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Seeing life through the lenses, lessons of Jesus
Mature discipleship

It wasn’t until I reached my 40s that I began to notice how much fine
print there is in life. Literally.
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As a child, I perceived that life was carefree childhood. Sooner or later,
quite simple. Wake up, eat breakfast, all of us face complicated problems rego to school, come home, play with quiring complicated solutions. Life can
friends, eat supper, do homework, go become so complex, our worlds turned
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some folks reject those lessons completely. Why did they (why did God?)
dupe me into believing back then that
life is simple?
Part of maturing is learning the
hard lesson that the fine print — unexpected, undeserved trials, the stuff
no one could warn us about — is part
of life. We move from the nearsightedness of youth, in which the world is
comprised of my house and neighborhood, to a farsighted capacity to see
everything, the good and the bad. As
little by little we understand hazards
and complications, as we gradually
recognize through friendship that we
are not alone on the rough road, and as
we are steadily stretched beyond ourselves in compassion for others, we are
less startled by the fine print (even if
no less infuriated or saddened by it at
times). We might wish things could be
simple as they were before, but in our
heart of hearts we know that will not
happen.

But are the simple lessons of childhood — the simple lessons of faith —
inadequate for an adult life?
The Bible I use most often has tiny
footnotes and cross-references I cannot read without taking off my bifocals.
They give background information and
explanations of difficult texts, but they
don’t change the message. They don’t
give complicated answers to complicated problems. Instead, they reinforce
God’s simple, timeless message to a
people all too familiar with disappointment, failure, unexpected tragedy
and unspeakable suffering. The fine
print in the Bible reads the same as the
large print:
I created you to share my life. Never
forget I love you. I love you so much that
when you ran away I sent my Son to bring
you back. There is no reason to be afraid.
Love others. Love yourself. Ask one another’s forgiveness. Confess your sins and accept my forgiveness. Trust me. Be patient.
Be generous. Be kind. Be peacemakers. Be
thankful. Resist the devil and he will take
flight. Pray without ceasing. Take up your
cross and follow me. Take and eat my body
broken for you, drink my blood poured out
for you. I will never abandon you. Read
further, and read again.
Indeed the fine print in the Bible
reads the same as the large print, no
matter what situation we find ourselves facing. To say that God’s lessons
are simple, however, is not to imply
that they are naive, that they don’t connect with the real world. Who better
than Jesus understands the burdens of
this world? The key to maturing as his
disciple is to trust that his are the most
important lessons to know by heart,
the most important lenses we will ever
need to see our way through the labyrinth of life.

