Sabbath September 13, 2008

Victory Everlasting Gospel Church

“The King is Coming”

Shall we invite God’s presence to our worship hour? “Heavenly Father…”

A couple of Sabbaths ago, Tina read a fable to those who were present. I want to repeat that story and then draw some parallels to the human condition today, both physically and spiritually. It went something like this:

The story is told of a dirty old lazy man, who lived as a hermit in a squalid hut way up top of a grand and majestic mountain overlooking a beautiful valley. This unclean hermit, it seemed, absolutely despised anything that had to do with work. Mr. Hermit avoided doing anything that would require more exertion than the bare minimum. Content to live as a recluse, he occasionally ventured to town to barter wild herbs for grain.

It just so happened that one day the lazy hermit was sitting in the sun when he heard the sounds of an approaching horse. He was seized with panic as he had not bathed in months and his clothes were torn and dirty. But before he could hide, a noble stranger dismounted and stood admiring the view. The stranger realized that the view of the entire countryside from the hermit’s land was incredible. Every corner of the vast region was visible and it seemed to glow in brilliant detail.
“Oh good friend,” said the stranger, “you have the most beautiful view in the whole country. Seeing it makes me want to be a better man. Do you have a bench that I can rest on while I admire its beauty?” Of course, the hermit was honored and went inside his house to find a bench to offer the man.

Once inside the house, however, Mr. Hermit found that he had no good bench! The one he had was in dreadful disrepair. Terribly embarrassed, he looked all around inside the house for another seat. While he was looking, the stranger mounted his horse and departed down the mountain.

The face of the stranger haunted the hermit and he asked himself, “Where have I seen his face before.” And then he remembered seeing a picture of him at the market. It was the king.

Ashamed of how poorly he treated his king and how unkempt he looked, he said to himself, “He’ll come again, I know he will, and I must have a nice bench ready for him.” 
On his next visit to town, Mr. Hermit bartered a large basket of herbs and organic vegetables for some new clothes and some wood to make a bench. 

Back home on the mountain, he built a nice bench, and then he bathed, shaved and put on his new clothes. 
Sure enough, a few days later, the hermit heard the sound of a horse’s hooves approaching and he thought to himself, the king is coming. Eagerly, he ran to get the bench he’d made. As the king sat on the bench and took in the fantastic view, he sighed. “Thank you so much, Mr. Hermit for the wonderful seat to sit on while I take in this incredible beauty. This view makes me want to be a better man.” Then he asked, “Do you happen to have a cool glass of water for me, as I am so very thirsty!”

Mr. Hermit turned red-faced and ran into his house. Frantically searching around, his worst fears were realized. He had no clean glass to give to the king, only a dirty cracked cup and besides that, the spring water was muddy. While he stood in his dirty kitchen trying to figure out what to do, the king mounted his horse and went away.

“He’ll come again, I know he will,” the hermit said to himself. “I must be prepared!” He cut some wood, loaded it up on a cart and drove it down the mountain into town. Using the money he got from the sale of the wood, he bought new dishes and some corn to make corn cakes. Upon arriving home, he cleaned out the muddy spring and repaired the pump, preparing for the king’s next visit.

And sure enough, one afternoon, the hermit heard a horse’s hooves coming up the mountain and he exclaimed, “The king is coming!” The hermit ran to bring out the bench and glasses of fresh water from the sparkling clean spring and how glad he was that he had baked a corn cake that very morning. As the king basked in the glorious view, he said, “Ahhh Mr. Hermit, this view makes me want to be a better man. Thank you so much for the wonderful seat, and this is the sweetest clean water in my entire realm. On top of that, the court bakers could not bake a better corn cake. Do you think friend hermit that I might spend the night here with you on this grand mountain so that I could see the sun rise over my kingdom?”

Mr. Hermit couldn’t believe his ears! He had no bed suitable for a king! He didn’t even have a bed for himself, as he slept on straw on the floor. He turned and ran into the house trying to figure out what to do. While he was gone, once again the king mounted his horse and went away.

“He’ll come again, I know he will,” the hermit said to himself. “I must be prepared!” Forgetting that he didn’t like work, he cut down some trees and fashioned a beautiful new bed and a table for the king. He repaired the rotting timbers in his house. He took his dirty old bucket and cleaned it at the spring so he could scrub down the inside of his house. Next he gathered some sticks and traded them in town so that he could purchase flour to make bread and new sheets for the bed. Carefully and diligently he prepared for the king to come and spend the night and now he was ready.

Sure enough, the hermit heard the king’s horse approach. Happily he said to himself, “Ahhh, the king is coming.” Mr. Hermit invited the king into his sparkling clean house, served him some freshly baked bread, and enjoyed his company during the evening. That night, the king slept on the hermit’s newly made bed and together they watched the bright colorful sunrise across the beautiful kingdom.

Mr. Hermit and the king grew to love and cherish each other’s company. For the rest of his life, the king would come up and visit the hermit, basking in his new found friend’s hospitality and thoughtfulness. Mr. Hermit became the talk of the town whenever he’d show up with a new load of chopped wood or sticks to trade for flour, linens, clothes, or whatever he needed. People couldn’t believe the change that had taken place in the dirty old hermit who never used to lift a finger.

Eventually, no one remembered there was a lazy hermit living on the mountain, for he became known simply as the king’s friend. 
This that I have just read is a fable, but I want us to consider the parallels as they may relate to our own lives. 

You know, soon, the King is coming. He made that glorious promise to us and every Christian for all times, as He tried to comfort His disciples with these words found in John 14:1-3, “Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe also in me.  In my Father's house are many mansions: if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto myself; that where I am, there ye may be also.”

Did Jesus find us in a condition better than the old hermit in this fable, when we were trying to find happiness in this life and it always seemed to be out of our reach? We realized that life was empty and meaningless without a Savior. 
Like the hermit, we to realized our filthiness in the presence of the King. We looked at His righteousness and then our own and surely we discovered that we could say with Isaiah in chapter 1:5, 6, “… the whole head is sick, and the whole heart faint. From the sole of the foot even unto the head there is no soundness in it; …” and in Chapter 64:6, “But we are all as an unclean thing, and all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags;” 
We have tried to be physically clean and well groomed, but when we looked into the mirror of God’s Law, what we saw was the ugly filth of sin that needed to be cleansed. There is no soap of our own devising that can clean us for the only cleansing agent that can have any affect, would be the precious blood, the innocent blood of the King.

As we look at the King on the cross, bleeding and dying, and we realize that the only way we can ever find happiness in this life and the life to come, is to make the trade. Struck with the power of that dreadful scene on our behalf, we repent and we confess and we give Him all of our sinful unworthiness, and in return with the kindest love, He give us His righteousness.  

In closing I read this from the Spirit of Prophecy, {RH, March 10, 1891 par. 7} 


“What love, what wonderful love, was displayed by the Son of God. The death we deserved was suffered to come upon him, that immortality might be given to us, who could never merit such a reward. Is not salvation great in its simplicity, and wonderful in its comprehensiveness? Christ takes the sinner from the lowest degradation, and purifies, refines, and ennobles him. By beholding Jesus as he is, the sinner is transformed, and elevated to the very summit of dignity, even to a seat with Christ upon his throne. Contemplating the fullness of the provision that God has made, whereby every son and daughter of Adam may be saved, we are led to exclaim with John, "Behold, what manner of love the Father hath bestowed upon us, that we should be called the sons of God."
“And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto myself; that where I am, there ye may be also.”

The King is coming. Are you ready?

Shall we pray…
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