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Where’s the Fire?


First Fruits First


April 1, 2017
My heart was hot within me, while I was musing, the fire burned.

Then I spoke with my tongue:

“Let me know, Adonai, my end and what the number of my days is.

Let me know how short-lived I am.

[Psalm 39:4-5]

That question, “Where’s the fire?” has more than one response. When I grew up it was an expression of inquiry meaning, “What’s the hurry?” That’s not the only meaning we can ascribe to that query.

Contrastingly, that fire may be searing our inner person. The heat pushes us into action. Perhaps it’s something we need to learn - a pressing issue concerning life itself. We see in the understanding of the shortness of our lives that we want to use our time effectively. This psalm goes on to tell us that our life is but a vapor – a singular breath within the span of eternity.

Moreover, I submit that this expression needs to be asked of saints who lack an appropriate passion for our salvation. Is it the length of time, or what we do with it that really counts? When we drag our feet; when we lose track of the upward call; when we fail to acknowledge the eroding foundation of the church; when we ignore the pleas of the needy. “Where’s the fire?”


As we approach the Passion Week, can we hear the voice of our King nudging us into activity? Will we hear the cries of the broken hearted, or are we too easily distracted? Will we take the message of the resurrection to heart?

When we take care of the “least of these” we are serving our Savior. When we avoid reaching out, we are resisting the sound of His voice. Yeshua’s sacrifice as the firstfruits of our salvation must not be in vain. He paid the price so we would have His passion to be His givers of His grace.


As Yeshua looks down at us from His heavenly seat next to His Father, will he search to and fro asking, “Where’s the fire?” Or will His eyes find you as He points in your direction exclaiming to Abba, “There’s the Fire! Hallelujah! There’s the Fire!”
