The joy of becoming all flame

Desert Father Abbot Lot says to Abbot Joseph, “Father, as I am able, I keep my little rule, my little fast, my prayer, meditation and contemplative silence; and according as I am able I strive to cleanse my heart of bad thoughts: now what more should I do?”

The elder rose up in reply and stretched out his hands to heaven, and his fingers became like lamps of fire. He said: “Why not become all flame?”

Now that is a big challenge, but all of us can start on that journey by increments. As one priest put it, “I sometimes picture my soul as a mansion with thirty rooms. I have given twenty-seven of them to God, but I have kept three rooms for myself.
“The difference between being a good priest and a great one is just that…holding back on three rooms. To become all flame is to give up the last three rooms.”

Are we ready to give our lives completely over to God right now? I’m reminded of the joke about Father Murphy in a pub in Donegal who says to the first man he meets, "Do you want to go to heaven?"
The man said, "I do Father."

The priest says, "Then stand over there against the wall." The priest asks a second man, "Do you want to go to heaven?"

"Certainly, Father!" "Then stand over there against the wall."
Father Murphy walks up to O'Toole and says, "Do you want to go to heaven?"

O'Toole says, "No, I don't Father."

“What?” says Father Murphy. “You mean to tell me that when you die you don't want to go to heaven?"

O'Toole says, "Oh, when I die, yes. I thought you were getting a group together to go right now."

Right now is the challenge to growth as a Christian. I like the gentle invitation we find in Sr. Margaret Halaska’s poem “Covenant”:
The Father knocks at my door, seeking a home for his son:

Rent is cheap, I say.

I don’t want to rent. 
I want to buy, says God.

I’m not sure I want to sell, 
but you might come in to look around.

I think I will, says God.

I might let you have a room or two.

I like it, says God. I’ll take the two. 
You might decide to give me more some day. 
I can wait, says God.

I’d like to give you more, 
but it’s a bit difficult. 
I need some space for me.

I know, says God, but I’ll wait. 
I like what I see.

Hm, maybe I can let you have another room. 
I really don’t need that much.

Thanks, says God, I’ll take it. 
I like what I see.

I’d like to give you the whole house, 
but I’m not sure—

Think on it, says God. 
I wouldn’t put you out. 
Your house would be mine and my son would live in it. 
You’d have more space than you’d ever had before.

I don’t understand at all.

I know, says God, but I can’t tell you about that. 
You’ll have to discover it for yourself. 
That can only happen if you let him have the whole house.

A bit risky, I say.

Yes, says God, but try me.

I’m not sure— 
I’ll let you know.

I can wait, says God. 
I like what I see.
(Ideas for this article taken from Sacred Fire by Father Ron Rolheiser)
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