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Luke 12:49-53
What a dramatic statement Jesus makes this week: “I have come to set the earth on fire, and how I wish it were already blazing!” I wonder which kind of fire he was talking about...the fire that destroys or the fire that provides light? Probably a little of both.

Most of the time when fire is mentioned in the Bible, it is the type that destroys in order to cleanse. The cities of Sodom and Gomorrah were no more than a heap of ashes when God got through with them. One of Egypt’s ten plagues was fire from Heaven, and Elijah called down fire to incinerate soldiers from the wicked King Ahaziah and the priests of Baal. Dangerous stuff. 

Then there is the fire for light—don’t hide your light under a bushel; the Lord is my light and my salvation. These are kinder, gentler references about fire.

But Jesus wasn’t being kind or gentle in this passage. He is anxious about the “baptism” that he is headed for in Jerusalem—his death. He promises his followers that he is bringing division—pitting family member against family member— instead of the peace they thought the Messiah was going to bring. In fact, it reminds me of a soap opera with the “father against son, mother against daughter” example. Jesus wants them to know that his way is not easy or fun, just because it’s the right way.

So, why would anyone want to follow him after a statement like that? He practically guarantees them a miserable life on earth. Who wants that??

Being pregnant with our first child was such an exciting experience, and his birth was one of the most memorable moments of my life. But after a couple of days with this kid, I was so confused. I called the pediatrician and said, “All this baby does is cry.” He said, “What did you think babies did?” Honestly, I couldn't tell him. I had never even changed a newborn’s diaper or dressed a baby. He nursed for an hour and a half, spit it all up, slept for 30 minutes, and woke up to nurse again for another hour and a half. I walked past a pile of unread newspapers one morning and started to cry uncontrollably. I thought I would never have the time or energy to read a newspaper again. All that longing for a child (we waited seven years to even have a baby), all the fantasizing about how great it was going to be. It was a rude awakening and a lot more work than I dreamed.

That was nearly 22 years ago and worth every second. Heartaches, yes, but all are overshadowed by a deep sense of fulfillment and overwhelming love.

No, following Jesus is no day at the beach. But, the retirement benefits? Out of this world!

