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I have been listening to an elderly godly woman teach; it has been the sort of teaching that you have to stop the CD, ponder it awhile, replay it, and listen again. I have been listening with a group of women; we have enjoyed it sooooooo much. Sometimes we laugh, pray, cry or feel like we have been stabbed with the Sword of His Word. Yyyouch, Holy Spirit, I needed to hear that; thank You for showing me! Sometimes we say, “Hmmmmmmmm, let’s hear that again; what was it You were saying to me?”
Today was the “Hmmmmmmm, let’s listen to that again” day. This woman was sharing about our heart being like a garden, and if we were walking with God in that garden, what would it look like? Please do this with me; what do you see?
What kind of a garden was it? An English garden? A country garden?  Formal?  Flowery? Mine was overlooking a grand garden from a stone terrace. The trees and bushes were manicured and neatly placed in rows. I think it was like the Hapsburg gardens in Vienna. They seemed mostly monochromatic shades of green, lovely lawns, but no flowers. “Hmmm…Beautiful, but aren’t gardens supposed to have flowers?” I thought.
She asked if we saw any weeds in the garden. “No, I don’t see any weeds, just groomed lawns and bushes with meticulously coffered trees.” I looked around again, “Surely, I have weeds in my garden”. Oh dear, on second look, the weeds were so tidy and shaped; they were easily mistaken for a real bush. “Uh-oh. That’s not good,” I thought.
The woman was speaking again. “…Pull up those weeds, and give them to Jesus.” Hmmm. There is no pulling this one up; I need a backhoe to dig it out. I would have thought it was going to be hard, but along came the backhoe that pulled it up with ease, and I brought it to the cross. “There it is, pretty ugly, pretty messy, what can You do with that?” I wondered through tears. I felt ashamed to have had such a whopping mess, not like a little handful, but a fully-grown weed pretending to be a bush. I had not realized it was not a bush. I had worked and worked at keeping it trimmed and tidy so much so that I had worn myself out keeping it groomed. I had shaped it into a perfectly acceptable topiary. Groomed to such a degree that it could pass for a bush, but it was merely a groomed weed. But then, as simply as tearing up tissue paper, He took it and turned it into deep rich mulch and spread it around the cross telling me that flowers would soon grow there.
This enormous bush of weeds seemed to have taken root in my childhood, where I felt unloved and nothing but a bother and an annoyance to my parents. They had no room for nurturing me, as their lives were a mess of their own brokenness. The problem is, I thought that it was truly a bush and had trimmed away keeping that awful hurt and unwantedness in shape. Constantly snipping and cutting - working so diligently - I didn’t know it was a weed; I could not recognize it or believe that it was not true. I had worn myself out making it look okay and part of the garden. I had believed my own words over God’s words. I believed me and not God. It grew into a well-groomed hedge of pride. I doubted the very character of God. Now that it has been being dug up and rooted out, I have seen it for the ugliness it is—pride.
As I confessed it, I was so disillusioned that I thought He would be angry or stern or shaking His head at my confession.  But instead, it was as if I saw Him throw back His head in laughter at how preposterous such an idea was. (The way I have done when my precious grandbabies have said something that is so utterly ridiculous it has no offense -only laughter that they would have ever even thought that!) He then filled me with thoughts of His love for me, how He enjoyed my nearness and desired my company. It was love unmatched and untainted by human-ness, His pure delight in me. (Again I thought of how I would wrap my arms around that little child to hug them up close to me and whisper truth in their ears; enjoying that they told me so I could set their thoughts in line, knowing this is how real relationship unfolds. Their nearness delights me and their company is desired.)
So all this took a while to pray through and had much more than I have time to share, but in my hurry, I had to get in the car to get to the next thing in my schedule. When I got in the car, I began to sing. I was just enjoying His company and thoughts of me. What did He have to tell me now that he was laughing? He was affirming to me; He delighted in me; He loved it when I came to be near Him. Not performing tricks and begging for treats upon my completion of the latest effort, but just curled up in His lap. Enjoying the pleasure of His company. I listened to the song I was singing.

Hold me close to you. Never let me go. I lay it all down again to hear You say that I’m your friend. You are my desire.  No one else will do… You’re all I want.  You’re all I ever needed. You’re all I want. Help me know You are near. Copyright © 1994 Mercy/Vineyard Publishing. All rights reserved. International copyright secured.
I didn’t know where it came from, as it had been a long while since I had heard the song. But it came pouring out of my heart, meaning each word, I was singing to God. Then seemingly out of nowhere the thought came, “I am singing to you Jody, listen to Me.”  I began to hear the words differently.  It was as if God was singing to ME those very same words. “ Jody, hold Me close to you, never let Me go. I’d lay it all down again (the cross) to hear you say that you’re My friend. You are my desire—no one else will do—you’re all I want —YOU are all I have ever needed (eternity together) I sung the last line alone—help me know You are near. It became a beautiful duet (my favorite songs—man and a woman singing to each other and then together) of two lovers singing full out passionately looking into one another eyes with tears of joy that the other knew that the other’s heart was expressing the same feeling they had. God was singing to me and with me! It was so breathtaking I was startled. I had never heard that song in that way! Well, it may sound funny, but it was me and God singing it! I was so surprised and delighted. I had never sung that way before, but you can sure bet I will be listening next time! He was singing right to my soul, and He knew I was singing to His. I have never sung with God before!
We all want those moments, whether by word or by song, to be found and loved and delighted in is in each of us. We have a hole that can only be filled with the wholeness of God himself.
Today was the beep, beep, beep of the backhoe backing into place to haul off my weed bushes and the discovery of the new view—make that new sound of His singing like after cutting away old shrubs that have limited my sight line and inhibited the sounds. Do you have weeds, perhaps groomed into being acceptable looking bushes, but weeds nonetheless? The backhoe is available upon request. Clear the way; take the weeds out, whether they are hands full or dump truck size.  Confess to Him what is going on inside there; let Him speak truth in those places. Don’t let those bushes block your view or limit the sound of His voice.  Let Him sing to your soul.

