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This is so boring.

Is nothing ever going to happen in my life?

I sit here on the grass making daisy chains, and I am bored, and fed up.

The grown ups have all the power. ‘Do your homework, feed the cat, take the dog for a walk. No, you can’t go round next door, it’s nearly dinner time. Stay near the house, and try to keep clean, I don’t want to have to cart any more water in today. For goodness sake, keep out from under my feet, can’t you see I’m busy!’

So what am I supposed to do? If I go out I’m wrong. If I stay in I’m wrong. And either way is boring, and nothing is ever going to happen.

It was different when Jesus was around. Everything seemed exciting then. Oh they used to tell me off for following them about, and for sneaking in where I wasn’t supposed to be; but there was always something happening, and HE didn’t mind me being there. He would smile, and wink, and make me feel that the here was the most fantastic place to be.

After he was caught and executed (dear God, that was awful!) somehow every colour died. All the grown ups went around as if on automatic, and anything I did was automatically wrong! Then there were all these rumours about his body having been stolen, or people claimed they saw him walking around, and that he was talking to them. Mum said it was just grief, and I was to forget it. But I miss him too. Wouldn’t it be great if he really did come back? Somehow there is no point in anything now. If I can’t grow up with him, then I don’t want to grow up at all, and I wish I had never been born.

2. 

This is so not fair.

I know that something big is in the air. I could feel the excitement as they all arrived. Now they are sitting in the house, and I’m out here again, left out, no use, just a little kid. I am so angry, so frustrated. It isn’t fair! I want to be in there too. I need to be in there. I need to know what is happening, what they are deciding. I know HE wouldn’t leave me out. I know HE wants me in on it. I feel it in my gut. I feel the scream start in my bowels and rise up into my throat. I hear the roaring fill the whole house.

LET ME IN! LET ME IN! THIS IS IMPORTANT!

The house seems filled with wind and fire. Everyone is excited, talking all at once. 

Peter seems the most excited of all. He shouts, ‘Don’t you understand? That is what he meant. Don’t you feel him here? Can’t you feel his power? WE can be as he was now. WE have his knowledge and his power. There is nothing at all that need make us afraid. We can all of us do his work now.’

They came rushing out of that house like men possessed.

And I was possessed too. Fired up with the urgency of the moment. Fired up like I had been before Jesus was killed. Fired up with the need to tell the everyone what he had been like, and what he dreamt of for the world.

3. 

All that seems a long time ago now. Life has certainly been exciting. I journeyed with Peter. I heard John talk about Jesus as the Light of the World. I cried again as they stoned Stephen. I was there to hear all about Paul’s visions. I even did some healing myself.  I learnt a lot from great men, but most of all I learned from the feel of that Jesus-fire in my gut.

I learned this :-

that God loves his world with a consuming passion. His dreams for us are Jesus-dreams; dreams of power used well, of strength exercised for good, of people who cherish each other; dreams of healing, and wholeness, and overwhelming joy.
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