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The Gift of God in You

II Timothy 1:1-14

That was the last time I heard from Paul before he died, and I treasured every word that he wrote.  To Timothy, my beloved child – he certainly was a beloved father to me.

It was obvious in his letter that he knew his time was short.  At the end of the letter he wrote (4:6-7):

…the time of my departure has come.  I have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept the faith.

His part in the race was drawing to a close, but the passing on of the treasure of the gospel must not stop.

I had a hard time hearing him talk about his imminent end because I loved him so much, and because I believed in him and his ministry a lot more than I believed in my own.  And he knew that too.  He knew the shy and reserved and timid part of my personality and was giving me a bit of a pep talk here (could you hear it?).

I am reminded of your sincere faith…

I remind you to rekindle the gift of God that is within you through the laying on of my hands;

God did not give us a spirit of cowardice, but rather a spirit of power and of love and of self-discipline.

Do not be ashamed of the testimony about our Lord…

Join with me in suffering for the gospel…

Guard the good treasure entrusted to you…

He was like Elijah at the end of his life, placing the mantle of leadership on young Elisha (II Kings 2).  But Elisha didn’t want to leave Elijah’s side because he knew the power of God was at work in him.  I knew the power of God was at work in Paul, but I wasn’t so sure about me.

I remember when I first met Paul.  He had just returned to my home town, Lystra.  I had already heard so much about him from my grandmother, Lois, who was there when he turned our city upside down during his first visit (Acts 14:8ff).

What happened was there was a crippled beggar who was always in the town square begging for alms and had been since he was old enough to talk.  When Paul and Barnabas came to the city and met this man, Paul told him to stand up on his unformed feet and walk, and he did!

Our whole city went crazy.  They were convinced that both of them were gods.  People started bringing oxen and sacrificing to them, placing garlands on them, calling them Zeus and Hermes, the names of our gods.  Even the priest from the temple of Zeus bowed down to them!  

Paul kept telling everybody to stop because they were mortals just like the rest of them.  He begged them to worship the One who made heaven and earth, the One who healed this man.  But the whole city kept on sacrificing.

Until some Jews came from the nearby towns where Paul had just been teaching about Jesus, and they turned all the crowds against him.  All of a sudden, these people who had been bowing down to Paul started attacking him!  They dragged him out of the city and stoned him and left him for dead.  

But the people who heard his teaching about Jesus and believed – including the man who was healed – including my grandmother Lois – surrounded him and prayed for him.  And the same thing happened to him that happened to that cripple: he got up and walked away restored.  The next day he left town.

My grandmother lived in our house and I’m telling you, she never stopped talking about the whole thing – not just about Paul but about Jesus, that he was God’s Messiah as Paul said.

My father didn’t want to hear about it.  He was a good Greek thinker who believed in the power of the mind, not the God of the Jews, and he had no patience for all her talk.  But my mom listened, and pretty soon she was talking about new in Christ too.

I don’t know if it was because they were both praying for me or because I saw such joy in them both, but I wanted to know more about this Rabbi Jesus myself.  And the more I learned about his teaching and his ministry and his crucifixion and heard about his resurrection – the more I believed.  I was afraid to tell my father, but by the time the Apostle Paul came back to Lystra a second time, I was a believer too.  

I’m not sure what Paul first saw in me, but from the moment he learned my name from my grandmother Lois, he seemed to have a plan for my life.  He took me under his wing and taught me.  Though I was just a youth, he trusted me.  Though I had never stepped foot outside of Lystra, he let me travel with them and assist them on the road.

That was the beginning of almost 20 years of working with this amazing man of God and doing what he asked me to do.  Sometimes I would stay behind to finish the work that he had begun in cities like Ephesus.  Sometimes I would travel ahead and deliver his letters to the churches (e.g. Philippi or Corinth).  I was there when he was arrested in Jerusalem.  I was there when he was put into prison in Rome.  We went through everything together.  I saw the power of Christ alive in him; I saw the powers that worked against him and the suffering he endured for the gospel.  

He wrote to the church in Philippi (Phil. 2:19-22):

I have no one like Timothy, who has served with me in the work of the gospel like a son with a father.

I had no one like him.  He loved me and mentored me like a father.  He believed in me, in God’s gifts in me, in God’s purpose for me.  It wasn’t until he died that I realized how much I believed in God’s gifts and purpose at work in him but not in me!

Who wouldn’t believe in God’s power at work in him? – Paul, with all his passion.  In his own words he was “a Hebrew born of Hebrews” and perfect in knowing and living God’s law.  He had all the training and all the authority and all the answers and all the experience, all the leadership.  I felt like I could do anything as long as I was doing what he told me to do, because when he spoke, things happened.  But without him?  

He was writing to me though reminding me that I was called too, and I was gifted too, and I was entrusted with the same treasure to pass on that had been entrusted to him:  the gospel of our Savior, Christ Jesus, who abolished death and saved us and called us all to a holy calling, not according to our works, but according to his own purpose and grace.  Guard the good treasure entrusted to you, Timothy, with the help of the Holy Spirit.

I was not Paul – nothing like him.  When I thought of people who were gifted, who had a holy calling to pass on the faith, I thought of him.  But then I remembered my grandmother Lois and my mother, Eunice.  They didn’t have any training or authority.  They didn’t have all the answers and certainly were not leaders.  But God saved them and called them to a holy calling, to pass on the treasure that was entrusted to them.  They are the ones who first passed on the faith to me!

All of us who are saved are called.  Did you know that?  All of us who have tasted of that life that really is life – the grace that existed before all ages, that has been revealed in Christ Jesus, who abolished death – all of us who have been baptized and raised up to new life in Christ – we are gifted, we are called with a holy calling – we are entrusted with this treasure to pass on to others.

If you are like me, when you think of people called to ministry, you think of people like Paul, who are smarter than you, who are older and wiser than you, who know scripture better than you, who are more articulate than you, who have lived a holier life than you, who are more gifted than you.  But no!  You grandmothers and grandfathers, you who re fathers mothers, you who are retired and old, you who are young and still in school – this treasure has been entrusted to you.

You may be shy and reserved and timid, like me.  But if you have been saved and raised to new life in Christ, you are gifted.  You are called with a holy calling.  You have this treasure placed in your hands to pass on before you die.  What are you doing with it?

