Jesus, the Increasing One
They came to John the Baptist with a report of Jesus
baptizing. “All are going to Him,” they observed. This
itinerate preacher who made his home among reeds and wild
goats listened and then replied. “You heard me saying from the
start that I am not the One. Don’t expect me to be anything
other than elated by His renown, All must go!

John’s was the first all-in believer who gleefully tossed his
ambition into the fire of His coming.

“He must increase and I must decrease.”

This is the disciple’s passage into the Kingdom: “It’s not
about me. It’s never been about me.”

Once a disciple of Jesus understands the grand, expansive
nature of Christ, everything else falls away. The things that
were once important and needful are now flimsy and
unsatisfying. The things we chase after aren’t worth the wind.
It’s not a sudden change. At least it hasn’t been for me. We
often give in to the instinct to build our own castles and
place His name on the threshold. As we grow closer to Him, we
begin tearing down these false edifices for something more
beautiful: the presence of Christ… in every inch of our souls.
Piece by piece we dismantle the personal idols and
achievements to make more room for His presence. We learn that
the works of our hands are best used as kindling for the fire
of our own sanctification. No relationship, account,
possession or achievement can touch the joy of falling

headlong into His grace. And so we toss it all in with little
thought of their merit. As we do this, Christ’s presence
expands and overtakes our territory. He increases and we
decrease.

Like Enoch, if we walk with him long enough we will be no
more.

I often lust for definition
affirming nods
Self-decision
Protection for extreme derision
Better plans
And high ambition

Then…

I come to see
And come to say
that what I need
in close of day
is more of you and less of me
More of you and less of me

The world doesn’t need more of me
My brains, my skill, my vanity
I wish to take a solemn vow
To say to heaven here and now
That what I have is travesty
With less of You and more of me.
Life is filthy rags times three
When there’s less of Him

and more of me.

So drown the egocentric urge
Begin the Romans 12:1 purge
My ever foolish bent to judge
To trust myself
To hold a grudge
Let truth be told
And words be few

Less of me
And more of you.
Less of me
and more of You.

