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“
 W

 aking Up
 ?” you ask. “You lost your faith?”

In a matter of speaking, yes and no. No, because I never lost faith in the fundamentals of what I thought I believed. Yes, because far too much of the time I didn’t trust what I believed. My life experience wasn’t lining up with what I thought I believed.

Mine was less a crisis of doctrine than a crisis of experience. What I thought I believed wasn’t bearing out in the world around me. It just didn’t add up. Didn’t Jesus say that whatever we asked in his name would be done? But it wasn’t being done, not in my life, nor in the lives of anyone I knew. And didn’t Jesus say that those who followed Him would be known by their radical ability to show kindness to those who were cruel to them? And yet Christians aren’t generally known for their love any more than their neighbors are.

Something was wrong. Very wrong.

It was at the height of my career, having sold over 10 million copies of the books I’d written, that I realized, in great travail, that I had lost my faith and, in fact, did so whenever I found myself in anxiety or fear.

I mean, I believed all the right things about God, but could I really let go of everything and trust Him in all things? If so, I would not experience fear. There is no fear in love and God is love.

And you are the same. Any time you find yourself worrying about anything, or upset because someone has dishonored or betrayed you, it is only because you have placed your faith in something other than Jesus. As such, you have lost your faith in Him and instead put it in something or someone else.

It was that faith that I had to lose so that I could experience true faith in Christ.

But how could I, Ted Dekker, openly share my struggles in a world where anyone in my position is essentially placed high on a pedestal for all to look at? I was afraid. Expressing my struggles would surely bring the whole world crashing down on me, I thought.

But the world came crashing down on me anyway. Or I should say my
 world came crashing down—that place deep inside me, where I could no longer reconcile all that I thought I knew with the world I saw and experienced.

What about you? Do you every fear or are you ever anxious? How do you react when those who you thought loved you are unkind to you or betray you? Is your life experience failing to manifest the promise of peace that you once experienced? And are you afraid to honestly express your deepest struggles for fear of what your family, friends and church might say?

This little booklet chronicles a very personal journey that is secretly all too familiar for nearly all. On the journey, we eventually see that we lose faith all the time. But on that same journey, millions of Christians are awakening to new faith.

Finding that way is like waking up from a bad dream. What once seemed so real in our sleep fades away, replaced by a whole new reality. A way of being in the world that we had forgotten in our sleep.

I call it The Forgotten Way
 . Forgotten, because we are prone to forget the truth that sets us free all too often, each day, each hour, each moment. Way, because those who first believed called themselves people of the Way before being called Christians by others many years later.

Simply put, it is the way of Jesus; the only way to find peace, power and love in this life, not only the life which is yet to come.

Like Paul the apostle, I find myself the chief of sinners, just like you, prone to struggle because life happens in cycles of ease and challenge, highs and lows, remembering and forgetting, often in the space of a single day or hour.

And when I forgot the truth, I suffer.

Again, how about you? Do you struggle in the storms that rise against you in this life?

Are you prone to forget how beautiful you really are and lose faith?

Or perhaps you’ve never really known who you are. Maybe the messages that fly at you from every direction constantly throw you into conflict, preventing you from holding onto a firm understanding of your true identity.

Maybe you, like me, though saved in the next life, have struggled to find lasting peace and joy in this life.

If so, then The Forgotten Way to which this writing calls you will surely change the experience you have in this life.

Take that journey and you will begin to awaken to a new way of being in this world.



The Conflict Within




If there is one elephant in the room among most of us who call ourselves Christian, it is that what we think and say we believe and what we actually experience are all too often two, radically different realities. Ironically, we ourselves are often the last to see this disparity.

We think and say we believe in Jesus, but we are anxious for tomorrow and cringe with fear in the face of the storm. We think and say we love our neighbor and our enemy, but we court jealousy of those who have what we want, and we secretly despise those who lash out against us.

We are Christians from different denominations with various emphases in doctrine, yet in our daily lives we seem to be the same, often stumbling in darkness and feeling lost and condemning ourselves and those around us.

The evidence of our lives does not match our rhetoric.

Paul’s teaching was utterly clear: The primary evidence shown by those who know the Father is this: love. Jesus was just as clear: Not just any love, but an extravagant expression of love that is kind to those who are cruel to us, not only those who show us love in return.

As Paul wrote, a love that is patient, showing no jealousy or arrogance, keeping no record of wrong, not seeking its own and not provoked by another’s behavior. These are the evidences of true love which flows from those who know the Father and His limitless love for them.

But it seems that we show all manner of evidence but the one that matters the most. We call ourselves Christian but we are not known for the kind of love Jesus said would mark his followers. Have we lost the tune? Are we singing the wrong song?

We show the evidence of profound words to others, speaking truth in the tongues of men and angels, but we rise up in anger at our brother and are therefor as guilty as any murderer, as Jesus said.

We show the evidence of informed doctrine and all knowledge, having studied the Scriptures, and yet we do not love the lowest person as Christ, so our knowledge is worthless.

We may give all of our possessions to the poor and surrender our bodies to be burned and have faith to move mountains and heal disease, calling Him Lord, yet these profit us nothing if love does not rule our hearts.

We call ourselves born again, baptized in water and the Spirit. We are diligent in taking communion, singing in choirs, serving the church, paying tithes, reading the Scriptures, fasting when called to humble ourselves, gathering in Bible studies, attending conferences, going on missions, voting for the right bills, and rehearsing our doctrine.

And yet rivers of love, joy and peace do not flow from us like living waters, and so, as Paul said, all of these profit us nothing.

Can you relate?

What matters isn’t our stated belief and doctrine but how we live and what we experience in the story of our lives, as Jesus, John, James, and Paul all make so abundantly clear. It’s our actual experience and expression of life that shows us and the world what we truly believe and to what extent we truly love, not what we say we believe or who we say we love. If we say we have faith, but the workings of our life don’t reflect that faith, that faith is either asleep or dead.

This brings us back to the elephant in the room, easily seen by all. We are not being who we say we are. And if what we say we believe and what we experience in life are in conflict, we end up in misery. One of the two must eventually yield.

This is where most of us find ourselves today. It’s where the Christian culture as a whole finds itself. Something has to give. Something is
 giving.



My Journey of Waking Up




I grew up as the son of missionaries who left everything in the West to take the good news to a tribe of cannibals in Indonesia. They were heroes in all respects and taught me many wonderful things, not least among them, all the virtues and values of the Christian life. What a beautiful example they showed me.

There, in the jungles of Indonesia, I grew up in a kind of Garden of Eden, oblivious to danger and fear. Are we not all born into a kind of childlike wonder and innocence? But soon enough we are cast out of that garden, and there we discover an ominous world full of danger, many of us at a very young age. Some, tragically, before they even learn to talk.

When I was six years old, my parents did what all missionaries did in that day and for which I offer them no blame: they sent me away to a boarding school. There I found myself completely untethered and alone. I wept that first night, terrified. I don’t remember the rest of the nights because I have somehow blocked those painful memories, but my friends tell me that I cried myself to sleep every night for many months.

I felt utterly abandoned. And I was only six. I was lost, like that small bird in the children’s book who wanders from creature to creature, asking each if they are his mother.


Are you my mother? Are you my father?


But I found no father or mother in that boarding school. There was no parent figure whose favor I could earn. I was only a name among many, and my only meaningful interactions with any adult involved their profoundly expressed disapproval of me when I did something wrong, like not taking my medicine or not being in the right place at the right time.

Shortly after my arrival, I made the mistake of knocking over a pee pot they placed in our rooms each evening because it was too dangerous to use the outhouse at night. My new house father stormed in, quickly identified me as the guilty one, dragged me to the laundry room, and beat me with a very firm rubber hose.

I screamed, terrified and bruised, and I knew then to never knock over the pee pot. Or do anything else that would earn me punishment. The sum of my life became trying to measure up to either avoid terrible punishment or to win favor and so be accepted and loved.

I was adrift, alone, without any tether to my true identity. I was lost, starving for intimacy, desperate to be valued, swallowed by a sea of lonely hearts, thinking that perhaps I was the only one who was lost.

I see now that my entire life since has been one long search for identity, intimacy, significance and acceptance in this life, though I was perfectly secure in the next life.

Mostly acceptance. I was terrified of rejection, though I didn’t recognize it at the time. But of course I feared rejection—my earthly father had unwittingly abandoned me as a child. Even more, I believed that my heavenly Father had and would reject me unless I presented myself to Him in a certain way.

So I searched for my identity and acceptance by finding others who would love me, and when I thought they did, I determined my significance by their perspective of me. I did so in sports, thinking if I could only excel, I would be honored. I did so in school, thinking if I could measure up to the expectations of my teachers, I would have meaning. I did so in romantic relationships, thinking if this one person loved me, I would be secure.

I sought for identity and acceptance by trying to measure up to my society’s blueprint of what did or did not look cool by wearing the right clothes and trying to have the right body. Or by standing out in a group, which made me somewhat important. Or by sometimes rebelling against the status quo, because this gave me significance in another group.

But mostly by trying to fit in and avoid rejection. I remember coming to the Unites States for a year when I was in the fifth grade. For reasons not clear to me at the time, I was soundly rejected by my grade school class in Montana—only because I was a peculiarity. Even more, I was bullied by those who thought I was weird. They laughed at the way I looked and dressed, made fun of the way I talked, and beat me up on occasion. My stories of eating spiders in the jungle didn’t help my cause. I was far too exotic and different for their tastes.

I tried to change my behavior to avoid rejection, but to no avail.

When I returned to the United States in the tenth grade, this time to Chicago, I went to great lengths to find acceptance. I had to prove myself in sports and in social settings or I would surely be rejected. Case in point: the year was 1979 and disco was in full swing, so I latched onto the notion that if I could impress a particular girl with my moves, I would at least find love from her.

Despite all of my efforts and practice, however pitiful in retrospect, I failed to impress and did so quite spectacularly. In the end, I felt uniquely rejected and unacceptable. Approval depended on my being or doing the right thing, you see, and I could not measure up.

I had to try harder. I had to find the right group. I had to find a home, a girl, the right friends who would accept me as I was. And so I did try harder, but all to no avail.

I see now that in my search for love and acceptance, I slowly began to enslave myself to various identities, which I mistook for my real self in many arenas—sports, church, relationships, career, wealth. These identities became like gods of a lesser kind, all of which I hoped would save me from insignificance in this life.

Can you relate?

The problem was, none of these lesser gods per se, came through for more than a little while before failing me. Like blooming flowers, they soon withered and died. The falling in love soon leads to heartbreak; the first-place finish eventually gives way to a loss; the perfect body is soon compromised.

Worse, in addition to my inability to measure up to the standards of this world, I never seemed able to measure up to what I thought were God’s expectations of me, mostly regarding the matter of love.

Jesus’ teaching was clear: any sinner can show love to those who love them, but true love shows kindness to those who are cruel and dishonoring to you. Paul was plain: true love holds no record of wrong.

Indeed, without this kind of love, all other manifestations of faith and power—even giving your body to be burned at the stake for the gospel—were useless, as Paul wrote in his famous letter to the Corinthians. Love, then, was clearly the greatest power of any, I saw.

So I pressed in harder, determined to be the one who would succeed in earning God’s favor by loving as He asked me to love. If I couldn’t measure up to the world’s expectations, I would give myself to measuring up to God’s expectations of me.

But no matter how hard I tried to submit myself to God, I wasn’t able to love in this way, you see? Not really. I tried, but in my heart, where it really matters, I was offended by those who were mean and lashed out against me and I judged them in return, thus failing to show true love without which all else was worthless.

I never doubted my standing in the next life, but I often felt shame in this life, constantly disappointing God in my failure to love as He asked me to love. As such, I was caught in a kind of stupor of unworthiness.

Can you relate?

And as I grew older I became increasingly aware of my failure to demonstrate other powers promised in the Scriptures. Didn’t Jesus say plainly: If you believe in me, ask anything in my name and it will be done? But I did believe in Him, I thought. I certainly believed all the right things about Him and had all my doctrine laid out just right in the most orthodox sense. Furthermore, I was asking in His name, I thought.

Yet it did not follow that whatever I asked for came to be. Not even close. In fact, not at all, it often seemed. While I heard the victorious rhetoric of others, I didn’t seem to have these powers, so I condemned myself.

I was sure that my powerlessness was uniquely my fault. I didn’t have enough faith. I needed to try harder and do better. Others seemed to have it all together, but I was a failure.

So I pressed in with greater passion. I got filled with the Spirit; I got a degree in biblical studies; I spent days praying in the mountains; I fasted; I wore the pages of my Bible ragged; I went on retreats; I recommitted my life at the altar over and over; I took communion with utter sincerity; I worshiped in silence; I worshiped with my hands raised; I worshiped to organs; I worshiped to drums; I served as best I could; I shared my faith; I started a home group; I preached on a corner; I went on a mission—I did it all.

I was that kind of person, desperately seeking the approval and favor of my Father in Heaven by measuring up to His expectations of what constituted a good son—one who is known for a love that holds no record of wrong and who does the works of Jesus wherever he goes.

And yet while my passion swelled, I still could not quite measure up for more than a day or two, a week, maybe a couple months before feeling once more like a wretch in my heart of hearts.

Can you relate?

When conflict in my relationships challenged all of my notions of love, when disease came close to home, when friends turned on me, when I struggled to pay my bills, when life sucked me dry, I began to wonder where all the power to live life more abundantly had gone. Then I began to question whether that power had ever really been there.

Thinking that perhaps I was following nothing but folklore, I courted agnosticism for a spell. Then, terrified I was making a terrible mistake, I reversed my course and threw myself at finding the truth with even more determination, desperate to discover God’s love and power in this life. I often went to the mountains alone for days at a time, walking the fields with tears in my eyes, falling on my face before Him.

Each time I experienced breakthroughs that illuminated my path for a short time. But invariably I settled back into that familiar cohabitation with unworthiness because I still couldn’t find lasting peace. I still couldn’t measure up.

Somewhere in all the beautiful mess of all my obsessive searching, I began to notice something quite stunning: Everyone else seemed to be in the same boat as me, beginning with those I knew the best and those who seemed to know everything.

Most who claimed to live holy lives were just like me and the rest—a fact that was apparent to everyone but them. Like me, they, if dishonored, secretly held grievances for an hour, a day, a week, for months and years even. Clearly, they did not know how to truly love, just like me. Their love was no different from the love demonstrated by the rest of the world, beginning with the Muslims that I grew up with who were, in general, as loving in my eyes as any Christian.

Did Jesus not say we would be known as his followers by our love? Did He not teach that jealousy and gossip and anxiousness and fear are just other kinds of depravity? Did He not say that even to be angry with someone or call anyone a fool is the same as being guilty of murder? Not just kind-of-sort-of, but really. The churches I attended were full of murderers, I thought.

Not only did they seem unable to love as He loved, they, though saying they believed in Jesus, were not seeing whatever they asked in His name being done. So then, they either did not truly believe in Jesus or they were not asking in His name. Yet they held themselves up in their own eyes by pointing out the sins of others, which only put their guilt on further display for all to see but themselves.

Are we not all equally guilty, every day, even those who claim to be most holy while looking down at the less righteous?

How, then, does one find and know love, peace and power in this life when surrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses who only pretend to be clean, like Pharisees who whitewash their reputations while pointing fingers of judgment?

Crushed by what felt like a great betrayal to me, I tried every device known to man to find acceptance and love in all the corners of human experience.

But, like the prodigal, this led me into even deeper pain and suffering. I always thought I was doing my best, and I was in my own way. Even in all my flailing I was passionately seeking acceptance, love, significance, and identity in a world where traditional Christianity seemed to have failed me.

It seems to me that this is true for most Christians.

Haven’t you tried your best given your own struggles, your own upbringing, your own mind and justifications at any given time? Whether your failing is anger with another or anxiousness in your circumstances, have you not sought to find peace?

As those devices failed me, I continued my desperate search by burying myself in writing novels, always taking my characters through dark valleys to find the light beyond the shadow of death that haunts us all. Writing was my own authentic way of working through my own salvation—surely the reason why so many readers found themselves in my novels. I was writing their story as well, you see? As such, they are packed with truth because I was on a desperate search for it, finding that truth far more on the page than in my own life.

For fifteen years I pressed in, writing more than thirty books in a solitude I called my prison, driven by an almost maniacal obsession that few I knew could understand, determined to experience God as He was presented by Jesus.

But the more I succeeded in the world’s eyes, the more I realized that that success itself was only another prison, fashioned by the values of this world. More wealth only demanded I maintain that wealth. More status only begged me to rise higher. And fame . . . What a cruel and jealous mistress fame is.

And yet, ironically, these were the same values with which the church seemed to measure itself. Numbers and status, it turns out, are the gods of this world.

So many Christians today see a system in which they cannot measure up and so they feel unworthy. The church seems to have failed them. They have found the promises made from the pulpit to be suspect if not empty, and they are leaving in droves. Leaders are left to scratch their heads while secretly struggling with their own feelings of failure, or they speak harsh words in anger, publicly demonstrating the very guilt they preach against.

What about you? You’re saved in the next life as a matter of sound doctrine, but do you often feel powerless and lost in this life?



A New Awakening




It was only at the lowest point of my life (which was, ironically, the pinnacle of my career as a New York Times best-selling author) that something deep within me finally broke. It was as if there were two parts of me, and they could no longer live with each other. I had given my whole life to finding love and acceptance and I had come up empty.

I remember that day so clearly. There in my office, drowning in a sea of self-condemnation and unworthiness, a gentle question whispered through my mind.


Does your Father in Heaven not love you with the same love that He asks you to love others?


I blinked, unable to comprehend. The room went utterly still.


What is love?


But I knew, of course. Love was a staggering concept that held no record of wrong and was kind to those who hate. Love was the fruit of the Spirit by which all God’s children would be known. Love was what I had failed at…


Has your Father failed to love you in this way?


I sat in my chair, stunned, unable to accept the implication that anyone could possibly love me in such a way. I had never thought to ask if God loved me in the same way He asks me to love others.

Then I heard another thought, like a voice but not a voice at the same time.


Let go of all that you think you know about Me, so that you can know Me.


I didn’t hesitate. Nothing else mattered to me in that moment, because if it was true that God was this kind of loving Father, I would throw myself off a cliff to fall at His feet in gratitude for such an extravagant love.

And so I did. There, in the darkest of nights, weeping, I closed my eyes, let go of who I thought I was and who the Father was, stepped off a kind of cliff, and I free-fell into that space beyond mere intellect where faith and love are found.

This was my surrender, you see? I let go of my own fear of not having it all figured out; my fear of not having all the right doctrines and beliefs; my fear of not being accepted unless I measured up to the demands of a holy God. I let go of all of that and fell into the arms of trust and love.

It felt like falling into a great unseen mystery, but I was actually falling into the light and out of a darkness that had been deepened by my own attempts to make my own light through reason and striving.

As the light filled my awareness, I began to awaken.

It was then that I began to truly know my Father intimately in the way Jesus talked about knowing the Father—a word used for a deep intimate experience between a man and woman. It was that kind of knowing, not an intellectual knowledge that swallowed me.

There, I trembled at His goodness, because He is infinitely good and complete and kind and strong and gentle—far more so than I had the capacity to even imagine. I had been searching for this revelation and union with Him all of my life, since that day at age six when I’d found myself abandoned and then beaten by my house father for knocking over the pee pot.

As I knew my Father in a new way, I discovered who I was as His son. That I was already all I could hope to be because I was in Christ. All of my striving to become had actually hidden the truth from me, because in striving to become, I was only denying who I already was.

Falling off the cliff into faith, I began to discover that I already had wings. And that I could unfurl those wings. And that to the extent I experienced my Father’s love, I could love with that same love. Love Him that way. Love myself that way. Love others that way.

The light of Christ that was already in me began to illuminate my understanding. In that light, my perspective of my Father, myself, and Jesus shifted dramatically, offering me a whole new kind of peace and love, a totally new way of being in this world. And in that love, the heart of Jesus’s teachings suddenly became so clear to me that I wondered how I could have missed them all those years.

My entire identity shifted. For all of my searching, I had not known the full goodness of my Father, nor myself. I wasn’t who I thought I was, not at all! It was like waking from a dream to see another reality far truer than the dream I had awakened from. I was experiencing a dimension called the kingdom of heaven, which is already here, beyond what our earthly eyes show us, just like Jesus taught so often. That realm Paul called the unseen, which is eternal.

Eternal life.

For the first time in my life I felt truly worthy and complete.



Who am I?




Over the course of the next few months, Jesus’ and the apostles’ teachings came alive to me in ways I had never imagined. Suddenly all those texts I had known for so long all came into focus. And none more illuminated than the many teachings on who I really was as the son of my Father.

It is as Jesus taught, that I am in Him and He is in me, in the same way that (just as) He is in the Father and the Father is in Him. A radical union that He said could only be known with the help of the Spirit of truth, whose primary purpose is to help us walk in that union, something He called abiding in the vine. And abiding in the vine is evidenced primarily by our love as we know His love for us.

Yes, I know, it all sounds so… theological. So philosophical and distant, but it’s mind-blowing goodness and utterly transformational. It is brilliant and worth dying for. It is, as Jesus taught, all that really matters in this life!

Paul’s teaching on our radical union with and in Christ suddenly made perfect sense to me. It was Paul who wrote that not only had Jesus died for my sin, but that I had died with Him. That I had been raised with Him. That I was already seated in heavenly places, right now. I was a new creature in Him. That I was complete, already—his words not mine.

My view of what it meant to be alive on this planet and the path I was on during this life shifted in the simplest and most profound way.

I understood that my journey as one in the Way of Jesus is now primarily to see with new eyes who I truly am, as the son of a Father who does not condemn me and who loves me far more than I could have comprehended. I was His son, remade in His likeness, flowing with more beauty and power than I had thought possible.

My journey wasn’t becoming more than I was, because I was already complete. Rather, it was to awaken to or see who I already was because when and as I did that, I found myself rushing to my Father’s table where His fruits were peace, love and power in limitless abundance.

It is as Jesus taught: The eye (perception) is the lamp of our body (earthly experience.) If we see clearly, our earthly experience is full of light, but if our perception isn’t clear, the light within us is dark, and how deep is that darkness. We are the light of the world, but we cover up that truth and so cannot see it. This was why Jesus came to bring sight to the blind. He came to bring sight to me!

I also discovered that the only way I could see (and be) who I truly am in this life is to let go of my attachment to all other identities. However alluring they are, they only block my sight to who I already am in the light.

As I see who I am as my Father’s son and His extravagant love for me, my natural experience and expression of life always leads to a staggering kind of love, on earth as it is in heaven, right now, right here. Your kingdom come, your will be done on earth, as it is in heaven.

In fact, love is surely the whole point of our union with and in Christ, even as He prayed: I have given them the glory that you gave me that they may be one, just as we are one.


Why? So that the world may know that you sent me and loved them even as you have loved me.


It is only in the awareness of how I am loved by the Father and of my union with Christ that I can share that same love… so that the world would know how they are loved, and that Jesus really was sent by the Father.

All of this was incredibly good news to me, the one who seemed to fail every day in his own efforts to become worthy, just like the Pharisees did with all their laws. Perhaps this is why they called it gospel, which simply means “good news.” It was far better than I had dared hope.

I can now see that my Father had been gently leading me to that place of surrender for over forty years. In fact, it was my own separation from my earthly father at age six that first set me on that journey. It is said that suffering gets our attention. So then, what a blessing, however much suffering I experienced on the path of awakening.

As time passed and I wrote several novels that explored my awakening, but I wanted to go deeper. For ten years, I had dreamed of entering the life of Jesus through story, not as a Jew familiar with the customs of His day, but as an outsider, because we are all outsiders today. I wanted to hear His teaching with new ears and see His power with new eyes. I wanted to know once again what He taught about how we should live, how we might rise above all the struggles that we all face in this life.

So I began by calling Jesus by the name He was called in His day, Yeshua, and I once again set out to discover His Way in a novel written through the lens of a foreigner—in this case, Maviah, a Bedouin slave from deep in the Arabian desert, a woman who was destined to be queen. That story is published in the novels A.D. 30
 and A.D. 33
 . Maviah’s epic journey takes her to the land of Judea, where she encounters the teachings of a radical rabbi named Yeshua. It is with Him in several stunning encounters that she discovers her true Father and her own true identity as His daughter. The teachings, the life, the death, and the resurrection of Yeshua turn Maviah’s understanding and experience of life inside out, upside down. As they did mine.

Although I grew up in the church and spent years studying theology, what I discovered in Yeshua’s teachings continued to stagger me.

How could I have missed the fundamental essence of His radically good news to me? How can I now possibly forget?

And yet I do. Life consists of cycles of remembering and forgetting, and I, like you, still forget far too often, every time I get anxious or feel like a victim. And in that forgetting, my view is clouded once more until I remember who I am and surrender who I am not.



Our Revelation




Among a rising tide of millions of Christians, how we label ourselves isn’t nearly as important as how we actually experience and demonstrate Yeshua’s incredible power in and as us, beginning with the power to love our enemies. To us, this is what it means to know God and the One He sent. Words only reflect an intellectual dogma, but the expression of our lives shows our true dogma, which matters far more.

How are we to interpret the inspired written word called the Bible? Is God actually a great spinning wheel in the heavens as Ezekiel saw Him, or was this metaphorical? Do angels still ride in chariots? Did they ever? Is the book of Revelation literal prophecy or metaphorical analogy describing something that happens in each of us? If not analogy, have the events described in that book already happened or will they happen or both? Who goes to hell? Was the Creation story literal in every respect so that when it says God walked with Adam and Eve He had two legs?

Yes. Perhaps. Maybe not. Of course.

These questions are not the ones we should fight over or die by. Our revelation is for the sons and daughters of God, realizing now that the greatest manifestation of the Spirit in our lives is love—the kind that holds no record of wrong—without which everything else we do is worthless, as Paul made so plain to the Corinthians.

The Spirit of truth comes to show us the Father’s love and our union with and in Christ, because only in this awareness can we love as He loves and so show ourselves and the world the love of the Father.

It is a revelation for all of us who, having believed, still experience anxiousness, worry, doubt, sickness, divorce, and anger, and so find ourselves stumbling in darkness.

Our journey is to find peace, love, joy, and all of the fruit of the Spirit in the midst of those storms, because this is The Forgotten Way of Yeshua for this life.

The single question that matters most to us is this: to what extent are we knowing God intimately? And by that I mean, are we truly believing in Yeshua each day? Are we experiencing His love and peace and showing that love to the world, rather than only knowing about God while believing in the world and continuing to suffer? Do we experience His Son intimately and so manifest his limitless love for the adulterers and the poor and the bigots and the deceived and ourselves?

Indeed, we can all agree on this: our dogma does not save us in a late-night argument with our spouse or when cancer comes our way or when other terrible storms rise to crush us.

Our experience of God’s unfathomable peace and unconditional love, on the other hand, does.

What wife or husband among us would say that the point of marriage is the legal contract, rather than a living, breathing, life-giving union experienced each day in relationship? In as much we are the bride of Christ, it seems that some are more interested in their marriage certificate than in communion with (knowing) the One who is in us and whom we are in.

We of The Forgotten Way, like Paul, long to know Christ and the staggering power of His resurrection, not a creed that satisfies the intellect but leaves us powerless to love ourselves and others as Christ loves us all.

Do you want to find the peace of Yeshua in the storms of your life? Do you want to walk on the troubled seas of this life? Do you want see his power manifested on earth as it is in heaven?



Peace in the Storm




Think of your life as a boat on the stormy seas. The boat represents all that you think will keep you safe from death by drowning. Dark skies block out the sun, winds tear at your face, angry waves rise to sweep you off your treasured boat and send you into a deep, watery grave. And so you cringe in fear as you cling to the boat that you believe will save you from suffering.

But Yeshua is at peace. How can He be at rest in the midst of such a terrible threat? When you cry out in fear, He rises and looks out at that storm, totally unconcerned.

Why are you afraid? He asks.

Has He gone mad? Does He not see the reason to fear? Does He not see the cruel husband, the cancer, the terrified children, the abuse, the injustice, the empty bank account, the rejection at the hands of friends, the assault of enemies, the killing of innocents? How could He ask such a question?

Unless what He sees and what you see are not the same.

And what does He see instead of the storm? He sees another dimension to which this one is ultimately subject, though the two are also wholly integrated. He sees the Father, who offers no judgment nor condemnation. He sees life and love and joy and peace in an eternal union with His Father, manifesting now, on earth, in the most spectacular fashion.

He sees peace in the storm. And so can we, if we only change our beliefs about what we are seeing; if we only, through faith, see as He sees. His question is still the same today. Why are you afraid, oh you of little faith?

Yeshua shows us the Way to be saved from all that we think threatens us on the dark seas of our lives. Only when we, too, see what He sees can we leave the treasured boat that we think will save us and walk on the troubled waters that we thought would surely drown us.

I wasn’t seeing what He saw, you see? I was seeing the storm clouds.

What about you? Are you anxious in your relationships or lack thereof? Do you have concerns about your means of income, or your career, or your ministry, or how others view you in your ministry?

I do, far too often, whenever I forget who I truly am. And then I, too, am afraid and lash out in anger and condemn myself and search for significance and identity in this world once more.

Do you fear for your children? Are you worried about what you will wear, or how others will view you in any respect? Do you secretly suspect that you can never quite measure up to what you think God expects of you? That you are doomed to be a failure, always?

Are you quick to point out the failures of others?

I was, though I didn’t see it in myself. As it turns out, it’s hard to see clearly when you’re blinded by planks of judgment and grievance, as Yeshua taught.

It was in my writing of the A.D. novels that I discovered there’s actually nothing wrong with Christians. Every denomination is trying its best, based on the dogma it believes. Aren’t we all in the same boat, trying to make sense of this life? Aren’t we all sincerely trying to walk on the troubled waters of life in some way?

The problem wasn’t how the church was or wasn’t. It wasn’t how the government was or wasn’t. Nor how anyone else was or wasn’t.

I couldn’t find peace in the storm because the problem was with me. More specifically, my view of my Father and of Yeshua and of the world. Which all led me to a twisted view of me and left me feeling unworthy, needing to find acceptance, significance, and security by clinging to or judging others, and by clinging to my boat in the storm.

Falling into faith, I began to see, and one of the first things I saw was how my own blindness had kept me from being who I was all along. A plank of offense against the world was blocking true vision whenever I put my eyes on those storms rather than on the Truth.

But Yeshua came to restore sight to the blind and set the captives free. The sight He offers peers into the Father’s realm and into Himself and into myself, a view brimming with light, seen only through the eyes of the heart empowered by the vision of the Holy Spirit.

Our challenge isn’t in becoming more than we are, because we are already risen and complete. Our challenge is to remember and abide in who we are, each day and each hour.

To the extent we remain blinded to our true identity, we search for significance in all that this world seems to offer us for acceptance, satisfaction, and security.

His way of being in this world is full of joy and love and gratefulness. In his state of being, all burdens are light and each step rests in trust. Contentment and peace rule the heart. A new power flows unrestricted in a great dance between the Father, the Son, the Spirit and yourself, now fused into that staggering relationship.

We were created and reborn out of the astounding goodness of our Father. In that identity we have incomparably great power during this age as well as the age to come, as Paul made plain.

It is written by Hosea that in the last days the earth will tremble at the goodness of God. So then I ask you, what kind of goodness would make you weak in the knees with gratitude and awe?

It is also written that we, as Christians, will work out our salvation with fear and trembling. Fear, because stepping out of the boat is surely fearful to the old mind, and trembling, because what we find when we do step out is a goodness that makes us tremble in awe.

If I was to simplify The Forgotten Way to concepts that a child might understand, these could be found in five simple declarations.





THE TRUTH






1. God is infinitely good
 , far more loving and gentle and kind to His children than any earthly mother or father imaginable. God is infinitely complete
 ; nothing can threaten or disturb Him. Nothing can be taken away from Him, making Him less than complete, nor added to Him who is already complete.



2. You are remade in the likeness and glory of your Father
 , finite yet already complete in union with Yeshua—you in Him and He in you, risen with Him and seated in heavenly places. Nothing can separate you from His love.







THE WAY






3. Your journey now is to see who you truly are.
 You are the light of the world, the son or the daughter of your Father, a new creature flowing with more beauty and power than you dared imagine possible.



4. You will only see who you are and thus be who you are as you surrender your attachment to all other identities
 , which are like gods of a lesser power that block your vision of your true identity and keep you in darkness.







THE LIFE






5. Love, joy, and peace are the manifestation of your true identity
 and the Father’s realm, on earth as in heaven through the power of the Holy Spirit.










I

 t seems
 as though we Christians have developed a nasty habit of leading people into a radical encounter with God’s unconditional love, forgiveness, acceptance, and union only to spend the ensuing years teaching them how to become close to God to earn his approval. In this way we unwittingly deny their existing union with and in Christ. Perhaps we are trying to talk them out of their experience of first love because we no longer experience it ourselves.

Perhaps we have forgotten who we are and are no longer being “Christian” ourselves.

The rub isn’t evil intention on our part. The rub is that Yeshua’s Way of believing in Him and knowing the Father is 180 degrees from the way of the world, and as such is completely counterintuitive to any system of human logic, both inside and outside of human religion.

The old mind cannot see Yeshua’s Way for this life—true vision requires new eyes. The brain cannot understand it—true knowing is of the heart and requires a whole new operating system to process.

This is why, as Yeshua predicted, very few even find His Way. It is said that nearly 70 percent of all Americans have accepted Jesus as Savior at some point, but how many of us have found His Way for this life?

To follow Yeshua’s Way is to let go of this world’s systems to see and experience a far greater one—one that is closer than our own breath.

It is to surrender what we think we know about the Father, so that we can truly know Him. It is to let go of who we think we are to discover who we really are.

It is to let go of our continued striving to invite Yeshua into our hearts and instead place our identity in the fact that He has already taken us into His heart.

It is the great reversal of all that we think will give us significance and meaning in this life, so that we can live with more peace and love than we have yet imagined. As such, The Forgotten Way isn’t a set of facts or labels or dogma, but a living, breathing journey on which all Christians find themselves. A journey of experiencing great triumph in this life, not only in whatever life awaits us, by awakening to our true identity.


The journey from hate to love.



The journey from fear to faith.



The journey from insecurity to rest and peace.



The journey from crawling to flying.


Being in the eternal realm of the Father’s sovereign presence here on earth, we will find peace in the storms; we will walk on the troubled seas of our lives; we will not be poisoned by the lies of snakes; we will move mountains which appear insurmountable; we will heal all manner of sickness that has twisted minds and bodies.

Love will flow from us as living waters, because the manifestation of the kingdom of heaven on earth is love. And when we love, all will know, there goes one who can fly.

In the end, the journey is letting go of who we think we are, to see and so be who we truly are right now, in this moment.

In today’s vernacular, Yeshua’s Way is indeed the way of superheroes. In this sense, was He not the first superhero, and we now His apprentices, born into His identity and learning to fly? Would we not rush to see and experience this truth about Yeshua, our Father, and ourselves through the power of the Holy Spirit?

Think of yourself as Superman or Superwoman. If Superman were to forget that he’s Superman, he would only be Clark Kent and Clark Kent can’t fly. Only Superman can fly. And having forgotten that he’s actually Superman, Clark no longer knows he can fly.

How then does Clark Kent go about flying again?

Someone would need to tap Clark Kent on the shoulder and say, “Umm . . . excuse me, but you’re Superman. If you take off that shirt and tie (surrender them) you’ll find you’re clothed in another suit in which you can fly.”

Then Clark Kent would need to believe this is true. Only then could he go about the business of rushing to the phone booth, letting go of his old Clark Kent costume, and fly once more as Superman.

In the same way, we who are clothed in Christ have great power and none greater than to love—without which, to quote Paul, the rest is nothing. But only in surrendering the old business suit do we see who we really are.

Who are you being right now, at this moment? Do you want to “fly” again? Or maybe you want to fly for the first time, because in your life “flying” is loving God with all of your heart, loving yourself as you are loved, and loving all others as yourself. And what a thrill that is!

This is our renewal in Yeshua: to be free from the lies that hold us captive to the old way of being in this world. This is our healing: to see who we truly are. This is our resurrection: having been raised with Christ, to now be His body on earth as we follow The Forgotten Way of Yeshua. This is our manifestation: to love as He loved.

The time for our transformation has come.



Invitation




Yeshua told a story about ten maidens on their way to a great wedding feast. All had lamps with oil for the journey. Five fell asleep and let their oil run out; five tended to their lamps. When the call came, the five who had run out of oil asked the other five to lend them some oil, but they were refused and so unable to attend the celebration.

Why could the five with oil not share some with those in need? The meaning is plain: You cannot borrow your neighbor’s transformation. Each of us is responsible for our own journey each day.

So then, tend to the oil in your lamp. Hasten on the journey each day.

If this writing resonates with you on any level, I encourage you to take the journey for yourself through A.D. 33, a radical novel of discovery, and The Forgotten Way Meditations, 21 short reflections on life that will change the way you see yourself and the world.

In The Forgotten Way Meditations you’ll learn practical steps that you can take on your own journey. Steps that will help you remember who you already are, and the love and peace that follows.

Across the land, millions of Christians—tens of millions—are awakening from a stupor of unworthiness and shame and into their true identity as the sons and daughters of God. You are being called to awaken, too. To remember.

But this is truly only the beginning.

Re-discover Yeshua’s way of radical love, peace, and power for this life for yourself. Join me at TheForgottenWay.com
 . Ready? Let’s go.





.


[image: The Forgotten Way Meditations]
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“If there is one elephant in the room among most who call
themselves Christian, it is that what we think and say we
believe and what we actually experience are all too often

two, radically different realities...”

But it doesn't have to be that way.
And it's simpler than you think.

LEARN HOW AT THEFORGOTTENWAY.COM
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