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DEDICATION

I dedicate this book to the youths and also to my grandsons, granddaughters, Gathoni, Njoroge, Maina, Alex and Trina. May the lord rescue the youth before they are lured or enticed by their own lust for when lust has been conceived gives birth to sin and sin when it is fully grown brings forth death. (James 14:15)

Lust is not love

Bishop PETER N. MUYA
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Foreword
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Do you want to differentiate between the lustful love of the world and God’s redemption love? Read this book by my friend and co-worker, Bishop Peter N. Muya. I know him personally and his wonderful ministry of Gospel Messengers Church in Nakuru City, Kenya. Every year the young people are lured by their bodies to engage into illicit sex, which results into unwanted pregnancies and abortions. 

Valentine’s Day is the evil day when they meet to celebrate love in all forms, including engaging in illicit sex. You will meet them in the streets buying flowers for their girlfriends and after that paying for having sex. If you are looking for a heartwarming and romantic read that will introduce you to God’s unconditional and redemptive love, I highly recommend Love Without Lust.

This beautiful book explores the idea that God’s redemptive love can be rekindled and reignited even after having being born again and changed. The story will tell you how the author was changed by the Word of God and how he left his former girlfriend. It was a shock for his girlfriend, Nelly, to receive a letter. “I will never be associated with you for God’s sake,” the letter read in part. Do you think it was easy to break this deep love relationship that had lasted for years? With engaging characters, vivid descriptions and touching story, this book will leave you smiling, laughing and falling in love with God, the creator of all things in heaven and on earth.

This is what the author is calling “Love Without Lust.” This agape love is unconditional and redemptive. I like this captivating book because it portrays God’s redemptive love in all walks of life. Whether you are looking for an escape from hell or from evil behaviors, or you are saved, but you want to be rekindled, reignited, this book, Love Without Lust, is a must read. Get your copy today and fall in love with God all over again. 

The author, Bishop Kamau Kabatha, and Dr. Kwake, have started a publishing company to help Christian authors who want their books to reach the world before it’s too late. I would recommend you to try TRIELITE PUBLISHERS in Nakuru City. They have a range of promotional opportunities to help your book reach a wider audience. This includes your targeted market. If you are looking to publish your book with reputable guys, please try them. I am sure they will give you the satisfaction you desire. I shall be looking forward to reading other titles by my friend, author and publisher, Bishop Peter Njoroge Muya.

Enjoy reading this and other titles. 

Bishop Kamesh Soul winners International Ministry
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This is a true story of how Gods sacrificial love arrested me. This book, Love without Lust, gives the youth tips on how to live a holy life by chilling out from sexual lusts after obeying Gods word and waiting until the wedding day. What is lust? It is a very strong desire to have or get something. Many people in this hurting world are having a strong lust for power, fame and wealth. Women are having a strong lust for beauty while the youth have a very strong lust for illicit sex. That’s why we have unwanted pregnancies and abortions.

The bible warns “But each person is tempted when he is lured and enticed by his own lust. Then lust when it has conceived gives birth to sin, and sin when it is fully grown brings forth death” James 1 -14 – 15. 

God’s sacrificial love is different from the lustful love of the world because its redemptive without strings attached, “But God shows his love for us in that, while we were still sinners, Christ died for us “Romans 5-8

This is how God’s sacrificial love arrested me “Love is strong as death” (songs of Solomon 8-6) A glance of faith at the Calvary marks on Christ’s body, will silence your every excuse, your sins of refusing a free pardon at the cost of the savior’s blood will sink you into external death in Hell forever.

That’s why Paul told Timothy “Flee sexual lusts, pursue righteous, faith, love and peace” (2nd Tim 2-22). He also told him “To abstain, from fornication” (2nd Thess 4-3) the book is about total abstinence from illicit sex and waiting until the wedding day.
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It’s true that my life was miserable as a drug addict, but suddenly, without notice, God’s redemptive love arrested me. My life changed completely when this unconditional love burst in my heart like a timed bomb. That’s when I surrendered my life to Jesus Christ and confessed my sins. I wiped the sweat in my face with the covers of my bed and I discovered that it’s a fearful thing to fall in the hands of the living God (Hebrews 10:31).

I obtained a new life that was very different from that of the world. It was not a self-planned experience or emotional, yet it affected me all over, mentally, spiritually and physically.

Over the years I have been tremendously brought up spiritually by the members of Kiambogo Full Gospel Church in the village. They cared for me, encouraged and taught me how to behave as a Christian. I will never forget how they happily shared their little resources with me when they noticed that I was in dire need.

To my former girlfriend, Nelly, and my closest friend, Kim, I was looked upon as a stricken buffalo that had left the herd. I knew I was set free from the lustful love of the world, but I did not know how I could tell them how it happened.

What I wanted them to know is that I was a changed person, delivered out from this crooked and lustful generation into the chosen generation. Out of the sidelines into the witnessing platform. No more illicit sex, no more drugs, no more discos and no more drinking the illicit brew in the ghettos.

In 1979 Rev. Mbugua invited me to a soul winner’s seminar conducted by the famous Evangelist T.L. Osborn from America. The seminar was held at Menengai High School, Nakuru City. The topic was soul winning. When the servant of God laid his hands on us at the end of the seminar, I was slain in the Holy Spirit for minutes. When I gained consciousness, I discovered that I had received something that was more than silver or gold—I received a double portion anointing.

In the village together with my pastor, we started preaching the gospel and winning souls for Christ as never before.

The purpose of writing this book is to reach the youth and persuade them to escape from the lustful love of the world and seek God’s everlasting love. We are changing them from their evil behaviors and introducing them into the kingdom of God. Thank God they are changing their behaviors, and they are joining the church.

I want you to evaluate your evil behavior and call Jesus Christ to deliver you from sins. When I received Jesus Christ as my personal savior, the church recognized that I was a good soul winner and they appointed me as an evangelist. Later I became a pastor, and I married Mary Gathoni in a church wedding. We were blessed with three kids who are now adults.

God has helped me to open churches in Kenya, Tanzania and Uganda. The wonderful love of God has made me to be what I was called to be—a soul winner. This agape love of God is what I call “Love Without Lust.” Read this book and you will discover this important theme that made me to be what I’m today. God bless you.

BISHOP PETER N. MUYA.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE
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WHY WAS I BORN 

Why was I born? I asked myself. There appeared nothing special about me, a drug addict who hated and cursed his own life. Seemingly I was born one of these indolent, irresponsible, poor creatures whose life in this world must turn out to be either pitiful, or tragic. I was born and brought up in a small village in Lanet, some fifteen kilometers from Nakuru town. My parents were extremely poor. They usually sat beside our mud hut, wondering what would guarantee our survival. Now I know that it is only the great mercy of our God that kept them from committing suicide. With their rugged passion, they brought me up in a life punctuated by the joys and sorrows of a hard existence. The bad conditions of life adversely affected my mind and I nurtured a paramount interest in political rather than social issues.

During my early days of boyhood, my parents planned to enroll me in an upcountry school. At my desk in class, I had feelings and intuitions like those of a little rural boy. During my time there I worked very hard with a goal to attain a good life in future in order to support my poverty-stricken family. After several years in school, I transferred to another school. This was mainly through the efforts of my mother. As a result, life at home became a little easier as the family members agreed with me that she had indeed made the right decision. In the event I also improved in class work performance.

As I left home, I promised to take caution. My parents released me to go to town in pursuit of more education. In the new school I had the reputation of a very naughty boy. Although fellow students saw me as a social misfit, I became my class favorite pupil. He would write in my report form that my efforts at teacher’s school were remarkable. He said good things about me that I was likely to perform well in the end. During the weekends, my new friends took me round the town and showed me many exciting things and places. I was strangely surprised by such a life, which I knew little or nothing about.

Although I had left home with a desire to study, I became involved in the affairs of the world. I became a frequent visitor to public places like cinema halls, disco halls, social halls and nightclubs. With the ‘friends’ I made in town I was able to roam about and get acquainted with the surroundings. With time, I became a figure to reckon with, at times brushing shoulders with local politicians in bars. Just like a naïve upcountry boy. I determined to identify with town peer groups, though I would learn to be civilized. But the end results saw me utterly confused. My pals didn’t help me much as they used to reach back in feats of laughter after witnessing my poor imitation gimmicks.

On Sundays, I would go to the disco-halls. Getting in through the open door, the disco lights would change my appearance. The ladies inside there would think that I was a director with an international firm in Kenya. My face was likewise known in various movie halls. I was regarded as a great merchant in town. Only a few knew that I was a school dropout who had messed his school fees.

During that time, I did my revision and examinations in the public halls, rather than in the school. One day, I assessed both the quantity and the quality of my life, remembering my mother’s warning before I left home. I began to shed tears. I remembered the great love of my poor family, especially the act of sharing their daily bread with me, as my school fees. When I considered the life of my family, I was challenged to go on with my studies. Before leaving school, I applied myself with so much diligence to my studies. Luckily enough, I passed my examination, but very narrowly. Then I was out of school, struggling hard to make ends meet. I began wishing that my parents were millionaires. If they had not used the whole lot of their money on me, probably they would have done business to get rich. “Oh God!” I cried. But who was to blame?

I cursed my parents bitterly for bringing me into this world. I cursed my life. I displayed my bitterness openly by writing on the back of my old jackets, “WHY WAS I BORN? I was wandering from place to place like a helpless vessel in the ocean. I was a poor creature with no dignity in life. I accumulated a lot of bitterness in my desperate condition to which no solution was forthcoming. Just like a beetle lying on its back, I was completely helpless. I did not know the works of God, “As you do not know how the Spirit comes to the bones in the womb of a woman with child, so you do not know the work of God who makes everything” (Eccl. 11:5)

A life without meaning! There was no sense for me living in this world any longer. The thought of committing suicide flashed in my mind. Mine was a life of misfortunes, failures and a lot of burdens. All my friends and relatives deserted me. I waxed deeper in sin, suffering and much shame. Therefore, I hated life, because the work that is wrought under the sun is grievous unto me for all is vanity and vexation of spirit, (Ecc. 2:17).

Slowly by slowly, I became an alcoholic, a drug addict, a sexual-pervert and an excessive smoker. These evil and crooked ways were my masters. But time came when I began searching for unknown something, which could give relief to my tortured soul. I tried everything the world could offer. But, there seemed no hope of finding a successful cure for my condition. I began to choose friends according to their ability and desire for earthly pleasure. I liked those who drunk anything bitter. “Woe unto them that rise up early in the morning that they may follow drink; that continue until night, till wine aflame them,” (Isa.5: 11). But my dear family planned to protect me by taking me out of the town to Kiambogo farm and placing me in custodial care as a mental case. 

The fear of being committed to a mental institution became an obsession to me and I completely yielded to their plans because I believed they would protect me. I was given a plot where I was expected to clear bushes and use it for farming business. With the help of a panga, a jembe and an axe, I became a charcoal burner who hated and cursed his life.  

I was finally confined and put out of contact with decent society. All my life and education was fully focused on rural development. After several years in the farm, I became a devoted rural farmer in my home area. I was gradually impressed by the farming business, which brought great happiness in my life. Just try to imagine planting only a few seeds and waiting for a great harvest within a short time. I thank my dear family for their thought to rescue me. Let me say that farming is a good business but it puts very many youths off. I was happy with farming business especially when I started earning some money and with it, I learnt to be satisfied.

My parents had tried to rescue me from the sinful life of town by taking me to Kiambogo farm in Elementaita. But in the terrible boredom of the up country life, I was thinking about Nelly. I could never imagine that, one day her name will sound so terrible in my ears. To me Nelly was a beautiful queen. She was always happy and friendly. I thought I would marry her and settle down to discover what love is all about. But I only defiled and left her to bear the shame alone.

Nelly was a wonderful town girl. She was young and smart, calm by nature. She was my girlfriend. We used to walk together in town boldly. In the up country, life was very boring, but memories of her kept me going, though I had failed her terribly.

But we were both lost in sin. I knew that I had messed Nelly’s life; for I was jobless and not ready to meet her needs as a husband. I did not own anything. As I thought about my life and how I had messed Nelly’s life, I felt as guilty as a murderer. I was stricken with grief and despair was all written on my face. This realization made me want to end my life.

Several chaps of my age had done it before. I remembered one incident, which involved my friend. It was foolish for one to commit suicide, I thought. It happened to me as my father had told me once, “Young man, there will come a time when all your friends will deny you and the world will use you, and then fail you. You will wish you had listened to me. My son, I beg you to reform, and then realize the helpless predicament you are in, before I die.”

Was the old man right? I asked myself. All my intimate friends detest me, those I love turned against me. I am nothing but skin and bones” (Job 19:19, 20 NIV). I was a bad boy. I was corrupt, cruel, dishonest, and a slave to evil powers. I was trapped through enticements of Satan and the passions of the body. I was overcome by drug-addiction and alcohol. I was a disco-dancer with many traces of permanent physical damage. I was engulfed in anguish and despair. “If only my anguish could be weighed and all my misery placed on the scale! It would surely outweigh the sand of the seas...” (Job 6:2-3 NIV).

A feeling of desperation and helplessness passed through me as I remembered my hopeless situation. I was a teenager of 23 years and I had nowhere or turn to for help.

One day my elder brother, David Muya, who at one time was worse off than me, came to me in the garden. He was holding in his hand a Bible and when he gave it to me, my heart skipped a beat. The first words I read made me want to discover more of the Bible “FEAR NOT, ONLY BELIEVE” (Mark 5:36). He told me to read the Bible and further persuaded me to change my sinful ways of life and receive Jesus Christ as my savior. He assured me that God loves me then left me to read the Bible on my own.

As I perused the pages, past memories of my livelihood shone vividly in my mind. I remembered my religious background and realized I was lost. A great conviction took hold of my stubborn heart. This made me consider my ways and ask for forgiveness as I decided to return to my God. To be frank, I was fearful the conviction would not last. Many times I had made resolutions that faded with time. Little did I know I was to come out of uncertainty and doubts unto a faith which is absolute truth without a shadow of doubt. 

My soul was now focused on the love of God. I had to remember how, with other youths, we used to flock all corners of Nakuru town in search of dangerous drinks. “Woe unto them that are mighty to drink wine and men of strength to mingle strong drink” (Isa. 5:22). I remembered my former life where I was brought up in a very humble way of life. Through the efforts of my mother I attained good education. My family had sacrificed much through hard times for my upkeep. Surely it could be very hard for us children to survive if it were not for my mother who cared for our welfare and mostly our school fees. She made money by hard and even risky means of brewing the illicit liquor “chang’aa” at night to escape the police dragnet. 
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