Fathers… And The Truth of the Two Roads

Mrs. John B. Dodd, of Washington, 1st proposed the idea of a "father's day" in 1909. Mrs. Dodd wanted a special day to honor her father, William Smart., a Civil War veteran, who was widowed when his wife (Mrs. Dodd's mother) died in childbirth with their 6th child. Mr. Smart was left to raise the newborn & his other 5 children by himself on a rural farm in eastern Wash. State. It was after Mrs. Dodd became an adult that she realized the strength & selflessness her father had shown in raising his children as a single parent. 

The 1st Father's Day was observed on June 19, 1910 in Spokane Washington. At about the same time in various towns & cities across American other people were beginning to celebrate a "father's day." In 1924 President Calvin Coolidge supported the idea of a national Father's Day. Finally, in 1966 President Johnson signed a presidential proclamation declaring the 3rd Sunday of June as Father's Day. 

1. The Words of Solomon… a Father

Prov. 4:”Hear, my son, and receive my sayings, & the years of your life will be many… Do not enter the path of the wicked….  Avoid it, do not pass by it; Turn away from it and pass on. …the path of the righteous is like the light of dawn that shines brighter and brighter until the full day…  Let your eyes look directly ahead and let your gaze be fixed straight in front of you. Watch the path of your feet and all your ways will be established.  Do not turn to the right or to the left… 
2. Long as Fathers, Lesson of the 2 Paths/Ways 

· Moses: "I have set before you life and death, the blessing and the curse. So choose life in order that you may live, you and your descendants, by loving the LORD your God, by obeying His voice, and by holding fast to Him.” Deut. 30:19-20
· Joshua: “Choose for yourselves this day whom you will serve, whether the gods your forefathers served beyond the River, or the gods of the Amorites, in whose land you are living. But as for me & my household, we will serve the Lord.” 
· Robert Frost, “The Road NOT Taken”
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, and sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood And looked down one as far as I could.

To where it bent in the undergrowth, Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim, Because it was grassy and wanted wear,

Though as for that, the passing there had worn them really about the same, 

And both that morning equally lay in leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day! Yet knowing how way leads on to way
I doubted if I should ever come back. I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence: Two roads diverged in a wood, and I --
I took the one less travelled by, and that has made all the difference. 

3. Greatest of all such Stmts.: Father > Jesus
·  To hear Jesus IS to hear the Father:

· Jn. 8:38 "I speak the things which I have seen with My Father…”
4. Jesus: "Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it.  But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.”   Mat. 7:13-14  = TWO WAYS
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5. Jesus = the Hodos’ to the Father/Life Jn. 14:6 
Jesus: "I am the way (hodos’), & the truth, & the life; no one comes to the Father but through Me.

6. Fathers, which road R U > Down/& Leading?
a.   TWO Options: 
b.   Jesus…   ///   And every other way
7. VIDEO

8. We show our children where to walk!
a.  Scary! > Need Grace / From God and Children!
b.  Every Family: Bride/ Groom/ Child is Fallen/Broken!
c.  Only hope is God's Love & Grace > To Become & forgive & be forgiven.
9. John McArthur’s Parents > Hodos’ of Jesus
As I look back and ask myself what my parents did right, the key word is "love." They love visibly and in several directions.

First, my parents love the Lord. He is the center and circumference of life to them. They live to honor Him, serve Him, and make the truth about Him known. Dad, a fourth-generation preacher, has never done anything else in his adult life but preach, pastor, write, and be involved in ministry. His father taught him by word and example that life is Christ and service to Him.

My dad's passion for spiritual service has moved him to travel as an evangelist, preach on radio and television for decades, and write books and commentaries—all while pastoring a church. He is still pastoring, writing, and preaching on radio today—and he will continue ministering until he meets the Lord.

And what my father believes, he preaches and lives. My parents have been the same in church and at home—not perfect, but consistent. From them, I learned devotion to the Lord and His church as a way of life.

Second, my parents love Scripture. My life is set for the proclama​tion of God's Word—a passion inspired by my dad. He understood that the Bible is God's inspired, inerrant, infallible Word, and he preaches it without equivocation. He is an untiring student of Scripture who spends ample time in his den engrossed in study tools so that he might come forth on Sunday to unfold its riches. I sat under his expositions through all my young years. When I told him I was called to preach, he gave me a Bible and wrote on the front page, "Preach the Word. Dad." I'm still under that man​date. My love for Scripture was passed from his heart to mine.

Third, my parents love each other with uncommon devotion. This may seem hard to believe, but I have never once heard them say an unkind word to each other or argue in an angry exchange. They are deeply woven together in a peaceful oneness that their marriage is the best example of devoted love I have ever seen. They seem to always overlook each other's faults. I believe that the chief ingredient in a fulfilled family is not the Ic parents give their children, but the love that they have for each other. That love is the most powerful tool they have for helping their childr feel secure. And I know that my parents' love for each other set me a course to love my wife and seek to be a peacemaker in my own home.,

Fourth, my parents love their children. The four of us have always been the most important people in their lives. That remains evident anyone who knows our family today. Still we get hugs and kisses when we see Mom and Dad, and they constantly talk freely of their love for us.
Mom never worked a day outside the home. We kids were her R The house was always clean and comfortable, and she was always hor baking cookies or bread or making something special for us to eat. Why I went to college nearby, I could count on coming home in the afternol and finding her there, cooking, reading, or knitting (needles and ya were always in her hands or dose by).

Dad was always eager to take me with him to church meetings we could be together. A few times I went forward when he gave the i vitation—just to prime the pump. He was there on the sidelines throuf all my high-school and college athletic endeavors. And he was alwa eager to tell me what he was learning from Scripture.

I think the four of us children are still our parents' greatest earth joy—along with all the new family we have brought home.

Fifth, my parents love books. Both are readers. Mom enjoys historical novels and classics of all kinds. Dad reads everything. Though he in his mid-seventies, his easy chair is surrounded by books, magazine and articles. We have had countless conversations, no two of them alike. He is so well-read that he is always full of new information and insight We all know how it is to visit relatives who are still saying the same things they said last time we saw them. That's not my dad. My dad has given me a love for books and reading that continue to enrich my life and ministry. More of my time is spent reading—it’s the only way to really learn—than any other single thing I do. And whatevi richness there is in my preaching is the result of the Spirit stirring tl thoughts, ideas, and insights I've gained
10. Begin Now! > Carmen 
A. Only child in our family who was born into a Christian home, so my mother used to call me her Jesus-boy.  

B.  My parents held me up in a Bible study & dedicated my life to the Lord so that, whatever happened, my life would be used for God’s service. The presence of Jesus haunted me until I finally succumbed when I was 20 

C. Now (as a Xn): To continue singing in night Clubs… or not.

     “Do I take Jesus back to the clubs? Or otherwise?

D. When I was getting ready to take a job in a nightclub, I got a phone call from my dad, and it was a turning point for me. 

"Carm, everything was really going well for me when I was working with the Lord, but things started to go wrong when I turned my back on God.  I went into a business venture when I should have gone into the ministry.  And ever since then I've hurt.  And I've paid a dear price.  You know your dad don't talk much, but I want you to listen to me this time."  HUMILITY/ CONFESSION
He said, "Don't make the same mistake I made.  "Don't go back into the clubs.  Commit your talents to the Lord.  Sing for Jesus Christ.  All the things that you'll ever want in life God will give you, but you give Him yourself first.  Commit your way to Him.  And don't play games with God." NARROW WAY
 Tears came to my eyes.  I was on the phone, and I slumped to the floor wit' my head hung down.  And I began to cry.  He said to me, "You know your dad loves you and I'd never tell you anything that was gonna hurt ya. But don't do it like I did it.  Stick wit' Jesus." The HODOS’
 I told him, "Okay, Dad, I will."  I hung up the phone, called the people at the club, & told 'em I wasn't gonna do it.  They called me a Jesus freak; a waste.  But I remembered my father's words & how he told me to go all the way with Jesus, don't compromise, & don't turn back.  "Sing for God. 
Two years ago my dad passed away. Before he died, he looked at all the people standing around the bed – w/ a tracheotomy, pointed his finger at each one of us, and said.  "Do you glorify Jesus?  Do you glorify Jesus?  How about you?  Do you glorify Jesus?"  

11. "Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it.  But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.”   Mat. 7:13-14 

a.  Which of the 2 ways are you on? Is it obvious?
b.  Which of the 2 ways are your children on?

c.  Your Grand Children?
· Acts 4:12: "There is salvation in no one else; for there is no other name under heaven that has been given among men by which we must be saved."
· John 1:12-13  12 as many as received Him, to them He gave the right to become children of God (=”God becomes my Father!”), even to those who believe in His name,  13 who were born (beginning/gate), 
· WIDE GATE

· not of blood = “I was brought up in a Christian home”
· nor of the will of the flesh = “I try very hard to keep God's laws.”
· nor of the will of man,= Rituals, Memberships,
· NARROW GATE
· but of God.
Our destiny is not determined for us, but it is determined by us.
Man's free will is part of God's sovereign will. 
We have freedom to take which course we choose, 
but not freedom to determine the end (or consequences)of that choice. 
God makes clear what he desires, we must choose, 
and the result of the choice is not the inevitableness of law, 
but the inevitableness of God.   Oswald Chambers
12. By Which Gate have you entered? Which way R U on?
13. Invitation & Hymn: #487… Room @ Cross (Gate)
              Notes: Used and Unused
The Path of God

"With weeping they will come, and by supplication I will lead them; I will make them walk by streams of waters, on a straight path in which they will not stumble; for I am a father to Israel…." Jeremiah 31:9
“How blessed is the man who does not walk in the counsel of the wicked, Nor stand in the path of sinners, Nor sit in the seat of scoffers!” Psalm 1:1  
 “You will make known to me the path of life” Psalm 16:11  

“Make me walk in the path of Your commandments, For I delight in it.” Psalm 119:35  

“Your word is a lamp to my feet And a light to my path.” Psalm 119:105   

“You scrutinize my path and my lying down, And are intimately acquainted with all my ways.” Psalm 139:3   

When my spirit was overwhelmed within me, You knew my path. Psalm 142:3   

“Thus says the LORD, "Stand by the ways and see and ask for the ancient paths, Where the good way is, and walk in it; and you will find rest for your souls. But they said, 'We will not walk in it.' Jeremiah 6:16   

'For My people have forgotten Me, They burn incense to worthless gods And they have stumbled from their ways, From the ancient paths, to walk in bypaths, Not on a highway, Jeremiah 18:15 
Thus says the LORD, "Behold, I set before you the way of life and the way of death.  Jeremiah 21:8  
I have no greater joy than this, to hear of my children walking in the truth. 3 John 1:4

Your ears will hear a word behind you, "This is the way, walk in it," whenever you turn to the right or to the left. Isaiah 30:21   

"Behold, I go forward but He is not there, And backward, but I cannot perceive Him; When He acts on the left, I cannot behold Him; He turns on the right, I cannot see Him. "But He knows the way I take; When He has tried me, I shall come forth as gold. "My foot has held fast to His path; I have kept His way and not turned aside.” Job 23:8-11  

Carman Dominic Licciardello is better known to his fans simply as Carman, a talented singer/songwriter/musician who is also a deeply committed minister of God's Word.

Carman was a nightclub singer in Las Vegas, well on his way towards a ca​reer in show business, when, through the prayers of his sister, Nancy Ann, and his attendance at an Andrae Crouch concert, he became a believer. Committing his life to the Lord meant committing his music to the Lord—and that he did.

Carman's debut release, Some-O-Dat, was followed by Sunday's on the Way Cmnin'On Strong, The Champion, and A Long Time Ago ...Ina Land Called Bethlehem. The energy of his concert appearances was captured on Carman Live ... Radically Saved. His latest release, Revival in the Land, offers musical word pictures of Satan's view of impending doom and God's army marching through the land.

Gifted and versatile, Carman sings rap, praise, ballad, story song, rhythm and blues, and rock-a-billy, gaining him a wide audience for his Gospel message of salvation. As his press release explains, he works to make his live performances evangelistic events instead of mere entertainment; he is interested in producing "sold-out Christians—not sold-out concerts!"

As he shares here, Carman credits his mother, a talented musician herself, with encouraging him to take up music and his father with giving him the ability to tell a story. Using both these gifts, Carman shares stories about Jesus through the songs he writes and performs.

In January 1956, Elvis Presley came out with "Hound Dog" and shook the nation. In January 1956, Dominic and Nancy Licciardello came out with a hound dog named Carman who shook up the neighborhood. I was the third of the three children in our family; I was the baby. My brother, Mario, is eight years older than me, and my sister, Nancy Ann, is ten years older.

My parents were born again in the early fifties, coming out of Ca​tholicism. My sister was the one who really stayed close to the Lord, and later she married a preacher. My brother always lived near the edge and often was saved by the skin of his teeth. He was always a roughneck who got into a lot of fights; he was sorts like the Fonzie of the neighborhood.

Remember Sylvester Stallone in Rocky? That was Mario, and I always wanted to be like him even though my father would say, "Don't grow up to be like your brother." There was something in my brother that was fearless. He was willing to take any chance in the world, and I was very attracted to that. However, I always told my dad I wanted to be like my sister just so I wouldn't get a beatin'.

I was the only child in our family who was born into a Christian home, so my mother used to call me her Jesus-boy. Because of a birth de​fect in my neck, my head was permanently tilted to one side. I was prayed for by my parents and my Uncle Don and Aunt Catherine, a very devout Christians, and God miraculously healed me. It was during this time that my parents held me up in a Bible study and dedicated my life to the Lord so that, whatever happened, my life would be used for the service of God. I guess that commitment really stuck because the presence of Je​sus haunted me until I finally succumbed when I was twenty years old.

As I was growing up, my parents had some financial problems. My father went into a business venture that didn't work out so well, and he lost everything. We went bankrupt. But I lived in the same house until I was eleven years old, went to the same school, and had the same friends. I had a very stable upbringing.

I remember going to church when I was a little boy, but because of all the things that took place in our lives, our family began to fall away. By the time I was seven, we were out of church completely. My sister was getting married and moving away to a Christian college with her hus​band, and my brother was in rare form. He always had stories to tell, coming home with skinned knuckles from a fight he'd been in.

I didn't really have much direction growing up. But I did find out that the most miserable people on the face of the earth are not necessarily the unsaved. They're Christians who have backslidden—they've got just enough of the world in them to not really enjoy walking with the Lord, and just enough of God in them to not really enjoy sin, so they're in a tormented situation.

As I grew up, my mother was the main musical influence in my life. I remember her playing the accordion at family functions and our annual Italian picnics. She would take center stage somewhere, get her accor​dion, and play all the old Italian songs for hours. She would start in the afternoon and finish at ten o'clock that night. (By that time, everybody had a few drinks in 'em, and they really weren't listening anymore any​way!) My mother had studied the accordion since she was twelve years old. She had a great career planned, but when she was eighteen, she met my father, a very handsome Army man, and was swept off her feet. There went the career, but she passed her love of music on to all of her children.

My father was a great personality, and he could tell stories for hours. Whenever there was a get-together, my father would position himself  somewhere at a table, and all cousins and uncles and brothers and aunts and whoever else was around would sit and listen to my father tell stories for hours. At one end of the building my mother played the accor​dion and kept half the crowd spellbound. My father would tell stories in the other part of the building, and I'd hear roars and laughter and oohs and aahs. Mom and Dad were quite a pair.

While I was growing up without the Lord, my mother began to play her music in nightclubs, and my father became even more distant be​cause of his failure in business and his lack of commitment to the Lord. There was a definite chasm in our family. My mother used to come home from work at two or three o'clock in the morning with all her band mem​bers. I waited up and then we jammed until six or seven in the morning. This got me out of a lot of school because I was too tired. My mother would write me excuses.

By the time I was a teenager, my parents saw that my life wasn't really going anywhere, so they put me in a military school. That didn't work out so well. I remained unfocused, and I got into a lot of fights. I wanted to be more like my brother, but I guess in my heart I was more of a peacemaker and negotiator like my father.

Even though I was directionless, music never left me. My mother al​ways encouraged me to pursue what was deep in my heart, but my father wanted me to get a job, a real job. He used to tell me that if I didn't learn a trade, I'd. end up diggin' ditches. He was a butcher by trade and wanted me to go into meat cutting. It just wasn't there for me. My brother was the same way, except he got married at nineteen and had to get a good job to make ends meet. Slowly but surely he started getting jobs as a security guard and wound up, at age twenty-nine, the youngest chief of police ever in the state of New Jersey.

Just as Mario had always wanted to be a cop, I had always wanted to be a musician. I pursued my dreams with my mother's encourage​ment until one day, when I was twenty years old, I left New Jersey to go to Las Vegas. I wanted to pursue a career there, but I was gonna spend some time with my sister who lived in Southern California and who was the epitome of a Christian. I had been working in clubs for a few years and felt like I wouldn't be that influenced by this Jesus thing she had goin' on. Well, little did I know that she'd been prayin' for me eleven years.
By the time I got to Southern California, I was pretty hip, pretty cool. I always wore my shirt unbuttoned down to my navel, and I knew more than a nineteen-year-old should about life, at least the dark side of life. I was driving back and forth from Vegas to Southern California set-tin' up floor shows and meeting wit' managers, tryin' to get my thing goin'. Things were going pretty well, movin' ahead, until I went to Disneyland's "Night of joy" concert with a girl who was a Christian. I respected her so much that I pretty much went wherever she took me, yet at the same time, it bothered me that she was Christian and I wasn't and still she was dating me.

That night, I listened to most of the Christian performers sing, and I really wasn't impressed. They didn't seem to have the tenacity that I grew up with, the dogged determination that I saw in my brother, or even the commitment I'd seen in my sister. I just didn't feel it in the music I heard—until from a distance I heard all sorts of hand clapping' and tam​bourine playing' and wild, pulsating music. I turned to the girl I was with and said, "Who is that?" She looked at me with a sort of gleam in her eye and said, "Oh, that's Andrae." I went over and sat mesmerized as Andrae Crouch and the Disciples took what was sacred at the altar and brought it out before the world in a way I could understand. He sang, "It won't be long. Soon we will be leaving here." I felt like I was the only non-Christian in the whole park!

The' very next day, having learned what music is really meant to be, I committed my life to Jesus Christ. My mother supported my decision, my managers and agents back in New Jersey went crazy, and mother was quiet. I went through a real difficult time. Sometimes in Iife you don't know what you should do; all you know is what you shouldn't do.

I knew that I shouldn't be in the clubs, and I knew I needed to leave the bars.  When my sister said, "Why don't you take Jesus to Vegas?," I knew in my gut that wasn't going to work. Still, I wanted to go back into the clubs, I was getting' ready to go back to Vegas, and I was prepared to take Jesus with me. I had all the rest of those crossover thoughts that I hear regularly from Christian en​tertainers, and I was about to become one of them. But I was struggling with this decision.

My mother had been a real encouragement through the years, but my dad had never said a whole lot. He had never said much when I de​cided to pursue music and not a trade; he sort of watched from a distance.

But when I was getting ready to take a job in a nightclub, I got a phone call from my dad, and it was a turning point for me. He said something to me that I'll never forget, something that changed my life.

My dad said, "Carm, everything was really going well for me when I was walking with the Lord, but things started to go wrong when I tur​ned my back on God. I went into a business venture when I should have gone into the ministry. And ever since then I've hurt. And I've paid a dear price. You know your dad don't talk much, but I want you to listen to me this time."

He said, "Don't make the same mistake I made. You’ve got to learn from other people, other people's mistakes, because you'll never live long enough to make them all yourself."

He said, "Don't go back into the clubs. Commit your talents to the Lord. Sing for Jesus Christ. All the things that you'll ever want in life God will give you, but you give Him yourself first. Commit your way to Him. And don't play games with God!)

Tears came to my eyes. I was on the phone, and I slumped to the floor with' my head hung down. And I began to cry. He said to me, “You know your dad loves you and I'd never tell you anything that was going to
Hurt  you." He said, "But don't do it like I did it. Stick with' Jesus.' I told him, "Okay, Dad, I will." I hung up the phone, called the people at the club, and told them I wasn't going to do it. They called me a Jesus freak. They said I was limiting my talent, that I would only be singing in front of small groups in little churches, that I was a waste. But I re​membered my father's words and how he told me to go all the way with Jesus, don't compromise, and don't turn back. "Sing for God. Sing for Him.” I remembered hearing Andrae sing passionately about the Lord, and thought about how it affected my life. And that's what I wanted my music to do.,

That was sixteen years ago, and I've never gone back on my com​mitment. Today I consistently stand before ten and twenty thousand peo​ple at a time in this country and around the world, telling people, young and old alike, to commit their talent to the Lord and don't turn back. To give their all Jesus Christ and don't compromise the message of the Gospel. And to be one hundred percent for Jesus.

Two years ago, my dad passed away. I was in the hospital room with him when he died. Before he died, he looked at all the people standing around the bed, pointed his finger at each one of us, and said, "Do you glorify Jesus? How about you? Do you glorify Jesus? He had a tracheotomy, so it was difficult for him to talk, but we understood his whispers. He wasn't really asking for a response; he was asking so that we would answer the Holy Spirit inside.

At his funeral, he didn't have any money to leave us. He didn't have any worldly possessions or earthly goods. As a matter of fact, he left a cou​ple of bills that I had to pay. But in his will he told me that he had given me something: he had given me the ability to tell a story.

As the will was read at the funeral, I began to cry uncontrollably as I pictured my father sitting at a table telling stories to all of his friends and relatives. They may have heard the same stories a thousand times, but he had this way of taking you into another world and letting you ex​perience what he had. Sometimes he made the stories up or embellished them. When he was in the hospital dying, he told me about all of the things he had made up, and we laughed a lot together. He not only gave me the ability to tell a story, but to tell a story about Jesus and for the Lord.

My parents did a few things right. Among those things, they gave me something that has value only as I share it with the world. My mother encouraged my music, and I inherited from her the skills and instincts to craft a song. And my father gave me the ability to tell a story. Thanks to these gifts, I use songs to tell stories about Jesus Christ who has so cap​tivated and enriched my life that it's just an absolute bore to talk abo

The 1992 Olympics in Barcelona featured one of the most memorable moments of sports history. Derek Redmond of Great Britain was on the way to ful​filling a lifetime dream, that of winning a gold medal in the Olympics. He had earned a spot in the semifinals of the 400-meter race, and as the gun sounded to start the race, Derek got off to a great start. He was running the race of his life, and the finish line was in sight, when suddenly he felt a stab of pain in his right leg. He pitched face-first to the track with a torn hamstring. The race was over for Derek.

He struggled to his feet before the medical team could reach him. Though every runner had passed him, he began hopping forward, tears of pain and disappointment streaking his face, determined to finish the race. Suddenly, a man plowed through the security guards on the sidelines and ran onto the track.

He raced up to Derek and hugged him. "You don't have to do this," Jim Redmond told his weeping son.

"Yes, I do," Derek answered.

"Well, then," his father said, "we're going to finish this together."

Derek's father gripped his son around the shoulders, and they faced the finish line, resolutely waving off the security men who hovered about them. They limped and hopped together, Derek's head sometimes buried in his father's shoulder, and stayed in Derek's lane all the way to the end.

The watching crowd gaped at first at the unusual scene. Then, one by one, they rose to their feet, and began cheering and crying at the son's determination and the father's support.
Mrs. John B. Dodd, of Washington, first proposed the idea of a "father's day" in 1909. Mrs. Dodd wanted a special day to honor her father, William Smart. William Smart, a Civil War veteran, was widowed when his wife (Mrs. Dodd's mother) died in childbirth with their sixth child. Mr. Smart was left to raise the newborn and his other five children by himself on a rural farm in eastern Washington state. It was after Mrs. Dodd became an adult that she realized the strength and selflessness her father had shown in raising his children as a single parent. 

The first Father's Day was observed on June 19, 1910 in Spokane Washington. At about the same time in various towns and cities across American other people were beginning to celebrate a "father's day." In 1924 President Calvin Coolidge supported the idea of a national Father's Day. Finally, in 1966 President Lyndon Johnson signed a presidential proclamation declaring the 3rd Sunday of June as Father's Day. 

Father's Day has become a day to honor not only your father, but all men who act as a father figure. Stepfathers, uncles, grandfathers, and adult male friends are all to be honored on Father's Day. 

And therefore, good Christian, come a little way with me, and I will teach you about the way you must go. Look before you; do you see this narrow way? THAT is the way you must go; the patriarchs, prophets, Christ, and his apostles constructed it. It is as straight as a rule can make it. This is the way You must go.

Chr. But, are there no side roads by which a stranger may lose his way?

Good-Will. Yes, there are many ways besides this one, and they are crooked and wide. But by this you may distinguish the right from the wrong: only the right is straight and narrow.

Good and evil both increase at compound interest. 


That is why the little decisions you and I make every day are of such infinite importance. 



The smallest good act today is the capture of a strategic point from which, 




a few months later, you may be able to go on to victories you never dreamed of. 




An apparently trivial indulgence in lust or anger today is the loss 




of a ridge or railway line or bridgehead from which the enemy may launch an 

                                                attack otherwise impossible. Mere Christianity
Our destiny is not determined for us, but it is determined by us. Man's free will is part of God's sovereign will. We have freedom to take which course we choose, but not freedom to determine the end of that choice. God makes clear what he desires, we must choose, and the result of the choice is not the inevitableness of law, but the inevitableness of God.   Oswald Chambers (1874-1917)

Bishop Walpole, the father of Hugh Walpole, the novelist, once said to a friend who was weighing a [life] call:  "If you are uncertain of which of the two paths to take, choose the one on which the shadow of the cross falls."

Jesus was always presenting 2 roads. Himself, or anything else.

Worldly Wiseman: > Mr. Legality

Video Clip > The Path is Jesus! “I am the way/path/ road > Father. Father’s footsteps = Jesus’ Life/death/ ressn. & words (Lk. 12:48)
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Jeremiah 31:9   9 "With weeping they will come, And by supplication I will lead them; I will make them walk by streams of waters, On a straight path in which they will not stumble; For I am a father to Israel, And Ephraim is My firstborn."

Proverbs 1:10-15   10 My son, if sinners entice you, Do not consent.  11 If they say, "Come with us, Let us lie in wait for blood, Let us ambush the innocent without cause;  12 Let us swallow them alive like Sheol, Even whole, as those who go down to the pit;  13 We will find all kinds of precious wealth, We will fill our houses with spoil;  14 Throw in your lot with us, We shall all have one purse,"  15 My son, do not walk in the way with them. Keep your feet from their path,

Proverbs 4:14-15, 18, 25-27  14 Do not enter the path of the wicked And do not proceed in the way of evil men.  15 Avoid it, do not pass by it; Turn away from it and pass on. 18…the path of the righteous is like the light of dawn, that shines brighter and brighter until the full day.  19 The way of the wicked is like darkness; They do not know over what they stumble…  23 Watch over your heart with all diligence, For from it flow the springs of life.  24 Put away from you a deceitful mouth And put devious speech far from you.  25 Let your eyes look directly ahead And let your gaze be fixed straight in front of you.  26 Watch the path of your feet And all your ways will be established.  27 Do not turn to the right nor to the left…
Job 23:8-11  8 "Behold, I go forward but He is not there, And backward, but I cannot perceive Him;  9 When He acts on the left, I cannot behold Him; He turns on the right, I cannot see Him.  10 "But He knows the way I take; When He has tried me, I shall come forth as gold.  11 "My foot has held fast to His path; I have kept His way and not turned aside.

Psalm 1:1  Psalm 1:1 How blessed is the man who does not walk in the counsel of the wicked, Nor stand in the path of sinners, Nor sit in the seat of scoffers!

Psalm 16:11  11 You will make known to me the path of life;

Psalm 27:11  11 Teach me Your way, O LORD, And lead me in a level path

Psalm 119:35  35 Make me walk in the path of Your commandments, For I delight in it.

Psalm 119:105   105 Your word is a lamp to my feet And a light to my path.

Psalm 139:3   3 You scrutinize my path and my lying down, And are intimately acquainted with all my ways.

Psalm 142:3   3 When my spirit was overwhelmed within me, You knew my path.

John 14:6  6 Jesus said to him, "I am the way, and the truth, and the life; no one comes to the Father but through Me.

2 Peter 2:1-2  2 Peter 2:1 But false prophets also arose among the people, just as there will also be false teachers among you, who will secretly introduce destructive heresies, even denying the Master who bought them, bringing swift destruction upon themselves.  2 Many will follow their sensuality, and because of them the way of the truth will be maligned;

Jeremiah 6:16   16 Thus says the LORD, "Stand by the ways and see and ask for the ancient paths, Where the good way is, and walk in it; And you will find rest for your souls. But they said, 'We will not walk in it.'

Jeremiah 18:15  15 'For My people have forgotten Me, They burn incense to worthless gods And they have stumbled from their ways, From the ancient paths, To walk in bypaths, Not on a highway,

Jude 1:24-25  24 Now to Him who is able to keep you from stumbling, and to make you stand in the presence of His glory blameless with great joy,  25 to the only God our Savior, through Jesus Christ our Lord, be glory, majesty, dominion and authority, before all time and now and forever. Amen.

3 John 1:4   4 I have no greater joy than this, to hear of my children walking in the truth.

Isaiah 30:21   21 Your ears will hear a word behind you, "This is the way, walk in it," whenever you turn to the right or to the left.

The Road Not Taken 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveller, long I stood And looked down one as far as I could.

To where it bent in the undergrowth, Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim, Because it was grassy and wanted wear,

Though as for that, the passing there Had worn them really about the same, 

And both that morning equally lay In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day! Yet knowing how way leads on to way
I doubted if I should ever come back. I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence: Two roads diverged in a wood, and I --
I took the one less travelled by, And that has made all the difference. 

Robert Frost 

If the old commandments were difficult, our Lord’s principles are unfathomably more difficult. Our Lord goes behind the old law to the disposition. Everything He teaches is impossible unless He can put into us His Spirit and remake us from within. The Sermon on the Mount is quite unlike the Ten Commandments in the sense of its being absolutely unworkable unless Jesus Christ can remake us.
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32 The Two Roads

Matthew 7:13, 14

Matthew 7:13, 14 records the beginning of the end of Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount. After spelling out the character of the kingdom in the Beatitudes — the “Beautiful Attitudes” of those who are members of the kingdom of God (5:1-12) — and giving his disciples the two metaphors of salt and light (vv. 14-16) to illustrate how those who live out the Beatitudes affect the world, Jesus explained that he requires a righteousness that surpasses that of the scribes and Pharisees (vv. 17-20). He then presented relentless examples of what this surpassing righteousness is like (vv. 21-48). Then he gave specific instructions about giving, praying, fasting, materialism, worry, wrongly judging others, and prayer (6:1-7:11). He capped his comments on prayer with the Golden Rule (v. 12).

Our Lord then began a lengthy conclusion to his magnificent sermon. In effect, he was saying, “That’s it, my friend. Now what are you going to do with it? There is no point in listening to the sermon if you are not going to do anything about it.” The remainder of Matthew 7 is grand, motivational application. The Savior refuses to let his listeners bask in the grandeur of the sermon’s thought. He knows that admiration without action is deadly, that conviction without commitment will dull one’s spirituality.

He begins this section with a galvanizing opening statement: “Enter through the narrow gate.” This is a command. The King James Version uses the word “straight” instead of “narrow.” The two words mean the same thing.

Jesus adds, “Small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life” (v. 14). In context, he is saying that all he has taught in the Sermon on the Mount taken together forms a “narrow gate.” Such words have never been welcome, but they are particularly offensive to twenty-first-century ears. “Call me vain, call me proud, call me mean — but don’t call me narrow!” People admire the urbane, the worldly-wise, the all-accepting. C. E. Jefferson writes:

We often hear [narrow] used in a sinister and condemning sense, we sometimes use it so ourselves. We say, “Oh, yes, he is narrow,” meaning that one side of his nature has been blighted, blasted. His mind is not full-orbed. His heart is not full grown. He is a dwarfed and stunted man, cramped by a defective education or squeezed out of shape by a narrowing environment.1
No one likes to be called narrow!

Now, in one sense it is good that Christians avoid this tag. We certainly do not want to be narrow and self-righteous like the list-carrying Pharisees. Nor do we want to be narrow and inflexibly dogmatic about matters in which the Scriptures are not clear, like the bishop who when he was visiting a small denominational college in 1870 took strong exception when the president happened to remark that in fifty years it might be possible for men to soar in the air like birds. The bishop was scandalized and replied, “Flight is strictly reserved for the angels and I beg you not to repeat your suggestion lest you be guilty of blasphemy!” Thirty-three years later Bishop Wright’s sons, Orville and Wilbur, made the world’s first flight at Kitty Hawk!2 We must avoid uninformed, pious narrowness at all costs.

On the other hand, we must embrace the narrowness that Christ recommends. Jesus says there are only two roads — one leading to destruction and one leading to life. And there is no middle way. Christ never said anything by accident, and what he said here was sublimely premeditated. He knew that nothing could be more calamitous than for a hearer (or reader) of the Sermon on the Mount to meditate on its precepts, perhaps even bow in admiration, but never experience its reality. This epilogue is perhaps the most important part of the entire Sermon on the Mount, for it is about getting on the right road and staying on it.

The Road to Destruction (v. 13)

“Wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it.”

Jesus pictures here a large entrance to a city that opens onto a broad boulevard. The road has a wide entrance and is spacious, meaning it is easy to locate and to get onto. Because of its size, there are no limitations as to baggage. You can take anything along that you please. You do not have to leave anything behind. To stay on it, all you have to do is follow your inclinations. Absolutely no effort is required.

The implicit idea of this broad road is that it imposes no boundaries on what one thinks. Personal views do not make any difference. This was the early experience of C. S. Lewis as described in his autobiography:

I was soon (in the famous words ) altering “I believe” to “one does feel.” And oh, the relief of it! . . . From the tyrannous noon of revelation I passed into the cool evening twilight of Higher Thought, where there was nothing to be obeyed, and nothing to be believed except what was either comforting or exciting.3
On the wide road if your thing is nature, that is okay. If it is meditation, that is okay. If it is morality or sensuality, that is okay too. The road has plenty of room for everybody as long as one’s thinking does not turn to value judgments. It is okay to compare and contrast philosophies, but to say one is better than the other is anathema. The relative is absolutized, and the absolute is relativized.

Other than platitudes about the good of the majority or the consensus of the people, the wide road imposes few boundaries on conduct. It takes no effort to remain on its broad stretch. It inflicts a deceptive sense of freedom and independence. But the trip itself is all it has to offer, and it is unsatisfying throughout.

Though it is the wrong road, Jesus says that “many enter through it.” The road is heavily traveled. In fact, most people prefer it! You are never alone on the broad road “that leads to destruction.” Eventually the road comes to the edge of the abyss, and there it stops, but the traveler does not!

The Road to Life (v. 14)

“But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.” Our Lord here pictures for us a tiny gate that is easily overlooked. You have to search for it to find it. Moreover, the road is narrow. It never broadens, no matter how far or how long one travels on it. The gate is evidently the kind through which you cannot bring any baggage, requiring us to leave everything behind.

The tiny gate is a perfect metaphor for the Beatitudes. Alexander Maclaren, the great preacher of a little more than 100 years ago, liked to poetically picture the first two Beatitudes as the sideposts of the small gate. One denoted the first Beatitude and the need for a consciousness of spiritual bankruptcy, and the other stood for the second Beatitude’s demand for sorrow over sin. This is indeed a small gate, and few people are willing to shed what is necessary to get through it! No one naturally likes to be poor in spirit or to truly mourn their sins. We must come to God holding nothing in our hands except our inadequacy and our consciousness of sin.

Having entered the narrow gateway to life, the traveler finds that the road remains narrow. Christ is absolutely upfront about the fact that the road remains narrow and difficult. There is no attempt to lure us onto the road with assurances that though it will be difficult at first, the road’s contour will eventually widen. The truth is, those who follow the road have to take up their cross (Mark 8:34) and suffer for and with Jesus Christ. But as our Lord said, “Blessed are those who are persecuted because of righteousness, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven” (Matthew 5:10).

This narrow road is not only difficult — it imposes boundaries on what we think and believe. But this does not mean the narrow road is repressive. Far from it! Certainly there have been those like Bishop Wright who mistakenly have become too restrictive, but the fact is, Jesus’ narrow way enhances logic and aesthetics and science. As Dr. Charles Malik said in a 1984 Wheaton College commencement address, Christ is the one “who once made the university itself possible.” Jesus said, “I am the way and the truth and the life,” and he remains so!

On the narrow road our thoughts about God and truth are both enlarged and confined. Truth is not left up to the tyranny of democratic consensus. Those who follow Christ will not and may not believe what most people believe. And those on the narrow way will not be popular for their beliefs. For example, our thoughts about God are narrowed. Certain conceptions of God are true, and others are false. Certain views of him are degrading, and others are exalting. But in believing the truth, our vision of God goes far beyond any vision ever dreamed by anyone on the broad road. The Biblical vision of God is electrifying! Who would ever have dreamed of a God who was not confined by nature but was above nature, who holds things together by the word of his power, who is our Father but who also became a man in order to redeem us. So the narrow way brings an incredibly spectacular, immense conception of God.

Our thoughts regarding salvation are similarly narrowed. Jesus said, “I am the way and the truth and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me” (John 14:6). And those who have preached salvation through Christ have exhibited the same narrowness. Consider Peter before the Sanhedrin: “Salvation is found in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given to men by which we must be saved” (Acts 4:12).

Our affections are also narrowed, for we are to love the Lord our God with all our heart and with all our soul and with all our might (Deuteronomy 6:5), to put no one else above or equal with him. The same goes for our conduct. There are things we cannot do. Everything is not okay. But in our boundaries we find liberation socially, sexually, ethically. The only free man or woman in these areas is the one who walks the straight and narrow way! Helmut Thielicke, the German theologian, says:

But in talking about all this, have we not made an amazing discovery? As we have heard that this is a hard and narrow way that leads through dying and dark places, have we not suddenly seen in the narrowness the breadth, in the dying the living, and in him, who seems to make living so hard, the great liberator?4
The narrow way is completely fulfilling. It provides freedom and joy. And ultimately it leads to eternal life that Jesus defines as knowing him and the Father. “Now this is eternal life: that they may know you, the only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom you have sent” (John 17:3). There is no abyss at the end of the narrow road, but there is unspeakable glory!

It is no accident that Jesus placed this text at the beginning of the end of the Sermon on the Mount. He knew that at the end of the Sermon some would stand at the foot of the magisterial immensity of what he taught and praise it and laud it — and yet never enter the kingdom. That is why the opening line of the conclusion is a command: “Enter through the narrow gate.” Jesus’ parallel saying in Luke is, “Strive to enter through the narrow door” (13:24). It is not enough to listen to preaching about the gate. You must enter through it.

There can be no neutrality. You are either on the broad road leading to destruction or on the narrow road leading to life. You will never go through the narrow gate by accident or unawares. You must enter it thoughtfully and purposely. Have you done so? You must decide. No one else can do it for you. Moses told the people of Israel:

“This day I call heaven and earth as witnesses against you that I have set before you life and death, blessings and curses. Now choose life, so that you and your children may live.” (Deuteronomy 30:19)

Similarly, Joshua exhorted the people:

“. . . choose for yourselves this day whom you will serve, whether the gods your forefathers served beyond the River, or the gods of the Amorites, in whose land you are living. But as for me and my household, we will serve the Lord.” (Joshua 24:15)

At the earliest preaching of the gospel, Peter declared:

“Repent and be baptized, every one of you, in the name of Jesus Christ for the forgiveness of your sins. And you will receive the gift of the Holy Spirit.” (Acts 2:38)

Which road are you on? Jesus said, “Enter through the narrow gate,” and elsewhere “I am the gate” (John 10:9), but you must enter in. Have you? Will yo

Some young people who ran away from home have gotten sick with AIDS. We have opened a home in New York for AIDS patients, who find themselves among the most unwanted people of today. What a tremendous change has been brought about in their lives just because of a few sisters who take care of them, and have made a home for them!

A home of love! A gift of love!

A place, perhaps the only place, where they feel loved, where they are somebody to someone. This has changed their lives in such a way that they die a most beautiful death. Not one of them has yet died in distress.

The other day, a sister called to tell me that one of the young men was dying. But, strange to say, he couldn't die. He was struggling within.

So she asked him, "What is it? What is wrong?"

And he said, "Sister, I cannot die until I ask my father to forgive me."

So the sister found out where the father was, and she called him. And something extraordinary happened, like a living page from the Gospel: The father came and embraced his son and cried, "My son! My beloved son!” And the son begged his father, “Forgive me.” Two hours later, the young man died.[image: image1.png]
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