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Buddy and I just returned home from an incredible trip to the desert.  One of the places we visited was Tindouf, Algeria—the nowhere on the outside of nothing.  After claiming our luggage at the remote airport, we boarded a dusty van and drove off in the middle of the pitch black night. Some soldiers stopped us at a couple of checkpoints.  Words were exchanged and we eventually proceeded, but not before my heart skipped a beat and I pushed fear away.  Our driver didn’t speak much English, so instead we talked amongst ourselves and strained our eyes to see what was out there.  Nothing.

       

Perhaps an hour later we made a sharp turn and could distinguish a village with hardened sand houses and tents.  There was no electricity, so the depth of darkness around us was incomprehensible.  As we climbed out of the van a new world unfolded like jewels on a velvet cloth.  The night sky had not been dark after all; the roof had obstructed our view of the stars.  We were so taken with the skies, magnetized by the stars, that we could hardly focus on carrying our luggage and meeting our host family!

      

Periodically on our trip I kept asking myself, “Is this safe?”  However, God had assured me that His eye was on me and I felt abundant peace.  Despite the early hour of 3:30 A.M. our entire host family greeted us.  We had tea and visited and then they explained the facilities and sleeping arrangements.  Weary from our travel, I rested well.

  

The next few days revealed a wonderful people living in a difficult place.  The conditions are so severe, they provide a sharp contrast to those who live there.  The desert is beyond dry, yet the people are so refreshing.  The land is monochromatically beige, but the people are draped in flowing color.  The desert is an unencumbered openness; however the homes are small and enclosed.  Although the women were wrapped from the top of their heads to the bottoms of their feet, they exhibit boundless hospitality and kindness.  The sun is scorching hot and harsh while the people are gentle and tender.  They are refugees, who despite their hopeless surroundings are full of optimism that they will one day return to their homeland.    

     

In our time with the Saharawi people, we learned that everything they use is biodegradable and will melt back into the sand.  Only the tin of their roofs will be carried off with them.  They do little to settle in because they truly believe that their time here is temporary.  They are educated and multilingual with plans for their future.  These precious people believe deeply in God and have no question He is Creator and Provider.  It is no wonder, after seeing how the heavens declare it in such an undeniable way with its nightly stellar performance.

 I was fascinated by the way they live out what they believe.  They are so convinced that they are leaving this camp that they do little to make the immediate more comfortable.  I was struck with the contrast to how I live!  It made me wonder if I really live in a way that reveals what I believe about God.  Certainly I do not want to live in a mud hut, but I live like this is my homeland.  Am I not also living in a place that is temporary?

We are all exiles in a kingdom of darkness.  We live in a barren land, a desert, compared to the beauty that will break through when the Kingdom of God is revealed fully on earth as it is in heaven.  The ease of my conditions distracts me from where my homeland is truly located.  Sometimes I only speak the foreign language of “temporal” and forget about the native language of “eternal.”  Instead of gazing upward at the stars and God’s creation, I get distracted by the electric lights and artificial busyness of life. 

            

The Saharawi people said little, but they lived in a way that spoke volumes.  May we also live it out like they do, instead of just speaking it forth.  One day all of our stuff will, too, dissolve.  If your ash heap is bigger than mine will it really matter?  It will be ashes all the same.  It is strange that a little people group exiled from their homeland had so much to teach us here in the abundant land of the free.  May God help us all to remember where our homeland really is.


