Trading Hole-y-ness for Whole-y-ness

By Jody Hoffman

I see the cross in a different light this year; it’s more beautiful than ever. While I was in Jordan a couple of weeks ago, I was praying with some friends, and during the prayer I saw all my hurts and woundedness that the world had beaten me bloody. The blows of childhood words that had cut deep and torn the flesh from my bones, the spit of friends that made me ache, the blows of life that pounded the breath out of me, and the thorns of deceit that pierced and bloodied my mind until it swelled to proportions that disfigured my thinking and my view of life. The truth was I deserved it.  I was guilty--not always as charged, but plenty where I had not even been charged. If I were to pay for all my sins, the torture would have to continue because I continue to sin, and no amount of agony would be too great.  It would not even scratch the surface of guilt. I should have been nailed to the cross; I am a guilty sinner.

During the prayer time, I was holding a small cross. I felt the shape of Jesus’ body hanging on the cross. But as my fingers felt the jaggedness of His pierced, nailed body over and over, they began to see something my eyes never did - the substitution of His body for mine. It seemed to move from my head to my heart. It was not an unknown truth; it was an unfelt truth.

There in the midst of my hurt and guilt, I felt all my holes. The holes that words had dug, the holes that unthoughtfulness had scraped and etched into my heart, the holes of broken relationships and severed family ties, the holes of loss and dissatisfaction--from the obvious gaping holes like the bomb-torn streets of Afghanistan to pin holes that no one saw until the rains of life leaked puddles of hurt into the inner recesses of the dank corners of my heart. It seemed to grow the mold of bitterness in those holes that could be smelled permeating from fowl breeding grounds of my thoughts and soul. It seemed as though feeling my hole-y-ness made my heart comprehend His wholeness all the more. No matter how much they beat Him--He was still whole. No matter how much they pierced Him--He was still whole. Physically they stripped Him, but he still was complete--whole--He still had all the authority of God. They spat on Him, but He was still whole. Bruised, beaten, and hung--but still whole. How is this? Because He was perfect--without sin--WHOLE.

His wholeness is what made Him able to die for my hole-y-ness. Still, my eyes remaining shut, my fingers noticed that other side of the cross was smooth. That’s when another truth seemed to come into clear sight. His wholeness filled all my hole-y-ness! Was that what it meant, “He was wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquity. By His stripes we are made whole.” Right there I felt as though He filled all my holes of hurt and mess and made His wholeness smooth over me. He did not want those holes to continue to be the source of pain--He wanted to smooth it over.

On Sunday night, as Buddy preached and I heard his sermon for the third time, another click and “aha” moment made the picture come to full focus. When I think of the cross, I think of the empty cross because Jesus did not stay there--He died, was buried and then took it one step further – He was resurrected, conquering death once and for all.  When we see the cross it is empty because He lives. I would not want to see or own a cross with Jesus on the cross because He is no longer on the cross. That was the known truth but here was the unfelt truth...I no longer needed to feel the hurt of my hole-y-ness because Jesus’ wholeness and His resurrection empty cross-ness is where I am to joyfully live--in the same power and joyfulness He lives in. Neither of us is to be on the cross any more-- He died for me. It is over!  The cross is to stay empty because He lives off the cross, and I can live without the pain of the cross. He took that pain along with all the holes and left me to live rejoicing in the resurrection. No more than I would want Him on the cross should I want to continue to bear the pain of the cross! From known truth to felt truth! I felt the joy and freedom of resurrection--of wholeness. Because of His wholly-ness I am whole. The known truth has become felt truth--how beautiful it is.

