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"If my people, who are called by my name, will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and turn from their wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin, and will heal their land."

2 Chronicles 7:14
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To every person who has ever felt the weight of distance between themselves and God and wondered if the road back was still open.
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To my wife Kimmy, whose faith, strength, and love have been one of the greatest gifts God has placed in my life. You have been a steady hand through every season and a reflection of grace I did not always deserve. This book lives because you helped me believe it should.
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How This Book Was Born
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I was sitting at a table with a group of men when this book came to me. Not the idea of the book. The weight of it. We were in the middle of a MANSHIFT circle, which is what we call the weekly brotherhood gatherings where men sit together, face each other, and tell the truth about what is actually happening in their lives. That night, a man had just finished sharing something so honest, so raw, and so long held that the room went completely still after he said it. Nobody moved. Nobody tried to fix it or redirect it or manage the discomfort away. We just sat with it.

And in that stillness, I felt God say something to me clearly enough that I wrote it down on the paper in front of me: The land needs healing. And the healing starts here. With this. With people willing to come back. I did not know what I was going to do with that. I kept it in my journal for weeks. It was not until I found myself in 2 Chronicles 7:14 again, a verse I had read dozens of times, that the structure of what God was asking me to write became clear.

The verse had always struck me as comprehensive. As if God had packed everything a broken person or a broken nation would ever need into a single statement. Five movements. One promise. A clarity that left no room for confusion about what was required or what was available.

But this time, reading it again, I did not just feel the theological weight of it. I felt the personal weight of it. Because I had lived every one of those five movements. Not in a textbook way. In a real way. In a broken home and a rebuilt life kind of way. In a "God had to get my attention before I was willing to humble myself" kind of way. In a "I have stood in front of men who needed someone to tell them the road back was real because I had walked it myself" kind of way.

I wrote this book because 2 Chronicles 7:14 is not a theory. It is a testimony. Mine. And I believe it can become yours. Every chapter in this book was written with a specific person in mind. The person who has drifted. The person who is honest enough to know they are not where they used to be with God. The person who has been hurt by the church and has not been back. The person who is building things in public while falling apart in private. The person who never had a spiritual foundation and is just now asking the question of whether it is too late.

––––––––
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It is not too late. That is what I need you to understand before you read another page. Whatever you are carrying, whatever distance you are managing, whatever version of yourself you have presented to the world while the real version was quietly drifting. The invitation in 2 Chronicles 7:14 is not expired. The Father in Luke 15 is still watching the horizon. The door is open.

Come back.

This book will show you how.

David T. Harris

Stockbridge, Georgia
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A NOTE TO THE READER
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Before you go any further, I want to tell you what this book is and what it is not. This is not a feel-good book. It is not a collection of inspirational thoughts designed to make you feel better about where you are. It is not a gentle encouragement to stay comfortable. It is a call. Specifically, it is the call of 2 Chronicles 7:14, broken open, examined, applied, and issued to anyone willing to receive it.

This is also not a book written from a position of arrival. I have not figured it all out. I am not writing from a place of spiritual perfection looking back at broken people with advice. I am writing from the middle of the journey, as a person who has been far from God and found the way back, and who has watched hundreds of men and women make the same trip. I know what the road looks like. And I know it is worth taking.

Here is how this book is structured. It is divided into five parts, one for each movement in 2 Chronicles 7:14. Humble. Pray. Seek. Turn. Heal. Each part contains three chapters that go deeper into that movement. Every chapter ends with three elements: a brief summary of the key points, reflection questions you can use alone or in a group, and a prayer to anchor what you have just read.

I recommend reading this book in order. The five movements are sequential, not interchangeable. Humility comes first because without it, nothing else sticks. Healing comes last because it is the outcome of everything that precedes it. Read the chapters in sequence the first time through. After that, return to whatever sections need more time.

At the back of this book you will find a 40-Day Back To God Prayer Guide that walks you through each movement over eight days. I strongly encourage you to use it. Reading about these movements is valuable. Praying through them is transformational.

If you are part of a small group or a church community, the discussion questions at the back are designed for you. Each part has four questions that work for a group of two or twenty. The book was written to be lived in community, not just processed in private.

One final thing. You may be reading this and carrying something specific. A wound. A pattern. A secret. A distance from God that you have not told anyone about. I want you to know this: the chapters ahead were written with you in mind. Not the polished version of you. The real one.

That version is exactly who this book is for.

Let's begin.
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There are books that explain the faith. And there are books that carry it. The one you are holding is the second kind. I have been in ministry long enough to know the difference. The books that explain the faith are useful. They are well-researched, theologically sound, and they serve a real purpose in the life of the church. I have read hundreds of them. I have recommended dozens of them. Some of them have shaped the way I think and preach and lead.

But the books that carry the faith are rarer. They are written not from a position of theological observation but from the interior of the journey itself. By someone who was in the middle of what they were describing when they wrote it. Who had not yet fully arrived at the destination they were pointing toward. Who understood that the most powerful thing a guide can offer is not a perfectly drawn map but a hand extended in real time toward the person who is standing in the place the guide once stood.

David T. Harris is that kind of guide. And this is that kind of book.

* * *
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I want to tell you something about the man who wrote this book that the book itself will only partially reveal. David has built things that most people only talk about building. Organizations, programs, curricula, and tables where men who grew up without a present father can finally sit across from someone who understands that specific absence from the inside. He has led circles where men told the truth about their lives for the first time. He has written more than fifty books. He has constructed the infrastructure of transformation for communities that needed it.

None of that is what qualifies him to write this particular book. What qualifies him is that he has been exactly where you are. Not as a theological exercise. Not as a pastoral illustration. He has been in the cave. He has known what it is to run from God not because he stopped believing but because he believed too much to bring his mess back into a presence he thought he had disqualified himself from. He has carried the wound of a boy who grew up in a home where love was declared and pain was delivered. He has stood in the specific grief of a man who waited fifty six years to hear his father say I love you.

And he found that God had been saying it since before he was born. That discovery is what this book is made of. Not a reconstructed story told from a comfortable distance. A testimony offered in real time by a man who is still on the road, still learning what it means to receive a love he spent most of his life looking for in places that could not give it.

* * *
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This book is organized around five movements drawn from 2 Chronicles 7:14. Humble. Pray. Seek. Turn. Heal. If you have spent any time in the church you have heard each of those words before. What you may not have heard is someone speak them from inside the experience of actually doing them. With the weight of a life that has paid the cost each movement requires.

What David has also done that sets this book apart is go into the rooms most church teaching leaves closed. The secret sins that live in saved people unaddressed for decades. The belief systems formed in broken homes that operate as filters through which even God's love cannot fully penetrate. The difference between being accepted and being specifically chosen. The lie that says I was never good enough and never truly loved, and the truth that God has been speaking into that lie since before the person carrying it was formed.

He is also not afraid to address what he calls greasy grace. The version that slides past consequence and asks nothing of the person receiving it. That covers sin without transforming the sinner. That is used as a license rather than received as a renovation. The chapter on this alone is worth the price of the book. The church has been largely silent about this distinction for a generation and the silence has cost us more than we know.

* * *
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I want to address three people directly before you turn the page. If you were once close to God and are not anymore, this book was written for you. You may have drifted gradually, one distraction at a time, one unprocessed disappointment at a time, until the distance became normal. Or you may have run, deliberately, from a God you felt had let you down or from a version of yourself you did not want Him to see. Either way, the road back is in these pages. And it is more honest and more available than you may believe right now.

If you have never been close to God, this book is also for you. Every chapter that speaks of returning can equally be read as arriving for the first time. The five movements of 2 Chronicles 7:14 are not just for the prodigal coming home. They are for every person who has been walking away from a Father they did not know was watching the horizon for them.

And if you are in the church every Sunday, faithful in your service, consistent in your attendance, and still carrying something in the private interior of your life that has never once been addressed from a pulpit, read Chapter 11. Then read Chapter 12. David names what the church has been leaving unnamed. And the person who has spent years concluding that their specific thing must not be a real problem because no one ever called it one will find, in those chapters, something they did not know they had been waiting for.

Permission to bring it into the light.

* * *
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I have watched David Harris build things for years. What I did not fully see until this book is what God has been building in David Harris. The humbling. The cave. The returning. The slow, not-all-at-once discovery of a love that does not require performance or position or platform to be real. 

That discovery is what makes this book what it is. Read it slowly. Use the prayer guides at the end of each chapter. Find a small group or a trusted person to go through it with you. And when you finish, do not shelve it. Begin the forty days. The road back has already been paved. The Father is already on the horizon. This book will show you how to take the first step.

[Foreword Contributor]

[Title and Ministry]

[City, State]

Introduction
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The Condition of the Land
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I want to start with a house. Not a metaphor. An actual house. The one I grew up in. There were more women than men in that house. My mother. My aunts. The steady presence of female love that fed me and clothed me and believed in me in ways I did not fully appreciate until I was old enough to understand what I had been given. That love was real. It was genuine. And it was not enough. Not because it was insufficient in itself. But because there was a specific kind of love, it could not give me no matter how hard it tried.

The love of a father who chose to be present. My father was in the house. I want to be clear about that. He was physically there. But there is a difference between a man being in the house and a man being present in the home. My father was in the house the way furniture is in a house. You know it is there. You navigate around it. You learn its moods. And you understand, after enough time, that it is not going to speak to you or reach for you or tell you that you are seen.

He was an alcoholic. He had a third grade education. Not eighth grade. Third. Which means he moved through a world that was largely a locked door. Every form, every contract, every letter from school, every street sign, every Bible verse was either a struggle or something he had to depend on someone else to decode for him. He was a man operating in a world that had never given him the tools to operate in it. And that powerlessness, that daily, humiliating gap between who he was and what the world required, came out the only way it knew how to come out.

In rage. And in absence. He was only present for one thing in my childhood. Beatings. I have come to believe that wherever you are in life, between the ages of 14 and 18 a person must choose one of what I call the Four E's: Education, Enrollment in a trade or skill, Enlistment in the military, or Entrepreneurship. These four pathways are not the only roads available to a young person. But they are the ones that give a man a foundation to stand on, a direction to point his energy toward, and a structure that shapes the years that follow. My father missed all four of them. And a man who misses all four between 14 and 18 does not become a father. He becomes a presence in a house. A shadow the children learn to read like weather.

I want you to sit with that for a moment before we go any further. Because everything I am going to tell you in this book, every movement, every chapter, every principle, flows downstream from that single reality. A boy growing up in a house full of love, surrounded by women who would have given him anything, with a grandfather who was the hero of the family, with a God who was real and available, but carrying a hole in the shape of a father who never once said I see you. I choose you. I am proud of you. You are enough.

My grandfather was an apostolic pastor. Strict. Commanding. The kind of man whose presence filled a room and whose word was final. He was the hero. He stepped into the space my father had vacated and he gave me structure, faith, the fear of God, and the sense that there was something larger than the chaos of our house to anchor my life to.

But strict authority without tenderness teaches a boy to perform rather than to belong. It teaches him to obey rather than to be known. And a boy who learns to obey without being known will spend years, sometimes decades, relating to God the same way he related to the authority figures in his life. With performance. With distance. With the persistent, quiet belief that love is something you earn rather than something you are given. I carried that belief into everything I built.

* * *
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I was seventeen years old when my entire life changed in the span of a single year. I got a young lady pregnant. I married her. I became a father. I got saved. I got called to ministry. Five seismic events in twelve months, any one of which would have reshaped the trajectory of most people's lives. All five happening simultaneously to a seventeen year old boy who had never had a father show him what any of those things were supposed to look like. She was eighteen. I was seventeen. Neither one of us had a plan or a clue. We were both broken in our own way. Two teenagers who walked to the altar thinking it was just the two of us against the world. That was the plan. That was the whole plan. The joke was on us.

Nobody explained that when you get married, you do not just marry the person. You marry their family. You marry their mother's patterns and their father's wounds and their siblings' dynamics and the specific way their home handled money, conflict, silence, and love. You bring your entire history to the altar and they bring theirs and then all of those histories move into the same house and begin colliding. The emotions showed up shortly after the wedding. Of course they did. Because two people who have no blueprint for what a healthy marriage looks like cannot build a healthy marriage simply by wanting one. You cannot give what you were never given. You cannot model what was never modeled for you. You cannot build what you have never seen.

I did not have a model for being a husband. I had watched a man destroy a marriage from the inside. I did not have a model for being a father. I had experienced fatherhood as absence punctuated by violence. I did not have a model for ministry. I had a grandfather who commanded and a God I was still learning to approach without flinching.

And she had her own broken blueprint. Her own wounds. Her own gaps. Her own version of what love was supposed to look like that had been shaped by her own story before she ever met me. Here is what we both knew about love when we got married: the people who said they loved us were seemingly the ones who caused us the most pain. That was the only version of love either of us had been shown. And we brought that version into the marriage and unpacked it in the bedroom and the kitchen and the arguments that started about one thing and were always really about something else.

We separated several times during those seventeen years. But we could not find the reason to hold on because of the pain we were causing each other. And we could not fully let go either. Something kept pulling us back. We just did not have the tools to make it work. And nobody had ever given us those tools. Because nobody had given those tools to the people who raised us either. That is how generational cycles work. The wound passes forward. Not because anyone intends it to. But because you can only give what you have been given. And what we had both been given was a damaged version of love. A version that declared itself and then delivered pain. A version that said I love you and then cost you something you did not see coming.

What I had was a calling I did not fully understand and a desperation I did not know how to name and a salvation that was real even when everything around it was chaos. God met me at seventeen. In the middle of the mess. Before I had anything to offer. Before I had cleaned up the circumstances or figured out the theology or become the kind of person who seemed qualified to be called. He met me exactly where I was and said I have something for you to do. And I said yes before I understood what I was saying yes to. That yes cost me more than I knew.

* * *
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Seventeen years later the marriage ended. I want to be careful about how I tell this part. Not to protect myself but to protect the truth of it. Marriages are complicated and broken in ways that are rarely the fault of a single person. What I can tell you is that there was a hole in me that I had never fully named. A need to be chosen. Specifically. Visibly. Without conditions. The boy who never heard his father say I see you becomes the man who needs his wife to say it. And when the wife is doing what wives do, loving in the way she knows how to love, managing the household, raising the children, carrying her own weight, the man with the unhealed hole can feel invisible in the very house he is paying for. Not because she does not love him. But because the love she is giving is not landing in the place where the wound lives.

I asked for the divorce. I need you to know that. Not because I wanted out. Because it was the only language I had available to say what I could not say directly. I was asking to be chosen. I was saying look at me. I was seventeen years old again in a different body saying I need something from you that I do not know how to ask for. When the marriage ended I lost everything that mattered. Not material things. I lost my joy. I lost my faith. I lost my peace. The anger came in and took up the space where those things had been and it was not selective anger. It was total. I was angry at everyone. At the situation. At myself. At the church. At God.

Especially at God. Because if God is a Father and a Father is supposed to see you and choose you and show up for you, then where was He? Where was He when the marriage was falling apart? Where was He when I had given my life to ministry and done my best and it still was not enough to hold things together? Where was He when I needed Him the way I had always needed a father to show up, and instead, I got silence?

That anger felt like rebellion from the outside. From the inside, it felt like the prayer of an abandoned son.

* * *
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I did what Adam did. I hid. Adam and Eve heard the voice of God walking in the garden after the fall. The same voice. The same garden. The same God who had been their everything. And they ran. They covered themselves with whatever they could find because what they had done made them feel that the presence of God was no longer a place they could stand in without being destroyed by it. I understood that in my bones. I walked away from ministry. I did things I am not proud of. Things I am not going to detail here not because I am protecting my image but because the specifics are less important than the truth they represent: I was a man in a cave. Depleted. Ashamed. Convinced that the distance between who I had been and what I had become was too wide even for God to bridge.

And I did not run back to God after the divorce. I ran like Judas. Away from Him. Not because I stopped believing He existed. Because I believed He did. And I believed He knew everything I had done and everything I had become in the years since the marriage ended. And I loved the body of Christ enough to not want to bring what I had become back into the house of God and contaminate it. So, I stayed outside. Holding my mess at a distance from the thing I loved. Convinced I was doing God a favor. Convinced that the honorable thing was to stay in the cave.

* * *
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But God does not leave people in caves. He went to Elijah in the cave. Not with judgment. Not with a performance review. Not with a list of everything Elijah had done wrong in the season that preceded the collapse. He went with food. With water. With rest. With the gentlest question in all of scripture. "What are you doing here, Elijah?" Not an accusation. An invitation. Tell me where you are. I came to you. I am here. You do not have to stay in this cave.

He goes after the one sheep. Leaves the ninety-nine who are safe and comfortable and accounted for and goes into the difficult, inconvenient, dangerous terrain where the one is lost. Not because the one deserved it. Because the one was His and He does not abandon what is His. He runs toward the prodigal while the prodigal is still a great way off. Before the apology is finished. Before the restoration is earned. Before the shame is resolved. He runs. He called my name in the cave.

He did not wait for me to clean myself up. He did not wait for me to feel worthy. He did not wait for me to resolve the shame or rebuild the reputation or figure out how to explain the years in between who I had been and who I had become. He came into the cave. He asked me what I was doing there. And slowly, not all at once, not without struggle, not without the particular grief of a person who is discovering that the distance they created was never as final as they thought, I began to turn around.

The mantle was still there.

He had kept it.

* * *
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And then there was Kimmy. She had been through her own breaking. Her own divorce. Her own season of raising children alone and rebuilding something from rubble while the world kept moving around her. When we found each other we were not two whole people. We were two people who had both been through enough to know the real cost of commitment and who chose it anyway. We became the Harris Bunch. A blended family stitched together from two broken households. And then we broke again. We divorced a second time. And those three years apart were some of the hardest of my life. Three years of silence and distance and the particular grief of losing someone you have already lost once and chosen again. Three years of sitting in what felt like the consequence of every broken thing I had ever done.

And then we chose each other again. Not because the problems were resolved. Not because we had figured everything out or because the wounds had healed cleanly. Because what we had was worth the fight even after the fight had already cost us everything twice. We have been knowing each other for nearly thirty years. Twenty-four combined years of marriage. Two people who looked at all the evidence and decided that the covenant was more durable than the damage. That is not a love story. That is a testimony. And it is the reason I believe what 2 Chronicles 7:14 says. Not because I studied it in a seminary. Because I lived it. I humbled myself after years of running. I prayed after years of silence. I sought God again after years of hiding. I turned from the patterns and the anger and the shame. And He healed what I had concluded was beyond healing. He healed my land.

* * *
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I wrote this book because I feel God pulling me into something I have not yet fully experienced. Not a return to ministry. Not a resumption of the public work. Something deeper. The falling in love with God again that only happens when a person stops relating to Him as a taskmaster to serve or a judge to appease and begins to relate to Him as a Father who came into the cave to get them.

I am still on that road. I am not writing from a place of arrival. I am writing from a place of genuine, personal, ongoing return. And if you are reading this from your own cave, from your own hiding place, from the particular shame of a person who walked away from God and does not know if the door is still open, I need you to know something before you read another page. He has already left to come and get you. He left the ninety-nine. He is already in the terrain where you are. And the question He is asking you is the same question He asked Elijah. Not an accusation. An invitation. "What are you doing here?" This book is my answer to that question. And I believe it can become yours.

* * *
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2 Chronicles 7:14 says: "If my people, who are called by my name, will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and turn from their wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin, and will heal their land." Five movements. One promise. A clarity that leaves no room for confusion about what is required or what is available. Humble. Pray. Seek. Turn. Heal.

This book is organized around those five movements. Each part takes you deeper into one of them. Each chapter challenges you to be honest about where you actually stand. And each one calls you to a decision. Not a feeling. A decision. Because the road back to God is not a road of emotion. It is a road of direction. And you do not have to feel ready to start walking. You just have to turn around. The Father is already running.

Before You Begin
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For the One Who Has Never Known Him

[image: ]




"For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life."

John 3:16

This entire book is built on the idea of returning to God. Coming back. Making the road home after a season of distance. But before we go any further I need to speak to a specific person. You have never been there. You did not drift from a faith you once had. You did not walk away from a church you once belonged to. You did not run from a God you once knew. You picked up this book because something on the cover or the back or in the first pages said something about your life that felt true. And you are reading it with the quiet awareness that whatever it is talking about returning to, you have never actually been there.

This chapter is for you. And I want to say something to you directly before we go on to the next page. You do not have to have a history with God to begin one right now. The road back is available to the person who drifted. And the road there is available to the person who has never arrived. Both roads lead to the same place. The same Father. The same open door. The same running figure on the horizon who has been watching for you longer than you have been looking for Him.

What the Relationship Actually Is

Christianity is not primarily a religion. It is a relationship. A religion is a set of practices and obligations and moral codes that a person performs in order to earn the favor of a deity. A relationship is something fundamentally different. It is the lived, personal, daily connection between two people who have chosen each other.

God chose you before you were born. Psalm 139 says He knit you together in your mother's womb. He knew you before you had a name. He designed you before anyone else knew you existed. He has been aware of every day of your life, every moment, every private thought, every wound, every choice, every version of yourself you have presented to the world and every version you have hidden from it. And He wants to know you. Not the edited version. The real one. The relationship begins not with religious performance but with a single honest decision. The decision to acknowledge who God is, to acknowledge what Jesus did, and to choose, with whatever faith you can muster in this moment, to receive what has already been offered.

What Jesus Did

The gap between a holy God and a broken human being is one that no amount of human effort can close. Not good behavior. Not a religious performance. Not the accumulation of spiritual disciplines. The distance is too wide, and the standard is too high for any person to bridge it from the human side. So, God bridged it from His side. He sent His Son, Jesus, into the world. Fully God and fully human. Who lived the life that none of us could live, who died the death that all of us deserved, and who rose from the dead on the third day proving that death was not the final word.
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“If my people, who are called by my name, will humble themselves ¢
and pray and seek my face and turn from their wicked ways,
then I will hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin,

and will heal their land.”
2 CHRONICLES 7:14
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