively energetic all day."  My jog always takes me by Grace. I love just running through the parking lot thinking of how thankful I am to be a part of what we do here and what we stand for.  I see it as a lighthouse in our community.  The last leg of my jog takes me by the high school, and this little voice, once again rang out,  "There are kids in that building that need you praying for them because no one else is." 

C.S. Lewis says in his book, Mere Christianity that…

Enemy-occupied territory - that is what this world is. 

Christianity is the story of how the rightful King has landed, you might say landed in disguise, and is calling us to take part in a great campaign of sabotage. 

That is what "Operation Mongoose" is to me - a great campaign to pray for our children, our children's teachers, our schools, and our community.  I want to gain back some ground and then some!  The enemy, however, wants to tell us we are doing enough, we are too busy, and we are too tired to get up.  But we are at war, and I'm not on his team.

Come pray with us - there are snakes disguising themselves around us—we are to call upon Him and He will answer and rescue us.  

