Run for Your Life: Running for Cover
Proverbs 18:10


(close your eyes, see if you can imagine yourself in this story) There is a monastery in Portugal, perched high on a 3,000 foot cliff and accessible only by a terrifying ride in a swaying basket. The basket is pulled with a single rope by several strong men, perspiring under the strain of the fully loaded basket. One American tourist who visited the site got nervous halfway up the cliff when he noticed that the rope was old and frayed. Hoping to relieve his fear he asked, “How often do you change the rope?”


The monk in charge replied, “Whenever it breaks!” (open your eyes!) (sermonillustrations.com)


Did you feel just a little bit of that fear?   Course, it’s just a joke. . . .  Isn’t it?  


It seems to me that fear is a constant companion for many people. Maybe most.  You don’t have to be dangling in a basket or walking the streets of Baghdad to feel afraid.  But I wonder if you allow yourself to experience your fear. I think for many Americans, fear morphs quickly into other emotions:  anger perhaps, or that embedded fear that we call worry or anxiety. Or it gets acted out in compulsions or obsessions. 

And it’s those secondary emotions and behaviors that tend to mess up life, for the simple reason that they are secondary.  They lead us on rabbit trails to avoid dealing with the primary emotion, which is fear.  I suspect that most of us are at least a little bit obsessive or neurotic because of how we deal with fear.


You know that old saying that neurotics build castles in the air.  And psychotics move into those castles.  And the psychiatrist collects the rent!  


Better to face one’s fear.  


Where does fear come from for you? For many people, it’s about control. As I said last week, there are many things in life that we can’t control. And that lack of control often leads to fear. 


Here’s the good news (though it may not feel good to hear it): It’s ok to be afraid.  Lots of people don’t know that.  But I want you to know it’s ok to be afraid.  


But here’s the question that you need to answer: when you are afraid, where do you run?   Because that makes all the difference. 

Do you run to your castle in the air? Something that is pleasant to think about or to do, something that diverts your attention, but that is not very substantial, not lasting?


The central figure in our Bible verse for today is a strong tower, which is an image that comes from real life at the time that Proverbs was written.  

It’s easy to picture this tower, standing tall, and visible throughout the countryside.  People working out in the fields or in their homes could see this tower in the midst of their daily life.  Just knowing that the tower was there, gave great comfort and security. And when the alarm was sounded, that an enemy was approaching, everybody knew where to run.  They would run to the tower, and bolt the door.  It was Nudura-tough—and if not impenetrable, very nearly so.  Our modern weapons could flatten such a tower in minutes, but in those days, the tower could hold off the enemy for years.   And everybody knew that.  

When I was a kid, I lived in a big house on top of a hill in the tall grass prairie of South Dakota.  The thunderstorms that sometimes rolled through our world were louder and wilder than you can even imagine.  And the winds could be devastating.  Nothing stood between our home and the elements.  So when the thunder and lightning started to shake the rafters, my whole family would run down the stairs, all the way to the basement.  That was our strong tower, for thunderstorms anyway.  It was the place that felt safest when the wind was raging. 


So, here’s the thing.  We all need a strong tower in our life.  A tower that is in the midst of our daily life, that we know is there, and where we can run for cover when we are afraid. 


Where do you run?  What is your strong tower? Where are you truly safe? 


So when the writer of Proverbs speaks of a strong tower, don’t for a minute think that he is talking about a physical reality, whether that is a castle or a fort or a bank or a  hospital or a church or a house.  It’s a metaphor.  The name of the LORD is a strong tower. 


What is your strong tower?  Where are you truly safe? Notice I didn’t say where do you feel safe.  But where are you safe? 


The thing is that sometimes the things that seem more dangerous are really much less hazardous than their safer-looking alternative.  Air travel, for instance, is really 30 times safer than riding in a car. Yet far more people are afraid of flying than driving.  When the stock market is at the bottom, people get afraid and pull their money out and put it into CDs.  Yet, generally speaking, those are the ones who lose the most. 


Would you feel safe leaving your child or your grandchild in a day care center?  Ask Julia Castillo, who went to pick up her son last Monday at a day care center, and found that he had been left alone for 45 minutes, and the day care center was closed and locked up.


Do you feel safe at home? Ask Michael Dippolito, who is alive today thanks to police, but whose wife was arrested about a week ago, for hiring a hit man to kill him.  


Are your valuables safe in a safe-deposit box? Ask Jacques Lowe, who was the official photographer for the Kennedy family for many years.  Lowe was so concerned about preserving the negatives for his photos that he kept them in a safe-deposit vault at the JP Morgan Chase bank branch at 5 World Trade Center, a nine-story building that was heavily damaged in the September 11 attacks. When the forklifts brought up the vault, they found only ashes inside. (sermons.org/sercurity-false.html)


Do you feel safe working on your computer?  I wrote my sermon this week with some trepidation, because my computers (yes plural!) have been malfunctioning.  First my home computer, and now my computer at work.  Which computer should I trust?  Would my sermon disintegrate somewhere into a digital black hole?  


The point of course is that there is no place in this life that is safe, in the ultimate sense. 

There is only one place that is safe, now and always.  And the writer refers to that place as the name of the LORD.  In ancient times the name of someone was strongly attached to that person.  And the name was synonymous with the person’s character or reputation.  It is God’s character that provides a strong and safe place for us to run to.   Because God is utterly trustworthy.  God’s strength will never fail.  God’s promise will never go unfulfilled.  The name of the LORD is a strong tower. 
All the other strong towers that we build or buy or inherit are mere castles in the air.  Only God can truly keep you safe.
Keep in mind that you may not always feel safe in God’s strong tower.  (Because the enemy still attacks and storms still rage.) But in spite of everything, you will be safe. Forever. 

The name of the LORD is a strong tower. The righteous run into it and are safe. 

The righteous run into it.  So, is this some sort of exclusive club?  Only righteous people admitted?  Do you have to swipe your membership card to get in the door? Or prove that you’re prayed up and fully confessed?

No, it doesn’t say that only righteous people will be admitted.  It says the righteous will run into it.  People who are not righteous will run to some other tower. Righteous doesn’t mean sinless.  It doesn’t mean perfect.  It does mean that you are headed in the right direction (toward God!).  

Notice that it also doesn’t say self-righteous.  It’s not about what you do.  It’s about what God has done and will do for you if you will only run to God for help.  

The righteous person is the one who knows the right place to be. And that is in the strong tower that is God.

So, do you want to be truly safe? Through the hazards of this life, and into life eternal? Run to this tower with all your might. And trust no other.

One of the difficulties of actually doing this of course is that God is invisible to our physical eyes.  And that’s why so many turn to the more visible but also more vulnerable towers in this world. But think of it this way: A father and his young son were walking through fields and pastures.  At first the little boy would hold onto his dad’s little finger, but he found that when he stepped into a hoofprint or stumbled over a rock, his grip would fail and down he’d go in the dust or snow. The dad simply helped the boy up as he brushed himself off, grabbed his little finger and started off again. This happened  somewhat repeatedly until finally one day the little boy said, “Daddy, I think if you would hold my hand, I wouldn’t fall.”  And so he did. From that time on the little boy continued to stumble, but he never once hit the ground again. (Illustrations Unlimited, 244.

And that is how it is with God.  God is reaching down to grasp your hand and hold it.  All you have to do, in your heart of hearts is reach up and let God get hold of you.  And you’ll be safe.  No matter what. 
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