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Allen Pruitt

“That same night
Jacob got up

and took his two wives,
his two maids,
and his eleven children,

and crossed the ford of the Jabbok.
He took them

and sent them across the stream,
and likewise everything that he had.

Jacob was left alone.”

And alone he wrestled.
Alone in the night

he fought
and scrapped
and grappled

with God knows what.

They wrestled until the dawn.
And Jacob was not defeated.

Seeing that Jacob was not defeated,
his enemy touched him,

putting his hip out of joint.
And thus injured,

still Jacob wrestled.

The new day now almost upon them,
Jacob’s enemy demanded to be let go.

But Jacob said,
“Not without a blessing.”
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And so the enemy asks,
“What is your name?”

“My name is Jacob.”

“You shall no longer be called Jacob,
but Israel,

for you have striven with God and with men,
and have prevailed.”

And Jacob limped away,
with a new name,
and with the blessing he wanted.

This is the story I always come back to.
The story of my life with God.
The story of scrapping and grappling,

of twisting and clawing,
of not letting go.

This is the story of how I approach scripture,
the difficult texts,

where resurrection is so hard to find.

I wrestle
and I scratch and claw

until there’s something,
something about new life.

This is the story I always come back to,
when I wonder where God is,
when I am sure that God has left me.
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This is the story;
this story of fighting and of wrestling

with the God who will not let go of me.

There is grasping…
…and there is grappling.

We grasp at straws;
we grapple with reality.

Jacob had spent his life grasping.
The name Jacob means “the one who grabs the heel.”

Born the second twin,
Jacob grasped his brother

and tried to be born first.

Second born,
Jacob connived his brother out of the inheritance,

all for a bowl of stew.

Still not contented,
Jacob tricks his own aged father,

claiming the blessing of the first born.

Jacob spent his life grasping for more.
Jacob spent his life grasping at air,

wrapped up in his own ego.

Until one dark night,
on the far side of the river,

he found himself alone
with an angel of the Lord.
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Jacob finally found himself
wrestling with something of importance.

Maybe the night had to be dark;
perhaps Jacob had to finally be alone.

Whatever the reason,
Jacob wrestles for the first time.

He grapples with reality,
instead of grasping at air;
instead of being wrapped up in his own ego,

Jacob wrestles with God.

And he walks away with a new name,
Israel,

the one who strives with God,
the one who grapples with God.

Like anyone who grapples with God,
Jacob walks away with a blessing,

and with a limp.
Changed,

in more ways than one.

We all come to that moment,
on the far side of the river,
alone at night,

when we finally give up grasping
and start grappling,

when we finally let go our ego,
and take hold of God.
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Like Jacob,
it usually happens AFTER God takes hold of us!

Like Jacob,
we spend our lives grasping for easy answers,

because why not?

Who doesn’t want an easy answer?
But God refuses easy answers,
God refuses simplicity.

For the sake of resurrection,
for the sake of new life.

The middle of October;
it’s hard not to think about politics.

This October,
political reality is perhaps even more front and center.

Politics is all about easy answers.
Governing is not,

but our politics is dominated
by catch phrases and slogans.

The other side is colored valueless,
and our side holds all the answers.

If we give up any ground, ever,
then we risk a soundbite being used against us.

Grasping and ego;
not grappling with reality,
not wrestling with the truth.
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We are like the boy who cried wolf:
we demonize the other side every cycle,

so that when the wretched and the horrible
truly shows its face,

we can too easily pretend
that it’s just more of the same.

What are we wrestling with?
In our own lives?
In our common life?

Are we wrestling at all,
or wrapped up in our own ego?

Grappling with reality,
or grasping for easy answers?

I wonder if you are like me.
I bemoan the state of politics;
I bewail the prevalence of negative advertising.

And then I get sucked right in.

I read an article
or see an ad

that confirms all my suspicions about “the other side”
and I keep going about my business.
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We complain about dysfunctional politics,
because that’s easy to do.
Far easier than wrestling with the truth,

the truth that we elect them in the first place.

Our national conversation is our responsibility.

Always we have the choice to make:
post a tid-bit on Facebook,
or have a conversation with someone we don’t agree with?

And more than that,
have relationships with people,
forge common ground

by respecting the dignity of that other person,
by finding out about their hopes and their dreams,

their fears and their anxieties,
not just their politics.

That,
THAT,

is no easy thing,
that is no easy answer.

That, is new life,
and it’s available to every single one of us.
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The way of Jesus has never been about easy answers,
or anything easy at all.

The way of Jesus has always been about love that creates new life.

The way of Jesus is about challenging yourself.
It’s not about simple aphorisms,

repeated to make us feel better about ourselves.

The way of Jesus
is the way of wrestling with a cross;

it’s about taking up your cross and trusting,
that the God who gave you life to begin with,

is going to keep giving life.

Is going to keep holding on
and never,

never let go.


