
The Eyes of Faith 
 
Its dark, 5:15 in the morning. I am here for my appointment. To my shame it’s 
one I do not always keep…but God never fails to keep it. 
 
I have learned that He is a God who patiently waits to be wanted… and so, He 
waits for me to wake up and be with Him early in the morning; He waits to teach 
me about Himself. 
 
When I keep my appointment I prove that I love Him. Because it’s only my 
obedience, that proves my love for Him. 
 
So here I am Lord, being still, waiting to hear from you.  
 
If you’ve visited our home you would have seen wonderful works of art adorning 
our walls, all created by my wife Elyse. She creates contemporary paintings, 
some as large as 5 x 7 feet. 
 
Art is Elyse’s passion, her canvas’s are awash with bold and soft colors, with 
texture and small details to draw you into her images. 
 
The dawn light is beginning to shine on the one special painting that I cherish 
most. The early soft light washes over the canvas bringing to life textures that 
begin to produce shapes that tell an ancient story about a humble, loving King. 
 
As I watch, the scene of Calvary becomes clear yet again as it does every 
morning when the sunrise greets the painting. 
 
You see weeks ago, some friends were over and said they could see two 
Crosses in the painting; the one Cross of Jesus and the other cross of just one 
thief. Sure enough, when I looked the crucifixion scene unfolded before me.  
 
Throughout history when artist paint that scene they elevate the Cross of Christ 
to emphasize that He is Gods Son. 
 
Yet here in the painting on my wall there are only two crosses at the same 
height. To me it says, at the crucifixion Jesus died like one of us, in place of us, a 
sinner like us. 
 
He took my place on that Cross. Yes, He came to die for us all. But He would 
have come to earth to die on the Cross for me alone, if I had been the only sinner 
on earth.  
 
How was it I had not noticed before? Maybe it’s because we are trained to see 
the forest instead of the tree. Seeing the tree means we must get involved, we 



must feel others pain, we must care about those around us…its safer to see the 
forest! 
 
But not so with our Lord. He knows each of us individually and feels our pain and 
cry’s tears for each of us. Max Lucado said in one of his wonderful books: 
 
“When we see a crowd, we see exactly that, a crowd. Filling a stadium or 
flooding a mall. When we see a crowd, we see people, not persons. A herd of 
human’s. A flock of face’s.  
 
But not so with the Shepherd. To Him every face is different. Every face is a 
story. Every face is a child. Every child has a name.  
 
The Shepherd knows his sheep. He knows each one by name. The shepherd 
knows you. He knows your name and He will never forget you. In Isaiah 49:16, 
God said, “I have written your name on my hand.” 
 
Quite a thought, isn’t it?  Your name on God’s hand. Your name on God’s lips.” 
 
 How awesome, that when He views the painting of our life that He has created, 
He sees us and not the crowd. 
 
Why only two crosses, there were three on the hill. In the painting which thief is 
there, which is not?  
 
One thief acknowledged Him as the Son of God and was promised to be with 
Jesus in Heaven that same day. The other thief went to his death with a heart of 
stone. The weight of that heart of stone carried him down to meet the fate that he 
chose for himself…an eternity without God. 
 
CS Lewis said, “There are only two kinds of people in the end, those who say to 
God “Thy will be done”. 
 
And those to whom God says in the end, “Thy will be done.” 
 
You belong to your physical family, but you had no choice. 
In heaven everyone there will again be a family but to belong to this eternal 
family you must choose! 
 
So which thief remains in the painting, does it make any difference to you? 
 
For 2,000 years the voice of Jesus has been crying out from the Cross asking 
each of us the question… “Who do you say that I am?” Jesus died on that Cross 
with open arms.  
 



The nails were not necessary hold Him on the Cross; HIS love for us would have 
held HIM there. 
 
God has given me a gift through the creative hand of the wife I love. Elyse, was 
painting a contemporary piece of art, yet God was painting the Passion of His 
Son. 
 
But there is more. In the lower right corner you can see the garden tomb, its 
dark entrance and the round stone that is now lying on the ground in front of the 
opening. Jesus was resurrected. Neither the tomb nor the grave could hold Him. 
 
He was born the God/Man, in the frailty of humankind. He died in weakness…but 
He Rose in power and is alive today… and He is coming back in Majesty to judge 
all those who have not already bowed to His name.  
 
In the painting behind Jesus there is an area of darkness. Within it you can see 
one pair of menacing eyes piercing the darkness, almost gloating, watching Him 
hanging on the Cross.  
 
They are the eyes of the one who always lurks in the shadows, who himself 
hides from the light…the thief of our souls. 
 
John Eldredge wrote in one of his books that there are 3 eternal truths. 
 

1. Things are not what they seem. 
2. A battle is under way. 
3. We have a crucial role to play. 

 
You are not what you think you are. There is a glory to your life that your Enemy 
fears and he is hell bent on destroying that glory in you before you recognize it 
and act on it. 
 
The light is stronger now on the painting.  
 
I see at the foot of the Cross of Jesus a solitary figure whose bending body is 
covered by a prayer shoal…it’s me. 
 
I am there in this scene, you are too. Each of us clings to the foot of HIS Cross, 
holding on as tight as we can.  If we but stopped for a moment to look up, we 
would see that really it is Jesus who is bent down from the Cross holding on to 
us. 
 
I forget too often that I am one of His and He has promised to keep me and 
provide for me till He takes me home to be with Him. 
 



At my deepest point of betrayal, when I had run my farthest from Him and gotten 
so lost I could never find my way home, Jesus came to die for me. 
 
He extends His hand from the Cross to me; all I need is to but reach out and take 
hold of His hand… 
 
I have never been loved like this before. 
 
As the sunlight continues to illumine the painting; the colors above Jesus begin 
to look like a golden morning filled with hope and there above the Lord’s head is 
the image of the head of a Lion.  
 
That image reminds me that Jesus is the Lion of the Tribe of Judah…Death could 
not hold him… He comes in the light of a new eternal day. Jesus, our coming, 
conquering King Jesus. 
 
There is another painting that exists, a picture written in words long ago about 
the most amazing drama that ever was presented to the mind of man—a drama 
written in prophecy in the Old Testament and in the biography in the four Gospels 
of the New Testament— it is the narrative of Jesus the Christ. 
 
One outstanding fact, among many, completely isolates Him. It is this: that one 
man only in the history of the world has had explicit details given beforehand of 
His birth, life, death and resurrection; that these details are in documents given to 
the public centuries before He appeared, and that no one challenges, or can 
challenge, that these documents were widely circulated long before His birth; and 
that anyone and everyone can compare for himself/herself the actual records of 
His life with those ancient documents, and find that they match one another 
perfectly.  
 
The challenge of this pure miracle is that it happened concerning only one man in 
the whole history of the world. 
 
Centuries before Christ was born His birth and career, His sufferings and glory, 
were all described in outline and detail in the Old Testament. 
 
Christ is the only person ever born into this world whose ancestry, birth time, 
forerunner, birthplace, birth manner, infancy, manhood, teaching character, 
career, preaching, reception, rejection, death, burial, resurrection and ascension 
were all prewritten in the most marvelous manner centuries before He was born. 
 

Who could draw a picture of a man not yet born? 
 

 Surely, God and God alone! Nobody knew 500 years ago that Shakespeare was 
going to be born; or 250 years ago that Napoleon was to be born.  Yet here in the 
Bible we have the most striking and unmistakable likeness of a man portrayed, 



not by one, but by multiple artists, none of whom had ever seen the man they 
were painting with words. 
 
The inspiration of that portrait came from the heavenly gallery, and not from the 
studio of an earthly artist. 
 
Nothing but divine prescience could have foreseen it and nothing but divine 
power could accomplish it. It is obvious the prophecy came not at any time by the 
will of man, but holy men of God spoke as they were moved by the Holy Spirit.  
(2 Peter 1:21). 
Annonymous 
 
I am truly blessed, because every morning now as I walk out of the house to 
begin my day, I look at the painting on my wall. I am reminded of His death for 
me and I realize that I am called to carry my Cross as well. 
 
I am reminded that Jesus is the one who was, who is and is still too come. 
 
I am reminded that if I love Him I will show it by my obedience to His command to 
tell His story to everyone I come into contact with each day because time is 
short. 
 
 
 
Yes, how is it I never saw His story in the painting before? Maybe because like 
most mornings I never got up for my appointment to speak to Him before my day 
began. 
 
How undeserving of His mercy and grace I am. His thoughts of me are as 
countless as the sands on the seashore. He knew me before I was conceived 
and chose me before He planned creation…and He came here to die just for me. 
 
And to my shame I thank Him by breaking appointment after appointment. 
 
I can easily identify with Paul and say how I long to be absent from this body and 
home with the Lord. 
 
In the end I will shed tears before Him, tears of remorse for the wasted time, the 
promises to Him I never kept and the broken appointments when I left Him 
waiting, to be wanted. 
 
But now He has given me a gift through the hand of my wife. 
 
 A gift I cherish, one that reminds me daily of His triumph on the Cross, so I can 
go home some day and be with Him. 
 



The sun is coming up and as intense light washes over the painting, details 
begin to blend into hues of creams and beige and gold. Yet, the message is still 
there formed in the earth tones of dark brown and rust. The Cross and the head 
of the lion still stand out. 
 
The Cross reminds me that He came to us first as a lamb, an unblemished lamb, 
a sinless sacrifice for the world’s sins. 
 
The Jews today cry out in the streets, Messiah Now!      
 
The Jewish Nation has been saying “Where is the Lamb?” for over 3,500 
years. God instituted the sacrificial system for the Remission of individual Sins by 
the shedding of the blood of an innocent lamb. 
  
During the Temple period, every week throughout a Jews entire life he would 
be constantly searching for the best lamb to sacrifice for his family. 
 
When Abraham took Isaac to Mt. Moriah as a sacrifice Isaac asked the question 
that would echo throughout time by the Jewish people…”Where is the Lamb?”  
 
The Rabbis want a Temple to be prepared for their coming Messiah.  
 
SOON, the Nation of Israel will again begin sacrifices and they will again be 
saying………. 
 
“Where is the Lamb?”….ONLY this time, The Lamb will FINALLY COME to 
be with His people! 
 
 
Next time you are with believers, worshiping the Risen Lord and you are lost in 
the wonder of it all before HIS throne… 
 
Quiet your heart, and listen carefully, and you will hear Him.  
 
When we worship Jesus together in song…you can hear the LION of JUDAH 
ROAR !  
 
He will soon be among His people again. 
 
I finally understand what is meant by the eyes of faith. 
 
Song writer Michael Card said it well: 
 
“To hear with my heart, to see with my soul, to be guided by a hand I cannot 
hold, to trust in a way I cannot see, that’s what faith must be”. 
 



Now may the Ancient of Days, the Lord of Hosts, the Lord God of Israel put 
a hedge of Holy Angels around you and your family. Holy Angels that are 
empowered by the awesome might of the Holy Spirit to protect you and 
your family from all evil now and forever more. 
 
Amen and Amen.  
 
 
 


