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I have discovered pomegranates for the first time in my life. They are so amazing; I really love them. I guess I had been introduced to them before, but they didn’t seem so good at the time. I could not even figure out how to open them or what to eat of this alien fruit. There wasn’t any meat, wedges, or textures that I could identify. I had cut it like an orange or grapefruit.  Upon cutting it that way, it became a huge red mess, and all I saw was seeds–obviously, I had gotten a bad one, just seeds. I picked it all up and threw it away. End of pomegranates, until….. years had passed and I was in Jordan. Our host was so excited, she said the pomegranates were looking amazing at the market and we would have them for dessert that night. Her enthusiasm made me curious. I remembered the mess and thought, “Oh, she must know how to pick the good ones”. Everything she had cooked thus far was delicious; I had confidence in her choice and eagerly awaited dessert. Dinner was extraordinary, almost too full for dessert but I was still anxious to solve the pomegranate mystery. (My husband had recently introduced me to pomegranate juice, which only made me curious as to where do they get all that juicy part from all those seeds?) The time arrived and she brought out the fresh, beautiful pomegranates. She cut only the top in a crosshatch sort of cut then pulled the sections down revealing the most beautiful shiny, ruby like jewels. Seeds…no meat, no wedges, nothing but seeds like I had seen before. That is what it supposed to look like, that’s what you eat? But because of the way she cut it, there was no mess. Each jewel stayed perfectly in tact. She oooed and ahhed at the marvelous sight, assuring me this was going to be soooo good. She handed me a mound of gorgeously polished stones and beamed with her gift of matchless taste. I put them in my mouth, as I bit them, they squirted juice all over my tongue in an explosion of juice that erupted and filled my pallet. I was delighted. Each bite brought the joyful experience again and the explosion of sweet/tart juice flowed like delicious lava down my throat. That is what I really love about it–its more than food -  it’s an experience. The experience seems threefold. There is the process of carving, of opening something that has never been viewed by any other human before, the joy of revealing the hand of God– the discovery. Then there is the visual, amazing at the detail of each carved and polished gem, the rich color and the high gloss shine, like it was buffed and polished for hours. And then there is the taste. The process of mining–digging and the absolute sheer beauty of each nugget, and the taste not too sweet and not too tart. ooooooh, it makes my mouth water at the thought and brings desire to run buy one at the mention of it. I love them, I almost laugh out loud with each bite — the joy of seeing their rich color and tasting there unique flavor. But seeing is only half the experience–tasting it makes it real.

 Isn’t gracious of God to make such tasty delights? How creative He is! How he must enjoy our enjoying his work. Do we tell Him so enough? I don’t think we do. I think we go from one thing to the next without really thinking much at all. One thing beckons for our attention after another and we run right with it, not pausing to regard much at all. We get so worn out that to chill out we put something on to watch. What we really need to do is shut something off and just listen. Listening to yourself think may make you whacky–if you are like me. I can start over here thinking about suffering people in Africa but in just seconds be thinking about cleaning the garage–how does that happen? Totally unrelated and worlds apart, or a dog that chased me when I was three. So just thinking isn’t so helpful. But listening for God does make sense. I start by telling Him all the things that I love about Him… God, I love that You have been around for so long. I love that You are familiar with what is going on.  I never have to catch You up or give you a scoop of what’s up–You know!  I love that You made everything and therefore know best how it’s supposed to go. I love You are eternal; You will never get old or feeble. I love that You don’t get sick and have off days, where You are just under the weather or moody. I love that You are faithful; You do not change your character. I love Your gentleness. You do not force us into anything; You patiently nurture us and guide our hearts. I love Your display of power, Your mightiness and grandeur. I love that You see in the dark; there is nothing hidden from You. I love that we can tell You anything and are so approachable even though You are holy and unlike anything we know. I love that you tell us “do not be afraid” that means You know us well enough to know that we are. You know before we are that we will be and you have already addressed that. I love that you know our tendencies to sin and yet pursue us. I love that you do not find us like road kill and avoid anything to do with us. 

The list is endless and next time try to think of things you have never mentioned before. Or all try the things you are thankful for–that are all from Him as well. Like, the first things that pop into your head– your children and your mate, your friends, your home and your country. But try some things you haven’t thought about much like eyebrows, they are like billboards that let us in on an emotion that may be deep inside, or eye lashes that keep things from falling into our eyes like little filters. Or legs that bends or toenails. Sometimes we are not thankful until we get that one little part hurt and realize what a big deal it is without it. So why not thank Him ahead of time? It’s pretty fun. Then after that, just listen. Sometimes, I think God tells me something but more often and a more sure way is that, if you want to hear from God–go to his word–that is his written word and from there he speaks. Read and read until God confirms what he is saying to you. So often in the Old Testament the people of Israel are judged or blessings with held because they did not listen. Check it out, soooo many times God speaks but they did not listen. In Jeremiah 35 alone it is repeated over and over. Verse 14…but I have spoken to you again and again; yet you have not listened to Me. end of verse 15…but you have not inclined your ear or listened to Me. verse 16…but this people has not listened to Me. I know this seems repetitious, I think that’s the point– but in verse 17, …but they did not listen, and I have called them but they did not answer.  What if God only listened to us as well as we listened to him? Would we be wishing we listened better? Do you suppose we could be like Israel? If you have had children/husband or a television you know what this is like… the kids/husband are watching TV. And you call “dinners ready, everybody come eat”. No one moves–the TV. Has captured them. You could be offering ice cream, brownies and new car for the first one to the table but no one hears a word. They are so into the program they did not hear a word. I am afraid we have the TV. Of life going and we are so into it that only when we become desperate or the power goes out do we hear anything from God at all. 

Suppose, just on your own you come away from the hustle bustle and listen. Suppose we practice hearing from God and making it a purpose to shut things off, turn things down, and get into the word, listening for His voice, I think we would explode with God stories and the blessing of hearing from our Maker. If we really spend time loving Him and hearing from him I think we could be more like him. So what has that to do with a pomegranate? I think sometimes we have tried something in the past and failed or misunderstood what was before us. It was like alien fruit. It may be in the thrill of watching someone else enjoy something, that you try it for yourself and find amazingly different results than years past at our last try.  Then we discover for ourselves the shiny-jeweled treasures inside–what was once a mystery, a mess and left you with a seedy taste of confusion, can become an event you look forward to, that you actually anticipate. Is that what your time in the Word has become? Your time of personal worship? if not, try it again or get with someone who knows how to open it and share in the delight inside. Discover the pleasure for yourself; experience the sweet tart explosion that runs through your soul of a jewel of truth as it bursts within. Discover God speaking to you in such a personal way that only he could possibly know that is just what you needed to hear. Discover the joy of mining, of digging into the Word and examining each chunk, anticipating the gold. David had this experience too; in the psalms he declares taste and see that the Lord is good. Seeing is only half the experience– tasting makes it real. Try some and let us know how your trip to the market was…

