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MAX LUCDO

Bumping
Oft (Self)

Blame the bump on Coper-
nicus.
Until Copernicus came

along in 1543, we earthlings
enjoyed center stage. Fathers
could place an arm around
their children, point to the
night sky, and proclaim,
“The universe revolves
around us.”

Ah, the hub of the planetary
wheel, the navel of the heav-
enly body, the 1600 Pennsyl-
vania Avenue of the cosmos.
Ptolemy’s  second-century
finding convinced us. Stick a
pin in the center of the stellar
map, and you’ve found the
earth. Dead center.

And, what’s more, dead
still! Let the other planets
vagabond through the skies.
Not us. No sir. We stay put.
As predictable as Christmas.
No orbiting. No rotating.
Some fickle planets revolve
180 degrees from one day to
the next. Not ours. As budge-
less as the Rock of Gibraltar.
Let’s hear loud applause for
the earth, the anchor of the
universe.

But then came Nicolaus.
Nicolaus Copernicus with
his maps, drawings, bony
nose, Polish accent, and pes-
tering questions. Oh, those
questions he asked.

“Ahem, can anyone tell me
what causes the seasons to
change?”

“Why do some stars ap-
pear in the day and others at
night?”

“Does anyone know ex-
actly how far ships can sail
before falling off the edge of
the earth?”

“Trivialities!” people
scoffed. “Who has time for
such problems? Smile and
wave, everyone. Heaven’s
homecoming queen has more
pressing matters to which to
attend.”

But Copernicus persisted.
He tapped our collective
shoulders and cleared his
throat. “Forgive my procla-
mation, but,” and pointing a
lone finger toward the sun,
he announced, “behold the
center of the solar system.”

People denied the facts for
over half a century. When
like-minded Galileo came
along, they imprisoned him.
You’d have thought he had
called the king a stepchild or
the pope a Baptist.

People didn’t take well to
demotions back then. We
still don’t.

What Copernicus did for
the earth, God does for our
souls. Tapping the collec-
tive shoulder of humanity, he
points to the Son--his Son--
and says, “Behold the center
of it all.”

“God raised him [Christ]
from death and set him on
a throne in deep heaven, in
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charge of running the uni-
verse, everything from gal-
axies to governments, no
name and no power exempt
from his rule. And not just
for the time being but for-
ever. He is in charge of it
all, has the final word on ev-
erything. At the center of all
this, Christ rules the church”
(Ephesians 1:20-22 MSG).

When God looks at the
center of the universe, he
doesn’t look at you. When
heaven’s stagehands direct
the spotlight toward the star
of the show, I need no sun-
glasses. No light falls on me.

Lesser orbs, that’s us. Ap-
preciated. Valued. Loved
dearly. But central? Essen-
tial? Pivotal? Nope. Sorry.
Contrary to the Ptolemy
within us, the world does not
revolve around us. Our com-
fort is not God’s priority. If
it is, something’s gone awry.
If we are the marquee event,
how do we explain flat-earth
challenges like death, dis-
ease, slumping economies,
or rumbling earthquakes?
If God exists to please us,
then shouldn’t we always be
pleased?

Could a Copernican shift
be in order? Perhaps our
place is not at the center of
the universe. As John Piper
writes, “God does not ex-
ist to make much of us. We
exist to make much of him.”
It’s not about you. It’s not
about me.

The moon models our role.

What does the moon do?
She generates no light.
Contrary to the lyrics of
the song, this harvest moon
cannot shine on. Apart from
the sun, the moon is noth-
ing more than a pitch-black,
pockmarked rock. But prop-
erly positioned, the moon
beams. Let her do what she
was made to do, and a clod
of dirt becomes a source of
inspiration, yea, verily, ro-
mance. The moon reflects
the greater light.

And she’s happy to do so!
You never hear the moon
complaining. She makes no
waves about making waves.
Let the cow jump over her
or astronauts step on her; she
never objects. Even though
sunning is accepted while
mooning is the butt of bad
jokes, you won’t hear ol’
Cheeseface grumble. The
moon is at peace in her place.
And because she is, soft light
touches a dark earth.

What would happen if we
accepted our place as Son re-
flectors?

Such a shift comes so
stubbornly, however. We’ve
been demanding our way
and stamping our feet since
infancy. Aren’t we all born
with a default drive set on
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selfishness? I want a spouse
who makes me happy and
coworkers who always ask
my opinion. I want weather
that suits me and traffic that
helps me and a government
that serves me. It is all about
me. We relate to the adver-
tisesment that headlined,
“For the man who thinks
the world revolves around
him.” A prominent actress
justified her appearance in a
porn magazine by saying, “I
wanted to express myself.”

Self-promotion. Self-pres-
ervation.  Selfcenteredness.
It’s all about me!

They all told us it was,
didn’t they? Weren’t we
urged to look out for num-
ber one? Find our place in
the sun? Make a name for
ourselves? We thought self-
celebration would make us
happy...

But what chaos this phi-
losophy creates. What if a
symphony followed such an
approach? Can you imag-
ine an orchestra with an
“It’s all about me” outlook?
Each artist clamoring for
self-expression. Tubas blast-
ing nonstop. Percussionists
pounding to get attention.
The cellist shoving the flutist
out of the center-stage chair.
The trumpeter standing atop
the conductor’s stool tooting
his horn. Sheet music disre-
garded. Conductor ignored.
What do you have but an
endless tune-up session!

Harmony? Hardly. Happi-
ness? Are the musicians hap-
py to be in the group? Not at
all. Who enjoys contributing
to a cacophony?

You don’t. We don’t. We
were not made to live this
way. But aren’t we guilty of
doing just that?

No wonder our homes
are so noisy, businesses so
stress  filled, government
so cutthroat, and harmony
so rare. If you think it’s all
about you, and I think it’s all
about me, we have no hope
for a melody. We’ve chased
so many skinny rabbits that
we’ve missed the fat one: the
God-centered life.

What would happen if we
took our places and played
our parts? If we played the
music the Maestro gave us
to play? If we made his song
our highest priority?

Would we see a change
in families? We’d certainly
hear a change. Less “Here is
what I want!” More “What
do you suppose God wants?”

What if a businessman
took that approach? Goals
of money and name making,
he’d shelve. God reflecting
would dominate.

And your body? Ptolemaic
thinking says, “It’s mine;
I’'m going to enjoy it.” God-
centered thinking acknowl-
edges, “It’s God’s; I have to
respect it.”

We’d see our suffering dif-
ferently. “My pain proves
God’s absence” would be
replaced with “My pain ex-
pands God’s purpose.”

Talk about a Copernican
shift. Talk about a healthy
shift. Life makes sense when

TERRY BROOKS ABLES AND JOY LYNN HAYES

Mr. and Mrs. George Hayes
of Decatur are pleased to an-
nounce the engagement and
upcoming marriage of their
daughter, Joy Lynn Hayes to
Terry Brooks Ables, son of
Mr. and Mrs. Terry Ables of
Pickens.

we accept our place. The gift
of pleasures, the purpose of
problems--all for him. The
God-centered life works.
And it rescues us from a life
that doesn’t.

But how do we make
the shift? How can we be
bumped off self-center? At-
tend a seminar, howl at the
moon, read a Lucado book?
None of these (though the
author appreciates that last
idea). We move from me-
focus to God-focus by pon-
dering him. Witnessing him.
Following the counsel of the
apostle Paul: “Beholding as
in a glass the glory of the
Lord, [we] are changed into
the same image from glory
to glory, even as by the Spirit
of the Lord” (2 Corinthians
3: 18 KIV).

Beholding him changes us.
Couldn’t we use a change?
Let’s give it a go. Who
knows? We might just dis-
cover our place in the uni-
verse.

Read more from Its Not
About Me. Listen to Up-
Words with Max Lucado at
OnePlace.com.

UpWords, with Max Luca-
do is a popular daily Bible
devotion. This Max Lucado
devotional offers wisdom
and insight for applying
Biblical truths to the ups
and downs of everyday life.
Reading daily devotions pro-
vides strength and encour-
agement in your daily walk
with Jesus Christ.

Used by permission.

-  THURSDAY, JUNE
Hayes - Ables to exchange
vows June 30 in Decatur

The bride-elect is the
granddaughter of Barbara
Russell and the late Clinton
Russell of Decatur, and Mol-
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ly Hayes and the late George
T. Hayes, Sr., of Decatur.

The bridegroom-elect is
the grandson of Pat Dodd
and the late David Dodd of
Sallis, and Geneva Ables and
the late Mabry Ables of Lex-
ington.

Miss Hayes is a 2007
graduate of Newton County
High School and a 2009 hon-
ors graduate of East Central
Community College. She
attended Mississippi Univer-
sity for Women where she
graduated with honors with
a bachelor’s degree in Com-
munication Sciences and
Disorders. She then attend-
ed the University of South-
ern Mississippi and earned
a master’s degree in Speech
Language Pathology. She
is currently employed as a
speech language pathologist
for the Newton Municipal
School District.

Mr. Ables is a 2007 gradu-
ate of Canton Academy. In
2012, he graduated from the
Holmes Community Line-
man program. He is current-
ly employed with Entergy in
Madison, Mississippi.

The couple will exchange
vows in a ceremony on Sat-
urday, June 30, 2018 at 6:00
in the evening at Clarke Ven-
able Baptist Church in Deca-
tur, Mississippi.

The reception will follow
at the home of the bride’s
parents.

Please join us to

Citobrate

the Retirement of

Richard 0. Greene

47 years of dedicated service
and countless memaries as the
Executive Director of the

Mid-Mississippi Regional Library System

A reception will be held in the
Attala County Library Meeting Room
by the
System Board of Trustees
of the
Mid-Mississippi Regional Library System
Thursday, June 28, 2018
3:00 p.m. — 5:00 p.m.
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205 Tchula St., Lexington, MS
(across from Double Quick)

662-834-9045

Payday Loans up to $400.00
Title Loans up to $2,500.00

WE DO 30 DAY LOANSI!
NO Credit Check

Refer a friend, earn a free $20.00!




