Sean’s Bible Study for you:   Gimme Back My Rib 
Happy Father’s Day, everyone! 

As you may (or may not) know, I love preparing our weekly study but I must confess… there are week’s that I struggle to come up with relevant topics that we all can relate too; topics that hold timeless truths which may become easily applicable to our daily lives. There was no such struggle this week, given the most important holiday rapidly approaching this weekend. Dad’s, in honor of your commitment to home and family, this week’s study is for all of you. Wives, ladies and most esteemed women… feel free to check out, although you may still enjoy what I am about to share. Anyone who is or ever has been married can probably relate to our topic this week! 

 

***There are things in this world that are just simply… reality. Women like to feel loved. Men like to feel the woman they love. Women like honesty and trust. Men trust that honesty will be there when it matters most. Women like surprises that they, themselves, don’t have to suggest, like home repairs and keeping things clean. Men like surprises that they can fully anticipate because they’ve already articulated certain desires, like sex. Women are no good at being quiet during sports highlights. Men are equally as bad at finding out what’s bothering their women when it’s obvious that something is wrong. Women are emotionally driven. Men are sexually driven. Truth. Perception. Somewhere between the lines of male and female interaction, there lies reality in every situation where men and women must deal with one another. And even though there will always be exceptions to every rule, generally speaking… men stink at watching the children. I, myself, stand above all the rest where this truth and basic fact is concerned. What I mean is… I suck at watching my kids when my beautiful wife has left the country. (Or even the neighborhood, for that matter.) 

Recently, she left me for a business trip to Chicago for what was supposed to be a grueling five and a half days. She looked me straight in the eye, handed me the credit card and spoke these very simple words: Yes, men, we all know them well! “Use this ONLY in case of emergency…” The words trailed off. She smartly held my glazed over gaze, just to be sure that I had heard her words and that I was, indeed, still listening to her. As if to punctuate this point, she slowly repeated her instructions again, adding particular emphasis on “E – mer – gen – cy…”. I wanted to ask “Define emergency – ” because, again, we are dealing with two separate, yet equally viable definitions of what constitutes a real, live emergency. Now, we’ve been married, like 12 or 13 years, or something close to that ballpark, so I was pretty excited that she didn’t feel the need to hand me her normal 20 page novel of instructions, although this feeling of pride was quickly erased by absolute fear when the door slammed behind her at the airport. I was handed a credit card NOT to be used, period. I had NO instructions, was given a pantry full of groceries (what the heck are groceries, by the way, and where, exactly is the pantry?) and handed two five dollar bills and told “This is for you and they kids this week. Have fun.” Have fun? Have fun?! I sat in front of the airport until she was well out of sight. Airport security came along and told me to move along. The kids and I cried all the way back to the house. I bought a six pack of cheap beer and a can of Copenhagen and stared at those three lonely pennies. Boy, this was going to be a really long week. The last words the wonderful mother to be children spoke to me were “I’ll call you this week; check on you and the kids.” Who the heck was she trying to fool, here?! She hadn’t gone to Chicago for “business”! She’d checked herself onto a one – way plane trip to Cancun and was never coming back! Thanks to my rations purchase at Circle K, McDonald’s was out for dinner. I had no choice. I must find this so – called pantry, which held our food for the week and with it, our ultimate survival. Five hours later, what I found was more disheartening then a migraine on a man’s wedding night. I did, indeed, find the pantry and it was stocked with food. But it was food I would have to kill and prepare myself. I felt as if somebody had dropped me off into the wilds of Alaska with a thin rain coat and a miniature Swiss Army Knife. The kids were screaming for food like a pack of ravenous natives on some remote island and I couldn’t even find the can opener. What I wouldn’t give for that Swiss Knife right about now. Then something magical happened – an idea, no… an… inspiration. As if visited by some wonderful divination, the thought made its way from my subconscious breaking forth into my conscious thinking abilities. I wondered… was this the so – called seventh sense that the female species was said to have? I yelled out “Put in a movie, guys… dad’s working on it!” Instant silence, then an argument over which movie would be shown. “Daaaadd – eee! We ALWAYS watch Star Wars!” But dad… we watched HER movie last time!” on and on this went until – once more – the seventh sense kicked in. “Watch sissy’s movie first then you guys can stay up late and watch Star Wars!” Silence. Then my children broke into a chorus of “We Love Dad! We Love Dad!” I reveled in my moment of triumph and genius… which lasted until I put their food in front of them. “I don’t like this!” “I wanted the blue plate – he ALWAYS gets the blue plate!” “I hate carrots!” “She got more potato chips then me!” Bedtime couldn’t arrive soon enough for me. My nerves were so frayed by the end of this day, I’d lost my appetite somewhere between the bath time battle (which I lost) and the bedtime battle (which I surrendered to, choosing instead to give away the comfort of my bed to my children). For three days, my children did not bathe nor did I sleep in my own bed. Judge me, I don’t care. But they were alive and being fed. Nowhere in my wife’s instructions were the spoken words “Bath ”. If that was some sort of “given”, well, women… next time be more clear or leave written instructions! I figured, if they weren’t grossing me out too bad, we were probably alright. Finally, Friday came… a day of liberation and freedom, because it was time to take the tribe to MiMi’s house. But I also knew, 30 minutes before leaving to drop them off at my wife’s parents, that they would be closely inspected. Nothing gets past the watchful eye of the mother – in – law. Now, let me just say that I have awesome in – laws. But I knew that any dereliction of duty would befall my poor wife, who would in turn “share” any grievances heaped upon her WITH me at a later date. I knew – for her sake – that I could NOT let her down. And so – once more – the inspiration struck me just in the nick of time, as I caught a whiff of some foul stench, suddenly realizing that my children must be bathed before arriving at grandmother’s house. With men, the watching of children is never about the way they are cared for. All that matters is the end result: Are they still breathing? And have they been (somewhat) cared for?  Arriving at MiMi’s house, they appeared to have been fed for MOST of the past three and a half days and glistened like shiny new pennies, fresh and well bathed. Mission accomplished. 

It is a well know fact that there are three survival tools that every dad must possess, when watching their children: McDonald’s, ice cream in the freezer and sleep aids. (In children AND adult doses.) Upon reflection of this past week, I’ve come to the simple conclusion that… God did not create me to be a great watcher of children. There are certain instinctive tools that I lack, not to mention I possess absolutely zero organizational skills required to juggle life, work and child – caring all at once. But I am qualified to keep my kids alive long enough until the professional comes home again. I am worthy to be called “dad” because that is what I am. When my wife called me Sunday night and announced that her flight was delayed and she wouldn’t get home until the following evening, it wasn’t I who nearly broke down into sobs, it was her. I simply told her “Just get home safely, but we’ll be fine another night. Try to get a good place to stay and get some rest… you sound exhausted.” I thought to myself, “Well… looks like we’re going into over – time.” I called my brother after the kids went to sleep and told him to come over and watch Boston beat the Lakers on t.v. And bring me a beer, while you’re at it! But it was also in that moment that I realized another truth: it is probably even harder for women to be away from home simply because… they are away from what they love most. And… away from what they were created to do better than anyone else on the planet: raise and care for their most valuable assets… their own families. 

 

Genesis 2:18 – 22    
Then the Lord God said, “It is not good for the man to be alone. I will make him a helper who is right for him. (v.19) From the ground God formed every wild animal and every bird in the sky, and He brought them to man so the man could name them. Whatever the man called each living thing, that became its name. (v.20) The man gave names to all the tame animals, to the birds in the sky, and to all the wild animals. But Adam did not find a helper that was right for him. (v.21) So the Lord God caused the man to sleep very deeply, and while he was asleep, God removed one of the man’s ribs. (v.22) The Lord God used the rib from the man to make woman, and then he brought the woman to man. ”

 

                                                          SO:

We can see, almost from the very beginning that we are in need of a helper. And God was quick to provide us with the perfect candidate, taken from our very bones.

24 hours into my experience taking care of our children, I was screaming to my wife hundreds of miles away “Bring me back my rib!” Though perfectly functional and mostly capable, we are none the less… incomplete. 

                                                

                   BUT:

It isn’t enough to simply say “Glad you’re back, dear, go back in there and Git ‘er done!” as we make our way back to the couch or perhaps a nice, serene meadow where we can wallop little white, round dimpled balls with a stick. God brought us someone perfectly suited to help us. The very word “help” leads me to believe that, well… there’s probably some work somewhere in there that I’m suppose to assist with. It’s also worthy to note one other, tiny little fact: that God brought her to man. (v.22) As if she were a gift. When Adam woke up, how excited must he have been? This might explain why guys tend, still to this day, to be quite excited in a particular on most mornings. (It’s just a theory, but it is right there!) He probably didn’t know exactly what she was at first glance… but he knew he liked this new, exotic and beautiful creature that God had just brought him. She looked strangely similar to himself, only with a few added (and, he probably thought, improved) features. And what’s one of the first things he said? “Whoa, man!” 

 

**You can’t separate the rib from the man. It’s a two way street! Woman needs man and man must have a mate, as the old song goes and how very true those words really are. God created us to need woman. And God created woman – from man – to be with man. I hate to admit this, but… we need woman more then she needs us, in the physical sense. BUT… woman needs to be needed just as badly. So in the end, it’s pretty much even. This is how God created us to be. It’s not something we strive for, like “trying” to be a better man, husband or father. It is who you are. 

 

*You are who you were created to be in Christ, Jesus. So the question isn’t who you’ll become, but will you be who you already are. You’re wife has been created to serve you and in so doing not only completes herself… but completes you. Their duty lies within themselves and in turn, ours lies within us. It is dependant NOT on how well they serve us but instead… on just how well we love them! Accept that we were given a helper as God looked down on Adam and said “Wow… he really needs some help.” We had no direction before God brought to us woman. And He’s been giving us helpers ever since. 
The challenge, therefore is quite simple: Sunday, for Father’s Day this year, take your wife by the hand, kiss her long and hard and say “Thanks for the help, baby. I don’t want to get along without you! You are my compass.” Do something for them this Father’s Day, something simple, like… taking the kids to McDonald’s for lunch. Send her shopping, give her the credit card and tell her to go crazy… buy some shoes – maybe an outfit or two! Boy, wouldn’t that turn them on their heels! Serve THEM on a day we expect to be served! Give them one hour on a day that is wholly yours, and yours, alone. But even if you do none of these things, take at least a moment to appreciate the gift God created from you and has brought to you. Then… THEN settle down to the game, the race or the match or whatever. Take control of the remote, order yourself a pizza and enjoy the completeness of being man – husband – father, just as God intended you to be. As God said so long ago, “It is not good for man to be alone.” He took our rib and we’ve been incomplete without that rib ever since… right up until that moment she came walking into our life. We need them. And they just need us to love them for being the perfect completion for us that God made THEM to be… for our benefit! Happy Father’s Day, everyone!

 

 

FOCUS THOUGHT: The love of self never completes anything but the very destruction of self. It is the love of others that finishes the work that God, Himself, began before even time, itself, began. 
FOCUS SCRIPTURE: (v.18) Then the Lord God said, “It is not good for the man to be alone. I will make him a helper who is right for him.”

FOCUS PRAYER: Lord, today let my desire to love become stronger then my desire to be served. Help me find fulfillment and joy in my service and love for others. Amen.   

