
Chapter 10 

Skill 7: A Brave Sibling 

“Don’t tolerate people who try to run your life, ordering you to bow and scrape…They’re 

completely out of touch with the source of life, Christ, who puts us together in one piece…We can 

grow up healthy in God only as he nourishes us.” 

(Colossians 2:18-19 MSG) 

  

 As I wandered into my hotel room in Southern California, I heard Jesus speak these 

words: “I want to brother you.” 

Instantly, a searing scene from my Sophomore year of high school scrolled through my 

mind.  A friend from school had come over to my house to hang out. My older brother was there 

and I can’t remember the context of our verbal exchange that afternoon, but whatever was said 

left him stomping down the hallway toward his room. He quickly returned, clenching a bullwhip 

in his right hand. He reared the cord above his head and thrust it toward me. The leather fly on 

the end of the whip cracked as it snapped my side.  

A jolt of pain and adrenaline surged. I bolted toward the front door, attempting to get 

beyond the whip's reach. As I raced across the living room, I heard the recoil of the leather braid, 

followed by a loud thwack as the whip struck my back. It knocked me to the floor. My friend sat 
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motionless on the couch, eyes and mouth wide open. I reached for the doorknob, twisted it, and 

ran out of the house yelling, “I hate you!” repeatedly. I was mortified. I cried in front of a 

classmate.  I ran instead of facing my brother. I felt like a weakling, a total coward. My guest 

slipped out of the house without a word. 

 After this agonizing recollection, a series of other painful exchanges with my brother 

reeled through my mind like a series of short films. I laid face down on the hotel bed and wept. 

Then I heard Jesus ask: 

 “What can I do for you?”  

 I whispered, “I want you to be my brother in a supernatural way. I want you to lead me 

and guide me. Reach me now brother, mentor me. You’re further along than me and I desperately 

need to lean on your strength.” 

 Now as an adult, I regretted being at odds with my older brother for most of my life. It 

was a terrible loss and I had never taken the time to recognize that. I had just shrugged it all off 

as intense sibling rivalry.  But this loss and the coinciding hurt was a big deal to the Healer of the 

Heartbroken. Jesus had come for my brokenness, to heal my “brother wounds.”  

And he’d waited for just the right moment to get me back into the very state (California) 

and state of mind in which they had transpired. 

 Inviting the presence of Jesus into my hurting heart and into the loss, I forgave my 

brother and allowed myself to grieve, letting the pain touch my heart, and to feel the loss of 

sharing a house with an older brother, yet sharing very little brotherly love. Then I invited God’s 

healing presence to enter that wounded place. I accepted Jesus’ request to brother me and be my 

older sibling, and to continue leading me into this wholehearted journey he had me on. 
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 At the time, I didn’t know exactly what Jesus meant when he said he wanted to “brother” 

me. But what I soon discovered was that a good, older brother was exactly what I needed to lead 

me from where I was to where I needed to be. To help me transition from the limited way I was 

currently experiencing life and into the more expansive and better one God desired for me. I 

would need Jesus’ “brothering” to continue the healing of my heart so I could enter the life I was 

longing to experience.  

And I believe if you consider it, you will recognize you need him to be your good older 

sibling as well, if your heart is to become whole and allow you to enter the life you long for.  

The Lost Sibling 

 I emailed John Eldredge and asked if he had a book agent he could recommend for a 

manuscript I was working on (the book you are currently reading). He responded by saying that 

he was going to ask an agent he knew if they were looking for new authors and get back with 

me. He responded with an email saying that the agent was indeed accepting new authors and 

provided his contact information. 

 This agent was a partner at one of the top book agencies in their market. I emailed the 

book proposal for this book and met with the agent on the phone. What I expected to be a 30 

minute conversation ended up being a 2 hour call. We connected on so many levels. We talked 

politics, law and about our families. It was a great first meeting. He said, “Give me a little time 

to look through your book proposal and set a date for our next conversation before we hung up. 

It was set for the following month. The next meeting went just as well. He announced, “I’m 
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going to present the proposal to the partners.” This seemed too good to be true. I could sense 

God’s favor in it all. One morning in prayer, I swear I heard angelic whispers declaring the “book 

deal” was already done. I rallied my team and supporters to pray. I was updating them each step 

of the way. I was pressing into my child of God perspective, I was courageously pursuing this 

God-sized dream and implementing all the prayerful spiritual smarts I could muster. Checking 

my email daily waiting for the agent's response. 

 I received an email back from him explaining that while I was a good writer, I did not 

have a large enough platform. “Our firm only takes on authors who we believe can at least secure 

a $100,000 advance,” he politely explained. 

 They were right. I didn’t have that kind of following. I knew it would be a long shot—

take a miracle—for it to happen. I had gotten my hopes up and the agent’s negative news hit me 

like an unseen right hook. It knocked the emotional wind right out of me! I understand that 

rejection is a part of life, you are going to get turned down, strike out and come up short 

sometimes. I get that. It’s part of the process of bringing what’s in your mind into matter, from 

the unseen, into the seen. Not everyone is going to be able to see your vision. Sometimes you 

have to walk alone in the wilderness, like Jesus did, before the revelation in your heart manifests 

into reality.  

 I notified my team and supporters saying something to the effect that God must have 

something better for the project. But inside I was deeply discouraged. Subsequently, I was 

retreating into that place I go in my mind, distancing myself from the initial emotional blow so I 

can heal in private. But this time, with the internal withdrawal came a spiritual withdrawal. I 
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could feel the distance I was placing between me and God. I had dared to hope and believe that 

this could be God blessing me. Helping the impossible to become possible like he had done for 

me in the past. I knew the odds of it happening were slim, but it seemed like everything was 

lining up so perfectly. I thought I might just be able to miraculously thread that needle. Those 

hopes came crashing down with the agent’s polite letdown. 

 To follow Jesus into all he has for you can be terrifying, but that is the doorway through 

which every soul must travel. If you are going to pursue Jesus you will need to leap off that 

branch. But just because you do, it doesn’t always mean things will work out the way you’ve 

imagined they would. God is involved, but he may be using the incident to do something of great 

internal and eternal value for you, like transforming your character and heart. Unknowingly, 

that’s exactly what he was doing for me. 

 Several weeks later, I was reading a book about prayer. I was attempting to press through 

my deepening desire to distance myself from my emotional discomfort and, sadly, as a result, my 

heavenly Father as well. Growing in my knowledge of prayer seemed like the logical next step. 

That morning, the author took a brief detour to talk about betrayal. As soon as I read the word—

“betrayal”—my heart dropped. You already know some of the betrayals I’ve mentioned here, but 

this morning, there wasn’t a specific memory attached to the internal pain I was experiencing. 

Though I couldn’t distinguish it, I knew my sorrowful response must be pointing to something 

that lay deeper beneath, something I couldn’t yet see. This was going to require some attention. 

With all the skill of a lawyer-poet, I would need to press into the pain—investigate—find those 

connections.  
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“Jesus,” I prayed, “Brother me. I need you to guide me into this and through this.”  

I opened my journal and wrote: 

 When things with the book agent didn’t work out…it took me out internally for weeks: 

• I experienced the same thing after my biological father left 

• I experienced the same thing after the betrayal with George and Brody 

• I’m experiencing the same thing now. 

 “Is there a connection here Jesus?” I paused, lingering in the moment. Then the following 

question came to mind. I slowly wrote it down: 

 Do I think God has betrayed me?  

 Tears flowed. Through blurred vision, I scribbled the following: 

 What is this touching? 

 I was searching to locate the source of the tears, to find where they were coming from. I 

was looking for past agreements I may have made with the Enemy or skewed perspectives that 

needed adjusting. I was looking to find healing, to forgive and allow the presence of God to 

restore what was lost. As we discussed in the previous Skill, Unveiled Face, pressing into that 

pain can help discover its origin and ultimately heal it. 
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 As I know now, major disappointments (or a series of smaller ones) often present 

themselves to us as betrayals from God. We live blind to the spiritual war raging all around us. 

Remember there is a dragon waging “war against…those who obey God’s commandments and 

hold to the testimony of Jesus” (Revelation 12:17). Our enemy loves to enter our disappointing 

moments when we are weak and vulnerable. He loves to twist them and use them as 

circumstantial evidence in his attempt to discredit the Father, and make us suspicious of him and 

his good plans for us. The Kingdom of God is breaking through but we are still praying, “Thy 

kingdom come, Thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven” (Matthew 6:10 KJV). Not 

everything on earth is God’s will, not yet anyway. For now, we war alongside Jesus, “For he 

must reign until he has put all his enemies under his feet” (1 Corinthians 15:25). While Jesus 

won all authority in heaven and earth through his cross, resurrection and ascension, we are still in 

a season of reclaiming that authority on earth. And “the end will come, when he [Jesus] hands 

over the kingdom to God the Father after he has destroyed all dominion, authority and power” (1 

Corinthians 15:24). Heaven has not fully come to earth yet, as the Scripture foretells it one day 

will. 

 Yet even though we may realize this, it doesn’t stop our hearts longing for the war to end 

and things to finally be made right. I longed for it as John Eldredge proclaimed at that Sunday 

morning church service, at the “Great Starting Again!” We all long to experience life that way 

now, but we are not there yet. So I had to remind myself that in this season of war, we must be 

vigilant to never confuse our longing for this life with the purpose of it. Our life’s purpose is not 

about our comfort here, it’s about union with God. This war zone in which we find ourselves, is 

7



an opportunity to allow our Father to mature, train, and prepare us for the rest of our life here and 

the life that lays beyond it. 

 My project (this book) was a big deal to God. All our projects are big to Him. First, 

because he’s been preparing us—training, teaching, maturing, showing us our masks, and the 

like—to accomplish the things he has for us to do. He knows the profoundly positive affect our 

work will have on others. But also, it’s a big deal to him because it’s a big deal to you! Our 

Father is that kind of good, that loving, involved, interested, and present in our lives.  

 As a dad, I take interest in what my kids are into. I play Lincoln’s favorite video games 

with him, not because I like them all that much, but because they are important to him. Last 

night, I made a pink crown with Reagan simply because she wanted me to. And when she asked 

me to wear it, I did with fathoms of fatherly pride. If you have children, you’ve experienced the 

joy of entering their world, and it’s no different for our Heavenly Father. It’s as fun for him as it 

is for you! My manuscript was very important to God, just like your dreams and desires are very 

important to him. 

 My project was significant to God, but not more than my development, maturity, and 

heart’s restoration. I knew all this intellectually, but deep down I couldn’t help feeling a little set 

up and a bit betrayed. And this was the source of the distance I felt from him. In my mind, I 

knew he was no betrayer, but knowing it wasn’t bridging the widening gap in my heart. I was 

stuck in a space I no longer wanted to be in, but I didn’t know how to get beyond it. I knew the 

worst thing I could do was to ignore it and hope it would eventually work itself out on its own. It 
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always shows back up again. No, this would require transparency and very intentional 

communication on my part to work through.  

 Like in any relationship, pretending another’s actions, or lack thereof, didn’t hurt will 

only serve to distance the individuals in the long run. I needed help. What I needed was a really 

good older sibling to guide me through it, to lead me to the purpose in my pain.  

 And he did that by leading me to the Story of the Lost Son.  

Eldest of All Siblings 

 One of the most notable teachings of Jesus is this familiar story about two brothers and 

their father. It goes like this: 

 “There was once a man who had two sons. The younger said to his father, ‘Father, I want 

right now what’s coming to me.’ So the father divided the property between them. It wasn’t long 

before the younger son packed his bags and left for a distant country. There, undisciplined and 

dissipated, he wasted everything he had. After he had gone through all his money, there was a 

bad famine all through that country and he began to hurt. He signed on with a citizen there who 

assigned him to his fields to slop the pigs. He was so hungry he would have eaten the corncobs in 

the pig slop, but no one would give him any. 

 That brought him to his senses. He said, ‘All those farmhands working for my father sit 

down to three meals a day, and here I am starving to death. I’m going back to my father. I’ll say 
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to him, Father, I’ve sinned against God, I’ve sinned before you; I don’t deserve to be called your 

son. Take me on as a hired hand.’ He got right up and went home to his father. 

 When he was still a long way off, his father saw him. His heart pounding, he ran out, 

embraced him, and kissed him. The son started his speech: ‘Father, I’ve sinned against God, I’ve 

sinned before you; I don’t deserve to be called your son ever again.’ 

 But the father wasn’t listening. He was calling to the servants, ‘Quick. Bring a clean set 

of clothes and dress him. Put the family ring on his finger and sandals on his feet. Then get a 

grain-fed heifer and roast it. We’re going to feast! We’re going to have a wonderful time! My son 

is here—given up for dead and now alive! Given up for lost and now found!’ And they began to 

have a wonderful time” (Luke 15:11-20 MSG). 

 This story is such a gift to humanity. It reveals the redemptive heart of God who runs to 

meet his child, no matter how far they may have strayed. He ignores his youngest son’s prepared 

speech, “I don’t deserve to be called your son.” And he doesn’t receive him as anyone less than 

he is. Instead, he puts the family’s ring on the younger son’s finger, a symbol of sonship and 

authority. The Father has positionally restored his youngest as son. But Jesus doesn’t end this 

story with this climatic moment, as we might expect. Instead, he shifts the optics to the older 

brother. 

 “All this time his older son was out in the field. When the day’s work was done he came 

in. As he approached the house, he heard the music and dancing. Calling over one of the 

houseboys, he asked what was going on. He told him, ‘Your brother came home. Your father has 

ordered a feast—barbecued beef!—because he has him home safe and sound.’ 
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 “The older brother stalked off in an angry sulk and refused to join in. His father came out 

and tried to talk to him, but he wouldn’t listen. The son said, ‘Look how many years I’ve stayed 

here serving you, never giving you one moment of grief, but have you ever thrown a party for me 

and my friends? Then this son of yours who has thrown away your money on whores shows up 

and you go all out with a feast!’ 

 “His father said, ‘Son, you don’t understand. You’re with me all the time, and everything 

that is mine is yours—but this is a wonderful time, and we had to celebrate. This brother of yours 

was dead, and he’s alive! He was lost, and he’s found!’” (Luke 15:25-32 MSG). 

 The older brother is outraged! He “stalked off in an angry sulk and refused to join in.” He 

wants no part of celebrating the return and restoration of his younger brother. Who could blame 

him for feeling that way? His younger brother had tarnished the family reputation by his 

“undisciplined and dissipated” behavior. The older brother didn't think he should be so easily 

received back into the family, let alone celebrated. His younger brother’s actions were shameful. 

All of his wild wanderings were in direct opposition to everything the family stood for. The older 

brother may have understood his father receiving him as a servant, but not as a celebrated son. 

He feels betrayed by his dad, saying to him, as another translation has it, “‘Look! All these years 

I’ve been slaving for you and never disobeyed your orders. Yet you never gave me even a young 

goat so I could celebrate with my friends” (Luke 15:29). 

 You can just hear the older brother thinking to himself, My younger brother has blown 

our father’s money on wild self-indulgence and, in return, received a party. While I’ve been 

toiling in dutiful and disciplined service in my Father’s house and I haven’t even once received a 
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goat for my diligent productivity, but my brainless brother gets rewarded with the family’s fatted 

calf. The older brother boycotts the family fellowship. He rejects the father’s desire to reintegrate 

his more youthful sibling back into the family. The father tries to explain his heart, “This brother 

of yours was dead, and he’s alive! He was lost, and he’s found!” But the older brother “wouldn’t 

listen” to his father and wanted nothing to do with the family festivities. The older brother, while 

highly talented, disciplined and productive, was blind to his father’s heart. 

 The father’s heart and greatest desire was to see the restoration of his family. It’s been 

said that a parent is only as happy as their least happy child. The father was no different. He was 

grieved—heart-broken—while his lost child was away. We know this because the older son 

alludes to it in his disgruntled discourse to his Dad. "I’ve stayed here serving you, never giving 

you one moment of grief.” The father wasn’t rewarding the younger son’s wild immaturity. He 

was celebrating the opportunity to see his family reunited and this was impossible while his 

youngest was lost. The younger sibling had endured some traumatic experiences, looking for a 

better life in all the wrong places, (betrayal by friends, famine and hunger, just to name a few) 

and, yes, it would take some time for him to be fully rehabilitated. But now that his son had 

returned there was at least the opportunity to start the restorative process. The father’s heart is to 

have his family at home with him and to see his sons in wholehearted union with him and each 

other. The older brother doesn’t understand the father’s heart. He can’t get over what his younger 

brother has done and all that he’s failed to do. He is deeply ashamed of him and embarrassed by 

him. He rejects his younger sibling’s return and refuses to have any part of the celebration his 

father hoped would be a joyful reunion. 
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 And that’s where Jesus ends the story of the Lost Son, with the older brother’s refusal to 

enter the family reunion. He wants us to notice how the eldest sibling retreats somewhere to sulk. 

Feeling like he’s been double-crossed by his dad, he distances himself from a father he believes 

has betrayed him. And in reading this old story again, I began to see just who I was in this 

parable. The biblical revelation landed as soft as a sledgehammer. I couldn’t deny it. I was 

responding just like the jealous older brother. Sitting there scribbling in my journal, sulking, 

feeling betrayed by my heavenly Father.  

 This brotherly allegory exposed exactly where I was and, while, personally, it was an 

unpleasantly revealing experience, it was also an invaluable gift. One must know where they 

currently are, to accurately chart their way back home. Like the older brother, I was blind to the 

Father’s heart and his desired outcome. I needed clarity—no matter how uncomfortable it was—

if I was going to close the gap on the distance growing between us.  

Enter the Eldest of all Siblings  

 In the story, there is a younger brother and an older brother. But upon deeper inspection, 

there is a third brother who is actively participating in the story. He’s often overlooked, yet 

serves such a crucial role that the tale could not be told without him. This story is told by the 

third brother—the Author—who just happens to be the eldest of all siblings. “The Son [Jesus] is 

the image of the invisible God, the firstborn over all creation. For in him all things were 

created…through him and for him” (Colossians 1:15-16, emphasis mine). 
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 Not only is Jesus the eldest, but he’s the very best of us. And his heart is as loving as the 

Father in the story—who was looking for his son and “while he was still a long way off…was 

filled with compassion for him; he ran to his son, threw his arms around him and kissed him” 

(Luke 15:20). Though different in expression, Jesus’s heart is identical to our Father’s. Jesus is 

the brotherly “image of the invisible” Father. He is the inventor of brotherhood—“For in him all 

things were created…through him and for him”—and is a million times better than anything you 

could have possibly wished or imagined an earthly sibling might be. 

 Jesus, left his Father’s house to invade a very dangerous and dysfunctional world. 

Determined to win over our prodigal hearts. He reminds us who we really are—beloved children 

of a loving Father. He boldly places his life between us and our spiritual Enemy, sacrificing 

himself for us and then miraculously resurrects again—all to see us, his siblings, return home. 

 The meaning of the story of the lost son becomes so much better when we understand 

that it’s told by the eldest and best sibling of us all. The Eldest Brother has journeyed an 

incredible distance to tell this parable to his lost brothers and sisters. Through this tale our eldest 

brother was showing us the way back home to our Father. He didn’t come to preach at us, that we 

better get home fast at the behest of a disgruntled and demanding father.  No, Jesus came to 

personally guide and escort each of us back home.  

 Like a loving older brother, walking with us each step of the way, “Follow me…” was 

always his endearing invitation to those he would lead to the incredibly loving Father (Matthew 

4:19). His desire is to “brother” us, until each one of our hearts are wholly at home in our 

Father’s house. And this is the way back to the Father—and the way into the better life God has 
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planned for you—to walk with Jesus—all the way home to your heavenly Parent and your true 

self.  

 As Jesus said, “I  am the way and the truth and the life. No one comes to the Father 

except through me” (John 14:6). Jesus must guide us home to the Father and along the way, our 

hearts are transformed as we learn Jesus’ brotherly skills. As we learn to follow his lead, our 

hearts will become as whole as his and then, nothing in Hell or on earth will keep us from the life 

we’ve been searching for—the life that Jesus promised his followers was better than our dreams. 

Unity Within 

 Like the older brother in the parable, I was feeling a little double-crossed by my heavenly 

Dad. I put my faith out there. I wrote the majority of the manuscript in 90 days. I was disciplined 

to do the work I felt my father had asked of me. With great discipline, I was diligently working 

in his harvest fields. These are all good things; but there was something else that took precedence 

and like the older son, I couldn’t see what my Father was preparing. I was blind to his heart. I 

was fine to dine on a “goat” with a few friends, while there was a “feast,” my father had prepared 

in the dining hall of my heart. There would be time for cooked caprine and compatriots later, but 

the father’s primary concern was to reclaim the unity that I had lost within—to reintegrate the 

younger me and restore the lost boy living within my soul. 

 A few months earlier, I had recognized the wandering inner-child, the younger me, the 

one I drew a picture of, in my journal, in oversized armor. The one I encouraged to take off the 
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chainmail, let go of the sword; and, instead, to run and play and be free to be the beloved child 

he desperately needed to be. As I’ve shared, this was a moment of greater awareness and 

tremendous inner healing, but, unbeknownst to me, the Father’s aim was much more extensive 

than this initial recognition. Recognition is a wonderful first step, but it’s just that, a glorious first 

step on the road to recovering all that’s been lost. 

 Like the father’s desire for his fractured family in the story of the lost son, so my 

Heavenly Father desired that my fractured heart would also be reunited, reintegrated, restored. 

His aspiration was to have my whole heart—both the younger and the more mature parts—in 

united fellowship with him. I wasn’t consciously resisting this, but, nonetheless, I was resisting. 

Like the older brother, my good labor had blinded me to the Father’s primary initiative for my 

heart (and every heart), its integration, union and oneness with him and within. There was 

something richer to experience than my limited ideas of the reward (a book deal), presented the 

way I imagined it. There was a door, that as the older brother in the story, I couldn’t see needed 

to be opened to the younger brother me. Gratefully, my Father and Eldest Brother wouldn’t relent 

until all of me—the hidden younger parts and my more mature parts—had come back home. 

 Now I had the picture of what the Eldest Brother wanted me to see. But the entrance into 

this reunion would still need to happen. Ultimately, it would come through a memory I hadn’t 

thought of since childhood. But like a loving brother, Jesus led me back into the moment when 

the separation first began, the moment when my heart broke and I sent the child away. 

The Break 
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 One summer evening after my dad had already left—moved in with his new wife and her 

sons—then moved to the East Coast. I was delighted when Rod, my soon to be stepfather, came 

to visit and handed me two silver quarters.  

 “Why don’t you go to the arcade?”  

 As an 11-year-old video game enthusiast, I jumped at the opportunity. 

 They had recently installed one of my favorite arcade games, Ikari Warriors, in the 

convenience store of a local gas station. If you're unfamiliar with the game, two young, shirtless, 

bandana-wearing commandos are plunged into a wild and dangerous jungle after their plane 

crashes. They must fight through thick hordes of enemy forces or perish. Colonel Ralf and 

Second Lieutenant Clark, distinguished by their red and blue bandanas, must shoot and grenade 

their way to safety. I was obsessed with the rotary joysticks that allowed players to shoot any 

combatant forces in any direction with a single twist of the wrist. Additionally, at certain 

intervals in the game, you’d pilot various vehicles, a tank or, my favorite, a helicopter. I loved 

being in that chopper above the action. I could hover over the carnage happening below, but 

remain safely above it. 

 It was a 15-minute bike ride there and even while Mike only gave me 50 cents, I was 

more than willing to take the pilgrimage for a couple of chances to inscribe my initials on the 

“high-score” screen. At the gas station, I fought my way into the heart of enemy territory, and 

when my quarters were spent, I made my way back home. I laid my bike on our front lawn and 

skipped up the concrete steps to the front door. I reached for the brass knob and attempted to turn 

it. But it failed to twist.  
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 I shoved the locked door with a thud. Strange. The front door was always unlocked. But 

the knob refused. I knocked. No answer. I knocked again. “Mom! Are you in there?” No 

response. They must have gone somewhere, I figured and walked down the three concrete steps 

to the lawn and sat on the edge of the flowerbed under the large window. The curtains were 

drawn shut. 

 As I sat with my chin in my hands, cars passed on the street and my mind drifted. Where 

were the people in those cars going? What were their lives like? Probably, better than mine right 

now, I thought. I grew bored and frustrated. The door had never been locked before. Mom must 

be inside. Both vehicles were still exactly where they had been prior to my departure.  

 Maybe they went on a walk or to the park, I thought. But they’d never done that before. 

Or the store or something… But the longer I waited, the less I could keep the pieces from 

coming together. Like the slow, tectonic movement of continents adrift, the realization clicked 

and I felt my head dropping along with my stomach. A strange sensation prickled beneath my 

skin, down my spine.   

 Stunned and sickened, I stared at the ground retreating deep into my mind. A deep sense 

of betrayal washed over me and I hovered over myself in the world below, watching the trauma 

happening around me, yet emotionally detached and safely above it. I was still there, but 

emotionally, I was far away. 

 Something broke in me that day—or maybe I broke with myself. For me, my mom had 

been the only home I’d known, the symbol of what safety and fidelity truly were. She’d helped 

shape the moral lens by which I saw the world. Though my mother rarely denigrated my father, 
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she did answer my questions honestly when I asked her about their marriage and divorce. I knew, 

for the most part, that their marriage ended because my father cheated on her, divorced her, and 

then married the other woman.  

 I knew relationships were complicated and it took two to make it work. But as a child, 

things appeared simpler, more black and white. I only knew my father’s infidelity had broken our 

home, and my mother said God’s plan included keeping sex wholly within the confines of that 

union. I had heard it said many times from my grandparents and from the pulpit that sex beyond 

the bounds of matrimony breaks hearts.  

 Regrettably, as a boy whose father had left for this reason, I knew it to be all too true.   

 I sat there hollow and numb. Like most children of single parents, I’d had my mom on a 

pedestal. She was my hope that people could choose to keep their word, walk by faith and see 

God come through for them. That ideal crumbled then and there. The hopeful cords snapped, 

unmooring my heart from what I perceived through childlike eyes as unmovable—my faithful 

Mom and my faith in Jesus. 

 Of course, the Enemy was there to take advantage of the moment. He used it to reinforce 

that same message that arrived when my father left for Virginia: “I am on my own.” I would have 

to figure out how to navigate this life by myself. My faith was shaken. My idol shattered. The 

iconic mother I had placed high on a pillar fell. My moral lens cracked and my hope in Jesus was 

now suspect. In one fell swoop, two major stabilizing forces in my life appeared utterly 

unreliable.  
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 With my Father in Virginia, my mother lost in a California dream, and God seemingly 

nowhere to be found, at age 11, I made the entirely reasonable decision that I was on my own. It 

was time to grow up. I would have to learn to adapt, if I were going to survive in this brave new 

world. The physical door she locked, the Enemy used to convince me to lock a door deep inside 

of me. My heart split in two, and to cope with the ache I sent the child away and banished him to 

the background. 

 At the end of this heart-rending recollection, I asked Jesus, “Where were you that day?” 

Immediately, I envisioned him sitting next to me on the flowerbed. He was weeping. A deep 

peace washed over me as I realized that even though it appeared I was alone that day, I was not. 

He was there suffering through the whole tragic moment with me. I was not what I believed back 

then, locked out, on my own, abandoned. No, “long before he laid down earth’s foundations,” he 

had me on his mind to make me whole by his love (Ephesians 1:4 MSG). 

 After remembering this forgotten episode of my life, I was finally able to forgive my 

mom and stepfather. I also forgave my dad for not being around, and allowing me to be placed in 

a vulnerable position as a child. What a gift this remembrance was. As it says in Matthew 

6:14-15, since I was now able to do my part—forgive—God could do his part. I renounced the 

agreements I’d made with my Enemy that day. “I am not alone. Jesus was with me then and he 

has always been with me. He has never left me or forsaken me.” I then asked God’s presence to 

enter into this broken place in my heart and make it whole.  
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 By reengaging this forgotten memory with Jesus, he brought me closer to my true Father 

and my true self. Jesus was leading me into the place of my brokenness so he could heal it, bind 

up my heart and make it whole. He had taken me back to help me move forward.  

 It still humbles me to think that Jesus took me back to the house of my childhood to lead 

me further into the home of my Father. And I believe, if you will allow him, he will do the same 

for you. 

 Jesus I want to be one, united and whole with you. I invite you into my heart and soul. I 

renounce every agreement (if you know the agreement(s), renounce it specifically) I have made 

with the enemy. If you’d desire to lead me back into my past so that I may move forward, I am 

willing. Guide me now, so that my heart may be one within and with you—wholehearted.  In 

Jesus’ name I pray. Amen. 
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Chapter 11 

Coming Home 

  

As an adult, I went back to visit that childhood home. The old yellow house I grew up in on 

Redwood Avenue. When I arrived, I was inundated with memories of my childhood, 

recollections I hadn’t thought of in years. The brick chimney I used to climb to secretly get on 

top of the roof. The concrete path, I used to ride my skateboard on. The flower bed under the 

large front windows. Standing on the property was a powerfully nostalgic experience. Though I 

had returned as an adult, being there made me feel very young. Perhaps you’ve had this same 

experience, when you’ve revisited a location from your childhood—your house, a neighborhood 

park or your elementary school. Sometimes I experience that young feeling when I listen to 

certain songs or watch particular movies. Maybe you have as well.  

 Almost everyone has experienced these moments of youthful return. Think Christmas. 

Most of our holiday traditions center around these childhood recollections. The seasonal smells 

of pine, ginger, cinnamon and nutmeg, pulling out the old decorations, rediscovering the 

ornaments collected over the decades, tasting the turkey, stuffing and deserts made from recipes 

handed down for generations, these traditions serve to stir up those childhood memories. They 

bring us back home, so to speak, restore a little bit of that child-like wonder we seem to lose as 

we journey into adulthood. 
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 While many youthful returns arise as moments of warm nostalgia, sometimes they return 

as painful recollections. Sounds, smells, the way someone touches you, gets upset at you or 

betrays you in your adult years, can make you feel the way you did—at the age you were—when 

you first experienced it. There are young places in all of us and some of them are severely 

wounded and broken. 

 We all need a good older brother to walk with us through our healing and guide us back 

home to God and ourselves. Jesus is that brother. Let's revisit those powerful words he 

proclaimed as his life mission: 

“The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is on me, 

    because the Lord has anointed me 

    to proclaim good news to the poor. 

He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, 

    to proclaim freedom for the captives 

    and release from darkness for the prisoners” (Isaiah 61:1).  

 Jesus’ choice to use Isaiah’s words on the inauguration of his ministry, have staggering 

implications. The word brokenhearted is no mere metaphor for sadness or sorrow. It’s the 

Hebrew word shabar, Isaiah uses this word throughout his writing to describe real breaking. He 

utilizes it to describe the breaking of tree limbs, broken bones and the shattering of ceramic 
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vessels. Isaiah, and Jesus by way of quoting him, are speaking of a literal breaking of the heart—

not of our physical heart, but the breaking of our inner-heart, the one residing in the center of our 

soul. 

 The heart can shatter like a ceramic vase. Unless the pieces are bound back together, part 

of our inner-being can get “stuck” at the age when the breaking occurred. Many psychologists 

refer to this as “arrested development.” Most of us have these younger places in us that need 

Jesus’ restorative healing. These places can often be identified in those moments of painful 

recollection.  Jesus was sent to set free these arrested places in our heart—to get us unstuck—so 

we can move forward and into the better life God has planned for us. Jesus came “to bind up the 

broken hearted, to proclaim freedom for the captives and release from darkness for the 

prisoners.” He came to free the broken hearted—held captive by the prison of their dark past—

this is a powerful salvation indeed. 

 Salvation is much more than fire insurance from Hell’s flames (which is an incredible gift 

in and of itself), but it’s even better than that. Salvation also includes wholeness of life and heart. 

“But now, by [Jesus] giving himself completely at the Cross, actually dying for you, Christ 

brought you over to God’s side and put your lives together, whole and holy in his presence.” 

(Colossians 1:22 MSG) 

“…the blood of Christ cleans up our whole lives, inside and out.” (Hebrews 9:14 MSG). 
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“May God himself, the God who makes everything holy and whole, make you holy and whole, 

put you together—spirit, soul, and body…” (1Thessalonians 5:23 MSG, emphases mine) 

 Being made whole in heart is included in the work of salvation. What else would we 

expect from the one who came to bind up the brokenhearted?  Our Eldest Sibling desires to bring 

us back home to our Father and to our authentic selves. He wants to bind up those young painful 

places in our heart—get us unstuck—reintegrated within and with Him. This internal and eternal 

re-union is the very purpose of our lives. 

The Purpose of Life 

 The main goal of life is not about obtaining your dream degree, career, marriage or 

family. It’s not about accomplishment or recognition in your field of passion, nor experiencing 

breakthrough-after-breakthrough or the accolades that may follow.  And while the above are 

worthy desires and pursuits in life, they are not the primary purpose of it. The purpose of life is 

not getting that “goat”—our ideas of reward, prepared the way we imagine them. These 

aspirations are secondary, at best. The goal of life is union, integration and oneness with God.  

 Jesus makes this clear in his prayer in John 17. This is the same prayer we’ve returned to 

throughout this book. The one where Jesus prays for all future believers—us—hours before his 

crucifixion. He prayed, “that all of them [you and me] may be one, Father, just as you are in me 
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and I am in you. May they also be in us so…that they may be one as we are one—I in them and 

you in me—so that they may be brought to complete unity” (John 17: 21-23). 

 Jesus’ prayer is pointing to the glorious desired destiny for every human heart—perfect 

union with God. This is the dying declaration of the one who came to bind up the broken hearted

—that every follower’s heart “may be one” and “brought to complete unity.” Jesus’ heart is 

whole, unbroken and completely unified. He is praying that each of our hearts would be “brought 

to complete unity”—like his—like our Father’s. That we would be one. According to Jesus, there 

is nothing more important than this process of re-union, reintegration and oneness within, with 

him and the Father—this is the source of all life. Jesus knows we could never fully experience 

this union and the better life that comes through it with broken hearts. That’s why he chose to go 

to the cross, to ransom, redeem and restore them. 

 No one can experience the fullness of this better life Jesus has for us (and all that God 

specifically desires for you) with a fractured heart. It’s only as our heart grows more united, 

integrated and one, that we more fully experience the expansive life Jesus promised would be 

better than we could dream. This is the primary aim of our Father and our Eldest Brother, to bind 

up our broken hearts. To heal our souls—our mind, heart, emotions and will—so we could get 

“unstuck,” come home to him and be at home again in our own heart.   

 In the story of the lost son, the brothers broken apart must reunite if the family is to heal. 

Likewise, a heart broken apart must reunite if it’s going to heal. The lost younger sibling must 

return home and the older one must choose to receive him. Reintegration, must occur if we are 

going to experience the life Jesus promised. If not, a prodigal part of us will always be searching 
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to find relief in the best the world has to offer and the other part, though potentially busy in the 

father’s fields, will be distancing themselves from a God they suspect can’t fully be trusted.  

 The good news is that you have a role in this process of re-union and can expedite it. In 

fact, Jesus will need the younger parts and the more mature parts of your heart to cooperate with 

him. The prodigal will need to come home and the more mature places will need to open the door 

for Jesus to enter in and join the celebratory reunion. This, as the story of the lost son depicts, 

can be quite difficult for the Father and Jesus to do. 

 Binding up broken hearts is an arduous endeavor, even for Jesus. Why? He must speak to 

a soul that’s been divided. If the heart is to be re-unified, each part will need to be won over; and 

to do that, Jesus will have to deliver the truth to each region differently. He must remind those 

areas living like the younger brother that they are beloved children of the Father, a father who 

lovingly sent him to compel them to come back home. (And when these prodigal places return, 

they do so, not as slaves or servants, but  as celebrated sons and daughters.) To those parts 

existing like the older brother, he must often confront them, maneuver around them, speak 

disruptive truth to them in an effort to open their eyes to their Father’s heart. 

 Part of the issue is that our older areas laboring in the house of God do not believe they 

need rescuing or reunion. They are living in their father’s house working, potentially desiring to 

please him; yet are blind to the Father’s heart—for union, integration and oneness inside the 

home of our heart. They don’t see anything wrong with ignoring, disassociating or pushing the 

broken places returning home to life's peripheries. Their faithful productivity, unknowingly, 
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becomes justification to differentiate themselves, elevate themselves and continue the internal 

segregation.  

 Concluding that they don’t need the younger areas and are likely better off without them, 

the more mature areas banish them to the background of life. This internal distancing, insulates 

them from having to face the younger parts they feel have brought them so much shame. For the 

older parts to understand, the truth must often be dispatched disruptively, striking like a splitting 

maul to the psyche. That internal Pharisee is going to have to be confronted with the fact that 

their laborious hand washing ritual does not please God as much as dealing equitably with those 

regions he currently perceives as unclean, beneath him, foreign and other. 

 For Jesus to be successful, it requires Courage, fierce intentionality and masterful-

maneuvering. He must woo the younger parts with tender kindness, assuring them that they are a 

much Beloved Child of a loving heavenly Parent, and simultaneously buffet the older parts with 

bouts of troubling truth. He must employ A Mature Love to see how to encourage the less mature 

areas in a way that doesn’t embolden the arrogance latent in the more mature areas. He must 

withdraw his words in Skillful Opposition to the older places, ruling like Herod and Herodias, yet 

reassure the younger places that his silence does not mean he’s rejected or forsaken them. In 

order to loose them to live with an Unveiled Face, he must strike hard enough to break the masks 

impeding the vision of the more responsible parts, while not crushing the prodigal heart he so 

desires to win. If a heart is ever to be reunited, our Brave Sibling, Jesus, must convince both 

“brothers” to come back together again. As the Story of the Lost Son depicts, this is no easy feat. 
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 Thankfully, Jesus is a master at communicating one idea that simultaneously speaks to 

both parts of a divided heart. Remember, how Jesus answered the Pharisees’s “lose-lose” 

question in the temple:—“Is it right to pay taxes to Caesar or not?”—and Jesus’ cunning counter

—“Then give Caesar what is his, and give God what is his.” In one sentence Jesus won over the 

weary, overtaxed, disheartened crowd and left those mighty laborers of the House of God 

entirely speechless. (Matthew 22:15-22). He speaks to our hearts in like fashion: winning the lost 

and broken areas, while turning the tables on our more mature ones. To open their blind eyes to 

the Father’s heart for union with him and within. This is all part of Jesus’ continuing mission to 

bind up our broken heart. 

Our Inner Resistance 

 As you’ve read this book, my hope is that you have already encountered the love of our 

Heavenly Father in a more dynamic way. The way the prodigal son did—“When he was still a 

long way off, his father saw him. His heart pounding, he ran out, embraced him and kissed him…

and they began to have a wonderful time” (Luke 15:20, 24 MSG). After his Father’s grand 

reception, he undoubtedly knew he was the much beloved child of a loving father. Our Father 

and Eldest Brother deeply love the lost prodigal portions of our heart and have a rich plan for 

their future. But they also love and have an amazing plan for those internal areas that act like the 

older brother—those who diligently labor in the father’s house, but still aren’t seeing their 

father’s heart.  

 God had a plan for Saul, the disciplined—and deadly—Pharisee. He would turn him into 

one of the most impactful Jesus followers ever to walk the earth. Oh, how God loves turning 
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Sauls into Saint Pauls! The kindest thing Jesus ever did for Paul was to disrupt his life on that 

dusty road to Damascus. The encounter with Jesus that temporarily rendered Paul blind, helped 

open up his spiritual eyes. The kindest thing Jesus can do for these maturer areas is to trouble 

them: use razor-sharp words, circumstances, relationships and trials in an attempt to cut right 

through the haze clouding their perspective. Yes, the cuts of this surgeon are the most gracious 

gift he gives to those areas needing corrective eye surgery. 

 Unfortunately, the older sibling within us has a resistance to reuniting with these broken 

prodigal places. They don’t want to see them. There is a lot of shame—even hatred—attached to 

them and the memories associated with them. Like the older brother in the parable, they 

unconsciously think those less disciplined places deserve to be restrained, chastised and ignored. 

Jesus must teach the maturer areas to embrace their prodigal parts with compassion, kindness 

and love, so he can reunite them, making the heart whole. 

 Jesus said, “Behold, I stand at the door and knock. If anyone hears My voice and opens 

the door, I will come in to him and dine with him, and he with Me.” (Revelation 3:20 NKJV). The 

fastest way to a whole heart is to open any door Jesus knocks upon. When you hear his voice, 

invite him in and give him access to any area he desires. Allow him to dine with us, reintegrate 

those broken places and restore us in loving reunion. Jesus was asking me to do just this. 

 I had definitely been betrayed, but not by God. I was getting lost in the labor of my 

Father’s fields, believing that the life my heart craves might come from ministering to more 

people, going to the next level, writing a book that “changes the world.” I was pressing 

prodigiously forward, as I had done for decades, charging ahead, never taking the time—or even 
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knowing that I needed to recognize and help reintegrate those lost and broken youthful places. 

Getting lost in my righteous endeavors had allowed me to unknowingly continue to ignore the 

child that had been broken so long ago—adverting the great re-union that my heavenly Father 

had longed for me to experience. 

 Yes, I had been betrayed and the betrayer was me. I had treated those young places in me 

like my two earthly father’s had. I ignored them and I over-worked them. I was internally 

perpetuating the abandonment and abuse that had broken my heart in the first place. The maturer 

me cut the younger places off, leaving them in the shadowlands of self shame, rejection and hate. 

 I was missing out on the fatted calf with my father, because I had my heart set on a goat 

with my friends. I had imagined what my own great reward from the Father looked like. The 

miraculous “book deal.” When the greatest gift—a whole new integrated way to experience life

—was hanging in the balance for me. 

 There are dark betrayals going on inside every human heart. But you don’t need me to tell 

you that. Each of us knows it deep down. We organize much of our lives around being 

comfortable, never having to feel pain or face our fears—and in doing so, we sabotage ourselves 

again and again. We are our own worst enemy most of the time. And deep down we know it. But 

up until now perhaps, we haven’t known how to heal it or that we even needed too. So we’ve just 

done our best to cope—imprison it, mask it, ignore it or outrun it.  

 I didn’t get the agent and the book deal I wanted, when I wanted it and the more mature 

me felt betrayed by God. God thwarted the maturer me, so he could save all of me! He had such 
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a better life planned for me than the one I had dreamed up. One that I could only enter through 

greater wholeness within and with him. Of course, I couldn’t see all of that then. 

 Jesus was teaching me that the greatest thing the maturer me could do was to enter in and 

celebrate the return of the younger me. Unlock and open the door of my heart that Jesus was 

knocking upon—so he could dine with us and unify us. The more mature parts of me had treated 

my younger broken parts horribly. And I owed them a huge apology.  

 I opened my journal and wrote this to the younger me: 

 Wounded Boy, God made you and loves you deeply. I repent for rejecting you. I’ve abused 

you like I was abused. I’ve treated you harshly and pretended that you don’t exist. I was cruel 

and didn’t recognize what I was doing. 

 I know that you have perceived the way I internally talk about you. Too often, the 

inflection of my inner voice has spoken of you in vibratos of shame. I’m so sorry the more mature 

parts of me do that to you. You are me and I’m proud of you. You endured so much. You are a 

survivor! You made it through a bloody war! You are a hero and I’ve treated you like crap. What 

a jerk the more mature parts have been. 

 I’m going to do whatever it takes to see you restored. 

 I understand that you may not trust the more mature parts of me. I wouldn’t either. But 

I’m repenting to you. We won’t be healthy—whole—until we reintegrate. 

 Our good Father won’t have it any other way. He would have us whole. He won’t and 

can’t let this go until we are reunited. 
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 So Lord, Jesus, dine with us and mediate…   

I paused to listen for guidance. And in my mind, I heard the following: 

 The younger you wants to be reunited with the mature side of you. He wants to lean on 

your strength. Be loved by a good and loving father-figure. This father-figure is the maturer you. 

 I let those words sink in. Then I wrote: 

 Younger me, I will mess up. I’ve lived almost 40 years doing this to you. We are broken. 

I’ll do my best not to shame you anymore. Please know I’m not really ashamed of you. I’m afraid 

of being rejected by others who have lived like me, that don’t know they are abusing their inner 

child. It’s so common, it’s become an entire freaking culture! 

 Today, I choose to reject that way of living! You are my child-me and I couldn’t be 

prouder of you. You are brave and a survivor. You’ve been to Hell and back and are still here. 

I’m going to proudly put you on display, because you’re mine. Be patient with me. This 

integration thing is a process. I’m going to be kinder. I’m sorry I’ve been so abusive to you.  

 Then I felt the younger me respond: 

  I forgive you. I’ve been waiting for you. I’ve had a secret hope that someday I could lean 

on your strength—invoke your pride—be loved by a present father-figure. 

 Then I wrote: 

 I’m so sorry, I didn’t see what I was doing until now. My eyes have been opened. Jesus is 

mediating this for us. Restoring us. He’s joyfully reintegrating us. 
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 As I had written a letter to George and Brody after discovering their betrayal, I was now 

writing a letter to myself after discovering my own internal betrayal. Unknown to me, God had 

used them to prepare me to face the betrayer I couldn’t see—the betrayer in me. One of the 

things God allowed me to learn in that painful wilderness a decade earlier, was how to forgive 

these two—to patch things up—and through the process of forgiving them, I was unknowingly 

prepared to forgive myself. 

 Writing them letters, praying general and specific blessings over them were all acts of 

mature love. I didn’t know all the reasons why I was doing it at the time. I was just doing it out 

of obedience to Jesus and the Scripture. But God had used that past wilderness experience to 

prepare me to free myself from a more insidious betrayer—the one hidden inside. The one 

perpetuating the abandonment and abuse within me. 

 Growing in maturity, to be obedient to Kingdom ways, even when it seems counter-

intuitive, often helps prepare us to free ourselves from the betrayer inside, the one who 

perpetuates the abandonment and abuse internally. Maturity calibrates your perspective and helps 

you to see the world and yourself as God does. Are things starting to become a little clearer now? 

 What might God be using to thwart part of you in order to save all of you? You may not 

understand the wilderness trial you are going through, but no doubt God is using it for your 

good, as part of his long range plan to make your heart whole so you can enter the life better than 

your dreams—in this life and beyond. 
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The Reunion 

Later that night, I took Lincoln and Reagan to a trampoline park. My kids usually like me to 

stand and watch them jump, but that night I joined in with them. We played for hours, all of us 

belly-laughing as we launched ourselves over-and-over into soft piles of purple foam. 

 That evening, my heart overflowed with carefree joy. I sensed the younger me returning, 

integrating with the maturer me. I had entered into the celebration. The long awaited reunion my 

Father had been planning “long before he laid down earth’s foundations” (Ephesians 1:4). 

 He has a glorious reunion awaiting you. Now it’s up to the present mature you to open the 

door of your heart and enter in with Jesus. Let’s invite him to do so now. 

 I open my heart to you, Jesus. I invite you to enter in, dine, and mediate. Guide me 

through this time of prayer. Show me the broken places you desire to enter and make whole. You 

are the healer of the broken hearted. That is why you came. You are the same, yesterday, today 

and forever. So as you healed hearts when you walked the earth, you heal them today! I ask for 

your healing. I want to be united in “heart and mind” with you. I need to be made whole. Speak 

to me, my younger me and the present mature me. Make us united within and with you. In Jesus’ 

name. Amen. 

 Now linger here for a moment…If Jesus reminds you of a memory from your past, enter 

into it with him. Ask what he would like to show you in it. Press into the painful parts of the 

recollection. You may even want to ask him where he was in that memory, like I did. 
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 Perhaps you’ve recognized the present mature you has treated the younger you harshly, it 

would be appropriate to take a moment and apologize now. I’ve left some room below, if you’d 

like to write one. 

Authentic You 

 In order to have a whole heart and enter into the better life God has for you. You will 

need to be willing to partner with Jesus in the process of your heart’s restoration (as you may 

have done through prayer or journaling above). You will need the present mature you to open the 

door to Jesus, so he can restore and reintegrate the younger you. In God’s kingdom, mature kings 

and queens have the heart of a child.  

 At about the same time, the disciples came to Jesus asking, “Who gets the highest rank in 

God’s kingdom?” For an answer Jesus called over a child, whom he stood in the middle of the 

room, and said, “I’m telling you, once and for all, that unless you return to square one and start 

over like children, you’re not even going to get a look at the kingdom, let alone get in. Whoever 
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becomes simple and elemental again, like this child, will rank high in God’s kingdom. What’s 

more, when you receive the childlike on my account, it’s the same as receiving me (Mat. 18:1-5 

MSG). 

 The kings and queens of God’s kingdom are cunning—fiercely intentional—disruptive 

truth-tellers, but they’re anchored in the reality that they are a much beloved child of a loving 

Father. They’re shrewd as snakes, yet gentle as doves. They are fully integrated. Yes, in a fully 

integrated soul the mature parts are wholly united with their child hearts. 

 The integrated soul is the authentic you. Your heart is the throne of your soul and the 

restoration of our soul starts there, in the heart. When we invite Jesus to live, rule, and fellowship 

with us there, he begins to heal its brokenness—restore and reintegrate it—bind up its broken 

parts. As your heart is made more whole, it influences all of the other regions under its purview

—your mind, will and emotions. When your soul is fully restored and integrated you will then 

behold the authentic you.  

It is only the true you that can fully experience the life Jesus promised was better than our 

dreams. As our hearts “mature in this oneness” and experience more union in him and within, we 

become able to possess this better life Jesus promised (John 17:23 MSG). As King David prayed, 

“Teach me your way, Lord, that I may rely on your faithfulness; give me an undivided heart…” 

(Psalm 86:11-12, emphasis mine). This is what God is (and we must be) after, an undivided—

unbroken—heart, because through it is the only way we experience lives that “runneth over” 

(Psalm 23:5 KJV). It is then, with whole hearts and integrated souls, that we can possess our 

promised life just like Caleb and Jesus did. 

37



 We find our most authentic selves in this growing union with God. It’s a process. He’s 

forming us.  Like a plant growing toward the light, not knowing exactly what unique thing it will 

become until the moment it fully blooms, so we continue to grow toward God, not knowing 

exactly what we are becoming until the moment we are fully whole. Sometimes the wild storms 

of life help to expedite this process, causing our tight buds to loosen. One thing we can be sure of 

is this, if we do not give up, keep putting one courageous foot in front of the other as we walk 

home through this wild life with Jesus, we will surely bloom into the authentic one we were 

created to be. We will discover who we truly are, ditch the dead masks and personas we have so 

intricately woven and be reintroduced to our true—fully integrated—selves.  

Jesus said, “To him who overcomes I will give some of the hidden manna to eat. And I will 

give him a white stone, and on the stone a new name written which no one knows except him who 

receives it” (Revelation 2:17 NKJV). You will be given a name and your name will be the 

fulfillment of the unique one God planned you to be “Long before he laid down earth’s 

foundations, [when] he had [you] in mind, had settled on [you] as the focus of his love, to be 

made whole and holy by his love” (Ephesians 1:4-6 MSG). Wholeness has always been his plan 

for you. Your authenticity is your reward and the culmination of every promise of God. It’s you, 

having a heart like Jesus and your Father’s, yet in the unique expression that is authentically 

yours. This is life and the destiny of all who follow Jesus—heart and soul. 

 What is the new atmosphere you desire to be in? Where is the place you long to be? What 

is the life you have dreamt about, but haven’t been able to transition into? As a follower of Jesus, 

everything you need to transition from your current environment into a whole new way of living 
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is already inside of you, predestined—yet unknown, unintegrated, unrestored. What if all you 

had to do to move into your better life was to take a deep breath, open the door of your heart and 

enter in? 

The path from one way of living to a better one is always scary, wonderful, and wild. If 

you’re going to leave your comfortable life, the way ahead will be dark, perilous and narrow. But 

if you’re going to soar, you’ll have to leap off the branch into the void. And if you’re going to 

experience the vast beauty and wonder of the life that lies before you, you’ll have to leave the 

familiar sidewalk of yourself, as I did, and roar out with Jesus into the unknown wilds of your 

heart and soul.  

Let’s do that now: Jesus, Healer of the brokenhearted, I ask you to make my heart as 

whole as yours. I open up the doors of my heart to you. Heal the broken places inside. Unite the 

present maturer me with the younger places in me. I’m asking that you make my heart and soul—

one, united, whole—within and with you. So that I may be as wholehearted as you are. In your 

name, Jesus, I pray. Amen.
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