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Lord, Make Me Your Instrument…

1. The tune is yours, not mine

2. The glory is yours, not mine

The front door of the home blasts open and a man rushes out into the street.  You can tell by the look on his face the hurried pace of his steps that he is a man on a mission.  His eyes blaze forward, but you can tell he’s not looking at anything really.  You can tell he’s thinking about something.  No, not just thinking—obsessing.  It’s all he could think about the night before.  When he got up in the morning, it was the first thing on his mind.  You could say that the idea surrounded him like the air you breathe.  It was around him, it was in him, it sustained him.  You can see his lips moving as he pushes forward, his feet not taking him fast enough, his body leaning forward under the drive of it all.  He hurries into the office of the high priest and gets straight to the point.  Where are they?  Where are those priceless papers that would give him permission to carry out his plans?  Where are the letters that give him the authority to drag out men and women from a synagogue in the capital of a foreign country and extradite them back to Jerusalem?  Ah, he has them.  Ah, now it’s on!  Saul is consumed with zeal.  He is an obsessive-compulsive Pharisee with the single minded purpose of being God’s agent of wrath on those blasphemous followers of the false-Messiah Jesus—those Nazarenes, the cult of the Way, that blight on the face of Judaism.  
The front door opens and we enter into a home.  It is well kept and tidy.  In the front room sits a man.  He stands up to greet you and politely has you take a seat.  He is so overwhelmingly polite, so calm.  You immediately feel comfortable about him.  You can see a calm wisdom behind his eyes.  You tell him about your dilemma and he sits and listens politely.  He offers options for a solution and thinks each one through out loud—noting their pros and cons.  But at the heart and core of his considerations is always the Word—the revealed will of God.  He is careful to stay exactly within its confines.  He is not rash.  He does not move quickly.  He is devout—cautious of never stepping over a line that should not be crossed.  It’s no wonder everyone respects this man named Ananias and speaks well of him.

I would bet that Saul was a driven obsessive-compulsive kid.  I would be that Ananias was a careful child who didn’t need much scolding.  Everyone has a unique personality that you can see from early on.  And yet each personality has its pros and cons.  In musical terms, we are each our own unique instrument, but whether that’s a good or bad thing depends on who is playing the tune.  
Saul thought he was in tune with the one true God, the God of his fathers, the God of Israel.  He thought God was using him as an instrument of divine judgment on false teachers and heretics.  And so it was not anger, murder and hatred, it was zeal.  It was hatred and murder in defense of God and his name.  I’m sure Saul slept well at night.  He was justified.  He was playing God’s tune.

What a shocker then when God himself stops Saul in his tracks.  Blinding light and a voice from heaven that called him by name?  Saul already knew who this was from his Jewish background.  This was God.  And yet he is telling Saul that he is persecuting him.  “But how could I be persecuting God?  I’m serving God?”  So he asked the question, “Who are you, lord?”  

And then came the answer that threw Saul for the biggest loop of his life—an answer that changed everything.  “I am Jesus whom you are persecuting.”  Jesus is God.  Jesus is the one true God.  Jesus is the God I thought I was serving, but I was persecuting him!”  And just when he finally saw the truth, he then finds out he can’t see at all.  It’s no wonder Saul didn’t eat for three days.  Everything that he had done thinking that he was helping God was only harming him.  The weight of the guilt that came down on him in that moment must have been immense.  He had been playing his own tune of hate and murder.  He had driven himself in the opposite direction that he should have been going. 
At the same time this was all happening, God came to the devout Ananias, already a disciple of Jesus.  And he told him, Go to the house of Judas on Straight Street and ask for a man from Tarsus named Saul, for he is praying.  In a vision he has seen a man named Ananias come and place his hands on him to restore his sight.”  
What would a man who is so careful about God’s will say in reaction to a command from God?  You would think he would take note of all the details that God had given him and then do exactly what he said.  But instead he plays his own tune.  His personality was to be cautious and careful.  And he plays a tune of fear.  “Lord, I have heard many reports about this man and all the harm he ahs done to your saints in Jerusalem. And he has come here with authority from the chief priests to arrest all who call on your name.” We’ve seen reactions to a mass murderer already in our nation this week.  When a killer comes, you run…you don’t go and place your hands on him.  Can you blame Ananias?  And yet his best personality trait had become his greatest weakness—leading him to even doubt a direct order from God.    

But God continues, “Go!  This man is my chosen instrument to carry my name before Gentiles and their kings and before the people of Israel.  I will show him how much he must suffer for my name.”  
God had chosen Saul.  Chosen him since before the beginning.  He knew his personality and he was going to use it.  But God was going to play the tune.  The tune was his name.  Jesus’ name is everything that Jesus is (Savior, Redeemer) was and everything that Jesus stood for (the full and free forgiveness of sins through his sacrifice and resurrection).  
God had chosen Ananias to be his messenger to Saul.  He sends one human being to another to physically lay a reassuring hand on a sinner’s shoulder and speak words of forgiveness.  God so clearly played the tune here.  Listen to the words that come from Ananias’ mouth when he placed his hands on this mass murderer—“Brother Saul, the Lord—Jesus, who appeared to you on the road as you were coming here—has sent me so that you may see again and be filled with the Holy Spirit.”  Brother?  How could Ananias call this man brother?  Because God had called him “son.”  The tune he plays to Saul is the means of grace.  The Gospel came from his mouth.  Brother—your sins no longer count because of Jesus.  Brother—be filled with the Holy Spirit.  Baptism follows immediately and Saul is immediately connected to Christ’s death and resurrection.  He is dead to his former way of life and alive to a new life in Christ.  He is filled with the Holy Spirit.  He is now an adopted member of the family of God.  

And now listen to the tune that Saul plays.  At once he began to preach in the synagogues that Jesus is the Son of God.   A man once obsessively driven by hatred was obsessively driven by love.  He was driven to tell boldly what he knew to be true.  Jesus was true God.  Jesus had died for his sins.  Jesus had risen and was still living.  God would use his boldness and zeal to speak before leaders of Jews and Gentiles alike.  And not only leaders but regular people as well.  The man once driven to receive letter from the priest to kill Christians would be driven to write when he received letters from the Holy Spirit to encourage Christians—more letters than any other apostle ever.  
If you could give one characteristic that defines you, what would it be?  I’m actually going to give you a moment to think about that.  We are each different and unique.  Some of you are shy and reserved.  Some of you are outgoing and positive.  Some of you are realistic.  Some of you are dreamers.  Some of you are brutally honest--you don’t tell people what they want to hear, you tell them what they need to hear without sugar-coating it.  Some of you are easy going and fun.  Some of you are like Ananias—cautious and concerned, devout and well-respected.  Some of you are Sauls—driven obsessive compulsive people who are always in drive.  

You are who you are.  Shy does not become outgoing.  Realists don’t turn into dreamers.  You are a unique instrument.  But who’s tune are you playing.  If you are playing your own tune and concerned with what you want, your personalities become a detriment.  The shy person turns inward because they don’t want to be uncomfortable.  The outgoing person becomes annoying or fake.  The realistic person becomes a stick in the mud and the dreamer never gets anything actually done.  The easy-going person gets lazy, and the driven person drives everyone away.  That’s what happens when we play our own tunes with our own agendas.  We become a selfish symphony that grates on the ear.  

Or God can play his tune through us.  He plays forgiveness.  He plays love.  He plays patience.  He plays endurance.  He plays compassion.  He plays the tune of his Son.  God chose you as his instrument before the beginning of the world.  He will use your individual personality.  But he will use it to play his message—the message that saves people for eternity.  Step out of the way and let him play.  Each situation of our lives is unique.  Play the tune.  Play his Word.  Play baptism for the washing away of sins and the Lord’s Supper to remind us that they are truly removed from us.    
Because the tune that we play is not ours, it is God’s, then the glory for that tune is not ours either, but God’s.  What is the glory that comes from the gospel?  How well did you listen to the Wednesday evening sermons during Lent?  The glory of a Christian on this earth playing God’s tune is hidden.  It is hidden in suffering.  
Listen to God’s words to Ananias again: This man is my chosen instrument to carry my name before Gentiles and their kings and before the people of Israel.  I will show him how much he must suffer for my name.”  
Listen to Saul’s own words about how he was treated by Gentiles and their kings and the people of Israel: Five times I received from the Jews the forty lashes minus one. Three times I was beaten with rods, once I was stoned, three times I was shipwrecked, I spent a night and a day in the open sea, I have been constantly on the move. I have been in danger from rivers, in danger from bandits, in danger from my own countrymen, in danger from Gentiles; in danger in the city, in danger in the country, in danger at sea; and in danger from false brothers. I have labored and toiled and have often gone without sleep; I have known hunger and thirst and have often gone without food; I have been cold and naked.  In Damascus—(in an incident that took place right after our text)--the governor under King Aretas had the city of the Damascenes guarded in order to arrest me. But I was lowered in a basket from a window in the wall and slipped through his hands. (2 Corinthians 11:24-27, 32-33)
If you know a professional musician, you know someone who protects their instruments.  They paid thousands and thousands of dollars for them.  They have insurance policies on them.  They cherish them.  They would never let anyone scratch them, let alone bash them around and mistreat them.  So what kind of musician is God to allow his instruments to suffer?  

The proclamation of the gospel will never go without reaction.  It will either convert people or be rejected by people.  There is always a reaction.  And both reactions bring glory to God.  Saul explains: 7But we have this treasure in jars of clay to show that this all-surpassing power is from God and not from us. 8We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, but not in despair; 9persecuted, but not abandoned; struck down, but not destroyed. 10We always carry around in our body the death of Jesus, so that the life of Jesus may also be revealed in our body. 11For we who are alive are always being given over to death for Jesus' sake, so that his life may be revealed in our mortal body. 12So then, death is at work in us, but life is at work in you.
But what do we really suffer for the gospel?  When you allow God to play his tune through you, you will find out.  There will be rejection (“I can’t believe you actually are dumb enough to believe that story.  That’s like still believing in Santa Clause!”).  There will be name calling (“You chauvinist pig!  How can you say that women are to submit to their husbands?”).  There will be the pain of separation from a family member (“If you really loved me, Mom and Dad, you’d just let me live my life the way that makes me happiest and not always be on my case about what you think is right or wrong!).  It is a promise from God that you will suffer on account of the tune he plays through you.  But let that promise reassure you.  It is not you that the world hates, it is God.  It is not you that the world is trying to stop, it is God.  You are simply his instrument.  

So play on, my brothers and sisters, play on!  As you leave this sanctuary this morning, remember to look at our pipe organ.  It is a picture of us.  Each pipe unique.  Each pipe not only has it’s own note, but it’s own unique sound.  Each one was chosen for a specific reason.  Each one was carefully assembled into place.  And when the organist pushes the keys together, each pipe plays what the organist wants it to.  And the music is so beautiful.  Different sounds from different pipes, but all on the same score.  

With that in mind we pray: Lord, you have chosen me to be your own.  You have died for me so that I might live for you.  Lord, make me your instrument.  The tune is not mine, it is yours.  The glory is not mine, it is your.  Lord, make me your instrument.  
AMEN.
