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(6) Selling Your Soul at a Loss

Ki Tisa When You El evate

Tor ah: Exod. 30:11-34:35

Haf t ar ah: | Kings 18:1-39; (Ez. 36)

Brit Chadashabh: | Cor. 8:4-13 (L); 2 Cor. 3:1-18 (F)

In this series, we have been looking at how our reactions to the Seed of the Word can guide us
through a whole series of distractions towards spiritual maturity; which is the harvesting of the
stubborn spirit which we sek. Unfortunately, we also know that these same distractions can stall

our spiritual development and leave us fragile, sickly and even infected, grumbling and stumbling,
instead of rgjoicing and dancing. This week, at Missionsfest, | met my old roommate fom
university, and that's going back just over thirty years. He said something to me, which at first |

thought might have been an insult or arebuke, until | thought about it.

He said that | am the same guy today that | was at university, and | haven't changed a hit.

Recently, we both have lost considerable weight and since university, we have both been through
experiences in the L-rd which would make the Tales of a Thousand Nights seem tame and even
monotonous. When he said | hadn't changed a bit, he meant that | was the same person now as |

was then and that | had not lost any of my energy, my spunk and that none of the stuff which has
repeatedly turned up on my plate has caused me to become bitter, angry or worse, to give up on
the Biblical principles and spiritua standards which | set for myself as a young believer.

You see, as a young person, | was a weekend hippy, full of protest, and dreams about a better
world, if only we could just change society and live for something else besides materialism, and
the status quo. Where are all those old hippies today? Most of them are aging yuppies, full of
materialism, who have become pillars of the status quo they once despised. Sure, they still listen
to cool music and can reminisce about how they almost went to Woodstock, in the days when
they still had hair and awaist, but something is missing. Something has gone out of their lives.

| hear there are till a few of the old ones left, living in seclusion — in Canada there is an island
full of them — Texada Island, off the north eastern coast of VVancouver Island. But for most of us,
our high ideals came crashing down when we discovered that the cool clothes we wore and the
cool music we loved still cost money and we could market them both. They sold out, ravaged by
drugs and the after effects of free sex, especially when they started putting on the pounds and
losing their teeth. Well, | still have my teeth and | have lost most of those extra pounds, but | am
no longer a hippy, even though | wouldn't mind spending some time on Texada |sland.

My friend really meant to give me a compliment. He meant to say that as a young enthusiastic
believer, | set some pretty high standards or myself, and that | am still doing my best to live by
them. Why? Because | still believe that the standards which our L-rd, the Messiah and King of
Israel, set are the only real values which are worthy of giving my life to. | am not saying that |
have aways lived up to them. There have been valleys and defeats along the way, but, though it
has come close, he wanted to tell me that | had not lost my way and that the same things which
were important to me as a young believer are still the same things | treasure thirty years later.

How about you? Whether you are an old codger like me, or a sweet young thing like my wife,
what values, what spiritual goals and objectives have you given your life to? He admitted that we
have both passed the halfway point in our lives. Our kids are mostly grown up and getting busy
with their own lives and we are both approaching the jumping off place where all that we have
done and have not done with our lives will follow us into eternity.



Today | want to talk to you about selling your soul at aloss, but not so that you would suffer this
tragic kind of loss, but that when it comes to your turn to stand before that awesome presence
which accepts no excuses, you won't have to make very many. Turn with me to Matt. 16:26:

"And what shall it serve a man to gain the whole world if he loses his own soul and what shall a
man give in exchange for his soul?." Mishpocah, don't sell you soul at aloss.

Materialism, along with all the power and prestige it brings, is a pretty powerful distraction,
which believers have not always had very much success overcoming. Esau is not the only
believer who sold his birth right for a little soup. We live in the richest society this planet has
ever seen and, despite our grumbling about inflation and the rising cost of living, our disposable
incomes are not getting smaller, we just have less money left after we buy all the new gadgets and
toys which this good modern life has to offer. In this environment, instead of a garden of grace
and love, our souls are in danger of turning into a junkyard we have to sift through, if we don't
want our lives to burn up when the L-rd finally shows us the errors of our way. Amen?

There are two extremes to this demon of materialism, one which is obvious (riches) and one
which is more subtle (poverty which covets the riches). | am not going to keep you long this
morning, because the concept does not need much development, but | want to give it a twist that
will remind us that time is running out on our lives and eternity is coming — what are you filling
your heart and life with? All of us will pass before the scrutiny of the G-d of Israel who suffers
from a double allergy, which we would do well to pay attention to.

You know that | am alergic to perfume. Our Heavenly Father is alergic to sin and to excuses, |
am trying hard to find a polite word for bovine excrement. He can't stand sin, nor its cousin,
which is sin disguised as sdlf righteousness. "Well | tried but, the devil made me do it and |
couldn't help myself". Let me give you a partial quote from the Bible so you can see the satanic
subtlety of this kind of spiritual compromise: "The good which | would, | do not, but the sin
which | would not, that | do... who can deliver me from the body of this death (Rom. 7:19 & 24)?'

So you see, | am trying, but | just can't do it, even though | really want to, sort of, you know,
really deep down where it counts. What was that polite word for bovine excrement? | Cor. 10:13
And al of Romans chapter 8 fly in the face of this kind of spiritual sickness. It is a spiritual
sickness which will eat away and consume the spiritual harvest of our stubborn souls, until we
have nothing left to offer our King when we stand naked, and weeping before the King who has
called us to inner and outer victory - you know deep down and every day, where it realy counts.

How do we avoid this kind of tragedy and stop wasting our time and energy on things which have
no eternal value? Turn with me to | Tim. 6:3-16. Holiness, which is another way of saying
spiritual maturity, is worth more than al the gold in Fort Knox or all the il in the Middle East.
Without haoliness, Bill Gates is the poorest man on the planet, building sand castles on the shores
of eternity, with his back turned on the tide which is rising to carry al of our sand away. If you
can't take it with you, why spend you life trying to get as much as you can? Do you really believe
in eternity? How many sand castles are you building?

Now | am not building up to an offering, you're in a shul and we have a box at the back for that. |
am building up to the single greatest event of your life — the eternal judgment which we will all
have to experience. Now shouldn't | be saying that our salvation is the greatest moment of our
lives — that marvellous moment when we gave our lives to the Saviour and He washed away our
sin and imparted Everlasting Life to our penitent souls? | don't see any difference between the
two concepts. When | admitted that | was a sinner and that | needed to be saved, what did | need
to be saved from? Not my guilt, not my pain, and certainly not al the anger and resentment
which the folly of this world hade built up in my hippy heart.




| needed to be saved from the folly of selling out my soul at aloss. | was angry with al those
greedy people who kept the developing nations from their share of the material wealth of the
planet. | was angry with the establishment which allowed injustice to prevail in the courts and in
the government agencies of our society. But the real enemy was the one lurking in the shadows
of my own soul — | wanted the Ring of Power for myself, so | could use the Dark Side to strike
back at al the bad guys and make everyone obey me and live in aworld where | was the boss.

In the end, unless we realize that all the darkness of Auschwitz and of Wall Street lurks in our
hearts too, we will also sell out in an attempt to get our fair share of the useless sand which is
already passing away and we will miss the greatest treasure this universe has to offer —
holiness with contentment. Instead of empire building with the sand of materialism, of ambition
or any other desire which wants to make our agenda the centre of the universe and the purpose of
life, we need to realize that our salvation has placed us on the edge of eternity with a growing
view of the incoming tide. We should know better, because we know what is coming. All the
things of this world are going to burn, the question | want to close with this morning is how much
of our lives are going to burn with them? Have you sold your soul at a loss? Is your soul a
mouldy garbage dump full of junk which you need to sift through and jettison before it is too late
to get rid of it? Unless today is a good day to die, what isit you are redly living for?

It is not the one who dies with the most toys who is the winner. It is not the one with the biggest
biceps or the most fame who is really ahead of the game. Neither is the zealous activist rushing
around, saving the planet and fighting for socia justice, in order to make our world safe for
democracy. The love of money, and the love of self and the love of ambition and the love of
hatred and revenge — the love of anything other than the Eternal Kingdom of our Glorious L-rd is
the root of all evil, to the Jew first and also to the Gentile. May He grant you all that you need
as part of the over and above which comes after the seeking first of His kingdom.

Everything else is useless, futile and tragic. Fill your soul with things which cannot pass away,
and send as much on ahead as you can, where neither moth, nor rust, nor thieves can touch —
before it's too late. The tide is coming in, mishpocah, faster for each of us as each year passes.
Let's quit playing in the sand and give al of our energy and time to building the kingdom — His
not ours. You want to talk more about this? Come to Yeshiva and, this week only, earn double,
nay triple eternal air miles for your soul's final journey, to the Jew first and all to the Gentile.

See what happens at Missionsfest? Do you know what eternal condition your soul is in?

Let's pray.



