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“Celebrate” –γιορτάστε, Celebri,  отпразднуйте

To the only God, our Savior, be glory, majesty, power and authority, through Jesus Christ our Lord, before all ages, now and forevermore.  The time has come to rejoice.  The old self  has died, the new child in Christ is born.  You came and set everything right on the earth.  All the sin that mankind committed, you paid for.  Does that mean I’m perfect now? Nope, not on this earth.  But that isn’t the point.  I’m just a lowly private in this vast army of believers.  You, my victorious Father, are the supreme Commander in Chief.  I know I can’t fight these battles on my own and I don’t have to.  I offer my life to you, lock, stock, and barrel.  And now, even though bad and sad things still happen to me, I am not facing them alone.  You have revealed a new dimension of life to me.  It’s wild. It makes absolutely no sense, but the joy you’ve poured into my life fills me to the top and flows out to everyone I meet.  Let’s worship Him and sing with complete abandon.  Everyone can join in—the earth, the trees, the sky, the ocean.  Thousands of hosannas thunder through the canyons and echo across the mountains.   There are flowers in the desert which are dancing to praise you, my Lord.  Jesus, you are alive!  I fall on my face before your Holiness, Wonder of all wonders.  You lift me up to cradle me in your arms.  As all the worship celebration goes on around us, you hold me tight, and whisper “You are my child and I love you.” As a little child curled up in Daddy’s arms, I sigh in deep contentment, and close my eyes.  In the name of Jesus, the One who will keep me from falling, I pray.  AMEN, AMEN, AMEN!!
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