“Have You Felt the Pain Inflicted By the Lord?”

"He said to him the third time, ‘… do you love Me?’ " (John 21:17).
Have you ever felt the pain, inflicted by the Lord, at the very center of your being, deep down in the most sensitive area of your life? The devil never inflicts pain there, and neither can sin nor human emotions. Nothing can cut through to that part of our being but the Word of God. "Peter was grieved because He said to him the third time, ‘Do you love Me?’ " Yet he was awakened to the fact that at the center of his personal life he was devoted to Jesus. And then he began to see what Jesus’ patient questioning meant. There was not the slightest bit of doubt left in Peter’s mind; he could never be deceived again. And there was no need for an impassioned response; no need for immediate action or an emotional display. It was a revelation to him to realize how much he did love the Lord, and with amazement he simply said, "Lord, You know all things … ." Peter began to see how very much he did love Jesus, and there was no need to say, "Look at this or that as proof of my love." Peter was beginning to discover within himself just how much he really did love the Lord. He discovered that his eyes were so fixed on Jesus Christ that he saw no one else in heaven above or on the earth below. But he did not know it until the probing, hurting questions of the Lord were asked. The Lord’s questions always reveal the true me to myself.
Oh, the wonder of the patient directness and skill of Jesus Christ with Peter! Our Lord never asks questions until the perfect time. Rarely, but probably once in each of our lives, He will back us into a corner where He will hurt us with His piercing questions. Then we will realize that we do love Him far more deeply than our words can ever say.
Thought For the Day...
Does God ever have to ask you over and over - DO YOU LOVE ME?  15So when they had dined, Jesus saith to Simon Peter, Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me more than these? He saith unto him, Yea, Lord; thou knowest that I love thee. He saith unto him, Feed my lambs. 16He saith to him again the second time, Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me? He saith unto him, Yea, Lord; thou knowest that I love thee. He saith unto him, Feed my sheep. 17He saith unto him the third time, Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me? Peter was grieved because he said unto him the third time, Lovest thou me? And he said unto him, Lord, thou knowest all things; thou knowest that I love thee. Jesus saith unto him, Feed my sheep. 
        This a poem I wrote a while back, I would like for you to read it.  If you cannot open this poem, e-mail me at: roy@thejesuscompany.com and I will send it to you in a different form.
        This was written for a very special person in my life whom I love so much, so I am going to re-title it "Just For You".  I hope you like it... 
 

Just For You...
By Roy Romine
 

God ordained you, 
To spread His words of love
With his own hands, he touched your voice
As He did His angels in Heaven above

 

Of all the people in the world

He had to choose the one

Who would take their mission seriously

They could not turn and run

 

A person who could carry weight

Who would not slip and fall

The one who could be depended on

To hear His holy call

 

His voice rings out in precious song

From deep inside of you

To call the lost into the light

To fill them through and through

 

Your job is of great importance

Though you’re no more than a youth

From the mouth of a babe His word comes sweet

He knows you’ll tell the truth 

 

As you go about your way

Watch for satan’s flaming arrow

For the road to all his righteousness

Is hard and long and narrow

 

Teach the people in your midst

To guide those who are new

To plant them deep in fertile soil

And tell them what is true

 

Then they can grow, tall and firm

Rooted deep into the earth

To live His word without compromise

And tell of all it’s worth

 

Remember folks are watching you

Because of who you are

They’ll attack you when you least expect

When things aren’t up to par

 

Their mission is to see you fail

To mame you if they can

For the Holy Spirit that possesses you

Is nonsense to the natural man

 

So write and sing your songs of love

Let no one make you sigh

For very soon the day will come

That our Lord will crack the sky
 

 

 

Think About It...
 

 

Love, Your Friend, Roy
 

