WHERE IS GOD?  Turning Famine into Feasting.

Genesis 42:105

+++

Introduction
The great Israeli statesman, Abba Eban, wrote in his autobiography about a conversation he once had with Edmund Hillary, the first man to climb Mount Everest.  Eban asked Hillary what exactly he felt when he reached the peak.  He replied that the first sentiment was one of ecstatic accomplishment.  But then there came a sense of desolation.  What was there now left to do?

Have you ever experience such emptiness after a moment of achievement?  Or maybe you are like the Maple tree that was in our back yard in Grayson one hot, rainless summer that stretched its roots far from its trunk searching for one thing:  water.  There is an emptiness of the soul, a famine of the soul.
How do you turn Famine into Feasting spiritually?

Our text is about such a story.

1. Turn Famine into Feasting by taking action.  Don’t just look around – go down!
Genesis 42:1-2 -  When Jacob learned that there was grain in Egypt, he said to his sons, "Why do you look at one another?"  And he said, "Behold, I have heard that there is grain in Egypt; go down and buy grain for us there, that we may live, and not die."

The temptation in emptiness and famine is to look around.  The key is to not remain imprisoned by it, but step out of the cell.


Ill. - Col. Chamberlain at the Gettysburg battle at Little Round Top charging with no bullets but fixed bayonets.  The surprise won out.

“Only those who dare to fail greatly can achieve greatly.”  - Robert F. Kennedy
2.  Turn Famine into Feasting by looking for the unexpected.  Off to Egypt you go!

Genesis 42:2-3  “And he said, "Behold, I have heard that there is grain in Egypt; go down and buy grain for us there, that we may live, and not die."  So ten of Joseph's brothers went down to buy grain in Egypt.”
Famine and emptiness can lead us to finding what God sends in a new place – often and unexpected place.


Ill. – President Lincoln visited hospital to talk with wounded soldiers.  One was close to death.  “Is there anything I can do for you?”  The soldier didn’t recognize the President for he said, “Would you please write a letter to my mother?”  The President wrote:  “My dearest mother, I was badly hurt while doing my duty.  I’m afraid I’m not going to recover.  Don’t grieve too much for me, please.  Kiss Mary and John for me.  May God bless you and father.”  The soldier was too weak to continue so he wrote on the letter, “Written for your son by Abraham Lincoln.”  The young man asked to see the note and was astonished when he discovered who had written it.  “Are you really the president?” “Yes, I am.”  Then he asked if he could do anything else for him.  “Would you please hold my hand?”  “It will help to see me through to the end.”  In the hushed room, the tall gaunt president took the boy’s hand in his, spoke warm words of encouragement and watched as death slowly came.
3.  Turn Famine into Feasting by going deeper.  
Genesis 42:4-5 “But Jacob did not send Benjamin, Joseph's brother, with his brothers, for he feared that harm might befall him.  Thus the sons of Israel came to buy among the others who came, for the famine was in the land of Canaan.”
Famine and emptiness force us to live a deeper life that seeks to touch living water and spiritual nourishment.

Two seeds lay side by side in the fertile spring soil. 

The first seed said, "I want to grow! I want to send my roots deep into the soil beneath me, thrusting my sprouts through the earth's crust above me. I want to unfurl my tender buds like banners, to announce the arrival of spring. I want to feel the warmth of the sun on my face and the blessing of the morning dew on my petals!" And so the seed grew. 

The second seed said, "I am afraid. If I send my roots into the ground below, I don't know what I will encounter in the dark. If I push my way through the hard soil above me, I might damage my delicate sprouts. What if I let my buds open and a snail tries to eat them? If I were to open my blossoms, a small child might pull me from the ground. No, it's much better for me to wait until it is safe." And so the seed waited - until a yard hen scratching around in the early spring ground for food found the waiting seed and promptly ate it.

Conclusion
Richard Wurmbrand was a prisoner of conscience during the Romanian Communist takeover.  He along with other fellow Christians was in prison in Bucharest for 14 years.  They would communicate with one another by tapping on a sewer pipe that connected their dark, tiny cells.  They longed to share Communion but had no bread, no wine.  And so one day they decided in their emptiness and famine to have Communion with something they had a lot of – nothing!  With nothing in their hands they broke bread.  With nothing on their lips, they sipped from the cup.  With reverent taps on a rusty sewer pipe they worshipped God with nothing and discovered they had something in the midst of nothing!
