A Message For The Spice Girls

Luke 23:50  And, behold, there was a man named Joseph, a counsellor; and he was a good man, and a just:  51  (The same had not consented to the counsel and deed of them;) he was of Arimathaea, a city of the Jews: who also himself waited for the kingdom of God.  52  This man went unto Pilate, and begged the body of Jesus.  53  And he took it down, and wrapped it in linen, and laid it in a sepulchre that was hewn in stone, wherein never man before was laid.

54  And that day was the preparation, and the sabbath drew on.  55  And the women also, which came with him from Galilee, followed after, and beheld the sepulchre, and how his body was laid.  56  And they returned, and prepared spices and ointments; and rested the sabbath day according to the commandment.

24:1  Now upon the first day of the week, very early in the morning, they came unto the sepulchre, bringing the spices which they had prepared, and certain others with them.

Matthew 28:1  In the end of the sabbath, as it began to dawn toward the first day of the week, came Mary Magdalene and the other Mary to see the sepulchre.

It is human nature to put all of our eggs in one basket.  If this were not so we would have never had the need for someone to come along and tell us not to.  Conventional wisdom is born out of common mistakes.   We tend to pin all of our hopes and dreams on one event, or one person, and God help us if whatever we have tied our hopes and dreams to does not come through.  There is a reason that the day the stock market crashed bodies were plummeting from windows.  Men had tied all of their hopes and dreams to the stock market.  When it crashed so did they.  It is not uncommon for people to hitch their wagon to what they perceive to be the brightest shining star, and believe and hope that it will take them to the fullest extent of their dreams.  This only becomes a problem when the star fades, as it inevitably does.  

I have tried to imagine the disappointment and confusion of the followers of Jesus Christ after His death and before His resurrection.  It is almost inconceivable.  Please understand there are few disappointments in life comparable to what they felt.   This is more than missing a good investment opportunity.  They staked their lives literally and figuratively on what this man had said.  He had become their world.

· They had left possessions, families, and careers to follow Him.

· They believed He was the fulfillment of hundreds of years of prophecy.

· They believed He was the one who was going to change their world.  

· He would restore Israel, and more.  Under Him she would become the world power.  

· They who had lived their whole lives under the shadow of Rome now believed that they would be in the inner circle of a Kingdom that would make Rome look pathetic and contemptible in comparison.  

And all of these hopes and dreams were tied to one person.  The man Christ Jesus.  And in one day it all vanished before their eyes.  They stood and watched as the blood literally drained from their hope.   They watched their dream gasp its last breath.  When it was all over they wrapped their dream and hope up in linen and laid Him in Joseph of Arimithea’s tomb.  I cannot comprehend the heartsick feeling they must have had.  

Imagine the worst, multiply it times 10.  (No future for the kids.  Loss of kids for the parents.)   

My heart goes out most of all to the women.  These little ladies bringing spices to rub on the body of Christ.   The men that followed Christ had lost much, but still had something to go back to.  Scripture lets you know that the fishermen in the group went back to their nets.   You find other disciples on the road back to Emmaus their hometown.  For the most part the men had something to go back to. But in a society that valued cattle more than women these ladies were destitute and lost.  In a time and place where women were at best ignored and at worst reviled He had been their hope of something better, but now He is gone and there is nowhere to turn.  Perhaps this is why you find these ladies coming to the tomb, where else are the going to go?

Maybe I can easily empathize with these ladies because in a sense I know where they are coming from.  My life is tied to the cause of Christ.  His purpose and will are what I live for, I have nothing to go back to.  His cause must triumph, His kingdom must be established, everything I am everything I dream of is contingent upon that happening.  There is no other foundation I am willing to build my life on.  I am convinced that every kingdom of this world will crumble and turn to dust and blow away like so much topsoil in a drought stricken wasteland, there is nothing else for me, nowhere else to go.  This kingdom must succeed.  I am willing to spend myself for it because for me there is nothing else.  I wonder if anybody walked in here with this mindset, I have looked everywhere, tried everything, this is the all that’s left this has to be it,  this has to work.  If my marriage succeeds it will be because of Jesus Christ, God’s Word, & the infilling Spirit of God.  If I raise good kids it will be because in their lives the Kingdom of God prevails.  I know no other way.  There is nothing else to pin my hopes to. 

One of these ladies had been, before Jesus came into her life, a lady of ill-repute.  Reduced to selling her body to feed herself.  Whispered about, gossiped about.  Used by the men, treated like a dog by their wives.  But all of that changed when she met the Christ.  For the first time here was someone who loved her unconditionally expecting nothing in return.  Perhaps He had been the first ever to treat her with respect and kindness.  In a culture that considered a girl child a curse, a waste, a burden, it is very likely that Jesus Christ was the first ever to treat her as if she had some intrinsic value and was worth saving.   Where is she going to go now?  What is she going to do?  

She does what most people do when their hope turns to disappointment and their dreams turn to dust.  Her and the other little ladies gathered together the spices that would delay the rotting of the corpse.  They got together the spices that would keep the stench at a minimum, and headed to the graveyard to try and keep their disappointments from stinking too bad.  Lets go huddle around our lost hope, reminisce about what was and try to keep the pain at a tolerable level, try to keep the stench at a minimum, try to delay the rot as long as possible.   

Can I suggest to you in the strongest terms possible that a lot of people have a “Spice Girl” approach to God and to church?  They come with a simple purpose.

· Give me something that will keep my disappointments in life from stinking too much.

The “Spice Girls” show up and are satisfied if they get through another week.   The only rejoicing is that the stench is tolerable.  The “Spice Girls” are the reason we don’t have testimony services any more.  These are the people that testify and say “The old devil has been on my back all week, but thank God I was somehow barely able to pull through, pray for me church that I’ll be able to hang on”.  (Other sg’s gather round…  If I had to make my choice about following Christ based on sg’s…  Don’t be offended till you hear my sermon…I am just identifying you now.)

· Don’t let my scars be to glaring?  Give me a little something to cover them with.

· Don’t let my hurt be overwhelming, give me just a little something to take the edge off. 

· Don’t let my pain be totally intolerable, numb it down to a dull ache.

· Don’t let the guilt eating at my mind drive me totally over the edge, at least give me enough to get a couple nights rest before I make it back next week.  

Come to the house of God hoping to just be able to rub enough spice in to keep dead hopes and dreams from stinking up every aspect of their life.  

Why don’t we quit speaking figuratively and get right down to brass tacks. The “Spice Girl” mentality in real life terms is;

· If I can just keep this marriage together till the kids get out of the house.

· Maybe if I show up here and make a minute effort no body will ever find out…

· If I can find just enough there at church to keep me from going back to the bottle, or the pills, or the needle, or name your addiction.

· Maybe I can cover myself in enough religious trappings that the person I really am will be covered up and I will never have to face the fact that I can’t stand myself.

· Maybe if we sing loud enough I can forget for a little while that I am lonely, afraid, frustrated, and unhappy.  

I have a message for the ‘Spice Girls”.  But before I get to it I have just a few questions to ask of them and of you.

· Did you ever entertain the possibility of victory?

· Did it ever cross your mind that the corpse you are looking for may not be in the tomb?

· Have you ever considered that everything could change?

· Has the concept of triumph ever crossed your mind?

· Can you conceive of the day when the hurt will be a distant memory?

· Have you ever imagined that the day would come when you would have a hard time locating the scars?

I guess what I am trying to say to the “Spice Girls”  is you can come to rub spices on your stinking disappointments and try to live with them, or you can come and celebrate the empty tomb where He was.  It is all up to you!

Can I tell you about a God that does not want you to make a deal with your pain, but wants to deliver you?

Can I tell you about a living Christ instead of dead hope?

I guess what I really want to ask you, and what I really want to tell you is nothing more than the message of the angelic emissary at the Garden Tomb.

Luke 24:5b/6a  Why seek ye the living 

among the dead?    He is not here, but is risen:

· Why come here to rub spices on a dead corpse when eternal life flows in this house?  

· Why come to God for an aspirin when he can heal you? 

· Why seek a tranquilizer when He can give you joy?

It is no surprise some people have a hard time getting excited about church and in church.  How exciting can it be to come to the tomb and just try and keep the stench down?  Some people are jumping and shouting and other people never move until the preacher panders to their pain.  The difference is not that some have problems and others do not.  The difference is some come to rub spices on their problems and others come to look in an empty tomb!

The Gospel of Jesus Christ is not about making do, getting by, surviving, or holding on.  It is about life-changing, chain-shattering, devil-defeating, transformation.

This is a message for the “Spice Girls”, hope lives, this is where everything changes, not where we mourn that which might have been!

Matthew 9:16 

· God is not going to use a piece of new cloth to patch up an old torn up garment.
· It ruins the new and will not fix the old.
· He wants to completely re-outfit you.
· His purpose is to take whatever you walk into this place with and send you out unrecognizable.
· Isaiah 61:3 give unto them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; that they might be called trees of righteousness, the planting of the LORD, that he might be glorified.
· He has no interest in patching you up, your hopes up, your dreams up, your marriage up, your peace of mind.  He would rather change your world. 
The Potter

· God sent Jeremiah down to the potter’s house to learn some spiritual lessons.  

· And in the 18th chapter and the 4th verse Jeremiah said there was a vessel that was marred in the potters hands.  

· The potter did not piece it back together, and glue it and hope nobody noticed.  

· Jeremiah said the potter made it again another vessel.

· Why don’t you place whatever you have been rubbing spice on, whatever you have been trying to keep from stinking up the place, into the potters hands and tell him, I don’t want it back glued, patched, tied together.  Make it again another vessel.
King Saul

· He had a “Spice Girl” mentality.

· When David wanted to go fight Goliath Saul wanted him to wear his armor.

· Saul’s goal was for David to survive.  

· The only thing he could envision was maybe if we put him in the armor there will be enough left to carry off the field.

· David said look pal, I don’t know what your thinking.  But when the dust settles I intend to walk off that field of battle swinging his ugly head by his long greasy hair.

· I have a message for the “Spice Girls”.  You don’t have to settle for survival.  

· You don’t have to draw up some kind of truce with your pain and your problems.  

· You need to kick open the door of your life, tell the devil it is time to pack up and move out because victory has already been purchased for me by the living Christ.

Thief On The Cross

