Playing with Fire
       It’s camping season again, and there is nothing (even for those of us who are supposed to be adults) quite like playing in the camp fire.  And pardon me, parents, if I dare to buck the traditional wisdom and suggest that  there’s no shortage of lessons to be learned from this entrancing activity.  Yes, fire represents to us the danger of utter destruction and thus must be feared.  But in another sense we need to be drawn to the fire.
       Fire is a purifying wonder.  My kids ask me why I don’t worry about eating hot dogs with the residue on them.  I tell them anything that came from that hot of a place no longer has any germs on it.  Germs can’t stand the heat.  Paul said nothing impure can stand the heat of God’s purging judgment. (1 Corinthians 3:13)   How can we possibly know what Isaiah’s call means if we have not ever lifted a hot coal and pondered what it would be like to have some Seraph insist on our giving such a hot coal a good kiss. (See Isaiah 6) Unclean lips or no—the thought of hot coals in our mouth gets our attention. God doesn’t mess around washing our mouth out with soap.  That’s for sissies.   More drastic measures are needed.  His life changing purgative can only be described as a brilliant fire.  We can’t safely clean ourselves up.  We have to bravely in faith be open to God’s holy fire and trust that it will “consume” us in a good way.
       There is nothing like holding a stick tightly down into the coals and watching the hot end catch ablaze.  Take it out and wave the flames into the night air until it goes out, and then all that is necessary is for us to put it back close to bed of coals for it to explode back into flames.  Drag an ember away from others and it will quickly blacken and cease to burn.  Only when you push it back toward the center will it brighten back up and glow from the reaction taking place all the way through it.  
       This is mesmerizing stuff.  And spiritually speaking I think sometimes we need to reconnect with the flames.  How can we possibly know what Paul means when he tells us like Timothy to fan into flame the gift of God, which is in us if we don’t swing a blazing stick now and then?  Can we understand the instruction, “Do not put out the Spirit's fire” unless we have seen what happens when we pry apart individual embers so that they cannot communicate with one another?  Do we really know what Christian fellowship can do for our souls until we listen to the voice of the Spirit present in one another?  Revival bursts on the scene like so many pieces of kindling interlocked and leaning toward one another.  But if we are not in a supportive community consistently, the Spirit will be quenched in believers just as surely as if we’d scattered all the logs on a campfire.

        I don’t pretend to know what the best policy is with regard to children playing near campfires.  But I know this—that unless we children of God want to go to the center of the action and be touched by God’s holy purging fire—unless we stay close to that energy in other Christians who are on fire for Jesus, we will lose our spiritual intensity. And that, ironically, is a far more dangerous way to be “playing with fire.”
