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I dedicate this to the men that have shown me how to stand firm and act like a man. Thank you Daddy, Lars, Bill, Coach Bull, and Jerry.
















Explore book giveaways, sneak peeks, deals, and more.









Tap here to learn more.







[image: FaithWords logo]
















Be watchful,


stand firm in the faith,


act like men,


be strong.


Let all that you do be done in love.


1 Corinthians 16:13–14







Therefore take up the whole armor of God,


that you may be able to withstand in the evil day,


and having done all,


to stand firm.


Stand therefore,


having fastened on the belt of truth,


and having put on the breastplate of righteousness.


Ephesians 6:13–14


















A NOTE ON THE TEXT


Almost all direct scripture quotes in this book come from the English Standard Version. In some cases, I’ve simply paraphrased instead of quoting directly from a published translation; these passages are set in italics.















FOREWORD


As I write these words, I’ve recently crossed into my fifty-first year of living on this planet. Throughout those years, I’ve become increasingly convinced that the lack of genuine biblical manhood is the root of the overwhelming majority of society’s problems. I hope you didn’t breeze past that word: biblical. Because the root issue of our problems is not a lack of manhood, but a lack of biblical manhood. And the distinction between the two is deeper and wider than the distinction between Pastor Joby Martin and a Satanist, anti-hunting activist from the Pacific Northwest.


You see, regardless of your religion, race, ethnicity, gender, socioeconomic status, or political affiliation, there’s one reality that all of us can agree on: The world is messed up. It’s broken, and it’s in desperate need of healing. Our problem is that we tend to point the finger at other groups and argue that if they would get their act together the world would be a better place. But all throughout Scripture, when God was looking to intervene and bring healing to a society, He only looked one place… His People.




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 (NIV)




But let’s take it one step further. As God turns His eyes to us, those who are called by His name, we can make a pretty strong argument that first and foremost, He’s looking to His men to stand firm and be the leader, lover, and warrior He’s called us to be. Think about it: When Adam and Eve sinned, it was Eve who took the first bite and handed the fruit to her husband. But when the two of them were hiding from God, naked and ashamed in their sin, who did God call out to in order to hold them accountable? It wasn’t Eve. It was Adam. The man. Today is no different. In the brokenness and disfunction that is our world, men, God’s eyes are squarely on us.


While this fantastic book is ultimately for everyone, men, I want to offer a challenge to you. Don’t pick up this book, maybe glance over it, then go on with life as usual. Pick it up and devour it. Don’t start it, finish it. Dig deeply and be transformed by the truths Pastor Joby teaches in these well-written pages. Make no mistake, the world is broken, but our God is bigger and more powerful than all of it. So let’s step boldly and confidently into our noble calling to Stand Firm and Act Like Men!


Matt Carter


—Pastor and author of The Real Win with Colt McCoy















Introduction


WHERE HAVE ALL THE GOOD MEN GONE?


So there I was.


It was 1992ish. Spring semester of my freshman year at Virginia Commonwealth University. I had joined a fraternity, and my brothers were going to spend spring break in places that I couldn’t afford, so I just decided to go visit my mom in Columbia, South Carolina, and brought my buddy, Aaron.


We were both eighteen years old, dumb as sticks, and buff as linebackers ’cause all we did was work out. Eight-pack abs, no body fat—we thought we were the jam.


We got to Mom’s house, and pretty quick we realized we were bored, so we decided it’d be a good idea to go on a canoe trip on the Saluda River. I don’t know why we thought this would be a good idea, as neither one of us had ever been on a canoe trip. I’d spent some time fishing with my dad in a jon boat, but never a canoe. And, looking back, it never really occurred to me that the motor on the back of my dad’s fishing boat was the thing that solved all the problems we were about to encounter. But again, we were eighteen.


So we rented a canoe, which involved having to put down a $100 deposit. That was most of the money we possessed at the time. We tied the canoe to the top of my Chevrolet S10 pickup, which was made all the more manly by the bumper sticker that read, IT’S NOT THE CAR YOU DRIVE BUT THE SIZE OF THE ARM HANGING OUT THE WINDOW THAT MATTERS. What can I say? You can’t hide money. We looked like Sanford and Son pulling up to the ramp, but we didn’t care. You couldn’t stop us.


Now, normally for a canoe trip you’d need two vehicles: one at the drop-off spot and one at the pickup spot. But we didn’t have two vehicles, and we didn’t have time to be bothered with the details. Just let us in the water. Have you seen these pecs? We can handle whatever this river throws at us. We’re tough as nails.


We reasoned that we would either paddle our way upstream as far as we could, then just turn and float back. Or we would float down, then beach the canoe and just tote it back up the bank. Either way, it was no problem. We knew enough to know that we’d need some food, so we filled a cooler, loaded it into the canoe, launched, and started paddling. No sooner had we started paddling than we kicked off our flip-flops and took our shirts off because, I mean, have you seen these arms? They didn’t just happen. Sun’s out, guns out.


And, by God’s grace—because as you can tell I wasn’t all that smart—I tied the keys to my S10 inside my Umbro shorts. When we got in the river, we immediately realized we wouldn’t be paddling upstream. No can do. It didn’t look like much current, but the water flow was deceiving. It was a lot of current and it was moving. Which should have told us something, but don’t bother us with the details. We got this. Realizing we weren’t paddling upriver, we turned and began paddling downstream.


And life was great for about five minutes.


As the distance clicked by, we reasoned that when we’d been far enough—and we didn’t really specify how far that was—we’d turn toward the bank, beach the canoe, and just tote it back upstream. In reality, our decision-making was this—let’s do easy things first and we’ll deal with the fallout later. So, we started the float down and life was good. It was beautiful. There weren’t too many people. We had this.


Somewhere downriver—and I can’t remember if it was one mile or ten, but in my memory it seemed like we were in a different county—we got to the point where we started asking, How are we going to get back to the truck? It seemed like a mature time and place to start asking that. Realizing we might have floated down a bit far, I sunk the paddle into the rear of the canoe, like a rudder, and turned us toward shore. Aaron was paddling, and we were now perpendicular to the current, which wouldn’t normally have been a problem, except that it pushed us against a log at the surface of the water, which was also perpendicular. The river pressed us against the downed tree, and within about half a millisecond the pressure of the current stopped any forward progress. Water started pouring in over the gunnels—the sides of the canoe. Then in about another half a millisecond, the current sucked the entire canoe under the log.


When we surfaced, the canoe, the cooler, the paddles, our clothes—everything we had brought save our Umbros and one set of car keys—were floating downriver. Lost. We swam to the shore and stood on the bank watching our life disappear around the next bend. With no other option, we started bushwhacking through the swamp back upriver. We weren’t really in danger of dying, but we’d lost pretty much everything we owned, not to mention the fact that we could kiss our deposit goodbye. This was not good. If I was going to be this stupid, I should’ve gone to the beach with my brothers.


As we walked through the swamp barefoot, skirting snakes and sharp things, I could hear the echo of my daddy, who told me a hundred times that the only thing you can do in flip-flops is get your butt kicked (although he didn’t use those words). The second thing I was seeing in my mind’s eye was John McClane walking across those shards of glass in that office in the Nakitomi Tower in bare feet. Meanwhile, my flip-flops were floating toward the ocean.


We were a couple miles from where we needed to be, so we started making our way back upriver, which was a slow process because sometimes we were in the water pulling ourselves upstream using branches, and the rest of the time we were tiptoeing through a swamp filled with anacondas. And honestly, it was kind of quiet between me and Aaron right then. We both knew we were idiots, but we weren’t quite at the point where we wanted to confess that to the other. After about ten quiet minutes, we heard a boat motor, and it sounded like it was getting closer. Coming upriver. A minute later, this ski boat thing—one of those boats with a windshield and the driver sitting on the right side—came winding its way upriver.


And, to our great surprise, it was towing our canoe. What’s more, inside the canoe was our cooler and a couple of paddles. Unfortunately, we never saw our flip-flops again, but who’s complaining? We flagged the guy down and he told us they were tubing downriver when all this stuff started floating by them. Looked like somebody’d had a yard sale. So they policed all the stuff and honestly, they said they thought we had died and they were hauling this stuff back upriver for the authorities to have as evidence. No kidding, they thought we’d drowned. Not only did they return all our stuff, not to mention our dignity, but they towed us back to the ramp and my truck.


Despite our stupidity, God sent an older man with the right equipment and experience that day, and he saved us and all our stuff. We even got our deposit back. That guy literally saved us.


I hope and pray that’s what this book does for you.


The Bible is very clear about what it means to stand up and act like men, and what it takes for a man to become a man. Bottom line: Manhood is bestowed. It is passed down. From man to boy. (Mommas, if you’re reading this, hold on. I have some good news to say to you. Just hang in there and keep reading.)


The fact is many of us boys have flipped our own canoes, and our lives are floating downriver. To make matters worse, we have bought into the lie that other boys can help us reach manhood. That boys can make men. It doesn’t work that way. Not in the Bible. Not in real life. My prayer for you is that through the power of the Holy Spirit, the Word of God, and maybe a little of my own experience, this book might lead you on a path to biblical manhood.


Sometimes in my church, single women ask me, “Pastor, where have all the good men gone?” I’m the pastor of a pretty large church in Florida, and from where I sit it seems like there are way more single Godly women in church than men. I’m just saying, if I was single, I’d be in our church every time the doors opened. But why the disparity? Why the ten-to-one ratio? What happened? Why is it so difficult to find a good man?


But let’s back up a minute. Before we can answer that, we need to ask, “What is a man? What does it mean to be a man?” And before we dive into that, you should know a few things about me.


I love to hunt, love to fish, my favorite color’s camo. I love plaid, the Georgia Bulldogs, pro golf, Braves baseball, NASCAR, sweet tea, Christensen Arms rifles, and good bourbon. I’ve got a beautiful wife, healthy kids, and I work out. I still have a few muscles, though not as many as I used to. When I’m not driving a four-wheel-drive Chevrolet truck, I drive my Harley. And yes, it’s got highway pegs. I like cold beer, chicken wings, and nachos. And I took God literally when he said in Genesis 27:3, “Now then, take your weapons, your quiver and your bow, and go out to the field and hunt game for me.” So I hunt my groceries with a Mathews bow, and I’ve got more guns than fingers. I could have one on me right now as I write this. Probably do.


But none of it makes me a man. It makes me awesome, but not a man. The reality is that you could be a scoop neck, skinny jeans, scarf-wearing vegan sipping an oat-milk caramel macchiato at your local hipster coffee shop—and you could be a man. It’d be a stretch, but it’s possible.


Here’s the truth: Whether you’re married or single, every man is called to be a prophet, priest, servant king, provider, and protector. But the evidence shows that so many of us are not living up to that. Divorce is still at an all-time high, kids are growing up without dads, porn addictions are soaring, and the blame-anyone-but-me culture is runaway rampant, as is the I-got-this epidemic. We as men have not only dropped the ball, we’ve exited the arena. Peace out. You do you, Boo.


Where did the train leave the track? What happened? I mean, what went wrong? How in the world did we go from the apostle Paul and William Wallace and John Wayne to what we have now? Bearded fat men in dresses mocking the Lord’s supper at the opening of the Olympics?


Well, there’s a lot. I mean, there’s a whole lot.


We could go historical. Talk about how if we were born a few hundred years ago, most of us would get up every day and go to work with our dads where we would see our dads make decisions in stewardship, in leadership, in service to others, and in hiring and firing people. Which is called discipleship. But the industrial revolution came along, and you pair that with the Great American Dream, and we see the introduction of things like the lunchbox and the La-Z-Boy. And so Dad, during the peak hours of his day, was always somewhere else. Dad “went” to work rather than “worked” the farm. Or the store. “Work” occurred somewhere other than the home, and the family got the leftovers. And then, in one of the most tragic things that ever happened, the raising of children started to be considered women’s work. Men had better, more important things to do.


And then came a world war and men primarily went off to stand in the gap against great evils that were attacking our country and attacking freedom. And when they came home, the greatest generation, who saved the world from tyranny and obliteration, often didn’t know how to talk about how their best friend’s face got blown off in a foxhole two feet away. War required men to switch off a part of their emotions. Otherwise, they’d have never made it. So, they saved the world, only to return home and find they couldn’t just turn it back on. I’m fifty-one years old. My dad served in Vietnam, and any time I dig around and try to talk about heart matters, we eventually get to the point where he goes crickets. There’s just stuff we don’t talk about.


Not only do we face all those obstacles, but there’s no rite of passage in our current context that makes a boy a man. During seminary, I spent a summer in Kenya, and I spent some time with the Maasai tribe. One of the tribal warriors came to me and said, “So how do you know when a boy is a man in your culture?” I thought, “Wow, that’s a good question.” Many think it’s when they win Fortnite or Halo, or get a girl to third base.


We have no true rite of passage for when a boy becomes a man in our culture. In the Maasai culture, the boys went out and hunted lions. With spears. To become a man, they had two options: Walk through the grass until they find Mufasa, sling a spear through his chest, and then walk back into camp wearing a lion-skin coat with a big mane—or option B: miss and get eaten. Warrior or dead. Those were your two options.


In our culture, how do we know when a boy becomes a man? Obamacare says 26. Budweiser says 21. United States Army says 18. Xbox says 17. (By the way, there is no such thing as a mature video game. Just jot that down.) DMV says 16. Disney says 10. They charge you adult prices at 10 years old. The only place I can find any consistency is both Delta Air Lines and Advil. They agree, at 2 years old, you’re an adult.


And because we have no shared cultural definition of manhood, and because there is no rite of passage into manhood, and because many of our men and fathers have abdicated their role in search of what’s easy, painless, or comfortable, you get this thing called delayed—or prolonged—boyhood. For all of human history, until about the last fifty or sixty years, there were only two categories of male. There was a boy, and there was a man. And typically, what would happen is he would start a family, start a career, or fight in a war. Either way, you left a boy and came home a man. But in just very recent human history, a new category of male evolved. He’s got one foot in boyhood while dipping a toe in manhood. Sort of checking it out. Looks a little bit like a man but still sort of a boy. Kind of a boy that can shave. In truth, it’s a boy who wants the privileges of manhood without the responsibilities. He’s called a dude. And let’s be honest. We’ve got lots of “dudes.”


Dudes pursue boyish things, hoping to declare manhood upon themselves. Junior gets sweet rims for his ride, mixed with a bass-pounding, eardrum-piercing stereo, throws a Glock in the glove box, and then tests the boundaries with a girl in the back seat. Where I grew up in Dillon, South Carolina, we weren’t into rims. We were into monster tires, glass pack mufflers, and twelve-inch lifts. But it’s the same thing.


Our society is also really impressed with consumption. With shiny things. Or at least we tell ourselves it is. I can consume more from you. More than you. More women, more beer, more drugs, more money, whatever it is. We tell ourselves and each other that my consumption makes me a man. The message is, I’m consuming, doing what men do, therefore I must be a man.


Wrong. Sorry to be blunt, but boys can technically become fathers at about twelve or thirteen, but that does not make them a man any more than putting your head in the oven makes you a biscuit. Boys chase fun and what makes them feel good rather than responsibility. They demand what they haven’t earned. We live in a world of entitled boys. Immature pretenders. Boys with masks.


Here’s the truth about us men. Every man that I know wants to be a man. Wants to be seen as a “real” man, and yet we live in a world that sends mixed and false signals about how to be a man or “do” manhood. It’s complicated. Not easy. Add to that a spiritual enemy who desperately does not want men to act like real men, and it’s pretty much a dumpster fire. As a result, if we’re gut-level honest, most of us are left guessing, “What is a real man and how do I become one?”


You might be a tough mudder. World’s strongest man. Run a hedge fund worth billions. An MVP pro athlete. Reigning MMA Champ. A podium CrossFitter. A points-winning Formula 1 driver. Winner of the World Series of Poker. Lead guitarist for the best rock and roll band in the world. Tatted from top-knot to toe. Have jacked arms and twelve-pack abs with 2 percent body fat. You could even be president. Winner of the Nobel Prize. Voted World’s Most Interesting Man and make all the best beer commercials.


But a man? A “real” man? Truth is, you can do and be all the above and yet still be a self-centered, defiant, rebellious boy hellbent on doing what he wants to do, when he wants to do it, however he wants to do it, and do so without ever asking anyone’s permission. Least of all, God’s.


A man can be and do all those incredible and noteworthy things but, contrary to popular opinion, being those things and doing those things does not make you a man. They don’t define you. They’re just what you get to do as a man. This is why nine-year-olds don’t serve in the military. Just because they can play war with their friends doesn’t mean we put a rifle in their hands.


There’s nothing more dangerous in this world than an insecure, ungrounded man. It’s what gangs are full of. It’s why casinos grow larger and larger. It’s why bars are open late. And think about this—almost every single nonprofit that has ever been started could be traced back to the fact that men did not do what God has called men to do. Oftentimes the reason women are in pain is because some man did not do what he was supposed to do. Or what he promised. A father, a husband, a boyfriend, leveraged his own strength for abuse instead of serving them. Or he flexed his sexual prowess in promiscuity and infidelity rather than doing what he said he would—“Be faithful to you as long as you both shall live.”


Ladies, you may not know this, but there’s a deep, fundamental question that every single man is wrestling with and it is this: “Do I have what it takes? I know God’s called me to be a man, but do I have what it takes to be one? To become one?” (I learned this from John Eldridge.) Fundamentally, our greatest fear is that you will peel back the S on our chest and discover we’re just a poser. A kid who bought a cape at the thrift store. That we’re a fraud. A pretender. That we really don’t have what it takes. That we’re all just insecure little boys trying to prove ourselves.


This plays out in so many different ways. It’s why we want to drive fast, or have some kind of hobby that we’re way too into. It’s why we want to make a bunch of money and sell stuff, and be on top, and be the best. It’s why guys chase around a little white ball, like that thing really matters. You smack it around, and you’re like, “Get in the hole, ball,” which more often than not is code for “Do I have what it takes?”


Why? Because we’re trying to prove ourselves.


And then to make matters worse, we bet on it. We waste money on the little white ball. As if moving it around somebody’s backyard and dropping it in a hole in the dirt makes us somehow better than someone else. I have several friends who are professional golfers, and they’re amazing athletes who work really hard. I wish I could play like them. For sure. But, for most of us, the chest-pounding has more to do with masking something than simply enjoying what can be a beautiful game.


The authority for what constitutes a man is not the latest action flick, it’s not the latest influencer with the most followers, and it’s not the media. According to God, the authority is His Word. And according to the Bible, a man is defined not by what he does externally but by who he worships internally. Does he imitate Christ or not? Does he act like Jesus or some action-flick hero?


What did Christ do? Just give me the brass tacks. Well, bottom line, He laid down His life for those He loved. Without considering or acting on what he wanted. There it is. Easy-peazy. By the one man’s obedience the many will be made righteous (Romans 5:17). You go and do likewise. By definition, you cannot stand as a man until you bend the knee and bow to the only King of all Kings. There it is. If you want to stand as a man, you must bow to the King. Period.


Straight up, manhood is bestowed. How many times have we watched a medieval movie where some guy kneels before a king and the king touches his shoulders with his sword? “Rise a knight.” It’s because in a loose way, manhood is bestowed in a similar way. Look at the posture of the knight. He’s dressed for battle, trained in battle, capable of rescuing the girl and his sword is sharp and his horse fast, but look at what he’s doing. He’s bowing before his king. That’s a knight. His life is spent in service and worship of the king. Period. Don’t miss this—he bows before he swings his sword.


In the same way, manhood is bestowed by God when we bow before him. In worship, service, and total surrender. The point I’m trying to make is this: Most of us spend our lives trying to do manly things. Or what we think is manly based on what we watch or value. We buy fast cars, big boats, expensive watches, spend way too much time chasing little white balls, or become an aficionado of cigars or wine or whiskey. Look, I’m not against any of those things. I like them all. But acquiring them and doing them has nothing to do with being a man in the eyes of God. And His eyes are the only eyes that matter. The litmus test for manhood is this—do we imitate Christ? Do we lay down our life for those we love?


This book is about how to be a man according to God. Note I did not say, “feel like a man.” Why? Well, because according to King David, your feelings will lie to you. Trust me, when you’re changing a diaper, washing a sippy cup, or sitting in your minivan in the carpool line, you may not feel all that manly. That’s because manhood is a heart condition before it is an external expression. It’s an inward decision before it’s an act. This thing in your hands is not a deodorant commercial. Not a “six steps to a better you.” And we’re not selling beer. This is a book about true, biblical manhood. It’s about being a man of God. Which is the only kind of man there is. Every other type is a counterfeit.


It’s no secret that modern-day manhood is jacked up. Massively. And there are a lot of people trying to figure out how to fix it.


One response the world pushes is to say that men and women are the same. No difference. Slight little plumbing variation, but outside of that, we’re just the same. That gender is simply a function of how you “feel.” That you are your own god and you get to claim what you are. Everyone knows this is a lie from the pit of hell. Listen, as smart and progressive as we are, we can’t figure out where to go to the bathroom right now or what sports division to sign up for, okay? I don’t think we’re progressing. Men and women are not the same. We are different by design. God’s design. And while I’m here, any attack on gender is, at its root, an attack on the character and nature of God. It’s simple, defiant rebellion.


The opposite pendulum swing is “men and women are different, but men are better.” Which is simple chauvinism. And it has no place in the church, and it has nothing to do with the gospel of Jesus Christ. The church has to reject both of those lies and teach the truth of the gospel.


The church, historically, at least in the last forty or fifty years, has not helped very much when it comes to defining manhood. Do you know why most churches don’t have a lot of men in them? Because in a lot of churches, the common message is, “Hey, to be a Christian man, you really need to be more like women.”


Right? Am I wrong? When men show up at church and ask, “What do you do here at this church?” the answer is “Well, we read a lot. You can join the choir. And we like to sit in circles and talk about our feelings. Fundamentally, we want you to sit down, be quiet, and behave.” And men are thinking, Well, if that’s what it is, then I don’t think I’m going to that. I’d rather play golf. And I don’t blame them. I wouldn’t go, either. Maybe that’s why we started our church, but that’s another book.


And so let me tell you this: To be a Christian, to be a follower of Jesus Christ, does not mean that you have to check your testicles at the door. That’s right, I said it. Given the abuses of some of those who’ve come before us, we’re often made to place them on the chopping block and walk out emasculated. Which is a crock.


Being a man is a great, high calling, but God did not give you that strength for your own self. He didn’t give it to you so you could pound your chest and scream, “I got this.” Truth is, you don’t, never have, and never will. If you’re a male made in God’s image, then He gave you manhood for His Glory and for the provision and protection of everybody He put around you. This may be news to some of you, but ultimately, being a man is a selfless calling.


In 1 Corinthians 16:13–14, it says, “Be watchful, stand firm in the faith, act like men, be strong. Let all that you do be done in love.”


Ephesians 6:13–14 says, “Therefore take up the whole armor of God, that you may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand firm. Stand therefore.”


You starting to see a pattern? It says stand four times in two verses.


Men, let me say this: Make no apologies for being a man. We have that 1 Corinthians verse written in the bathroom at our church. You’ve got to read something while you’re in there. Might as well read the Bible.


Think of it this way: The core command “Act like men” is the hub of the wheel. Everything depends on that. Without it, there’s no wheel. Nothing happens.


The imperatives around it are our marching orders that grow out of the hub. The spokes. They are the “doing” of the stand-firm part. It’s how we are to pull standing. We’re going to explore both the hub and the spokes in this book.


The reality is we live in a world right now that wants you to apologize for being a man. To sit down. Because your mere presence triggers someone and makes them want to dive into a safe space.


Make no apologies.


And right about here is where most men come off the rails. I say, “Make no apologies,” and guys translate that into doing abusive, dumb, manipulative, controlling, fear-causing stuff. We become jerks. We flex our muscles, raise our voice, stand on our platform and pound our chest, and abuse what God’s given us. A bunch of women have been bruised because some dude went to a men’s conference and came home with his face painted blue, waving a five-foot sword screaming, “Freedom!” and thinking he was going to right every wrong, only to run over the woman in the process.


Look, I’m all for Braveheart. Lord knows I love that movie. Got a replica sword mounted on the wall of my office. But don’t forget the ending—William Wallace laid down his life for a people. For a country. He lived a life that said Your stuff is more important than my stuff. Which is the heart of Christ. A life laid down for us.


I’m not telling you to act like a moron. I’m telling you to make no apology for God’s sovereign intention in your life for His Glory. The Bible says the Lord is a warrior, the Lord is His name. And you have been created in His image. And we live in a world that does not want us to be men. And certainly not a warrior. Actually, it wants women to be men and men to be women. Every kid’s movie that my children watched growing up depicts the dad as an idiot, and the hamster saves the day. You do not have to check your man card to follow after Jesus Christ. In fact, you can’t be a man until you bend that knee and follow Him. It’s a prerequisite. No, it’s the prerequisite. The good news of the gospel is that in God’s kingdom you don’t have to check your man card and you don’t have to mask who you are. And the moment you realize that in and of yourself you don’t have what it takes but that the God of the universe actually thought you up and custom-made you, then you are precisely ready to stand up and act like a man.


How many of us believe in something so much that we would be willing to let some sick miscreant tie us to a table and disembowel us in front of our friends and family rather than renounce the thing or ones we love? Because that’s the freedom Wallace fought for. To die free. A slave of no tyrant king.


Let me ask it this way: How many of us would let some sick miscreant strap us to a post and then scourge us until we became unrecognizable as a man—having lost most of the skin and flesh from our neck, back, and sides—and then force-march us out of town and nail us naked to a tree on a public road, where we would eventually drown in our own lung fluid? Any takers?


Biblical manhood is not easy. It’s also not real popular. But it is commanded to those of us who follow Jesus. If you’re reading this, then chances are good you’re a follower of Jesus and you’re wanting to follow Him more closely. Great. I’m glad you’re here. Or, you’re testing this idea of following Jesus. You’ve heard some stories and you’re wondering what those guys have that you don’t. Glad you’re here. Or maybe lastly, you’re not too sure about the whole Jesus thing but you’re looking at your life and you’ve really messed up and based on your record you have very little idea of what being a man really is. No problem. There’s room for all of us around the feet of Jesus. And what you’ll learn once you’ve been here a minute is that all of us have the same skeletons in our closets, we all walk with the same limp, all share the same insecurities and fears and screwups and wish-I-hadn’t-done-thats. Not one of us has the monopoly on this. You’re in good company. Just look around you.


Here’s my encouragement. Don’t skim this. Hang in there. I’m going to say some hard things to you. So, swallow your pride. Buck up. You can take it. I’m not poking you in the chest to keep you down. I’m locking arms with you to raise you up. Into the man God created you to be. To do that, we need to hold up a mirror and realize that if we really want to follow Jesus, it means we do what He did. Follow where He leads. Jesus was and is the greatest man to ever live. He’s the model. The plumbline. So we’re going to look at what He said and did and then ask Him to help us do that.


Let me say one thing before I move on: When I say He was the greatest man to ever live, He was. Period. Hands down. Mic drop.


But, He was also, at the exact same time, simultaneously, God. One hundred percent man and 100 percent God. Do I completely understand that? No. Can I make sense of how that’s possible? Not really. Can I really wrap my head around how the God of the universe, the King of all Kings, could stoop down and allow Himself to become fully man? Or as the Bible says, “put on flesh”? Nope. I can’t. But I believe with every cell in my body that He did. I take it on faith.


So with Jesus as the model, my hope is to walk you through what scripture says to you and me about manhood. And as I do that, I’m going to use a bunch of other scriptures to help us understand the first one. This is called using scripture to interpret itself. My process here is not complicated and what the Bible has to say is pretty simple. Which is good because we’re all sheep and if you know anything about them, they’re not all that smart. And not to point out the obvious, but they’re totally lost without their shepherd. The difficult part is not the understanding or the hearing, but the doing. More about that later.


And while this is a book for men, it’s equally for any woman who is married to a man, dating a man, wanting to date a man, raising a future man, going to church with men, or loves a man. Mommas, wives, girlfriends—please keep reading. Chances are about 100 percent that God will use you to draw your man further into manhood. Before you start feeling left out, thinking I’m just adding to your list of stuff to do, please don’t. I’ve written this book with you in mind as well. I pray it encourages you. And maybe even helps you know how to better pray for the men in your life. I hope it will.


And let me say this before the enemy whispers in your ear—for all you single mommas whose man ran out on you, and you’re looking at your boy and scratching your head, don’t lose heart. You too can grow him into a man. Just point him to Jesus, and tough love won’t kill him. God is good. We are for you. You have what it takes. And I praise God for the single momma who lays down her life for her children. Your crown in heaven will be beautiful to see. You keep raising your boys into men. You are not alone. We are pulling for you. God is with you. And yes, God will give you everything you need and use you—that’s right, you—to raise your boy into a man. And as much as I’m for single mommas, it’s not supposed to be that way. That is not God’s intention. Failed dads are the enemy’s plan and a result of the Fall. In fact, the overwhelming majority of the problems that we face in our country can be traced back to fatherlessness in the home. Absent dads. Dudes.


For all you Type As, here it is in brass tacks—we’re going to walk through what the Bible means when it says, Be watchful, stand firm, be strong, and let all that you do be done in love (1 Cor. 16:13–14), and then we’re going to ask ourselves some tough questions.


Questions like: What would it look like for me to actually do that? What if I really stood firm on the Word of God, unwavering? What if I actually believed, like way down in my gut, what it said and then did it? And what if I really loved others the way Jesus loved me? If I just did these simple things, what kind of man would I be?


I started this book by telling you the story of my failed canoe trip and how grateful we were to see that old man towing our boat back upriver along with all our stuff. I’ve got a few more years on me than many of you, along with a few more gray hairs and wrinkles. I’ve been here a minute and got a few scars. This doesn’t mean I know everything, but it does mean I’ve made some mistakes and learned a few things. I am entitled to an opinion.


And here’s my opinion: Most of you have canoe-wrecked your lives and you need an old man to help get you out of the mess you’ve created. In our church, we have an elder named Dr. Paul. He’s a giant of the faith. Used to run the medical school at LSU, among other things. Five years ago, when he was eighty-five years old, folks asked me to stop him from running around the world doing mission work. This never made sense to me.


“Why?”


Their response was always the same. “He might die.”


“So?” I mean, can you think of a better way to go? And “retirement” is an American concept, not a biblical one. Just ask Moses and Aaron.


Dr. Paul is now ninety years old, and this year he’s going back to Africa. On mission. Why? Because he never got off mission. He’s still on it. Still in love with his wife, Sally. Still in love with the Bride of Christ. Still discipling guys like me. Still laying down his life for the gospel of Jesus Christ so that one more might be added to the kingdom. He is not sitting on the couch covered in Cheetos talking about the good ol’ days.


Now to be sure, we’re taking care of him. Another doctor is going with him. We’re rolling out the red carpet. Doing everything we can to help and assist.


But Dr. Paul stood up a long time ago, and by the Grace of God, he’s still standing firm and acting like God’s man. He has no intention of sitting down or sitting this one out.


My goal is to be ninety years old and still on mission.


So let’s you and I dive in and really ask God to help us understand what it means to stand up and act like a man, and then let’s do that. Let me pray for you.




Our good and gracious heavenly Father. I thank You for sending Your perfect Son, the second person of the Trinity, Jesus Christ, on a rescue mission for all men and women. Thank You, Jesus, that You would humble Yourself and put on flesh. That You, while never setting aside your divinity, willfully stepped out of heaven and lived as a man. A perfect man. The God-man. Thank You that You humbled Yourself and became a servant. A servant of mankind for anyone who would believe that You even were obedient to death on a cross that we might be saved. God, Your word tells us that our attitude should be the same as that of Christ Jesus. The perfect man was humble and obedient. He was fierce and tender. He was strong and empathetic. He spoke and the demons trembled, and He also wept with His friends in times of tragedy. God, Your Word says that we are predestined to be formed in the image of Your Son, Jesus. That means that in order for us to Stand Firm and Act Like Men, we must first admit that we can’t do this on our own. We must believe that when Jesus pushed up on His nail-pierced feet and screamed, “It is finished,” that counted for us. And WE must confess Christ as our LORD if we are to walk in His footsteps. Father, it is a high and holy calling that You would call us to stand up and act like men. By the power of the Holy Spirit in us, in accordance with the truth of God’s Word guiding us, we ask that You lead us to Stand Firm and Act Like Men. We have no idea what hangs in the balance for our world and for those that we love the most.


Amen.
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