
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Cross In The Way

        

        
        
          James Nash

        

        
          Published by Shackleton's Outpost, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CROSS IN THE WAY

    

    
      First edition. January 19, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 James Nash.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1067348809

    

    
    
      Written by James Nash.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Lyndsay, my precious wife who has been with me on the journey to clarity, treading a similar path. Having put up with my many failings and faults she has stood with me and supported me with patience. 

      

    



  	
        
            
             - Post Tenebras Lux -

- After Darkness, Light -
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​Foreword
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From the outset the church has made a home for many varied and imaginative teachings as seen in the preoccupation of the New Testament writers with alien teachers and their influence. This has resulted in much inaccuracy and confusion when it comes to understanding the basics of the gospel, the fundamentals of the faith, the nature and character of God and the state of mankind. This apparent mess of human struggle is however allowed and  intentioned by a loving and truthful God "with whom there is no variation or shifting of shadow" (James 1:17, NASB 1995). 

Without this tumult the church would not have been challenged to shed light on and crystalize the essential biblical doctrines central to understanding salvation and holy living. This historical reality is experienced by many millions of believers who must contend, not just with error but also the relational implications of this challenging faith on their way to the truth. Many have made this journey, it can be messy and difficult, but the light that lights the way and the comforter who walks with us make this bittersweet journey one of increasing hope and security.

My hope is that some who are on this path or putting it behind them can find some understanding and clarity in these pages that they may not otherwise find. The material for some will be of theological interest and I do hope it will be educational albeit in a simple way. For others it may cause emotional reactions as the situations described here may be fictional but they are based on real experiences people have had in this scene. For these I hope that this would be a healing and hopeful experience. In an age of cynicism we are seeing a lot of people announce the “deconstruction” of their faith and find no real foundation to stand on as the falsehoods of man-made religion fall to the ground. I pray that this story might be a small opening to the deeper, stable world of true Christianity where the hurt and confused find direction and purpose in a real religious faith that comforts and nourishes with biblical truth and honesty.

The characters and events in this book are fictional and are the result of observations from researching this subject, anecdotes as well as inspiration from personal experience.
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​Prologue
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At a local Pentecostal church, a cross is laid in a dumpster. A change of decoration, a more forward-looking vision of the future. This new season will mean a re-imagining of church. Everything in the building was reviewed and ripe for change. Where once bible verses adorned the notice boards not one scrap of scripture remained. Out with the old, a renewal is needed which will challenge the last vestiges of the stagnant religion. 

From this sad and very real scene in the English midlands many years ago inspiration for this book began. If you are witnessing these kinds of scenes, I would urge you to take account of the time you are spending in these places. Look back at the promises, the teachings, do they add up or is your spiritual life the result of listening to these “clouds without water” - promises and prophecies that never materialize because they are rooted in nothing. Count those days of listening as important, count the time given as important, not just some pep talk lecture but the times where you should receive your spiritual strength - are you receiving that and serving others with it or are you following empty men?

Shifting ideas in the world of believers and unbelievers alike have seen the Christian landscape in the western world change deeply. Ideas from within and without have shaped the lives of many unsuspecting followers of Christ. Add to this the reality that throughout the church age we know that amongst the wheat will grow the tares, amongst the sheep will be wolves. After many centuries of Christianity, confusion and innovation have played their part in the UK scene. These changes have their counterparts in other western nations too where they have taken on different characteristics. However, the situation for the reader is age old, when the cross is stood in the way, the offense of the gospel fully realized then how will that heart that God has moulded respond? From the depths of murky reasoning and self-preserving pride or simplistically and humbly an acceptance of inability and the subsequent realization of deep betrayal we have committed against an innocent and Holy God.
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​Chapter 1

​River of Life
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The timer began counting down to the start of the service. They say Joe's life was barreling toward an exciting destiny and deep down he knew it, too. The lights dimmed and an anthemic instrumental started to build with drums and strings. The hairs stood up on the back of his neck as the new speaker system added to the all-encompassing feeling of anticipation. The bass rumble reminded him of being at the cinema as the low smooth booms traveled through his chest. "Expect God to do wonderful things" he thought to himself “well that was cheesy” Joe chided himself internally, but this was a phrase that suited the moment and a theme of many of the recent Sunday talks. He wished he'd prayed and studied before coming out this morning a familiar feeling, but guilt was no way to think, God was forgiving, present, and now he was where he was meant to be.

It was a small church, maybe 80 people in all, including children. There was something special about it, it was home and it was where God was moving. There has always been a sense that God was going to use this mixed  bunch of people for His special purposes. The prophecies had been coming since the 1980s, probably before, and of all the other gatherings in town, this one was alive and listening to God's voice.

A middle-aged man steps up the mic and gives a warm welcome, some notices about the forthcoming week’s groups and the Sunday evening prayer meeting. "Now we're going to get into some worship". A psalm is read, the band comes out and begins the first worship song, ending in a repeated chorus, the musicians linger slowly as a lady from the congregation approaches the mic and begins to speak

"I know it's been a hard week for many of us, but I was praying early this morning, and I felt the Father say to me, 'Be strong my people, don't look to your circumstances, look to Me. Look to me." The music swells and gently accompanies the message with ease, the musicians being well practiced in this form of worship. The message from God continues for a couple of minutes encouraging the congregation in their troubles and reminding them that although they feel small, God sees them as mighty men and women of prayer and people of His unshakeable kingdom. The speaker goes quiet and the music gently fades as the pastor nods his readiness to the pianist.

Sean, their confident and extraverted pastor steps up and opens the service “We are here to be encouraged and filled with the spirit, aren’t we? *Beaming* Wow what a way to start the service today. A word straight from the Father to our hearts” The relaxing effect of the atmosphere is clearly seen on the faces of the congregants. And Joe feels this too as he takes his seat, always looking forward to Sunday morning Joe has attended River of Life Church for 5 years now. Being energized, filled with faith and ready for the week ahead, this is what church is all about for him.

The pastor continues, reading from his notes and clicking through a well produced slideshow.

"This morning I want to share more in depth the vision God has given me for our town, a vision that ignites my passion and fuels my purpose. I see a future where our church is a vibrant hub of spiritual vitality, where people from far and wide come to experience the raw power and love of the Father.

I envision our sanctuary overflowing with seekers, hungry for a genuine encounter with the divine. I see miracles happening in our midst, the blind given sight, the lame walking, and the broken-hearted finding comfort. I see the sick being healed, the oppressed being set free, and the lost finding their way to salvation.”

Joe could sense the enthusiasm and intensity of focus coming from those around him. Sitting next to him, Terry, a long-time churchgoer, was keen and attentive. It always gave Joe some comfort that those who had been here from the beginning recognized what he saw. That this wasn’t just some church they were attending, it was THE place to be. The pastor continued.

” But it’s not just about numbers or spectacle; it's about authenticity, integrity, and a deep commitment to the teachings of Jesus. We will be a church that shines a light on the beauty of true faith, untainted by the trappings of negative religion and enslaving traditions. We will show the world what it means to love without condition, to serve with humility, and to worship with abandon. This is what Jesus wants, this is how He lived.

We will be a model for other churches, a beacon of hope and inspiration, demonstrating what it means to be a community of believers who live and breathe the Gospel. We will be a place where people can come and experience the real deal, where they can find refuge from the superficial and the mundane.”

Terry, nodding along and giving a soft “amen” occasionally, was clearly committed to this vision and had seen it develop over time from where the gathering had been before. A much smaller group, now they were about 80, possibly 100 around Christmas time and at planned events. 

––––––––
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“My vision is not just for our town, but for the wider body of Christ. I see a future where churches everywhere are freed from the shackles of legalism, where the love of God is the guiding force, and where the power of the Holy Spirit is unleashed in all its glory.

Let us join hands, hearts, and minds to make this vision a reality. Let us pray, fast, and believe for a move of God like never before. Let us be the change we want to see in the world and let us show the world what it means to be a true follower of Jesus."

He had been promising a new move of God and a new way to do church. This felt like the launch of something real, something historic. Speaking on new ways to do church and “move in the prophetic” the pastor made commitments to changing the structures in order to capture the spirit of God.

Introducing the worship team back he explained the need for the activation of gifts and that the ministry team would move about the room whilst the music played, praying over people and calling on God to “bring them forth into their destinies.”

Terry asked Joe if he could pray for him, that a new release of God’s power would prepare him for the coming revival. Joe noticed at times that Terry would use language like “the blood of the lamb” and other phrases that weren’t popular anymore in the church. They had been modernized and along with that came new language and an understanding that people coming in wouldn’t really understand biblical references like that. It might make them feel uncomfortable. Joe was conscious of these issues, but he was ok with Terry and didn't see a need to interrupt or correct him. After a time, Terry would catch up and be changed like the rest of the congregation.

Terry was an “old timer” here (despite being just over 50), an original member of the church when they met in an old single room school building. They were the Trinitarian Pentecostal church of Bradford. The leaders of that church gathering had moved on as they had been given an opportunity to lead another church with a larger congregation and offered schooling for the pastor, Dave, so he could complete some of his religious studies. This was seen as a great blessing from God and the church moved on, struggling a while before finding a new leader. Terry frequently spoke about those times as he looked back as a powerful and formative time in his life. He was the youth leader and would organize the Friday night youth group activities. 
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