Christ So Long Time With Us 				12/7/47





Scripture:  John 14: 1-11





Text:  John 14: 9a;  “.....Have I been so long time with you, and 						yet thou hast not known me, Philip?”





Once more we are in that season of the church year which is sometimes called Advent -- the joyful days leading to Christmas and observance of the birthday of Our Lord.  Today is also Universal Bible Sunday, wherein all Christian people have their thoughts turned to the “Book of books.”  Especially among all churches similar to ours, the Bible has great significance.  For our Protestant Way is the way of the open Bible and its free use by all people; the way of unrestricted access to the heavenly good offered in the gospel.





From now until Christmas, we will be reminded of the coming holiday, of gifts to be secured and all sorts of plans to be made.  We shall hear the Christmas carols sung, and played over the radio, over phonograph and loud speaker amplifiers.





But the best place of all to find the Christmas story is in the New Testament gospels of our Bible; and the finest atmosphere of all in which to hear the carols is in the church where we can help sing them as unto God.





Do you know how precious is the Bible?  And how priceless are its precepts for you?  for all of us?  Because we have it freely accessible to us we may forget that there were times in history and places on earth when, and where, people could not see or read it without great danger --- if indeed they had access to it at all.    I wish that we might sharpen our spiritual sensibilities, this advent season, that the sheer joy of the Christian message should be fully felt by all of us.





It was thirty odd years after the Babe of Bethlehem had been born that Jesus was talking with his friends about the relationship between God and himself.  His ministry to them was about over and he would not much longer be with them.  He wanted them to have the confidence that he went before them as if in preparation for their own arrival in paradise.  And he was telling them that he was the true and living way.





It all seemed to pass over Philip’s head!  Either he was so accustomed to Jesus’ way of talking that it made no real impression on him, or else he simply failed to understand.  At any rate, after Jesus told his disciples that he was the revelation of God, Philip said, “Lord, show us the Father.”  It must have been a trial for Jesus’ matchless patience, for he replied immediately, “Have I been so long time with you, and yet thou hast not known me, Philip?”  How Jesus must have yearned to see Philip quickly awakened to a great truth!





And what an inspiring awakening and renewal can come into our lives if we really grasp and possess the Good News today of Christ’s coming and His saving presence!





A visitor to the Adirondacks, on an extraordinarily clear and beautiful day, went on an errand to a farm house.  Struck by the lovely view of a range some 40 miles away, he commented on it to the farmer.  The farmer, a direct spiritual descendant of Philip it would seem, replied that he had not noticed the view, and went on to say, “If you lived up here all the time same’s we do, you wouldn’t pay much attention to the mountains either, I guess.”  Well, perhaps not, but life would be elevated in a tremendous lift if there were fewer Philips and fence-limited farmers and more disciples with the vision of the mount of transfiguration!





That same visitor to the Adirondacks, at another time, had occasion to call at the home of an overworked, poverty-ridden woman who had a hard time making ends meet over a wash tub.  Her face was tired, but it also possessed a radiance that was not explained until she said, “Come up to the pasture behind the house,” and there pointed out a gorgeous view.  The sun was going low over the hills and the sky was beginning to be streaked with color.  “Every evening when it’s fair, I come up here,” said the wash woman.  “I watch the sunset, and it rests me so.”





Well, the great things of living, like our Bible, and like Christmas, are to be seen and used for our immeasurable satisfaction.  For he who has really seen Jesus has had a marvelous glimpse of God.





Now I should think that the Advent season should never get old for us, but should become more and more wonderful year by year.  And it will be so if we accept it, not in dull familiarity, but with radiant expectation each year.  There is more to be learned of, and enjoyed, than this world dreams of.  And a renewed appreciation of Christmas is not just a relaxation from the world’s woes.  It is a renewal to meet them!





About three years ago, leading scientists of the world were thinking about an old Negro who had just died.  They had heard of his custom of rising at 4 o’clock in the morning, kneeling by his bed, and asking God for the day’s marching orders.  In early days, this fellow had wanted to know what man was.  However, God said that was too big a question.  So he began asking about life, and that was too big, too.  Finally, he came down to this question, “Tell me, then, about the peanut and the sweet potato.”  God said that while he could not tell the man all about them, they were indeed more his size.  From that time on, his marching orders poured in!





So it was that a Negro named George Washington Carver came to put into words a most characteristic American philosophy and to articulate a profound religious approach to life.  “Take what you have, and make something of it.”  Those who knew him well say that he used to illustrate by the familiar story of the shipwrecked sailors drifting helplessly in an open boat.  Out of water, they became so desperately thirsty that one man leaned over the side in a frenzy and dipped up a handful of water.  Putting it to his mouth, he was astonished to find it not salty but sweet.  They had drifted into the mouth of the great Amazon river!  “Dip up the water where you are,” said Dr. Carver.  He did just that.  He took the discouraging Southland’s clay and the almost worthless peanut and sweet potato.  Of the clay, he made valuable paints; of the sweet potato, 150 commercial products; of the peanut more than 300 commercial products!  With the muck of the swamps, he taught growers to fertilize richly their impoverished soil.





“Take what you have;”  “Dip up where you are.”  Here is one of the great permissions of life, wherein you can obtain the success God intended for you.





The “dipping down where we are” at Christmas is particularly rich.  If we will but look up from the push of our own occupational interest and the commercial press around Christmas to see the heavenly host and hear the angelic voices; to see the radiance of God and the loveliness and hope in a child; richness of life can come flooding over our spirits!





Our world is depressed and degraded with selfish demand, wicked sort of ambition, suspicion, fear, misery.  But here is the world’s one bright hope!  “To you is born in Bethlehem a Savior.”





Not only had he been so long time with Philip.  He has been so long time with us!  Hundreds and hundreds of years really.  O that we may know him, trust him, follow him, exalt him, share him!





(1)  I suppose that farmer in the Adirondacks had never seen the mountains.  To milk the cow, mend the fence, plow the soil, plant the grain, mend the harness, and buy the supplies had perhaps seemed enough to him.  “Where there is no vision, the people slowly perish.”  But when there is vision we “mount up with wings as eagles --- run without weariness --- walk without fainting.”





It is so little trouble to look at the mountains!  It is so little trouble to cultivate Jesus’ friendship.  If we want life to be not a habit but an inspiration, we must train ourselves to look steadily at Jesus, to see him whole, to return to the holy pages regularly for his light and truth.





How about reading, not just a few verses of the nativity story, but a whole gospel at one sitting this advent?  How long is it since any of us have taken a good long view of the mountain?





(2)  Probably that Adirondacks farmer had never thought of sharing the beauty to be seen out of his door.  He could hardly have done so having never really seen it.  Had he shared it, given it away, it would have been priceless to him.





Surely our Lord would mean more to us if we consciously shared him with others.  Do we sing with Paul, “I know whom I have believed?”  [II Timothy 1: 12].  The Christian religion takes on sinews in the soul when shared with others.  It is evangelistic!  It is missionary!  It is good news!  “Glory to God in the highest!”





We sometimes hear the expression “Exchange of presents” at Christmas time.  The American Friends Service Committee has an excellent suggestion for us at this Christmas time.  “Why not give a gift this Christmas to someone from whom you expect no return present?”   A CARE package for a suffering European family.  A gift of milk and medicine and clothing for a shivering war orphan -- you don’t have to search long for a chance.    And share the good news of Christ!





(3)  I guess that the Adirondacks farmer would have loved the mountains more had he ever climbed them.  For years, I loved the sight of a majestic mountain which towered 10,000 feet above sea level in Pacific waters.  But I never loved it more than on those occasions when I climbed it, viewed the sunrise or sunset from its summit; followed the trails and hunted the crags of its crater, camping at night in a lava bubble cave.  Particularly did I enjoy being able to guide others to the majesty of its view.





The Christian religion and Christmas are not just to be taken for granted, but sought, seen and shared!





Dip down where you are!  Dip into the Book!  Dip deep into the spirit of Christ!  And let us share what we find for the sheer joy of it!     ----------------------------


		Delivered in Wisconsin Rapids, December 7, 1947.


