
The Full Gamut of Graduation
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So here it is - the week of graduation! Another year passed; the little kindergarten children move to be in 1st grade (our grandson—Josiah, can you believe he will be in 1st grade already?), elementary children move into middle school, and the 8th graders become freshmen - ahhhh there is something sweet about progress and accomplishment. But I have to say, oh how world rocking, earth shaking, and family changing it can be when seniors graduate! I can’t help but reflect on my kids’ graduation and the incredible lessons that came from those times…

I have shared about Gabe’s graduation, an entire year of tears knowing he would be leaving. He was such a great kid to get to raise; I could not imagine my life without him! Thus the tears. It was through that time God reminded me of being a child growing up on a lake in a resort community where we would play in rowboats. I remembered how that when someone got in the boat it rocked; things felt a bit scary and unsure until it settled - then everything was fine - that is until they got out of the boat. Then it happened all over again! It was scary and unsure until it settled down, and then the calm came. It dawned on me that was exactly what was going on! I remembered when he first came into our boat - that little 7lbs. 2 oz. rocked our entire world those first months, and that as he left eighteen years later all 172 lbs. of him was rocking my world again, but I was assured it would settle and calm would come.

So when Joy was graduating, I knew a little more what to expect but still, I was so sad! On one end of the spectrum - life as I knew it would never be the same, my daughter would be not living at home anymore. And yet on the other end of the spectrum there was such happiness that she would be off to great things ahead. Graduation seemed to cover the full gamut. Don’t you just love how women can be off the charts in opposite directions at the same time? It’s no wonder we are so confusing to men - we can’t figure ourselves out! 

On top of the trauma of Joy graduating, she was also going on a mission trip 4 days later for the entire summer and then off to college a few days later. This was the end of her childhood, and I was feeling the stretch marks not physically, but emotionally. It was way back in Grace’s earlier mission days, and no teen had gone off to a faraway place - let alone the jungles of the Amazon! Yes, you read that right - the jungle! She was going to live in a tribe, sleep on hammocks, hunt for food - the whole deal. I mean - no wonder I was feeling stretched, huh?

People would say, "How can you let her go off to the jungle?" in my head I knew the answer was God, and in my heart I knew it really was God that was going to take care of her. I thought it just as dangerous to drive on I-285 as it was to be in the jungle - matter of fact less dangerous if that is where God was calling her to be at the time. So I had done pretty well until it was getting to the day before she left and the morning she was leaving.

I wanted to bawl, to say, "No I have changed my mind," but that wasn't going to fix anything. God, help me, this is hard to actually do when it comes right down to packing and saying goodbye. It had to be God for me to ever agree to this. It was sounding a bit irrational, crazy, and foolish as the hours drew near. What was I thinking?

She could carry a 40-pound backpack - no more - no less. Everything she needed must be in one backpack with that maximum weight. All toiletries, all clothes, all equipment needed for an entire summer was limited to that. She would be part of a team of 6 total. They would fly into a remote area in a small plane so weight was determined of the six and then divided to get exactly what the plane could safely carry - so each was allowed the 40-pound packs. Goodnight, I thought, we send more than that for camp and that’s only a week! How ever will this work?

We busied ourselves with the task of figuring out how to pack everything from Q-tips to flashlights, with each item assessed and in place, the poundage was reached and the task complete. I couldn’t help but think this is the last morning before life changes, and she is gone from my daily care. Which again like with Gabe, brought thoughts of her arrival into our family. Her whole childhood flashed before my eyes. I was crying as I heard her showering before we left. I got my Bible and prayed - "Please God help me, I just don’t know how I am going to be able to do this!"

As I read where I had left off the day before, it was Matthew 21, the story of the triumphal entry - I kept reading. "That’s not going to help, God I need real help." I kept reading but nothing seemed to help. "Help me, please - what are you trying to tell me? This doesn’t seem to help my heart at all." I felt impressed to go back and read the 21st chapter again. Hmmm? Something about the colt story - what was it He wanted me to know? I sat there listening then I started to laugh and cry. I remembered how when Joy first played tennis, she was so adorable in her little outfits but I always wanted to assure the other moms I fed her - she had the cutest little legs, but in my head I would think they looked like a colt. I wished my thighs were near that thin! God reminded me of it as I read about the colt here in chapter 21. But what about that colt in the passage had to do with Joy?

"...You will see a donkey tied there, with its colt beside it. Untie them and bring them here. If anyone asks what you are doing, just say, "The Lord needs them..." I seemed to understand that God was telling me that He "had need of her". As if He wanted me to let go of my motherly ties and let God take her on an adventure that He had prepared for her, an adventure that only He could take her on, one that He would reveal himself to her so she would be better prepared for the life He knew was ahead. I agreed with God; He knew what was ahead, and He had her best interest in His heart for her. I should let go and bring her to Jesus like the disciples did the colt. 

I thought about the scripture further; where else had Jesus ridden a colt before? Huh, that’s how he had gone to Bethlehem! He was inside the womb of his mother as she was about to give birth. Certainly it must have felt like a dangerous way to travel that far along in a pregnancy. But God had arranged, planned, and put together those “irrational, crazy and foolish” plans as seen by human eye. But to God it was cake - even for a pregnant woman about to deliver the promised Messiah. God knew Joy since she was formed inside my womb, He would watch over her - even in a jungle.

He also seemed to say in Matthew, that although this time He was outside his mother’s womb as a full grown man riding on the donkey, He was still inside His Father's will, still His son, still cared for, and there was still a plan. It reminded me that nothing could separate us from the love of God. In womb or out, God was aware and there! That just as the disciples chose obedience to Jesus' request and had faith to believe that He knew what He was doing - that was my job too, to untie her and let God use her as He had planned - it was not my job to determine when or insert my plans but release her to Him and have faith to believe Him. 

I also noticed in the story that the focus is on what Jesus is doing and not on the colt. It doesn’t go on and on about the colt, it goes on and on about Jesus. The colt is not mentioned again in that passage. What He is doing is our focus, not just our child. It is up to God to carry out the plan not me! It’s His work, it’s His story unfolding all glory goes to Him alone. Our kids cannot remain tied to us, to our plans, and to our desires; it is His design for us to untie them - He has need of them. This is about Him; He is the main character, and we are to obey Him and then teach our children to obey God too. We often wonder why they are disobedient. Could it be God uses them to show us what that disobedience looks like? It seems much uglier on them than it does on us somehow.

I think God used my kids in my life to teach me far beyond what I taught them. And now they are grown with kids of their own, they too are learning from their children. Whatever your circumstance or stage of life, God is using them to teach you about Him. It is His invitation to know Him better. Use your situation to ask, "God what do You want me to know?"


