I am not my own, I was bought with a price.  And then, once having paid for 

me; having bought the right to own, possess, control and use me; the 

Purchaser turned and wordlessly handed me the receipt, giving me back 

myself-free and clear-nothing owed.

How can I not fall at the feet of such a Master?

How can I not throw open the doors, windows, basement and attic of my life?

How can I not invite Him beyond the formal living room, to take me by the 

hand and search out all of the monsters and carcasses that I fear live in 

that dark, smelly basement?

How can I not show him the attic; so many boxes, trunks and old cabinets 

full of unrealized dreams, file drawers full of phases of my life that are 

painful to revisit?

Having paid such a costly price for me; how can I not wait patiently, in 

awe, as He sorts through every box and bin, helping me make sense of all the 

clutter, grief and pain?

In the attic He pulls lost dreams from baskets of scraps, and hands them to 

me again-new and whole.

I shudder in fear and revulsion as He marches determinedly toward that dark, 

disgusting basement.  I must stay near Him for this work, it is frightening 

and shameful, and I want so much to run and never look back.  I've placed 

many protective fences at the top of the cellar stairs to "protect" me from 

ever deciding to descend those stairs for a look around-protective fences of 

pride, reputation, rationalization, and religious practice.  When the 

monsters begin to screech and wail, I've simply erected another barrier.

He boldly descends the stairs and I quake as I follow Him.  The stench is 

indescribable, worse that I had feared.  Something is dead; a great many 

things, most likely.  I hear voices of all descriptions.  Their voices cycle 

through my head continuously.  I had not known that they had their origin in 

this putrefying muck. of course.

As we reach the bottom of the stairs, a brilliant light begins to glow from 

the palm of my Deliverer's right hand.  Slowly and purposefully He begins to 

illuminate each and every source of stench and din.  In a remote and 

particularly dark corner a pack of demons feast on the putrefying flesh of 

old resentments, wounds, and lies.  Like the parasites they are, they feed 

quietly in darkness, their very lives dependent on all those fences I 

erected, believing I was somehow protecting myself and my loved ones.  With 

horror I notice some familiar faces, those I had deliberately cast into the 

black void of the basement in the mistaken belief and if I "forget what is 

behind," I have done all that is required.

Never, never did I believe that this Rescuer, this Invited Guest, would 

actually desire to wade through the mire of my life.

As His cleansing light illumines each scene, they are miraculously 

transformed.  At the sound of His voice the demons scatter.  The voices that 

had ceaselessly belted out,

   You're no good

     you don't measure up

        you will always pay for this

          you are so weak

            you should be ashames of yourself

              people only want to use you

                don't talk

                  don't trust

                    don't feel

pause in confusion as they recognize that their voices are no longer needed. 

The rules have changed.

I wish I could tell you that the cleanup occurred miraculously, in the 

twinkling of an eye.  It didn't-and I'm glad it didn't.  He handed me a mop, 

a broom, a bucket, and too many other tools to mention.  I went to work 

beside Him, cleaning up and setting aright not only my own messes, but those 

created in my life by the choices of others.

And I have to confess now that it was better this way.  Nothing has remained 

hidden.  I live joyfully in all the rooms of my home.  If He had not allowed 

me to do the work-if He had made it "easy" for me-I would have missed so 

much and would still be so powerless and ignorant.  I know that the basement 

is clean.  I know that there is nothing scary waiting to jump out at me from 

the darkness.  I know because He has shown His light into every dark corner 

and with His help I have boldly addressed anything found there.

Sometimes in the night I hear weeping or I begin to notice some noxious odor 

just as company is about to arrive.  I don't procrastinate.  I take the 

Light and I head to the basement or the attic.  Sometimes it is something 

beginning to ooze through a crack in the foundation.  Occasionally a 

wandering bad feeling has leaped off someone else like a flea and landed on 

me.

Sometimes I neglect the person God has designed me to be.  She will go and 

find solitude in the attic.  I'll find her there, sitting in a rocking 

chair, humming a sorrowful song and sorting through a treasure chest of 

What-Could-Be's.
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