SNAKES

By Jody Hoffman

Her eyes were troubled; she looked as though she had just viewed 9-11 for the first time. It was that sort of disbelief that filled her face. I had just come for a hair appointment--- God made it a divine appointment. It was perhaps the best cut I have ever had.  It was not my hair but my heart that was unforgettably altered. I sat expectantly, knowing whatever it was could not stay inside—she needed to tell someone. Her words followed my suspicion and she said, “You won’t believe what I just heard, let me tell you...” 

“The lady that just left told us about her daughter’s pet snake. It is a 5’ something boa constrictor.” We both shivered with the thought of having a pet snake, shaken by that alone would seem awful enough, but it wasn’t the full story. She went on. “The daughter had noticed that the snake had not been eating, concerned, she talked to her mom wondering if the snake was sick or something. Not knowing enough about snakes, and concerned for the pet, the mother decided to take the snake to the Vet. The Vet, upon examination, had some questions about the snake’s recent behavior. He asked if there had there been any recent changes in the sleeping pattern.  The mother did not know so she called her daughter for the information. The daughter said, ‘Why, yes, as a matter of fact, there has been a change in the way it sleeps. It used to sleep coiled up in my bed near me. But as of late, it has slept straight out right next to me.’ The mother relayed the information to the doctor. ‘We must put this snake down right away,’ the doctor said without hesitation. ‘But why?’ inquired the mother. ‘This snake has been lying next to your daughter stretching itself out length wise next to her, sizing itself up to see if it is large enough yet to devour her. And now it is starving itself in anticipation of making your daughter its next victim.’” 

What chilling words. What heart shock to think you could have found your child dead in her bed—devoured by her pet! What would you do? Can you imagine? Would you have been near enough to hear her final call? Would she have screamed? Would you have heard her call out to you? Or would it be so slow a constriction that she did not feel it squeezing the very breath out of her? Would she have awakened before the vial creature wrapped its slithery body around her? Ending her life and devouring her as its next meal? What horrible thoughts.

I had cold chills as she unfolded the story realizing this is exactly Satan’s strategy. We somehow allow sin to be our pet! We see it as harmless—it is just lying coiled up asleep nearby but it would not hurt us. We think, “I have this one under control—this one is different, it is not as dangerous as others—it’s a mere pet.”  We allow, tolerate, and cuddle things and ideas that should not be anywhere near our kids or us. We allow them to become our pets. We sleep with them—physically, emotionally or spiritually. We believe they’re harmless to devour us, ruin us, or even worse—end our lives.  Some how it comes in a pet-ish sort of way that just is not recognized as a threat. Our familiarity dulls us to its dangers.

Do we realize that Satan has his eye on us? He stretches himself beside each of us sizing himself out to measure each person individually. Can he overtake us? He is seeking to be seen as not dangerous, as non-threatening—just a little ole pet snake doing nothing but sleeping. How can that hurt anyone?  How unreasonable and paranoid can you be?  Oh, don’t make such a big deal about it. It’s just quietly sleeping—let it go. The hissing in the excuses are muffled permitting our guard to drop our awareness is weakened. 

The Bible knows of our tendency to be unaware and warns us to be vigilant for the devil seeks whom he may devour. Eve thought the serpent to be nothing more than a pet—yet we all know what a disaster that turned out to be! The slime bucket hissed his hideous words in such a way that Eve believed, and life itself was squeezed out—mankind was never the same. But because that happened so long ago and perhaps because we did not know Eve personally, we let it slide and shrink from our minds. God knows and warns us over and over, yet some how there we are mesmerized, captivated and enthralled by a slinking, conniving snake.

With that sort of opening in the Bible, you would think that there would be snake stories all the way through—slinking through the pages of time in and out of people’s lives. Ruining every scene he inserts his sorry self. Hissing his way through history. But that is the surprise to all. He makes himself known through the snake, but he can be anything evil—even an angel of light. Thus the problem—if he were always a snake we may could get used to the idea that he is a snake. We could avoid snakes especially talking ones! But because he can be anything we forget he is in disguise, and we forget to be aware of him. Or we think we can coddle him like a puppy indulging our selves in a relationship that seems quite risk-free.

He is no respecter of persons from women, to men, and children, He desires to steal, kill, and destroy them all. He did not stop there—he had the impudent boldness to try to even bring down Jesus! He tempted Him in the wilderness. And at the point of the crucifixion it appeared he had won, he had succeeded, he had killed and he had destroyed. The howl of laughter shrieked through the universe in delight of apparent disaster; the destruction and death of the Son of God--unknowing of the resurrection or the power it would display and the ultimate victory Jesus Christ would have for all eternity. He howls still at each of our mess-ups.

I think in our growing up, we memorized the Ten Commandments and the stories that made us aware of right and wrong, but true to his lying, blinding character, there are things that we do that show that we are oblivious to him at work in a situation. We let him out of the cage, let him curl up at a safe distance, and become unconscious he has laid right next to us sizing us up for the best time to overcome us.

Here is the progression that is possible: we ignore stuff because he wants to keep us uniformed and unacquainted with his ways. What did he get kicked out of heaven for? Rebellion against God. Thinking his way was better. Worshipping himself. Pride. We know it in him; we know where it got him; but do we see it in us? Do we realize where it will get us? It starts oh so small - more like a little wormy maggot than a full-blown 30-foot anaconda. Dissatisfaction and discontent are those little worms that have been deposited by a fly by of Satan. He buzzes in, lays his eggs of treachery, and waits for them to hatch at just the circumstances he is about to put together, the right conditions for those eggs to grow and emerge and produce the intended ruin Satan put in their DNA devised against us—to work their ruin and destruction. They emerge quietly, slowly, stealthily until they are so big you cannot put them back into their cage.

Our rebellion does not usually begin with all out warfare—trumpets blasting and regiments blaring their might. It is the subtle ways of griping, complaining, and criticism. The larva of impending disaster implanted by the common pests of our daily lives found decaying in the garbage we allow to pile up or just forget to take out because of our busyness. It may have happened while you were out doing good somewhere else.  The storms still come. A few summers ago while we were on a mission trip, evidently lightening struck near enough to put our freezer out that was located in our garage. No one noticed. Soooo when we got home the stench was so bad that you did not even need to open the garage door to smell it. Chicken breasts had defrosted and somehow maggots erupted in abundance. It was ghastly! How foolish would we have been to leave it?

The storms come; things that were as harmless as meat in the freezer, given the right conditions, can become potent destroyers. If the pattern of grumbling, defiance, rebellion, griping and criticizing are imbedded in your life, take some time and do whatever is needed to root these out.  Satan is in your bed coiled as though asleep, quietly “content” for now, but he won’t be satisfied to stay there—he will move in for the kill—just as soon as he sizes you up—while you are asleep and unsuspecting. Not in your bed? Check the bed your kids are sleeping in; he knows how much you love them and that nothing is more precious to you!

It is my heart’s response to want to come together to pray for our kids, mates, marriages, community, country---to be aware that the snakes are out there and it is our responsibility to chase them away. I know that it is not in my power alone but through prayer that God does dramatic things. He has given us authority to chase away these snakes from among us. To hold one another up in prayer and to believe great things of God. I am asking you to join me. Not because it is convenient or because you have EXTRA time, but because we are talking about the life and death of those who are most precious to us. 

Mongooses are the known enemy of snakes; they slither away in fear.  I am proposing OPERATION MONGOOSE as our time to pray. I know how busy you are, but I think I know of a time that you are not already busy—Mondays 5: 30 a.m. It is a terribly early hour, I know, but getting up early is better than hospitals--rehabs and nights of worry. I am asking you to purpose to set this time aside and come join us at the church in the lobby to pray. For those that live further away, pick someone’s house and meet there. No makeup, come in pajamas, no fixed hair and set an alarm for 6:30 to leave and be home to say good-bye to your kids as they go to school. I am thinking Mondays 10:00 p.m. as well if that is an easier time for the night people.   We will meet and set an alarm to end at 11:00. This is crazy I know, but moms through the ages have done crazy things for their kids--God put that in us. Please respond to the article and this Operation Mongoose; let us know what you think. We want to make this happen at whatever cost to our own comfort, so please email your response to us. As simple as "I’m in" will suffice or as elaborate, as you want -  I am all ears. About 12 years ago I did this for about 2 -3 years, and we saw the most amazing things happen. I have tried since then but with no success. I think that God has put this together for such a time as this. All are welcome -  bring some friends we will break of into smaller groups so all can pray. Don’t even bother to brush your teeth; just roll out of bed and come.  We will have some gum for you! :)  Waiting to hear from you... and from God!

