Bad Breath

          Onions.  I’ve heard (second hand, of course) that some wives find onion-breath to hamper the full expression of romance.   Terribly petty of them, but nevertheless it is evidently true.  Bad breath seems to run kids off too.  I have this “friend” whose five year old is fond of telling me—I mean—him, “Ooh, your breath stinks.”  

          And I also have a word of discouragement for you smug but still smelly non-onion-eaters.  Did you know that experiments have been conducted suggesting that women can pick out which men are likely to be considered the best looking by smelling their sweaty gym cloths?  It does not matter if they know or ever have met the men in the experimental group before.  With a high degree of accuracy they can tell if the man will generally be perceived as attractive—based simply on the smell of his sweat.  Sorry boys.  Forget working out and plastic surgery, new wheels and a sense of style.  You just can’t do a thing about that odor.  You smell the wrong way.  That means that most of you, as far as being commodities go, are second string.   

         As bad of news as this is, though, it pales in comparison to what Job said he experienced.
My breath is offensive to my wife,

And I am repulsive to the children of my own body.

 Even young children despise me;

I arise, and they speak against me. (19:17-18)
          Job’s wife wasn’t just complaining about halitosis.  She, with those all around Job, hated the fact that Job was still breathing—his life-spirit was still with him.  Calamity had caused distance between Job and his friends.  Nobody knew what to say except to blame Job, himself.  It was too uncomfortable to think that such inexplicable things might happen to them too.  When Job’s house, kids, health and the community respect were gone, Job’s wife was “out of there” too.  That’s the way the world is.
         I often remember a young man whom I taught in Houston who was on a lot of psychotic medication.  You could smell the unnatural scent of him anywhere within 6 feet.   What a cruel disease he had.  Any time he came near his fellow students, they literally stepped away. Divorced people, widowed people, sick people repeatedly tell me the same thing. People don’t know what to do with them when calamity strikes.  It’s as if they exude some odor that causes others to distance themselves.  

      Isn’t it good news that Jesus will not abandon us—even when our breath is bad?  Isn’t it marvelous that there are those who are not fair weather friends?  I’m glad to have a wife and to live in a community of believers who don’t value me just for what I can produce for them.  The stunning truth is that they love me simply because they want to. I do nothing to obligate them to me.  So I can relax and quit trying.  That’s the way the church should be.

       The God who created in freedom and in love—the Christ who freely chose to lay down his life and the Spirit who is communicating within us when all human words fail—this God cherishes our life breath above even himself.  
