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Above all we humbly and gratefully dedicate this book to our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, whose life mission—“repent and believe”—has become our life passion. We are also very thankful for our family, which never gets weary of supporting us to pursue God’s own heart. We love you, Brian; Sevannah and Ashlin and Mary; Patrick and Shannon.






Think you the bargain’s hard, to have exchanged

The transient for the eternal, to have sold

Earth to buy heaven?

Paulinus of Nola






FOREWORD



I have known Walt Kallestad for years, as we have served on a variety of projects together. Walt is the kind of person you always want on your team. He is a “get it done” kind of guy, and whenever he takes on a project, you can know he does it with prayer and enthusiasm. I am so thankful that he is my friend.

Here is what I like about this new book from Walt & Shawn-Marie: First of all, it begins with the understanding of the need to allow God to reign in one’s life. It acknowledges that when a person has faith (trust) in God, he makes the choice to submit his own will to the will of God. This is a critical step in receiving the blessings that God has in store for believers. Learning about how to let God reign in your life is liberating. It does not restrict your choices, but rather it empowers the believer to live an exciting life.

Secondly, I like the personal transformation that this book speaks to. We all know that sometimes pain and failure in one’s past shackle so many. In this book the authors talk about how a believer can move beyond those pains and failures. Each chapter gives biblical teaching on the subject of how vital repentance is to this whole process of transformation. Everyone has areas in his or her life that need to be transformed. This book will help the reader make those transformations.

Thirdly, I love the hope that this book offers the reader. Its pages are full of stories of hope and blessing. They illustrate how, every day, people have faced the same type of hurts as the reader, and yet have learned how to move beyond those hurts. This is the kind of book that God can use in a powerful way to change lives. Let this message have a dynamic impact in your life.

—Dr. Robert H. Schuller,

founding pastor of the

Crystal Cathedral
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PROLOGUE



A hot desert breeze blew against Nahum’s face, stinging his dry, parched skin. He’d spent all day standing in the sun atop the rock. The rock. Marwa-Jonah, a quartz outcropping on a hill east of the city that marked the place where Bedouin tradition said Jonah had stood and watched with sadness as Nineveh blossomed and grew. That was a long time ago.

Nahum took a deep breath.

Oh, that it was so this day.

Behind Nahum the Zagros Mountains towered, the jagged peaks already softening in the purple glow of the afternoon light. In front of him a great plain stretched flat and smooth as far as the eye could see, broken only by the thin ribbon of the Tigris River and the outline of the buildings of Nineveh. As Nahum watched, the buildings seemed to dance in the shimmering waves of heat that rose from the sand.

Even from that distance he heard the clank of steel as the armies of the Medes and Babylonians wreaked havoc on the city. He could not help but imagine the horror of that fight as men hacked and sliced each other to death. By now, the living would be standing on the flesh of the dead. Their blood would have turned the streets to mud. The men of Nineveh who remained would have long since lost hope of saving the city. At this late hour they would be fighting only to protect their own lives. The images in his mind sent a shudder through Nahum’s body.

As the afternoon wore on, the desert breeze grew stronger. Grains of sand pelted his arms and legs. His eyes narrowed as the sand struck his cheeks. Through the thin slits of his eyelids he saw a column of smoke rise from a building to the left. A moment later, the smoke turned black and heavy. Before long, smoke rose from a building to the right. Soon, all but the dome of the palace disappeared as a wall of fire moved across the city.

Nahum watched and remembered the day he first realized destruction would come. Almost three years ago, it seemed like only yesterday. He’d been out for a walk a little before dusk and had just come in for the evening. After a drink from the water jar by the door, he moved his mat to a spot beneath the window and lay down to rest. It was the first cool evening of the year. He was almost asleep when an image in his mind jarred him awake. That image was quickly followed by another. Then another. Each more awful than the one before. When the last one disappeared from his mind, he heard the words of the great oracle. The Oracle of the Almighty. An oracle that spelled the end of Nineveh.



The LORD is slow to anger and great in power;

the LORD will not leave the guilty unpunished.

His way is in the whirlwind and the storm,

And clouds are the dust of

his feet. (Nahum 1:3)



Nineveh. A city of splendor and beauty. Three days across in every direction. The largest city anyone had ever seen. You could find all the latest there. Beautiful fabric from Ur. Pots from the cities beyond the mountains near the sea. Spices from the lands beyond the desert to the east. Canals brought fresh water from the mountains, and there was everything imaginable to eat.

Still, for all the city had to offer, Nineveh had forgotten the words that had come to it long ago. The men of Nineveh had let them fade from their lips. The words had vanished from their songs. They’d forgotten the message they’d received from Jonah son of Amittai. Those had been words of mercy. Words of grace. Words they had received and believed. Words that had changed the city, at least for a time. Now, those words were nowhere to be found. Erased from the halls of the city’s buildings. Stricken from its columns and monuments. And gone from the Ninevites’ minds, too. Oblivious, they’d eaten and danced and slept as the time of grace slipped past. Now there was only judgment.

Nahum ran his hand across his cheek. He shifted his weight to the opposite foot and gave a long, sorrowful sigh.

In the west, the sun sank toward the horizon. Soon, it would slip out of sight on the far side of the plain. The desert breeze was now a strong wind. Sand swirled around Nahum in a cloud. Nineveh disappeared from sight, but as the wind rushed past, it brought the sound of men crying out in agony. The smell of burning buildings and the stench of smoldering flesh stung his nostrils.

Nahum gathered his cloak around his shoulders and covered his head. In the darkness of that moment, one thought kept repeating.

It didn’t have to be this way.









CHAPTER 1

REIGN DOWN


Let it rain, let it rain.

Open the floodgates of heaven.

—MICHAEL W. SMITH, “LET IT RAIN”






Tears welled in her eyes as she stared out at the faces of her classmates. With trembling hands she gripped both sides of the podium and held on, hoping she wouldn’t turn and run. Below, out of sight behind the podium, her knees shook from side to side. Muscles in her legs ached. She struggled to find the courage to speak.

All the while, her thoughts raced in a thousand directions.

Will they laugh at me? Will they pay attention? No one will believe me. No one will ever speak to me again. I’m so weird. I can’t do this. I have to do this.

She took a breath and from somewhere inside her, words began to slip from between her lips.

“You don’t know me.” Her voice quivered. She kept going. “You know my name. You know my face. But you don’t know me.”

She paused and took another breath. Her knees still shook but her hands no longer trembled. Still, her heart pounded in her chest as she came to what she must say next.

“When I was in the sixth grade, two boys…two boys raped me.”

The room was suddenly quiet. Students who’d been fidgeting and squirming in their seats became still and motionless. All eyes were fixed on her.

Their reaction gave her confidence. Her voice grew steadier as she continued.

“They took me out behind the gym at the school where I used to go and…that’s where it happened. That’s where they did it. I wanted to tell someone, but I was ashamed and mad and wondering what I’d done to make them do that to me. I thought maybe there was something wrong with me, so I kept quiet.”

As the audience listened, she told how the emotional pain of that sexual violation led her into a life of promiscuity. She moved from one relationship to another trying to find the acceptance, the sense of self that had been violated that afternoon by those boys in those awful minutes behind the gym.

When relationships failed to fill the void in her life, she began hanging out with friends who had access to alcohol. She told about sneaking alcohol from her parents, from the parents of friends, and about getting it from older friends who obtained it for her. She drank to be accepted by her friends, and she drank until her emotions were numb, drowning the pain and humiliation she wanted so much to hide. Many mornings she arrived at school already drunk. At home she was rebellious, ill-tempered. Her relationship with her parents was difficult, at best.

Then, on a mission trip with a group from church, she came in contact with people even more desperate than she. People who faced poverty and misery in a way she’d never seen before, but who were being transformed by the Holy Spirit in spite of their circumstances. As she worked with the group from church, the Holy Spirit began to speak to her about how He could transform her, too.

On the bus ride home from that mission trip, she found herself face-to-face with the Holy Spirit and face-to-face with the life she’d been living. Tears began to stream down her face. A friend saw what was happening and moved to the seat beside her. Soon a group gathered around her. They listened as she told her story. When she finished, they began to pray with her and for her. There in the back of the bus she got on her knees and repented of all she’d done. She repented and turned to Jesus.

Telling her story on the bus that day, she’d found release from the pain of the past. Now, telling it there in the auditorium to her teachers and classmates, she found not only freedom from the past but also healing for it. The fear that had kept her searching, the lies that had led her to a life of rebellion, fell away.

She paused a moment and scanned the room, letting her eyes make contact with faces of people she knew, many of them her friends. Confidence now replaced the fear she’d felt when she began. Her knees no longer shook. The ache in her legs was gone. She knew what to say next, and she said it with authority.

“I found the love I was looking for when I repented and turned my life over to Jesus. Some of you here today need to do that. You need to repent. You need to turn your life over to Jesus and let Him have control. And I invite you to do that right now.”

When she finished, she backed away from the podium and took a seat. For the longest time, no one moved. Then, one by one, students rose from their seats and came to the front. There, they knelt and prayed, crying out to God, turning to Him, some of them for the first time.

That one-hour service lasted another two hours. When students were dismissed, the movement of the Holy Spirit that began in the auditorium continued into the classrooms. Students and teachers alike found themselves transformed in a revival that swept through the entire school. Home groups formed for discipleship through Bible study, prayer, and mutual support. The entire school was transformed. So was the church.

That transformation was made possible because one fourteen-year-old girl turned to God in repentance, then shared her experience with those around her. Through one girl, one act of repentance, one life, God was able to reach a school, a church, a community. Through that one event, God gained access to many lives, lives once ruled by self, by idols, by many of the other gods they’d made for themselves. Through that one act, He was able to establish His rule, His reign, His kingdom in their lives, and He was able to rain down His mercy and grace in a transforming movement of the Holy Spirit that continues to this day.

The same power that transformed that girl and that school can transform our nation. Not through some act of “national repentance” but through individual acts of repentance as we each turn to God in humility, as we each lay aside all the other things we’ve worshiped and let Him reign in our lives. Let Him Reign Down in us and through us—ruling our lives and pouring out His presence upon us.



To you have been given the keys to the kingdom.

Slip the key of repentance into the lock on your heart, and

God will open the door to the rest of your life. Let Him reign in your life,

and He will rain down His mercy, His grace.

He will pour out upon you the gift of His presence in your life.









CHAPTER 2

THE KEY


I will place on his shoulder the key to the house of David; what he opens no one can shut, and what he shuts no one can open.

—ISAIAH THE PROPHET, SON OF AMOZ, ISAIAH 22:22






Repent.

Thousands of pages have been written about repentance. Scholars have parsed it down to the last syllable. They have divided it into categories—true repentance, false repentance—and into types: repentance of the heart, repentance of the mind. Still, it’s just one simple word.

Repent.

In English it’s a word with six letters. The most common Greek word for it is a little longer: metanoia.1 Eight letters, still not very long. But in the first three gospels, that eight-letter word is presented as the key that unlocks the kingdom of God. Fit that key into the lock on your heart, and you can enter the most powerful kingdom of all eternity.

If you’re like most of us, the word repent brings to mind all kinds of negative images. A scowling preacher dressed in black, shouting from behind a pulpit, hand in the air, sweat dripping from his brow, the congregation cowering before him in the pews. His voice is angry and loud. His words are punctuated by a finger that wags up and down as his hand rises above his head, then slices through the air and stops at an angle that seems to leave it pointing straight toward you. Like a knife, it cuts you to the core, exposing all the ugly, vile secrets of your life. What his finger doesn’t reach, his eyes lay bare as they pierce the thin veil of decency behind which you’ve been hiding. Guilt stabs you in the chest. All the while you wish you were somewhere else.

Trailing close behind that image is a long list. You know the one I’m talking about. The dreaded list of don’ts: Don’t drink; don’t smoke; don’t hang around with those who do—a list that only gets longer and heavier each time you fail to live up to its expectations. Much of my own life has been spent under a merciless hammer of guilt generated by a lengthy list of impossible and irrelevant don’ts.

Yet when you look at Scripture, you can’t avoid the call to repentance at the heart of Jesus’s message. It’s there right from the beginning.

“‘The time has come,’ He said. ‘The kingdom of God is near. Repent and believe the good news’” (Mark 1:15).

Good news?

Those glaring eyes behind that accusing finger pointed at my face are bringing me good news?

Could it be that the image we have of repentance isn’t what Jesus had in mind? What if all our preconceived notions about repentance are wrong? Suppose, instead of being heavy-handed, guilt-laden condemnation, the call to repentance is an invitation? An invitation to freedom. An invitation to join a truly magnificent kingdom. An invitation to an incredible adventure of unbelievable proportion. A gift.

Would you ignore it because the thought of it made you…uncomfortable?

Think about it like this: Suppose for a moment that you haven’t been feeling well. You stumble around the house for a week, hacking and coughing. Finally, your spouse or a family member or friend shoves you into the car and takes you to the doctor. He looks you over, listens to your lungs, and makes a few x-ray images of your chest. After a while he comes back to the examination room, glances over your chart, and gives you a grim look.

“You have pneumonia.”

You nod. “I guess that’s why I can’t raise my arm to brush my teeth without stopping to rest.”

He smiles a knowing smile. “That would be it.” The look on his face turns serious. “Fluid has filled the bottom portion of your right lung.”

A frown wrinkles your brow. “Fluid?”

He nods again. “Mucus.”

You still have a blank look.

He tries again. “The green stuff you cough into a handkerchief.”

Your stomach turns. Yes, you’ve seen it. You’ve tasted it. Even now, your body shudders at the thought. The doctor smiles again and shrugs.

“Don’t worry.” He takes a prescription pad from the pocket of his jacket and drops it on his lap. “We can fix it.”

From his other pocket he takes a pen and scribbles something on the pad.

At that moment, you have several options. You can dwell on the slimy, nasty, green mucus sloshing in your lung and throw up. You can refuse to think about it, leave the office, and limp home. Or you can take the medicine the doctor is about to give you. Take it, and you’ll get well. Take it, and once again you can play outside with your children, go to the beach, laugh and giggle with your spouse, see another sunset. Refuse it, and you will die.

The doctor offers you life. Why would you refuse his remedy just because the thought of your illness makes you…sick?

Sound silly?

Jesus used this very same example. You remember the story. He went over to Levi’s house for dinner. Levi was a tax collector. People living back then didn’t like tax collectors any more than we do today. Someone saw Jesus sitting on the deck out back over at Levi’s house, someone with his own “don’t” list: Don’t cheat; don’t steal; and definitely don’t hang around with those who do. Jesus was violating that list.

By the time dinner was over, everyone on the block knew Jesus was there. They knew where He was, and they didn’t like it. When Jesus came out to go home, some of those neighbors cornered Him between the fence and a tree at the sidewalk. “What do you mean, hanging with Levi? He’s a tax collector. A thief.”

“You should have eaten with Bill or Jack or Harry. They’re good guys. Respectable guys.”

“Yeah. Why didn’t you call me? I’d have fed you.”

Jesus offered a simple response, one that cut to the core of both Levi and the neighbors: “It is not the healthy who need a doctor, but the sick.”

“Sick? Something wrong?”

“Who’s sick? I don’t want to catch anything.”

“He’s not talking about us. Are you, Jesus? There’s nothing wrong with us. I mean, after all, we’re decent people. We pay our taxes, even if Levi is robbing us. We still pay. We go to synagogue every week. We don’t get drunk.”

“Well, there was that one time.”

“Oh, yeah. You remember that. He was so drunk we had to—”

“All right. All right. He don’t need to hear all that. But look, what did He mean by that? ‘Only the sick need a doctor’?”

They had their lists, and they did their best to live by them, but the tension of never quite living up to their measure left them feeling angry and bitter. They took out that anger on Jesus, just as we do—on Jesus, on ourselves, and on those around us.

Now, don’t misunderstand me. Something is wrong with us. Very wrong. There is something so wrong with us that no list could ever solve it, no matter how closely we followed those interminable don’ts. Something is wrong, and that wrongness has power. It can take away your house, your family, everything you hold dear, even your very life. Making a list only defines the problem. Trying to live up to the list only shows us how far away we are from the solution. It doesn’t solve the problem we face.

The problem we face is the lock and chain around our hearts.

Since the beginning of time, we’ve been told two lies. The first lie is this: God doesn’t love you enough to give you His best. He won’t take care of you. If He really loved you, you’d have everything this world has to offer. You’d have it all.

That is the lie Eve heard in the garden. It’s the lie she told Adam. It’s the lie they both believed.

“‘You will not surely die,’ the serpent said to the woman. ‘For God knows that when you eat of it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil’” (Genesis 3:4–5).

When we believe the first lie, chains wrap around our heart. That’s when we’re told the second lie: You’ve messed up now. There’s no way out. Your situation is ruined.

Satan tells you a lie and convinces you it’s the truth. Then, when you realize you’ve been had, you’ve given up the truth in exchange for a lie, he tells you that because you believed a lie, you’re ruined.

When you believe that second lie, the lock at the end of those chains around your heart snaps shut.

Don’t worry. Jesus has the key. In fact, He has lots of keys—the keys to death, hell, and the grave. And the keys to the kingdom.

There’s a key in His hand for the lock on your heart. That key is repentance. It isn’t condemnation. It isn’t a sentence of judgment or a sentence of death. It isn’t a load of guilt or shame. The key of repentance is an invitation. A gift. A doorway that leads to the life you’ve always wanted to live—a life that, until now, you’ve never been able to achieve.

That life is made possible when you allow God to reign, when you turn to Him and let Him rule in your heart.

Repent and believe. It’s that simple.



I may not be perfect, but my life will never be the same.

I serve a new King.

 




My tailor friend helped me to understand what I had to do to become a genuine Christian. The key word was do. Those of us standing up front had to decide to do something about what we knew before it could take effect.

He prayed for me and guided me to pray. I had heard the message, and I had felt the inner compulsion to go forward. Now came the moment to commit myself to Christ.

Intellectually, I accepted Christ to the extent that I acknowledged what I knew about Him to be true. That was mental assent. Emotionally, I felt that I wanted to love Him in return for His loving me. But the final issue was whether I would turn myself over to His rule in my life….

No bells went off inside me. No signs flashed across the tabernacle ceiling. No physical palpitations made me tremble. I wondered again if I was a hypocrite, not to be weeping or something. I simply felt a peace. Quiet, not delirious. Happy and peaceful.

—BILLY GRAHAM, JUST AS I AM













CHAPTER 3

JUST SAY YES


Jesus did not die to make bad people do good things.

He died to make dead people live.

—LEONARD RAVENHILL




Repentance from better to worse is a change impossible for us; but it is a noble thing to change from that which is evil to righteousness.

—THE MARTYRDOM OF POLYCARP






Repentance is not a choice between good and bad.

If I had a nickel for every time an adult asked me as a child, “Have you been a good little girl?” I would have enough money to do anything I wanted. All through my childhood, people asked that question. I suppose they wanted to know if I was behaving, but that’s not the question they asked. If I could answer that question today, I’d say, “I’m always good. I just don’t always act right.”

Much of what we’re taught about religion today tells us we must strive to be good. That’s not just a message you get from religion, either. Much of what we’re taught in school and through popular media tells us the same thing. America’s cultural religion, that general belief we have in the ability of man to better himself, tells us that same message. The aim of American society is to make life better today than it was yesterday.

The gospel message is not about how good you are. Ask that question of the gospel, and the gospel will reply, “You’re never going to be ‘good enough.’ But you can be redeemed.” The question posed by an invitation to the repentance that leads to conversion is not “How good do you want to be?” The question posed by the gospel, the question Jesus is asking you today, is “How alive do you want to be?”

Billy Graham wasn’t a bad kid. In fact, it’s difficult for me to imagine him doing anything wrong, but I’ve only known him since he became Billy Graham the evangelist. I didn’t know him before then, when he was Billy Frank Graham from Charlotte, North Carolina. Back then, he was just a good kid. He worked on the family farm, went to church on Sunday, did what his parents told him to do—most of the time. If Billy Frank the young teenager walked into your home right now, arm-in-arm with your daughter, you wouldn’t hesitate to let him take her out on a date, in your car, with him driving. He was that kind of kid. A good kid.

There was only one problem.

The kingdom of God isn’t about how good you are. It’s about who you serve. Billy Frank wasn’t part of the kingdom of God. He wasn’t serving Jesus. He was serving Billy Frank, which put him as far outside the kingdom as any other unrepentant person. Worse, he was trapped in another kingdom. Even at his best, he was a prisoner in the kingdom of Billy Frank.

Until Someone slipped him the key. The key of repentance.

Repentance, the kind that leads to conversion, comes to you in a simple way. You are serving one lord, believing what you think is the truth. Then the Holy Spirit conspires with circumstances, or a word or message, to open your eyes to the truth that there is another way, a way that leads to an unimaginable life of fullness and wholeness. A message that lets you know, deep inside in a place that always suspected the truth, that Jesus is Lord of the universe and that it is your duty to serve Him. The message might come in a church service. It might come from a preacher on television. Perhaps it comes from the echoes of voices that still speak to you from long ago through the Scriptures. Somehow, someway, the Holy Spirit finds you and convinces you.

In response, you stop serving whatever lord you were serving and start serving Jesus. That’s the kind of repentance that moves you from the kingdom of darkness to the kingdom of light.

You remember how in Genesis, God came down in the cool of the evening and went for a walk with Adam. They talked about everything. Names for the trees. Names for the animals. The glory of a sunset. The refreshing mist that rose as darkness fell. Whatever they saw, they talked about it. Sometimes they talked about what was on Adam’s mind. Other times they talked about what was on God’s. Nothing inhibited that conversation. God was right there with Adam. Adam was right there with God.

Everything changed when Adam and Eve listened to the serpent and did what it suggested. You might call it an example of repentance in reverse. They stopped believing the truth and started believing a lie. One bite of the fruit of the forbidden tree, and those quiet walks in the evening became a lot less peaceful. Adam showed up less and had a harder time listening, then he hardly showed up at all.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
CHANGE YOUR LIFE THROUGH
THE GIFT OF REPENTANCE

REIGN DOWN

Wart KaLLestap
SHAWN-Marie CoLE

* HOWARD BOOKS





