Preparing For Our Greatest Victory

I don’t know if your siblings ever babysat you, but when I was growing up and that occurred, it was a nightmare.  
 When Mom would leave, she’d say, “Don’t worry, your brothers are in charge.”  And that’d be the last we’d see of them.  Mom and Dad and Danny and Timmy would disappear.  Left behind was my little sister, Kathleen, and myself.
However, if Timmy and Danny were around, it was only more frightening.  It was scary.  
Kathleen and I would go through the trials of waiting for Mom to come home.   It was, “Please, Mom.  Come home.”  
 One time my brother, Timmy, held me down and hit me a thousand times on each arm!   Why does someone do that to a little boy?  I had to go to the doctor after that.   And after that time, he’d just look at me and say, “If you’re not careful, I’m going to hold you down and hit you again!”  It was all the fear that was wrapped up in that threat.  The inevitable to come.  The waiting.  
When we mature into adulthood, we understand, eventually, that the trials – the waiting-- builds character that lasts.
Today, I thank God for my two older brothers.  So much of what I am today --my tenacity, my knowledge of how to go through life’s trials --comes from the way they gave me lessons in life that I needed.  And, they grew up to be men of God in wonderful ways.
Testing prepares us for our Greatest Victory.   
There is a great victory at the end of the day for those in Christ Jesus.  
And when we hold on through all of life’s hold-ups and we don’t quit, we have the opportunity of some day being with Jesus.  We have the opportunity of walking with Christ Jesus.      
Today, when the Jackets for Jesus team returns from the streets of LA in the dark of night, we don’t often stop at In-N-Out.    It doesn’t seem to make much common sense to do that after being held at gun point.  
But, I’m not kidding you, I told the story to my Mother on the Monday after the night it happened,  expecting lots of sympathy, lots of hugs.  I told her how the man held us with a great big gun.  I really tried to make the gun as big as possible for Mom so I’d get lots of sympathy.  I went through the whole thing, how frightening it was. 
 And this is what my Mother said:  “What were you doing getting a hamburger in the middle of the night?”  
I mean only a mom would say that.  
She didn’t say, “I’m glad you are safe from the gun.  What were those men doing holding up In-N-Out?” 
 No.  It was, “You don’t need a hamburger in the middle of the night.”   
I realized right then that there are some people who are able to see into the core of the situation.  She was right. I didn’t need a hamburger in the middle of the night.  And if I’d just have listened to Mom, I wouldn’t have been in front of that gun.  I wouldn’t have been in that situation.  
When we understand that the trials, the waiting, builds our character, and that the testing prepares us for our greatest victory, it changes us.  
My greatest victory happened where I preach each Sunday.  
I’d always known it was coming… mom would hold me and say: “You know, Eric, when I die, I want you to bury me.”  
I’d  look at her and say, “What do you mean, Mom?”
 “I want you to do my funeral.”  
I’d say, “No way.  No way on God’s green Earth am I going to do that!”    
She’d say, “Eric, you’re my pastor.  Who else would do my funeral?   You’re the only one I want to do it.”
Mom endured awful things the last five years of her life.  For someone so wonderful, we all had to watch her mental ability deteriorate as she stopped remembering people, and in the last months of her life, she did not even remember me.   
Then when she died, I had the opportunity to stand and surrender her over to Glory, just the way God would have wanted.  
None of it was easy.
But was there victory?  Absolute Victory.  
Knowing Mom is Home, that God gave me victory to make it through the most horrendous moments of losing her and to be able to preach her funeral, just as she wished.  This is victory.  Not just for her, but for me, also.  I know now that if I hold on through the worst, the worst does not win.  In the end, God wins.  In the end, victory is there.
God can give you victory to make it through your trials and tough moments too.  
No matter how great your hold-up is, and there are some big ones in life, hold on to what you have in Christ Jesus.  Don’t let it be taken away from you. 
Hold on to that which has been given you, that which endures beyond the temporal and reaches eternity.  
Then, and only then, you will have the opportunity to experience a calm strength that comes from within, like the love of a Mother who embraces her children, and raises them up in the way they should go.  Like the love of a Mother who holds on through all of life’s hold-ups.  Like the love of a Mother, who through holding on herself, achieves the Greatest Victory of life – Eternal Life.

