There’s Nine Missing!

In his book, “A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life”, William Law quoted Celia Bowring who asked a question, “Would you know him who is the greatest saint in the world?  It is not he who prays most or fasts most; it is not he who gives most alms, but it is he who is always thankful to God, who receives everything as an instance of God’s goodness and has a heart always ready to praise God for it.”
 
Both you and I have so much to be thankful to the Lord for!  It would be an easy task to fill this, as well as a second and third page with item after item of those things we both have to be thankful to the Lord for.  The question is, do we take the time to express thanks to the Lord, or, do we too often assume that He already knows we’re thankful, so there is really no need to tell Him every day.  
                        
Sunday morning following the CRA Service, several made an extra effort to come and say how thankful they were for the message, and, how it struck home to them within their own spirit. Others made mention of how they were “convicted” and that there needed to be changes made in their life; then requested prayer in agreement that they would have the inner determination to not only make, but stay connected with such change.  I tell you that not for self-adulation, rather to suggest that most all of us appreciate it when people thank us for something. With God, even though He can see your heart and mine, and knows that we are thankful for His blessings, I want to suggest we need to be telling Him from a grateful and thankful heart of appreciation.
                             
While I grew up in a household that was not necessarily accustomed to the ‘finer’ things of life, I did grow up in a home where my parents, grandparents, and a godly uncle and aunt taught me to be thankful, and furthermore, to be sure and express it.  Learning from those years, I now find myself with the deep desire to express, over and over again my thanks to the Lord for all His blessings, which caused me to think, once again about the story in Luke 17:11 that reads this way in the NLT version:  “As Jesus continued on toward Jerusalem, he reached the border between Galilee and Samaria.  As he entered a village, there, ten lepers stood at a distance, crying out, ‘Jesus, Master, have mercy on us.’  He looked at them and said, ‘Go show yourselves to the priests.’ And as they went, they were cleansed of their leprosy.  One of them, when he saw that he was healed, came back to Jesus, shouting, ‘Praise God!’ He fell to the ground at Jesus’ feet, thanking him for what he had done. This man was a Samaritan.  Jesus asked, ‘Didn’t I heal ten men?  Where are the other nine?  Has no one returned to give glory to God except this foreigner?’  And Jesus said to the man, ‘Stand up and go.  Your faith has healed you’.”
                          
While I’ve heard this story repeatedly from a mom and grandmother, as well as from Sunday School teachers, to even times of my own teaching; however, this week it took on new meaning. Luke says, “One of them…came back…thanking him for what he had done.”  I found myself asking the question, “How many times do I fail in telling the Lord how thankful I am for His daily blessings?”  Oh! I’m always faithful to thank Him for the meals I enjoy; however, I began to wonder how many of His blessings that I enjoy each day, and that I forget to thank Him for? 
                      
After rereading the story of Luke 17, “There’s Nine Missing!”  I found myself praying, “Lord, help me to always be counted as part of the “one” who gives you thanks for all you’ve done.”  Each morning after reading my devotion and scripture, I pray, and before asking Him for anything, I do my best to recall, as complete a list as possible, of all that I have to thank Him for that took place the day before.  Thank you Lord, for being privileged to preach your Word; for opportunity to pray with folks; for health; for food; for safety on the road; for mechanical equipment running properly; for Jeannie; for each of my kids; for my priceless grandchildren; for special friends I was able to spend time with (as I call them by name); for the freedom I enjoy in the USA; for sunshine; for the rain that cleanses the earth and causes plants and grass to grow; and, to be able to be safe from outside elements as well as anyone who would seek to do  us harm…thank You!  Thank You!  Thank You! As Andre Crouch’s words of his song say, “How can I say thanks, for all the things You have done for me?  Things, so undeserved, yet You gave, to prove Your love for me.  The voices, of a million angels, cannot express my gratitude…all that I am and ever hope to be, I owe it all to Thee.  To God, be the glory!  To God, be the glory!  To God, be the glory, for the things He has done!”
                      
And tonight Lord, thank You that I can make the choice of being like the one… to give thanks to You for all things.
 
Blessings,
Psalm 20:7 
Dale & Jeannie
