MARK’'S REMARKS

A few weeks ago l watched from the saFc’cg of the office as the heavens unleashed a late summer
clownpour‘ ]:or near]y 30 minutes the clust9 soil around the church bui]ding and the parsonage found
itself under the freshness of a harmonious waterfall. As ] quicug thought through the endless cgcle of
evapora’cion and subsequent rain, | also found mgsel]c singing, albeit ex’cremcly quie’c]yl some of the lgrics
found in the Joni Mitchell song, Big Ye”ow T axi. Beiﬂg more familiar with Am9 (srant’s version, the
words ¢ Tﬁegpavedparac/fse anc//out up aparéing/ot” rePeatec”y washed through my mind. Litt]e
wonder as ga”ons of water ran east down the Parking lotj some Finding the parsonage lawn while most
simp]g had no choice but to continue ’chejoumcg to the street and into the storm drains.

As l continued to watch the oversaturated heavens let ]oose, the drops of rain began to reflect
(God’s grace, love, wisdom, and all ’chings goo& and the Parking lot cement bcgan to reflect sin, a fusion of
Pridcj schis}mcss, and conceit.

M9 thoughts continued. E_ver9 child born of man and woman is born underneath a cement
Parking lot. Having lost the know]ec}gc and the capabilitg to remove the obstruction, we are burdened
under its immense weight. Unlcss it is removed }33 (od there we remain, left in darkness and devoid of
His Forgiving, c]eansiﬂg rain that cascades from heaven.

For many, theg never see the Light, remaining under the stone, never imowing the c]eansing
Forgivcncss of the One for whom the stone was rolled away. Others, %aving once been washed in the
rich waters of [Jis love, began rePaving Paradise and in the name of world]y progress, self-constructed
and reconstructed a hard surface over their hearts. Grace, ]ove, wisdom, and all things good left to run
off toward the storm drain, longing to penetrate the soil underneath.

[owever, there are those | saw reflected in the parsonage lawn. | he evidence of any former
barrier and its burdeﬂ, completely removed. With no signs of reconstructing a self-made barrier, theg
remain }wmb]y exPosec}. Knowing alife cxposcd to the heavens includes sugcring and sorrow, a heart
unpaved also involves the oPPor’cunity to receive (od’s raining down of abundant, timeless grace.

A late summer rainstorm reminds me how a heart of stone reP]aced with a heart of flesh is
&csigncc} to be constant]y nourished from heaven. T he evidence of this nourishment bccoming

increasinglg cleareras it }wmb]y remains Penetrab]e to the Water of | ife.

“Let my tcac/z/ng fall like rain and my words descend like dew, like showers on new grass, Jike
abundant rain on t@nc/crp/ants” @eutcronomg 3 Z:Z)
”Toa/aﬂ, /fﬂou hear his voice, do not harden your hearts” (Hebrews 4—:75)

Absorbing,
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