When We Open The Door
<Nun/Little boy joke> The words of Christ…

Revelation 3:20 Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if any man hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with me. 

This is an astounding promise.  The Christ, the anointed one, God incarnate and glorified declares that He stands at the door of our life and knocks, seeking entrance into our lives.  In the passage Christ moves from speaking to a church age and makes sure that it is understood that He is speaking to individuals… If any man…  I will come in to him…  Sup with him…  He specifies that He is talking to individuals.   
And the promise is amazing.  For a Jew to say He was going to sup or, in more modern vernacular, dine, with you is not to say he was going to share a meal.  The understanding was that you would share the Sabbath meal.  You would be asked to partake of the peace, blessing and prosperity of their home.  Jesus says, in this passage, “I am standing at the entrance of your life, knocking, and if you will open I will bring my glorious presence into your life and then invite you to partake of my life.”  This is a dumbfounding invitation.  That He would bring His exalted presence into the hovel of my life, and then let me partake of HIS life…  
The only thing more shocking than this invitation is how few people take Him up on it. Even among professing Christians who claim Jesus as Lord of their life, who claim to be filled with His spirit, it is very few who actually commune with Jesus, share Shabbat with Him, feel Him actively moving in their life and daily and deeply partake of His life.  

While we may have signed over ownership of the house to Him very few of us have opened the door and let Him in.   

Where the Spirit of the Lord is there is liberty… II Corinthians 2:17 When we open the door we become free. <Prejudice/Doubt/Despair/Anger/ Ego>
Perfect love cast out all fear… I John 4:18 When we open the door we cease to be afraid. 
There is therefore now no condemnation to those who are in Christ Jesus. Romans 8:1 When we open the door we cease to feel condemned.
In Him is light and that light is the life of men. John 1:4 When we open the door darkness is driven from us and we feel alive. 

When we open the door our hearts are lit on fire within us.  Luke 24:32
To open the door to Jesus is to experience all of these things.  To open the door to Jesus is the share in the Shabbat of Jesus, to partake of the blessing, peace, and prosperity of His life.  I offer the absence of all these things active in our lives as proof that most have never opened that door, even professing Christians.  We live bound lives, bound by our doubt, hatreds, and habits.  We fear so much and so many things.  We labor under the heaviness of condemnation and stumble through darkness, feeling more like we are surviving than actually living.  And when is the last time your heart BURNED inside of you because of His tangible presence. 
I know I have not opened the door to Him because I do not find these evidences…  
They would not open the door to Him when He walked the earth in human form.  
John 1:11 Came to His own and His own received him not.
Mark 6:4 Jesus said, A prophet is not without honour, but in his own country, and among his own kin, and in his own house. 5 And he could there do no mighty work. 6 And he marvelled because of their unbelief…
And He was as baffled and frustrated by their refusal to open the door as He must be by ours…

John 5:40  Ye will not come to me, that ye might have life.  
When I was a child we were not allowed to watch movies and television.  I had to go to my friend Sergio’s house to watch movies.  And one night we watched a terrifying movie, The Howling.  I was 13.  My parents were away and I was supposed to be spending the night at Sergio’s.   But after the movie Sergio’s dad got drunk and it frightened me so I left.   I remember walking the dark streets the four blocks to my house.  Thank God there was no full moon, but every shadow was ominous and every doorway and wall terrified me.  Before I was halfway home I was running as hard as I could convinced the terrifying horror of the movie was hard on my heels.  Jammed my key into the door, and slammed it hard behind me.  My imagination was in full control by now and I knew I could hear a pack of werewolves at the door.  I started piling furniture against the door and I found my dad’s gun, and I was so appalled that he was so foolish that there were no silver bullets, but I loaded it and sat against the wall watching the door and pile of furniture.  I fell asleep there.  At three in the morning I was awakened from my sleep by a heavy, hard knocking.  My heart tried to claw its way up and out of me through my throat.  Unbeknownst to me my parents had come home, unlocked the door, turned the knob, and the door would not budge.  Thank God I was to terrified to move or I would have emptied that rifle through the furniture and the door.  
Do you know why so many of us hear his knocking and sit, rigid, and unmoving inside the deepest, innermost part of ourselves?   There are very few reasons we will not open that door.  One is that we just cannot be troubled.   But far more common, is simply the fact that we are terrified of what will be there on the other side of that door. Both reasons arise out of the fact that we just don’t know the God on the other side of the door. 
Since we have been content to know about Him instead of knowing Him…  Since we have filled our heads with knowledge of Him while our hearts remain empty…

Since we have satisfied ourselves with the testimony of others instead of experiencing Him for ourselves…
Since we have been willing to substitute a relationship with the church in place of a love affair with Jesus…

Since we have allowed Christianity to be about moralizing and being better people instead of being about daily intimacy with God... 

We wind up not really knowing Him.  The real, risen, living Jesus becomes an unknown factor, and we are just terrified to open the door.   We sit and listen to His knocks, and we try to drown them out with the busyness of our lives, but He keeps knocking, and so we try to muffle the  knocking with religious noise, but when we turn the worship CD off and shut down our religious television programs the knocking keeps on…
We fill our lives with noise and busyness and stuff but when the inevitable pause happens that knocking keeps on.  

Can I tell you He will not stop knocking, no matter how far you run, how much you immerse yourself into self, sin, religion, or anything else.   He will not stop knocking.   

The God on the other side of the door LONGS to be with you, LONGS to commune with you, ACHES for your presence so much He went through the death of Calvary to tear down the walls between you. 

Jeremiah 31:3 With an everlasting love have I loved thee…
So know this, the knocking is never going to stop.  So you are continually going to have to make this choice as to whether or not to open to the God on the other side of the door.  

Your concept of that God will determine whether or not you open the door.   

I refused to open the door that night so long ago, because the concept I had of what was on the other side of the door was a blood thirsty, slavering, long fanged, monster.  It was not until I heard my Fathers voice that I was willing to open.  

Until you get the accurate, right concept of the God on the other side of the door you will never open yourself to true love and intimacy with God.  
I shivered behind the door of my heart for many years, because to me the God on the other side of the door was waiting there to judge me for every mistake I had ever made.   I was convinced that the moment I swung the door open He would take one look at me, and would recoil in disgust at my sinfulness, my shallowness, my self-centeredness. But that is not the God on the other side of the door.
· The God on the other side of the door is the one who knelt beside the woman, thrown naked at His feet, having been ripped from the bed of adultery, and covered her with compassion and grace, and wrote love letters in the sand. John 8
I refused to open the door for many years for fear of a God that would enter into my life, seize control and be a distant, remote, and whose only concern about me would be to what degree He could control me. But that’s not the God on the other side of the door.  
· The God on the other side of the door said… I have come to bring liberty to the captives, to free you from the limitations of your wounds.  I am come that you might have overflowing, abundant, life.  You shall know the Truth, and it will make you free.  
I was so afraid to open the door because I was afraid of encountering a God that demands perfection.   It was not just the OT legalism that intimidated me, the NT standard was equally impossible. <Elab.> I was convinced He would see how badly I had missed the mark. That is not the God on the other side of the door. 
· The God on the other side of the door came as a friend of sinners and said it is not the healthy that need a physician, but the sick.  The God on the other side of the door said go get the halt, and the lame, and the blind, and the beggars, and fill my house.  The God on the other side of the door looked the religious perfectionist in the eye and said I street walking prostitutes are going to get in my kingdom ahead of you.  Matthew 21:31
Other factors were involved in my refusal to open the door. 
The darker the night the less inclined I am to open the door.  It is one thing to swing open the door in the middle of a sunshine drenched afternoon, quite another to open it in the middle of the dark and raging storm.   The blacker my world the more terrified I am to respond to that knock. 
I tried sending others to open the door for me.  
Sent a façade that I thought He would like, and He sent it back saying, I want Kevin. 

I sent my religious persona. 

I sent my falsely humble self. 

But He kept sending them back saying I am here for Kevin. 

Just relentlessly knocking, ceaselessly calling, for me…

Who is this God on the other side of the door that knocks and waits and calls? 
It is the God that told the story of the Father waiting for His prodigal son.  Prodigal means wasteful.  This is actually the story of the wasteful father, who runs to His son and throws himself over him.  
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It is the God that Isaiah spoke of….and was reiterated in Matthew

Matthew 12:20 A bruised reed shall he not break, and smoking flax shall he not quench,

No matter how delicate you are, how fragile, how wounded.  Of what use is a bruised reed?   No matter how close to flickering into oblivion is the light of your life, no matter how close to extinction the passion of your heart.  

That is the God on the other side of the door. 

We don’t open because we are afraid, and we are afraid because we really don’t know Jesus.

Luke 24:12 – Fallen Peter runs back to Jesus.

Do you love me?  What kind of God cares about what we think of them?  What kind of God cries out for our love?  What kind of God craves to be with us?  

The God that stands at the door of your heart and knocks.

Song Of Solomon 5:2 I slept but my heart was awake. Listen! My lover is knocking: "Open to me, my sister, my darling, my dove, my flawless one. My head is drenched with dew, my hair with the dampness of the night." 3 I have taken off my robe-- must I put it on again? I have washed my feet-- must I soil them again? 4 My lover thrust his hand through the latch-opening; my heart began to pound for him.
My heart responds when I realize how much He desires me…

I John 4:10 Herein is love, not that we loved God, but that he loved us, and sent his Son to be the propitiation for our sins.
