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Hey, how’s everybody doing? I missed you last weekend. Did you miss me? Did you even know I was gone? Be honest.  Last week, on Wednesday, Parker and I flew out to Seattle and I preached at a church out there, went up the Space Needle. We got an Space Needle Seattle folks in the house? And we went to the Experience Music project, really cool, then hopped on the ferry from [?] to [?] and if you’re going to do a retreat for pastors, that’s not a bad place to do it! So I went out there for the weekend and shared with some pastors, and then Parker and I had a chance to climb Mt. Constitution. It was so cool! We did some hiking. The highlight of the trip though was when we went on a trail and found deer antlers. And in case you need to know this, they will get through security. We have a new family quote, we kinda pick up things along the way, so the security looked at us after we went through, we didn’t know if we would make it or not, but he looked at us and said, “Deer antlers, that’s different.”  So we had a great weekend but I’ve gotta tell you, when I’m away, I miss my spiritual family. It’s so good to be back.
 
We are continuing the Scars series. If you have your Bible, turn over to Mark Chapter 5, and what I want to do this weekend is unpack another story. I love the Bible. I believe it is the inspired Word of God and I believe that everything that happens in Scripture is a microcosm of our lives. It gives us a picture of who we are, not just who they were, and I believe that this story is going to challenge and inspire us. Mark 5:1
 
1 So they arrived at the other side of the lake, in the region of the Gerasenes. 2 When Jesus climbed out of the boat, a man possessed by an evil spirit came out from a cemetery to meet him. 3 This man lived among the burial caves and could no longer be restrained, even with a chain. 4 Whenever he was put into chains and shackles—as he often was—he snapped the chains from his wrists and smashed the shackles. No one was strong enough to subdue him. 5 Day and night he wandered among the burial caves and in the hills, howling and cutting himself with sharp stones. 
 
Now, I know some of you walked into church this weekend feeling like you are messed up. Do you feel a little bit better already? Messed up is a relative term, isn’t it? You want to talk about messed up, we’ve got some issues here. He lives in a cemetery, walks around naked, howls at night and cuts himself. I’m not a psychiatrist nor the son of a psychiatrist, but this guy has issues. I know just enough about the diagnostic and statistical manual for mental disorders to be dangerous, but I’m just thinking about this guy sitting down with a psychiatrist, what would that be like? Where would you even start? Here are some of the conditions on a human level that we might look at this guy and think that he suffers from. Psychoclimate [?] disorder, which is chronic unpredictability.  You never know what this guy is going to do. Definitely, he has major depressive disorder, some serious issues going on there. Anti-social personality disorder, no-brainer.  If you’re living in a cemetery, that’s a dead giveaway for this one.  Panic disorder, intermittent explosive disorder, paranoia, there are issues going on here, this guy is messed up!  On paper, this is the kind of person we look at and think – this is a lost cause. Is there any hope for a guy like this? 
 
Last week, I read an interesting article. Mickey Rourke, you know that name. An actor who was nominated for best lead actor in this past Oscars. He didn’t win but his career as an actor was resurrected, but if you know anything about him, you know he has quite a troubled history and I was interested in the article because I caught a little bit of the Oscars and I found something interesting. This is a defining moment in his life. In 1994, he was married to former super model Carre Otis, and while they were married, Carre developed an addiction to heroin and one night while disoriented from that drug, she was raped. When Mickey found out who did it, and with a gun in one pocket and a suicide note in the other pocket, he went out to kill this guy. For some inexplicable reason, he takes a detour and he walks into the Church of the Holy Cross near Times Square. He went inside and just started to cry, and he said, “I walked in the right door and met the right priest. Father Peter [?] found him and talked to him and talked him out of it. I love what he said, “Where in the Bible does it say vengeance is mine says Mickey Rourke?” The father took away his gun, and interestingly enough, had him leave the suicide note with St. Jude, the patron saint of lost causes.  I read that story and part of me wanted to share it because this is a messy series, and I don’t think Rourke would say he’s the model of sanctified holiness at this point, I think he would still say he is messed up. And I would say, as your pastor, that I am a work in progress. I’ve got issues like everybody else, but he does say one thing that I found hopeful and encouraging, he said, “I wish I had gone with God’s plan 15 years ago instead of mine, I’d be in a lot different place.”  I think that is so true, I think many of us find ourselves in a place with some decisions that were made, things that happened to us, and we’ve been talking about the relational and emotional and sexual and spiritual scars that we have and how we deal with those, and my hunch is that there are some of us who feel like a lost cause. But aren’t you grateful that God is the God of lost causes?   Ya know, you read a story about a guy like this and here’s my reaction to it, this is the person you avoid at all costs. Am I speaking the truth? You’re at a party, you see this person by the punch bowl, you won’t drink a thing all night, because you will do anything to avoid this person. Why? Because you don’t know what to say or what to do. They don’t just make you feel awkward, they scare you because you don’t have a category for them. You don’t know what to do with this. But what I love about Jesus is that He didn’t avoid people like this. He doesn’t avoid people like us. Verse 6
 
 6 When Jesus was still some distance away, the man saw him, ran to meet him, and bowed low before him. 
 
I want to try to get into this story because I think sometimes we read it and we don’t really feel what’s happening, but I’m wondering what’s going through the disciples’ minds as this guy is running toward them. I have a hunch, the disciples, like any other normal group of guys, had some alpha dog [?] stuff going on, and there was often an argument about where they would rank, then James and John’s mom got involved, can they sit at the right hand and left hand and it got all weird, they are positioning who is first, but I have a hunch that in this instance, it was out the window. The guy is running toward them, they know his reputation, you can’t even subdue this guy, I think as they see him running and as he gets closer, their pulse rate quickens a little bit and they start saying, ‘you go first, I insist,’ and all of a sudden, they all fall behind Jesus. This is scary. If you’re out of your mind and you’re strong beyond belief, that is a dangerous combination, and they see this guy running at them. But I love Jesus. He just walks into it with such spiritual confidence.
 
I will never forget my first encounter with someone who was demon-possessed. I don’t know if you’ve ever had an experience like this, and the truth is, sometimes it’s tough to discern because, like, there’s no x-ray machine that will determine whether or not someone is possessed by a demon, but I was a freshman at the University of Chicago, and I was walking across campus, and to understand this, this was one of those seasons in my life, have you had these seasons where you’re just on fire spiritually? I was sharing Christ with all of my dorm mates. I was going to Bible study, I was praying, I was starting to experience a new dimension of God in my life. It was a really good spiritual season and I think I had this greater sense of spiritual sensitivity because of that. So, I’m walking across campus and I see this guy that looks a little disheveled, he looked like he hadn’t slept in a while and it looks like he needs help. I’m behind him and I’m praying behind him, I’m praying into him. He doesn’t see me and before I could even ask if there was anything I could do to help him he turned around and started screaming and cussing at me at the top of his voice. He told me to get away from him and it scared the daylights out of me.  I didn’t know what to do. Would you like to know what I did?  I cast the demons out and sent them into a herd of professors!  No, no. My professors were already possessed, with great knowledge. I didn’t run. I walked quickly in the other direction.  I didn’t know how to react to it. Only in maybe in subsequent years, I’ve gotten some perspective on it. It was a shocking experience for me. But what was interesting was that it wasn’t the voice of that man, it was some other voice in him, and he didn’t even see me and I think the evil spirit in him perceived the spirit of Jesus in me. It’s interesting to me that the same exact thing happened in the Bible. How many times does someone with an evil spirit tell Jesus to get away?  It’s like high pressure system and low pressure system coming together, something is going to happen. All I know is this, if we are really going to appreciate this story, you gotta know there are supernatural things happening. This is scary. This is life-threatening, potentially, and if we don’t appreciate that, I don’t think we appreciate what happens next.
 
7 With a shriek, he screamed, “Why are you interfering with me, Jesus, Son of the Most High God? In the name of God, I beg you, don’t torture me!” 8 For Jesus had already said to the spirit, “Come out of the man, you evil spirit.”
9 Then Jesus demanded, “What is your name?”
And he replied, “My name is Legion, because there are many of us inside this man.” 10 Then the evil spirits begged him again and again not to send them to some distant place.
 
I don’t know why, but this strikes me as funny and interesting.  Jesus asks for his name. Honestly, I don’t want to know his name. Let’s get the demon out and get out of here! But Jesus wants to identify exactly what it is that He is dealing with, and what I love is that He is confident enough to have that conversation because He is in control. He that is in us is greater than he that is in the world. I better put that out there. The same spirit that raised Jesus from the dead lives in us. So there is this confidence as Jesus tries to identify.  What I think is happening here is that Jesus didn’t want to just solve the problem, He doesn’t just want to get rid of the symptoms.  You have to name it, you have to identify it. See, you can’t solve a problem until you name it, cant you?  I think one of the worst places to be, so tough, is when something is wrong with you but you don’t know what it is. That’s one of the greatest forms of suffering. At least if I know what it is, I can begin to deal with it, but if you don’t know what it is, it’s almost that unknown factor that makes it so difficult for us to deal with it. I think half of healing is getting a handle on what the problem is.  You need to identify the problem.  You need to name it. You need to own it. You need to take responsibility for it.  Listen, it’s the first step in AA isn’t it?  I am an alcoholic.  You’ve got to name it.  You’ve got to identify it. That’s the place where healing can begin. I might ask you this question, and this is probably going to necessitate you praying about it, but is there something in your life that you need to name?  Something emotionally, spiritually, relationally, something just not right, but you haven’t’ really identified what that thing is.  

 
So Jesus asks for a name.  And the demon says, “My name is legion.”  
 
Legion is a military term.  It’s a reference to a Roman fighting unit. During this time period, the typical Roman legion consisted of 5,120 legionnaires.  In other words, this isn’t one demon.  It’s like there were 5,120 voices in his head all the time. It’s like he was going in 5,120 directions all the time. No wonder this guy is so conflicted, so tormented.  
 
By the way, Elizabeth O'Conner once made a profound observation.  She said, "My name is 'Legion' is the plight of us all." We may not be possessed by 5,120 demons, but it’s those voice, being pulled in all of those different directions. I think one of the greatest challenges that we face is that we’re always hearing these different and we never find that sacred place, that silent place, where we are really alone with God and God can speak to us, or to put it in the Psalmists words, Be still and know that I am God.  Until you get to that place, you’ll probably never be able to name what it is that’s wrong with you. 

Now let me make an observation.  I think we need to be really careful how we diagnose people because how we diagnose people will determine how we treat them.  I’m not a counselor or psychiatrist, no, but you’re diagnosing people all the time.  We have to come up with some diagnosis for what’s going on it other people’s lives just like we do for our own.  How you diagnose them will determine how you treat them. So let me make a couple of distinctions.  Hang in there with me, I think this can help some of us as we deal with these situations.   
 
First of all, you need to know when to confront and when to comfort.  If you comfort when you should confront, you may be short-circuiting what the Holy Spirit is trying to do in someone’s life. You may be actually easing the pain that they should be feeling so that can be channeled into change in their life.  By easing their pain you facilitate or validate what’s wrong.  You are thwarting what God’s want to do in their life, and that person will never grow until you name it, identify it, and confront it. Does that make sense?  
 
Now let me flip the coin.  If you confront when you should comfort, you can cause a deep wound in someone’s spirit.  Remember Job’s friends?  Instead of comforting they confronted Job and make things worse.  Sometimes we do more damage than good because we don’t know what to do, and you need to rely on the Holy Spirit to give you discernment so you know what to do when. There is no formula for this, I know if we can confront when we need to confront and comfort when we need to comfort, we can make such a tremendous difference in people’s lives, but if we get it wrong, we can cause a wound.  

 
Here’s the bottom line: this man didn’t need to be comforted.  He needed to be confronted with what was inside of him. Without that confrontation, there would have been no healing, no freedom in his life.  He needed someone with the wisdom and power to identify what was wrong and confront the issue!  I wonder if one of the reasons why a lot of us get stuck at a certain level or spiritual maturity, at some point we top out, like let’s surround ourselves with people that comfort us. Isn’t it true, when you look back on your life, who has made the most profound difference in your life, isn’t it some of the people who have had the courage to speak into your life and tell you what you didn’t want to hear. It hurts, but it also prompted growth in our life. Don’t you believe that God wants us to be some of those people for some of the people around us?  So what I would suggest is that we really need to know our personality tendencies. Do we tend to comfort or confront, and then how does that affect the way we are sensitive to the Spirit of God and then touch people’s lives in a Spirit-led way.  I love this because Jesus knew when to confront and He know when to comfort.  We need that same discernment.  
 
Are you still with me? 
 
Now let me make another distinction. 
 
I think it’s important to discern whether the issue is physical or spiritual.  In this case, it’s spiritual.  This guy is possessed by a demon. This guy could go to counseling until the cows came home but until that demon came out, there wouldn’t have really been any true healing. Listen, I think a lot of us try to solve spiritual problems on a physical level.  And it doesn’t work does it?  A smart guy named Albert Einstein once said, “A problem cannot be solved on the same level it was created.” I think we need to understand when the issue is spiritual. 
 
Having said that, let me say this because I’ve seen this mistake so many time.  I think some problems are not spiritual in nature. They are physiological or medical or biological in nature. I know lots of people who have suffered with depression and their depression is exacerbated by well intentioned but poorly informed Christians who view it as a spiritual problem.  And they’ll actually say that it’s a lack of faith or an unconfessed sin. And it may be.  But it may be a chemical imbalance that you cannot control without medication.   Let me put it in these terms. Listen, I’ve had asthma since I was three years old.  My bronchial tubes are smaller than yours. Never once have I been made to feel guilty spiritually because of that medical condition. No one has said it’s because of a lack of faith in my life. It just is what it is. But when it comes to mental illnesses, we just don’t know enough about it to really be able to help people the way they need to be helped. We need to be careful and we need a tremendous amount of spiritual discernment because when we make mistakes in the way diagnose people, we won’t treat them the right way, will we?  It reminds me of Elijah.  This guy was a spiritual giant. He defeated the 450 prophets of Baal on Mount Carmel. A few weeks later he isn’t just depressed, he’s suicidal. He asks God to kill him. Do you remember God’s response? He didn’t cast out the demon.  He doesn’t tell him to pray.  He says, “Get some sleep and eat some food.”  Brilliant!
 
All I’m trying to say is this, we need to talk about this stuff, we need to be real about this stuff.  If we don’t have the spiritual discernment that comes from the Spirit of God, from the example of Christ, we’re going to hurt people.  But if, filled with the Spirit of God and sensitive to the way He is moving with spiritual discernment, the people we can help, the people we can comfort when they need comfort and the people we can confront when they need to be confronted. Then this becomes this spiritual family where we’re hugging each other, we’re in each other’s faces, patting each other on the back.  If we live that way, we begin to experience some of the healing that God wants us to experience. 

11 There happened to be a large herd of pigs feeding on the hillside nearby. 12 “Send us into those pigs,” the spirits begged. “Let us enter them.”
13 So Jesus gave them permission. The evil spirits came out of the man and entered the pigs, and the entire herd of 2,000 pigs plunged down the steep hillside into the lake and drowned in the water.
 
I’m not sure there’s any spiritual significance to what I’m about to say. But this is awesome.  I have no idea how high the cliff was or how fat the pigs were, but two thousand pigs cliff jumping into a lake is a sight to behold. I mean this is two thousand years before Pixar or Dreamworks. They’d never seen animated cartoons.  This has to be one of the most entertaining things these people have ever seen.  2,000 pigs, right off the cliff!  The problem is that it was their pigs.  So it was like, “Cool. Splat. Dang.” A little comedy in this story.

14 The herdsmen fled to the nearby town and the surrounding countryside, spreading the news as they ran. People rushed out to see what had happened. 15 A crowd soon gathered around Jesus, and they saw the man who had been possessed by the legion of demons. He was sitting there fully clothed (first tip that something was different) and perfectly sane, and they were all afraid. 16 Then those who had seen what happened told the others about the demon-possessed man and the pigs. 17 And the crowd began pleading with Jesus to go away and leave them alone.

I’m not sure that I have time to do justice to this but let me just say that sometimes when you experience the spiritual reality that gets to the edges of your experience, you are going to be tempted to shrink back a little bit, because it is scary. Something starts happening, a miracle, or something supernatural, I don’t know, because it’s scary and there is going to be the temptation. We want to follow Christ but how close do we want to get?  This distance is good. No, when you get real close, crazy stuff starts happening, but that’s also where it gets fun.
 
18 As Jesus was getting into the boat, the man who had been demon possessed begged to go with him. 

What a moment that must have been, and how hard must it have been for Jesus to say no.  This is the guy you want at all your camp meeting revivals to tell the testimony, Exhibit A. On one level, its like, Jesus, let’s get strategic about this for a second, you want him coming with you.

19 But Jesus said, “No, go home to your family, and tell them everything the Lord has done for you and how merciful he has been.” 20 So the man started off to visit the Ten Towns of that region and began to proclaim the great things Jesus had done for him; and everyone was amazed at what he told them.

I think it’s easy to read a story like this and miss the human element. This is where we’re going to move toward a wrap-up. This man was once a little boy with parents that had dreams for who their son would become.  When their friends asked about him, what he was doing, where he was, were they honest or did they hide their scarred dreams?  Were they embarrassed by the fact that their kid was crazy?  Or what about his wife that he exchanged vows with?  She went to bed by herself every night.  She lost a friend.  She lost a lover.  What about his kids?  Did kids made fun of his kids because of who their dad was?    There are human things happening here that we don’t even think about.
 
I have no idea how many weeks or months or years he was living in this cemetery.  But I can’t help but think about the birthdays that went by without dad.  He didn’t see his kids grow up.  I can’t help but think of the pain his wife experienced every anniversary.  And I’m sure she was plagued by the same questions we have: why him? Why me?  
 
Then Jesus restores it all. He gives it all back. Then Jesus restores his mind.  He restores his spirit. And restores his family. I don’t think there’s any way any of us can comprehend what that reunion was like. But God wants to restore everything that the enemy has stolen from us. The enemy comes to steal, kill, cheap, rob us, but He came to give us life more abundant.
 
Again, I’m so proud of these NCCers that have had the courage to share their scar stories with us. I’m going to show you one more than I will come back and share the closing thought.  
 

One of my favorite quotes from a book I read recently, The Secret Life of Jesus, that’s the only purpose for a human life, not just to love but to persist in love. When I was two, my mom was diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia. I don’t think I was told that at the time but I do have some fragments of memories of going to the psychiatrist and looking at his lamps and looking out the window, and some of my first vivid memories are of my parents fighting about things I didn’t understand. By the time I was in Kindergarten, I had been told that my mom was mentally ill. I only knew somewhat what that meant. I remember one day in Kindergarten, I wanted to tell some of my friends so I told them that my mom was mentally ill but I said don’t tell anyone, and one of them immediately started running around the playground yelling, “Mary’s mom is mentally ill.”  That’s almost funny to imagine a 5 year old doing that, except that it hurt and I started crying and ran to the teacher and begged her to do something. I remember that it made me so embarrassed and so scared and I didn’t tell anyone else about it until I was 13. I remember being a toddler and my mom thought that people were after her or after us and that they wanted to hurt us, so she tried a few times to take me away from home without telling my dad. During elementary school, she didn’t stay on medication, she wasn’t undergoing any treatment or counseling of any kind, so her condition got really worse. She would talk to herself, she would use phrases that had been stuck in her mind, she would yell at people who weren’t there, and it became harder and harder as the years went on to hide it, trying to make it seem like everything was normal. Because of my mom’s diagnosis, my dad actually started reading the Bible again and trying to pray to God for the first time since he was a teenager, and my mom’s best friend growing up had married a pastor and my family started going to the church he pastured, which wasn’t too far from our house, and there, everyone knew everything and it didn’t matter. So after months in treatment, she was released home and since that day, she has not gone off her medication once, she has taken it every day. I remember she started coming down with my dad to my college campus to have lunch with me on the weekends. I remember the first year she decorated for Christmas again, after a really long time. I was trying to catch her up on what I’d been doing through elementary school. Last May, she actually flew out to Washington D.C. for my graduation, and made a photo album. Every day, it’s not like you can work on something like that in one day, it’s the kind of thing that never goes away and it’s been really hard to deal with, some days are better than others. Sometimes I worry that I don’t have enough to say to her when we’re together because so much time passed, but I know that she loves me and I love her very much, so we just take it one day at a time.

Back then, I would cry about what I thought I had lost, the mother who wasn’t there to teach you how to wear make-up or take you to dance class, I felt like I had lost that. So in a way it was like grieving, but now when I cry, it’s because I can’t believe that she is back in my life. It’s when I think about how much I love her and when I talk about love and when I talk about feeling like my home is a home again, I guess if there’s one thing that all this has taught me is that everyone suffers, but sometimes you suffer very deeply, but you never know how the smallest thing you do for someone else, whether it is inviting them over for dinner or baking cookies or going to coffee with them, can be what sustains them emotionally, and I am looking forward to heaven where Jesus is going to restore all things that are wrong because I know that He has already brought my mom back to life in so many ways, but I know that He is not done.

Revelation 21:4 says it this way: “There will be no more death or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things has passed away.”  He who is seated on the throne said, “I am making everything new!”  
 
I don’t know what you may have lost. I don’t know what the enemy has stolen, but I do know this, the One who created you is the One who can restore it. The reality is, not everything is restored on this side of the space-time continuum is it? But our hope is far greater than this.  

For me when Mary shared about some of those lost moments, that’s what hit me. That’s when my eyes started sweating. But the way that God is restoring that, here’s what beautiful, I think those time scars or the scars of lost moments, those are some of the deepest scars, but there is also this place called heaven and a thing called eternity where all of those lost moments will be restored. If I don’t believe that, I quit. I’m grateful that God can restore on this side, but the complete restoration comes on the other side. I think what I would say to all of us, our circumstances are probably very different than this man, but the solution is still an encounter with Christ. The solution is still simply receiving the mercy that He freely extends to each one of us. I want to encourage you, pray with me as I pray.

Father we come to You today, God we acknowledge, we name, we own what is wrong with us. We are not denying the sin in our lives, the wounds, the pain that we’ve experienced, God, we are not going to hide those things or deny those things. God give us the courage to own it, to take responsibility for it, to name it.  But Lord I pray that you would also help us to have the humility to accept the help that has been offered to us in Christ.  God, this weekend, we just say to You, we receive the mercy that You freely extend to us. Have mercy on us, we pray, in Jesus’ Name, Amen. 

