GOD’S GLORY
One day I had e-mailed a lady about her Heritage for sale and she e-mailed back and simply said:
“Tell me the story of God’s Glory.” M.

God’s Glory,
Oh, How awesome a story that is. There is none like Him, None above Him, none beside Him,
none can compare to Him. He is the answer to life’s problems. He’s the Healer of the
sick. He’s the Deliverer of those who are bound. He is hope where there seems none.
He is life where there is death. He is the beginning and ending of my life. He’s the One
who set me free when I was little from seizures. He’s the Deliverer of my son, Daniel,
from asthma. He’s the forgiver, the constant forgiver of my many sins. He is the lifter
of my head when I can’t hold it up any longer. He is the precious, yet almighty One who
cannot be denied. If I was to describe Him for hours, it wouldn’t be enough. God’s glory.
It surrounds Him, it describes Him, it is who He is. He is glorious in all His ways and He is
surrounded by His own thunders and lightnings. He cannot be looked upon by mortal man,
we cannot contain Him, we cannot comprehend Him, we cannot describe Him. Though we get
some glimpses of who He is and of His glory, though it send us to the ground on our
faces, it is still only seeing through a glass darkly. There is none other. He is God. He
alone is God. He alone is worthy of all our praise and all glory. He has given Himself
for us and we owe our all to Him. God, our God is an awesome God beyond all wonders.
The earth cannot hold Him for He is holy. Even now, elders and angels bow before Him.
All heaven surrounds and adores Him. All the saints who have gone before are there at
His feet, His nail scarred feet. He stands and is enthroned on golden places and His glory
is the light of heaven. They are on their faces before Him, and if I was there, there I
would be on my face, and there I would gladly stay on that golden floor, if only to smell
His presence, to be in the glow of His glory. And here on earth, as I worship Him, I can
sense a small measure that brings me to my knees and ever to my face, and I lay as low as a
man can go before a holy, awesome God. That’s who my God is and it’s only the beginning,
a tiny blip in the surface of description. God’s glory, tell me the story of God’s glory.
It began on a lonely sky before the earth was formed and a magnificent God desired some
to love Him, and so He lovingly spoke and formed and created the beautiful earth all of
it’s contents in perfection. And He gave man a choice to love Him, to serve Him. But oh
man fell on that day and God’s heart fell with it. And a holy God in the heavenlies cried
for the fellowship lost to Him and He cried that before a holy God all sin must be
justified. And so the plan of the ages unfolded as He sent His ever so willing, ever so
lovely, so precious and holy, a part of who He is, down to become a man so that He could
pay the price for all of mankind. And on that lonely day, on a lonely hill, Jesus died
before all the world, naked, and beaten, forsaken by all and His Father could not look
upon Him as He paid the price for all the sins of mankind. And only to accept Him is our
part, only to say Yes to Him. Yes to His awesome sacrifice, that’s all that is required. For
the Lamb was slain to take away the sins of all the world. And we stand before Him
clothed in His own veil of blood and He sees us holy again. How awesome is our God, how
precious, how priceless, how perfect. He is the holy, perfect One who is waiting for that
smallest prayer, that turning of the heart towards Him again. And all of heaven rejoices
when a sinner comes home. Delight Him and see His glory by giving your life to Him.
There’s none better and none beside Him. None can take His place ever.
God bless you as you read about my God’s glory,
Joan

