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When you impact a man,
you touch a marriage,
a family,
a congregation,
and perhaps even a community.
I believe that a good man is the key
to nearly everything in the kingdom of God.

– Stan O. Gleason
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FOREWORD

by Gary W. Gleason

Stan O. Gleason is a hero of mine. I have known him since he was born, as he is my younger brother by ten years with two sisters between us. We were blessed with godly parents who taught us the importance of living for God. Our dad taught at a Bible college for thirty-five years. This was the setting for our upbringing. My brother and I both pastored churches for many years, and both of my sisters married men who became pastors.

I say Stan is my hero because of the exemplary life he has lived and the thousands of people he has influenced and encouraged to be successful in their walk with God. In this book he discusses what it means to be a real man. We who know Stan can testify that he has personally modeled godly manhood as a husband, father, leader, and mentor. He has a wonderful wife and four incredible children who all follow his example by teaching Apostolic truth and godly values to their families. Stan has been a mentor to me and has helped me through many difficult times of challenge and decision-making.

I am sure my appreciation and respect is shared by many men across the North American continent and around the world. Stan has been a friend, an advisor, a counselor, and a mentor to many people through his travels and ministering at men’s conferences, camp meetings, leadership seminars, district functions, and local church events.

Stan O. Gleason is certainly qualified to write this book, both in experience and education. He earned a bachelor’s degree from Apostolic Bible Institute and a master’s degree from Urshan Graduate School of Theology. He pastored for forty years and has served in many district capacities, including district superintendent. At the time of this writing he serves as assistant general superintendent of the United Pentecostal Church International. His greatest qualification is his life of faithfulness to the Apostolic message both in doctrine and in lifestyle. He loves God and people. He honors God and people. He is esteemed and respected by leaders and saints of God around the world.

I have watched my brother be a man of God as son, husband, father, grandpa, pastor, and fellow minister. His life is an example of what he writes. I know this book will challenge you to be a better man, leader, and mentor. God bless you as you read this book and endeavor to fulfill the plans God has for your life.





INTRODUCTION

Everything rises and falls with leadership. Not almost everything … everything! If the leader is doing his job, then whatever he is leading (family, church, business, community) will do well. If not, then prepare for trouble, or worse. Whatever God places in our hands, as soon as we touch it, it should rise, grow, and get better—not decline or disintegrate under our stewardship.

God has called a man to lead himself, his marriage, his family, in his local church, and in his community. This book is my contribution to the growth and development of the Christian man in each of these aspects of daily living. Within these pages we will examine, critique, celebrate, collaborate, correct, or at the least adjust patterns and behaviors that accelerate or decelerate biblical manhood.

Before we begin, I would invite you to know something about me. I humbly share with you that I come from generations of balanced, adjusted, functional, disciplined, godly men: leaders of themselves, their marriages, their families, their congregations, Bible colleges, and various other Christian organizations. My wife and I have raised four children who, as adults, are passionate Christ-followers who are making significant contributions to their marriages, families, congregations, careers, and communities. Suffice it to say, perhaps I have learned something about what it takes to be a godly man in an ungodly world.

Over the past decades I have been privileged to speak at some fifty men’s conferences across North America. I am passionate about these opportunities because I believe the trickle-down impact is immeasurable. If I can perhaps influence a man, then his personal life can be impacted as well as his marriage, his family, his congregation, his ministry, his work environment, and his community. One decision at a men’s conference can change everything.

The chapters in this book have been born out of real-time learning experiences, trial and error, success and failure. I have been married to Queen Marlene for forty-five years. We have pastored for forty years, but we’ve been in the people business for our entire lives since we both were raised in ministers’ homes. Essentially, you will be reading messages (now in book form) that I’ve been communicating for years at these men’s conferences. Each message will have a basis in Scripture, followed by stories, illustrations, and conclusions drawn from experience.

My purpose and prayer for this work is that it will be a source of personal development, spiritual growth, and direction. Yogi Berra once said, “If we don’t know where we’re going, we may end up somewhere else.” We can’t let that happen, so let’s begin!





CHAPTER 1

FAMOUS IN MY FAMILY

Of the Ephraimites 20,800, mighty men of valor, famous men in their fathers’ houses.
(I Chronicles 12:30, ESV)

Bennie Berkowitz was always bragging to his friends about the famous people he knew. The hard thing to take was that he really did seem to know many people of renown. One of his friends was really struggling with Bennie’s constant bragging about his social contacts. When they attended their city’s Christmas-lighting ceremony, the mayor recognized Bennie from the podium. When they went to an NBA game, the superstar of the team jogged over to Bennie, handed him an autographed basketball, and said, “Hey, Bennie, great to see you!” While touring the White House on vacation together, the president spotted Bennie, called him by name, and pulled him aside for a short chat.

All of this unfounded recognition was more than Bennie’s friend could take. He thought Bennie could use a good humbling. So one day he said, “I bet I know someone famous who doesn’t know you.” Bennie said, “Oh yeah? Who would that be?” The friend said, “I’ll show you.”

His friend bought two round-trip tickets to Rome, including a tour of Vatican City. His plan was for them to attend the pope’s address on Easter Sunday. In the crush of one million people in Vatican Square, Bennie and his friend suddenly became separated. Within a few moments trumpets blared, announcing the papal address. Sure enough, as the pope stepped onto his famous balcony, there was Bennie standing right beside the pope.

His friend could hardly believe his eyes! Incredulously, he turned to a total stranger, pointed to the pair on the balcony, and said, “Do you know who that guy up there is?” The stranger said, “I don’t know who the old guy is with the beanie hat and the white cape, but the guy next to him is Bennie Berkowitz.” Now that, my friends, is pretty famous!

There were some men in the Bible who were famous in their families. They are mentioned in I Chronicles 12, a pivotal chapter that positions the nation of Israel in a critical transition. Saul was dead, his defrocked kingdom was on the way out, and the fresh regime of David, the anointed man after God’s own heart, was on the rise. God had been amassing David’s loyal troops for some time now, beginning with the four hundred distressed, discouraged, and in debt who had joined him at the cave of Adullam. Many more had joined David’s company during the time he sought asylum from the Philistines at Ziklag.

David’s rise to the throne was rife with drama. Saul’s youngest son, Ishbosheth, proclaimed himself to be king, and for two years he had attempted to establish his reign, but never received much traction. After Abner’s death, David’s loyal warriors began stepping up, tribe by tribe, and pledging their tribute to the new king. Among these were the Ephraimites, some twenty thousand mighty men of valor, famous in their fathers’ houses.

These Ephraimite men had become famous due to their exploits in battle—not just a few standouts, but all 20,800 of them. They became celebrated by their families, even more so than the other tribes, due to their courage and loyalty to their king. They had become famous for taking the journey with their king, fighting united against their enemies, and gaining victories with the help of God Almighty.

These Ephraimites, along with the other tribes who pledged their tribute to David in I Chronicles 12, had come to realize the first requirement to becoming famous in their family was to determine which kingdom was going down and which kingdom was on the rise—and then choose the right kingdom to support. If a man aligns his loyalties and faithfulness with the wrong kingdom, he and his family could quickly become casualties and go down with the failing kingdom. But when a man makes godly choices and decisions that support the right kingdom, he helps his family win, and places himself in a position to achieve family fame.

Gentlemen, the church is the greatest hope for any community, and your pastor is the most significant leader in your life. Men who choose to support their pastor will themselves be blessed, as will their families.

When I was a small child, I usually sat beside my mother on the church pew, and my father usually sat on the platform. After church one Sunday, my father told us he could see a drunk man pacing back and forth in the vestibule during the service. The vestibule doors that opened into the sanctuary were fitted with windows, and the doors were usually closed during the service. As the drunk man paced, he would pause, stick his belligerent face in one of the windows, and shake his fist at our pastor, who was trying to preach.

This man’s wife and five children were all sitting in the sanctuary listening to the pastor’s message. His wife was a sweet lady, and his kids were in their early teenage years and younger. She was trying to raise them to fear the Lord and to love God’s house and His Word, but her husband was her antagonist. He was visibly upset at the pastor because of the influence and investment the man of God had made in the lives of his family.

One of this lady’s sons was a good friend of mine, and one Sunday afternoon I was invited to eat lunch with the family at their home. When my friend’s mother called us to the table, it was loaded with a delicious lunch she had prepared. We all sat down, and my friend’s mother asked the youngest child, a five-year-old girl, to return thanks. She folded her little hands, bowed her head, and sweetly prayed, “Dear Jesus, thank You for this food. Help Daddy to come to church …” Her father broke out in a loud, devilish laugh, stood up, and left the table. That hideous moment was indelibly impressed into my ten-year-old psyche.

That was fifty-five years ago. The mother has since died in the faith. Her husband took his own life not too many years after that incident. None of the five children are walking in truth today. You might say this man became infamous in his family. What a blessing he could have been to his wife and children, and certainly to my home church. Instead, he chose a kingdom that was on the way down. He went down with it, dragging his children with him.

Growing up in the Apostolic church, all of my heroes were members of our congregation. I never heard my parents utter a disparaging word about our pastor, the leadership team, or any church members. I owe my parents a great debt of gratitude for portraying our local church as the finest, most highly blessed, and most important entity in our community. They celebrated, submitted to, obeyed, and honored the spiritual authority over our home. This made my parents famous in my eyes.

If you are standing for God, His Word, and for spiritual authority in your local church, then I celebrate you as famous in your family. If you are not standing for God, His Word, and for spiritual authority in your local church, why not? I want you to get out your phone right now, go to your photos, and scroll down to a family photo. Examine that photo carefully and ask yourself this question: Am I famous in the lives of these people? Or am I infamous?

You don’t become famous in your family by failing to love the mother of your children, by becoming distracted with other females, and by kicking your wife to the curb for a younger model. Speaking of which reminds me of the story of a young preacher who was attending a conference. The speaker said, “I’ve spent the best years of my life in the arms of another man’s wife …” After the initial shock to the audience, he finished his statement by saying, “… my mother.” Everyone at the conference got a big kick out of that, especially the young preacher. He couldn’t wait to tell the joke at his home church. At the next opportunity, he stood before the congregation and said, “I spent the best years of my life in the arms of another man’s wife …” Then his mind went blank. He thought for a minute, but couldn’t recall the punchline, so he blurted, “… and for the life of me, I can’t remember who she is.” The young preacher may have achieved a certain type of fame in that congregation. I wonder if he ever lived it down.

Seriously, you don’t become famous in your family by failing to lead yourself—as in not practicing personal spiritual disciplines. You don’t become famous in your family by tearing down the ministry, the pastor, and the members of your congregation with negative conversation or attitudes. You don’t become famous in your family by giving up on your walk with God, your career, or your marriage.

Being famous in your family requires stick-to-itiveness. For example, everyone remembers and celebrates the names of Joshua and Caleb for standing with their leader, Moses. Nobody remembers the name of the other ten spies who went on the same journey as Joshua and Caleb but brought back a negative report.

Why don’t we remember the other ten spies? Because they quit. They gave up. They came unglued. But Joshua and Caleb never gave up. Even after forty years of wandering in the wilderness with all the rebels, whiners, and complainers, they still had vision, faith, and courage.

If you want to become famous in your family, never give up. Have you heard of Abraham Lincoln? He never gave up. Have you heard of Henry Ford? He never gave up.

Have you heard of Thomas Edison? He never gave up. Have you ever heard of Hershel Shmertz? He gave up! (I’ve never heard of him either.)

Some men decided they wanted to become famous, but for all the wrong reasons. Men like John Hinckley Jr. (President Ronald Reagan’s would-be assassin); Lee Harvey Oswald (JFK’s assassin); and Osama bin Laden (the infamous 9/11 mastermind). Their path to fame led them to infamy and now they are some of the most despised men in human history.

I’m not suggesting that becoming famous is every man’s goal, but having a little fame in your own family is not such a bad idea. In fact, if you don’t achieve fame in your family, I’m worried about you. You don’t have to be a hero to achieve the kind of fame I’m talking about. Every man who has a wife and children has a fabulous opportunity to become famous in his family. If you are unmarried or you don’t have children, you have a great opportunity to become famous in your local church and in your community.

When I was a kid growing up in St. Paul, Minnesota, my home church was Midway Tabernacle, and my hometown Major League Baseball team was the Minnesota Twins. I knew all of the Twins by name and could recite their pitching records and batting averages (players like Harmon Killebrew, Rod Carew, Tony Oliva, and Jim Kaat). But the heroes I admired most either lived in my house or attended my church.

There were “famous” people in that church—people like Eleanor Verdeja. She could speak English, albeit with a pronounced Spanish accent, but she couldn’t read the English language. She wanted desperately to read God’s Word on a daily basis, but she didn’t have a Spanish Bible. One afternoon while sitting in a chair she prayed, “Lord Jesus, I want to read Your Word!” She picked up her English Bible, and to her amazement, she could read it! She was so stunned that she put the Bible down and picked up the English newspaper. She couldn’t read a single word. The Lord had answered her prayer miraculously. This story of faith and the miraculous had a powerful impact on me during my formative years.

When I say “famous” I don’t mean world famous like Donald Trump or Tiger Woods; I mean famous where it really counts, with the people who know you best. My father, Wendell Gleason, was famous in his family. He was famous for his impeccable Christlike character. One man who was his colleague and who had worked side by side with him for decades told me years after my father had passed away, “Stan, your dad was a much better Christian than I ever was.”

My dad was famous for a lot of things: conducting family altars on Saturday mornings (despite knowing that I wanted to go out and play). He was famous for making us kids sing quietly at our table in a restaurant while we were waiting for our food. He was famous for celebrating the high tenor and low bass singer in one of his Bible college quartets by publicly stating he sang with a “topless tenor and a bottomless bass” (to the delight of the audience).

He became even more famous to me the day I arrived home after driving seven hundred miles to be with him the day after he was “relieved” of his position of thirty-five years. It was a painful, upsetting time as our family felt that Dad had been treated unjustly. I walked through the door and hugged my father, saying, “Dad, I’m going over to [the decision-maker’s] house right now. I’m going to let him have it.” Dad shook his head, which signaled to me that my proposed action was a bad idea. All Dad did was to say calmly, “I’m praying for him.” I said, “I’ve got a few prayers I’d like to pray over him too.” Then I said, “Dad, I’ve never heard you say an unkind word about anyone. I bet you could even say something nice about the devil.” He said, “Well … he’s a good one.” We had a good laugh—and we never discussed that incident again. So allow me to reiterate: Dad was the greatest Christian man I ever knew. I want to be famous in my family, just as my dad was famous in his family. He was famous for all the right reasons, and I want to be too.

Don’t become famous in your family for all the wrong reasons. Genesis tells the story of a particular man given every opportunity to lead his family well. His uncle was called “the friend of God” and “the father of the faithful.” Despite the influence and leadership of a great man like Abraham, this man named Lot made a series of bad decisions that proved to be disastrous for him, his wife, and his four daughters.

When it came time for the two households to part ways, Abraham allowed Lot, his nephew, to choose between a lush plain or the hilly terrain. The Bible says in Genesis 13 that Lot “lifted up his eyes,” meaning he was calculating the material (monetary) ramifications involved in the decision. He failed to consider what was best for the spiritual vitality of his family, but only what would help him prosper. Lot must have been aware of the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah located in the well-watered plain. Perhaps his wife also influenced the decision by appealing to her husband that there were more suitable men for their daughters to wed in the big cities.

I have seen men move their families across the country for a better paying job (even for as little as a dollar more per hour) without considering whether or not there was a good church in that location to build their family life around. To echo Jesus, “What would it profit a man to gain a better paying job and lose his family to the world?”

Lot’s next bad decision was that he “pitched his tent toward Sodom.” Who could accuse Lot of leading his family in a dangerous direction by the mere positioning of his tent-flap door? However, it wasn’t long before Lot was pitching his tent closer to Sodom. Then he was moving his family into Sodom—and Sodom moved into Lot. When angels came to warn him of impending doom, they found Lot at the gate of the city, meaning he had been elevated to the position of a community leader. So now Sodom was pitched toward him; he had become acclimated to and enmeshed in the social fabric of the most wicked city on earth.

Lot was a hospitable man; he brought the angels home with him for the night. Unfortunately, the brazen homosexual men of Sodom surrounded Lot’s house and called to him to send the angels outside so they could sexually abuse them. Lot refused. Incredibly, he instead offered the wicked Sodomites his two virgin daughters who were still living at home. When the angels saw Lot standing on the doorstep trying to reason with the wicked men, they pulled him back inside and smote the Sodomites with blindness, thus putting an end to the wicked exchange.

Lot then hurried to warn his sons-in-law and their families about the angels’ message of doom. But when he told them about the angels’ warning to flee the city, they thought he was either joking or that the crazy old man had finally fallen off his rocker. I would hate to think that my children would mock me if I brought a serious warning or word from the Lord to them. This only happens when there is no credibility in the words of a man whose life carries no conviction or anointing when he speaks to his family about spiritual things. We are left with the assumption that Lot’s married daughters and their husbands and families perished in the destruction.

Lot “lingered” in Sodom, apparently reluctant to leave, until the angels took him and his family by the hands and began leading them safely out before the rain of fire and brimstone. Lot’s hesitation to flee, despite the direct warning from angels, demonstrates his lack of discernment and his inability to be spiritually awakened.

I don’t understand a man who is not energized to lead his family out of this wicked and perverse society. My dad was certainly energized. I don’t know how he accomplished it, but even as a young boy I carried with me a sense that I was different, that this world was not my home, and that we were going to get out of here someday. I still feel that way. A man must never actually buy into the cosmos and embrace the spirit of the age.

One man who refused to embrace the spirit of the age was Moses. When he reached full maturity, he came to a decision based on inside intel, revealing that the pleasure of sin was only for a season. He decided to acknowledge his true identity—he was not an Egyptian; he was a Hebrew. Despite his Egyptian upbringing and education, Egypt was not his home; therefore, he chose to suffer affliction with the people of God. He esteemed the reproach of Christ to be greater riches than all the treasure of the wealthiest empire in the known world (Hebrews 11:24–27).

In contrast, Lot’s wife tragically discovered that it’s impossible to live in two worlds and survive. Despite the fact she was fleeing with her family, she exposed her true heart by ignoring the angels’ urgent warning “Don’t look back!” Instantly she became a pillar of salt. She had reached for two worlds and lost them both.

Lot and his two surviving daughters at first fled to the hamlet Zoar, but in the aftermath of the destruction, they deserted the plain and went to live in a mountain cave. As time passed, his two daughters reasoned with each other that life in isolation meant there were no men for them to marry. So they got their father drunk, seduced him, and became pregnant with baby boys who grew up to father the cursed nations of Ammon and Moab. These rival nations chronically agitated and demoralized the people of Israel for centuries.

Will you become famous or infamous in your family? Lot’s infamy began with what appeared to be an innocent decision, but it ultimately set a dangerous direction for his family. I once heard John Maxwell say, “Tell me three things and I will predict your future in five years: the books you read, the thoughts that dominate your mind, and the people you allow to speak into your life.” Lot allowed thoughts of Sodom (and perhaps the influence of family members and the lure of big city lights) to influence his decisions, and he ultimately lost his entire family.

Do you have a daughter? I’ve been blessed with two: Marissa and Micaela. I also have a daughter-in-law, Ana, whom I love as my own. Someone said that a son is a son until he takes a wife, but a daughter is a daughter for the rest of your life. There’s something special about a daddy and his daughter. A dad is his son’s first hero and his daughter’s first love. I am famous with my daughters. You may not believe the notes they write in my birthday and Father’s Day cards, so I will provide some quotes. Here is the message one of my daughters wrote in a Father’s Day card this year:


The longer I am a parent, the more I am understanding all you did for me when I was a child. Thank you for all the times we played “hair salon,” for all the songs you sang to me at bedtime, and all the stories you read. Thanks for the horsey-back rides and for surprising me with my first car (a black Ford Escort ZX2). When I came home from school, you opened the garage door, and there it was sitting with red balloons all over it. Thanks for making sure I had food, clothing, and shelter. Thanks for taking me to church camps with you when I was a teenager, for paying for my private school and college education, for deep chats about God and His Word, and for helping me formulate my love for truth. Thanks for all the duets we sang, and for taking us on vacations, and for making Father’s Day a happy occasion for me. You were and are a wonderful Dad, and I love you so much, Marissa.



One daughter wrote in her Father’s Day card: “Dear Dad, I’m awesome. Well done!” Brilliantly sarcastic, and very true. Awesome parents tend to raise an awesome generation. You will become famous in your family when your daughter loves and respects you, and when she does, you will become the standard by which she measures all other men the rest of her life. (And for that I pity my sons-in-law Daniel and Jackson.)

Speaking of daughters, Philip had four daughters who prophesied (Acts 21:9). How does that happen? I don’t know anyone else who could say that about their four girls. What kind of a dad was Philip? What was their family culture like? And because of Philip’s fame in his family, the apostle Paul sought out Philip and stayed in his home during his visit to Caesarea. Paul apparently loved to be in an atmosphere of prayer and the prophetic. And then someone else showed up at Philip’s house—Agabus the prophet. Philip’s abode apparently was a veritable house of prayer, praise, and worship, where his young daughters prophesied, and apostles and prophets hung out. What a home!

A dad named Jairus was famous in his family, particularly with his daughter. He was a ruler in the local synagogue. Synagogues in those days had no clergy and were managed by the laity and headed by the ruling elder, in this case, Jairus. His daughter was only twelve years old when she became deathly ill. Realizing the seriousness of her condition, Jairus did not delay; he went immediately to find Jesus. Incidentally, the name Jairus means, “I’m going to find the light” or “Jehovah enlightens.”

Fathers who take action when their children are in trouble and know how to find God become famous with their children. For instance, I can still feel my dad’s large hand on my fevered forehead when he came into my bedroom to pray for me. I could sense his love, compassion, and the power of his prayer. I knew when Dad prayed I was going to be all right, no matter how sick I felt in the moment. It wasn’t long until I would be up and playing again.

Jairus was famous with his daughter not only because he knew where to find Jesus, but when he located Jesus he also knew exactly what to do: he fell at Jesus’ feet and worshiped. Fathers who check out—or are clueless or paralyzed—in times of family crisis do not become famous. But fathers who take proper action, know how and where to find God, and then fall down and worship Him in times of family difficulty become famous in their family.

Jairus found Jesus and was pleading with Him to come and heal his daughter when He was interrupted by an ailing woman whose problem appeared to be more severe than his daughter’s. This woman had a blood disorder that had plagued her for as long as Jairus’s daughter had been living. When the feeble woman reached out and touched the hem of Jesus’ garment, she was instantly healed. Jesus felt healing virtue leave His body in that moment, and He stopped in His tracks, asking, “Who touched Me?”

His disciples protested, “Lord, people are thronging around You and touching You. It’s impossible to know which person You meant when You said, ‘Who touched Me?’” However, Jesus knew some person had touched Him—not in passing, but with desperate intent. The woman, seeing she couldn’t remain anonymous, knelt before Jesus and confessed it was she who had touched Him. Jesus celebrated this woman’s faith: “Daughter, be of good cheer; your faith has made you well. Go in peace” (Luke 8:48). The crowd undoubtedly rejoiced with her.

Jairus didn’t give up when his daughter’s need was interrupted by the woman’s miracle healing. He didn’t get frustrated when Jesus seemed to care about others more than about his daughter. He was famous in his family because he didn’t give up easily. He didn’t quit because he knew he was next in line.

Then the devastating news arrived that Jairus’s daughter had died. The synagogue VIP didn’t throw up his hands and give up. He didn’t tell Jesus, “Well, it’s too late. No use for You to come now.” On the contrary, he still brought Jesus home with him. I assure you that Jesus will go home with the fathers who seek Him, find Him, worship Him, inquire of Him, and bring Him home no matter how hopeless the situation appears to be. Too many fathers don’t bring Jesus into their home after something has died. They just quit and walk away, but not Jairus. He took Jesus home with him, and that’s why he was famous with his daughter.

Many men find value in being a fixer. Jairus was a leader—respected, resourceful, influential. But with all of his learning, wealth, and position, he could not fix this problem. The bottom line in this case was a dead end for Jairus. But when he came to the end of himself, he was situated for the greatest miracle of his life.

After Jesus raised the young girl from the dead, He advised Jairus and his wife to give her something to eat. I’m sure there was much celebration and appreciation expressed to Jesus for working this amazing miracle. But after Jesus left and the miracle girl had eaten something, I’m sure Jairus told his daughter the story about how he found Jesus, was delayed by the crowd and then by the ailing woman who was healed, how he brought Jesus to her bedside, and how He raised her from the dead. Her father’s story became her story and informed her faith for the rest of her life.

Fathers who tell their faith stories, and their family’s generational stories, become famous in their family. The Gleason family tells the story of my grandfather, Turner H. Gleason (1871–1964). He was famous in our family, but not because he was a vaudeville performer, an actor, or a traveling warm-up singer for an itinerant tent evangelist. He was not famous in our family for attending art school in Minneapolis at the turn of the twentieth century, where he drew a live-model charcoal sketch of a Native American Oglala chief who fought with Sitting Bull at the Battle of the Little Bighorn. (The portrait is still in the family.) Turner is not famous in our family because he operated the 130-foot-tall Oregon City, Oregon, elevator that connected the upper city with the lower city, and knew most of the people in town. He was not famous because a street in Oregon City was named after him. He was not famous because he died at the age of ninety-three without reportedly having a sick day in his life.

Turner H. Gleason was famous in our family because of a decision he made during the Great Depression. Times were hard raising eight children in the 1930s. One day Grandpa received a registered letter from a law firm in London, England, informing him that he was heir to a $4.3 million estate. However, to collect the payout, British tax laws required that he relocate and become a resident of England. Although communication was difficult, Grandpa investigated as best he could to see if there was a church where he could continue to raise and disciple his children. At that time, the Gleason backyard adjoined the backyard of their church.

Finding no suitable congregation of the Apostolic faith in that area of England, Turner wrote back to the attorney’s London office, informing them that he was not coming because he could not jeopardize the faith of his family at any price. He released the attorneys to pass the inheritance down to the next in line. I’m sure that someone in the law office thought him foolish for refusing such an offer. That was nearly a hundred years ago, but his decision has made him perpetually famous in our family.

Now there are over 150 direct descendants of Turner and Flo Gleason (to the fifth generation). He, his wife, and all eight children died in the faith. Two of his sons became Bible college presidents as well as elected general officials in the UPCI. One daughter and her husband and family became missionaries to South America. All the other children and their families were faithful members of churches and contributing members of their communities. In the third and fourth generations there are many pastors, evangelists, teachers, more elected general officials, and overcoming Christians.

I hope you have made it a goal in your life to be famous in your family.

Chapter 1 Big Ideas

Fathers who are famous in their family:

1.Support the right kingdom;

2.Make sure their children’s heroes are people of faith;

3.Don’t quit when their faith becomes disappointed;

4.Are quick to forgive;

5.Set a godly direction for their family;

6.Bring Jesus to their troubled children; and

7.Tell their faith stories.





CHAPTER 2

BEHIND ENEMY LINES

I want you to be smart in the same way—but for what is right—using every adversity to stimulate you to creative survival, to concentrate your attention on the bare essentials, so you’ll live, really live, and not complacently just get by on good behavior.
(Luke 16:8–9, The Message paraphrase by Eugene Peterson)

The following story is adapted from The Ultimate Man’s Survival Guide: Rediscovering the Lost Art of Manhood. “On June 2, 1995, Captain Scott O’Grady was enforcing a NATO no-fly zone over Bosnia. Serb forces were firing at American planes daily, but [O’Grady] didn’t see the Soviet-made anti-aircraft missile coming. As his F-16 exploded, O’Grady ejected over enemy terrain. Tense seconds ticked by before he made a safe landing.”

He plunged into the forest and hid his parachute. Unfortunately, Serb forces had seen him land, and within minutes O’Grady heard gunfire and spotted Serb soldiers searching for him. He lay face down in the brush, cupping his camouflaged flight gloves over his head and ears. “Thank God there were no dogs,” he later said at the military debriefing. He evaded the enemy by sleeping during the day, covering himself with camouflage netting, and moving only between midnight and 4:00 AM.

“Equipped with a 121-page survival pamphlet, a radio, a first-aid kit, distress flares, and a compass, he used the lessons he had learned during seventeen days of Survival, Evasion, Resistance, and Escape (SERE) training. He used a sponge to soak up rainwater and fill a container. He ate grass and bugs. The survival pamphlet included instructions on cooking insects as big as grasshoppers and explained that [they should be eaten] only after removing their hard legs.”

O’Grady didn’t know exactly where he was, only that he was behind enemy lines, and armed Serb forces were never far away. He had been taught that downed pilots are often captured after calling for help too soon, giving away their position. So the twenty-nine-year-old pilot waited five days before he made radio contact. An American voice responded, and the rescue operation was set in motion. “The 24th Marine Expeditionary Unit used a CH-53, a big cargo helicopter, to carry a total of forty-three marines—riflemen, assault climbers, medics, a communications team, and an interpreter—along with two AH-1W Cobra gunships and two AV-8B Harriers” (subsonic attack aircraft).

“The rescue team flew head-on into the sunrise. When they were close, O’Grady [popped] a smoke canister that marked his location.” The CH-53 landed and “marines scrambled down its back ramp to secure the perimeter. Seconds later O’Grady ran out of the pines, pistol in hand. Enemy fire whizzed around them” as he jumped aboard, and they took off toward friendlier skies. Remarkably, they returned from the rescue mission with no injuries. Training, skill, wits, and self-control enabled O’Grady to survive behind enemy lines.

Whether we realize it or not, we are living behind enemy lines. The Christian man, no matter where he is in the world today, is living in a culture that is contrary to the Christian faith. This is becoming more apparent with every passing day. Perhaps not so much yet in North America, but Christians are being persecuted all over the world. According to one advocacy group, 360 million Christians experienced high levels of persecution in 2022, and nearly six thousand were martyred for their faith.

We do not face such severe opposition in North America, but we feel the spirit of antichrist rising among us daily. Every man of faith needs a hard punch in the mouth to realize there is live action all around us. The world is not our friend. Our flesh is not our friend. Our lustful eye is not our friend. The pride of life is not our friend (I John 2:16). And the devil is certainly not our friend.

Good men just like you and me are losing battles every day. And, sadly, some have lost the war. There is a difference between a battle and a war. A war consists of many battles. You can lose some battles and still win the war—but you can’t lose every battle and still win the war.

Captain O’Grady lived to fight another day because he was smart, he was alert, he was equipped, he followed survival protocols, and he didn’t lose his cool! So let me ask you a question: How are your survival skills?

When I think of survival skills and tough guys, I think of action heroes such as Indiana Jones, Rambo, James Bond, and Jack Bauer. I am fascinated by men who have superior survival skills mainly because I have none. Zero. Zip. Nada. If you were to drop me off ten miles in any direction with a knife, a book of matches, a gallon of water, a tent, a loaded gun, a compass, a sleeping bag, a pillow, and three bags of groceries, I would be dead in 6.5 minutes.

Although I have no survival skills, I must say I have survived eight trips to India. On the first trip I stayed in a buck-fifty-per-night hotel with hot water delivered faithfully every morning in a five-gallon bucket, and the toilet was a hole in the floor. Aside from that, when our church has men/boys outings, I hang around the campfire until dark, then I head home, get a good night’s rest, and return the next morning for coffee and breakfast burritos. Without the quick trip home I would spend a long sleepless night.

I did catch a 215-pound halibut in the Gulf of Alaska in 1991. I didn’t know what to do with it after I caught it, so the hired deck hands cleaned the fish, and I shared my filets with everyone else on the boat. I also caught a forty-inch barracuda off the coast of North Carolina. I didn’t know what to do with it either, so I gave it to a kid on the charter boat.

Perhaps because I have no survival skills, I enjoy reading books about people who survive against all odds. I become engrossed in the stories of these hardy people and relish the accounts of their exploits and how they made it through hard times. Here is an annotated list of some of the survival books I’ve read.

Endurance by Alfred Lansing. Endurance was the name of the ship captained by famed explorer Ernest Henry Shackleton (1874–1922). The ship became impacted in an ice flow in Antarctica. If not for the heroic efforts of Shackleton, he and his crew would have perished.

Alone on the Ice by David Roberts is the greatest survival story in the history of exploration in the Antarctic. It tells how Douglas Mawson, leader of the Australasian Antarctic Expedition, made it back to base camp after plunging through a snow bridge and dangling over an abyss by a sledge harness.

Into Africa by Martin Dugard. This book features the epic adventures of Stanley Livingstone.

Unbroken by Laura Hillenbrand is the story of Olympic athlete Louie Zamperini detailing his survival, resilience, and ultimate redemption as a POW during World War Two.

Lone Survivor by Marcus Luttrell is the eyewitness account of Operation Redwing and the lost heroes of Seal Team 10.

Skeletons on the Zaharah by Dean King. King recounts the tragic 1815 marooning of the merchant ship Commerce on the coast of Africa and the trek of the ship’s crew across the perilous Sahara Desert while surviving capture and slavery.

Death in the Long Grass by Peter Hathaway Capstick is a big game hunter’s adventures in the African bush.

How long could you survive if you were equipped with the following checklist of survival gear?

1 Tall felt hat

1 Regimental coat

2 Shirts made either of strong linen or flannel

1 Woolen waistcoat

1 Pair of white woolen overalls

1 Pair of white linen trousers

1 Pair of black leather low-quarter shoes

2 Pairs of socks

1 Frock or shirt

1 Rifle or musket

1 Pipe tomahawk

1 Powder horn ammo pouch

1 Scalping knife

1 Gun sling

1 Ball screw

1 Brush and wire

1 Haversack

1 Bullet mold

1-Pint tin cup without handles

1 Steel for starting a fire

1 Iron spoon

1 Knapsack

1 Wool blanket

1 Tent

1 Brass camp kettle

Could you survive two years with this list of gear? In 1804, thirty-three men who were on the Lewis and Clark exploration team did. Those were real men.

We will need survival skills, equipping, and personal spiritual discipline if we are going to live overcoming lives as godly men in this present world. Sadly, a great part of our North American culture has forgotten what it means to be a man. People in our society are in a major identity crisis: Bruce Jenner is now Caitlyn Jenner. People can’t figure out which bathroom they should use. Gender dysphoria is a phenomenon among adolescents. Sexual orientation has become the biggest identifier of our culture. Porn is a $12 billion industry.

Strong, godly, conservative, decent men are being vilified by the media—and by angry women. Granted, much of the ills of our culture can be laid at the feet of deadbeat, absentee, or just plain bad adult male role models. But we cannot—we must not—lose our vision of what it means to be a good man! There’s more to being a man than climbing the Matterhorn, shooting one hundred on the sporting clays range, or dropping a bully with a right hook. Being a man means being a father, a husband, a good brother, and a good citizen. Being a man means doing the right thing when nobody’s looking. It means biting the bullet and taking the hit even when you’re right.

Being a man means suffering in silence and keeping your mouth shut … or being brave enough to speak up whenever the occasion calls for it … and to know the difference. Being a man means knowing how to say you’re sorry. It means knowing when to adhere to your own counsel and when to seek advice. It means understanding the words duty, honor, and country. It means not panicking in an emergency. It means being a hero when no one is around. It means knowing how to survive and showing others the way.

Gentlemen, a Christian man lives every day of his life behind enemy lines. The world we live in is hostile territory, hostile to our values, beliefs, virtues, and the principles we live by. There are a myriad of enemy forces lurking in the shadows, waiting for us to let our guard down, ready to take out any one of us at any time.

If you are an overcoming, sold-out, godly man, you are not walking around this world in camouflage. You do not blend in to this culture. A godly man stands out physically, morally, and spiritually in this world.

What’s more, you’re walking around with a target on your back. Speaking of targets, I’m a fan of Gary Larson’s Far Side cartoons. One of my favorite sketches is the one in which Larson depicts two antlered stags standing upright in the forest. One of the stags has a red bullseye in the middle of a white patch on its chest. The other stag remarks, “Bummer of a birthmark, Hal!”

Godly men have born-again “birthmarks.” We are targets. We are desirable trophies, and Satan is gunning for us. Proverbs 6:26 says, “An adulteress will prey upon his precious life.” Destroying an unconverted, un-regenerated, unredeemed life of a sinner man is no great accomplishment for Hell. But if Satan can destroy the precious life of a regenerated man who has been born of the water and the Spirit, a man who knows the power of redemption, that is a trophy kill!

Scripture gives us fair warning about how dangerous our enemy is and that we need to be prepared to face him. First Peter 5:8–9 (NLT) says, “Stay alert! Watch out for your great enemy, the devil. He prowls around like a roaring lion, looking for someone to devour. Stand firm against him, and be strong in your faith. Remember that your family of believers all over the world is going through the same kind of suffering you are.”

This passage contains a warning about our opponent that is both explicit and implicit. First, Peter did not say the devil is quietly sneaking up on you; instead, he’s roaring like a lion as he stalks you. Second, Peter quickly added that other believers are going through the same battles you are facing—and they’re coming out victorious!

It appears that Peter was adding incentive to his audience by implying that they wouldn’t want to fail, because if others are victorious and they (the readers) are defeated, there will be no excuse for their failure. However, if those other people are making it, the reasoning is that the readers can make it too! So, my brother, whatever enemy you’re facing today, be assured that another brother somewhere is facing the same enemy, and he’s being victorious. You may not know him, but he is your brother; and if he is winning the battle, so can you. And so should you.

Every piece of equipment we need to win the battle is right before our eyes in the Word of God. Paul wrote in II Corinthians 10:3–5, “For though we walk in the flesh, we do not war according to the flesh. For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal but mighty in God for pulling down strongholds, casting down arguments and every high thing that exalts itself against the knowledge of God, bringing every thought into captivity to the obedience of Christ.”

Let’s briefly unpack this passage:

Strongholds. This is not a crack house, a brothel, a porn parlor, or a bar on the corner; it is a fortress the enemy has established in our mind, our emotions, or our spirit. A stronghold is a go-to place; although it is neither emotionally nor spiritually healthy for us, we go there when we get weak. A stronghold is a well-worn groove somewhere within us that constantly circles back to emotions or thoughts like anger, lust, jealousy, rage, or any other work of the flesh. (See Galatians 5:19–21.)

Pulling down. According to Benson Commentary on the Old and New Testaments, “The apostle appears to allude to the beating down of fortresses by means of military engines, to which he compares their spiritual weapons.”

Arguments (“imaginations,” KJV). A justification for sinful actions or a predetermination to satisfy your carnal pleasure, no matter what.

Knowledge. Anti-biblical knowledge. Lies spouted by the enemy. (God hates me. He won’t forgive me. He wants to crush me. The pastor doesn’t like me. People are judging me. Everyone wants me to fail. Nobody cares if I make it.)

Thoughts. Wrestle those destructive, negative, tormenting, lustful thoughts down into captivity to the obedience of Jesus Christ. If the thought contradicts what you know about Jesus, then you must wrestle it down, not entertain it. The battle is won or lost in the mind.

I was stunned recently when I read the following verse: “The battle spread over the face of all the country, and the forest devoured more people that day than the sword” (II Samuel 18:8, ESV).

I did a doubletake. Was the writer saying that more men died in the woods than perished under direct attack of the enemy? I can understand men losing their lives at the end of a sword, perishing on the front lines, or dying at the hand of the enemy, but I don’t understand men being devoured … in the woods?!

What was going on in the woods of Ephraim that was more lethal than hand-to-hand mortal combat with the enemy? Apparently these woods of Ephraim were fraught with dangers unknown, perils undiscovered, and conditions they were unprepared for—marshes, quicksand, thick vines, pits, deep ravines, and overgrown thickets.

Some scholars suggest this description refers to soldiers who, instead of fighting, fled from the enemy. In their rush to get away, they fell into pits, or were impaled on jagged tree stumps, or pressed one another to death when they came into strait places, or perhaps were killed by wild beasts that roamed the forest. It would be one thing to die at the direct hand of the enemy, but it would be an entirely different prospect to die in the woods while running away, having never engaged the enemy.

Failing to confront your enemy and instead deserting the battlefield and escaping to the woods of fear, procrastination, and ease will eventually destroy a good man. There is nowhere in this culture for a godly man to run and hide in the woods. This world we live in is a nonconfrontational quagmire of quicksand, treacherous ravines, slippery slopes, and dangerous precipices that could take you out with one false step. You’re better off to stay in the fight and know who your enemy is than to run off into the evil unknown to hide.

We have all known good men who were taken out by a direct attack of the enemy. They became casualties of war by lethal weapons such as the sword of drugs, the spear of alcohol, the arrow of adultery, the dagger of pornography, the power of pride, or the catapult of arrogance. I can understand a man dying at the hand of the enemy’s weapons. What I don’t understand is the needless death of a man who has been equipped with every weapon he needs to overcome and be victorious. Neither do I understand a man who just disappears into the woods, never to be seen alive again. If you’re going to die, at least go down fighting!

It’s one thing to die by the sword. We all get that. But it’s another thing to die from nothing.

Did you know that “nothing” is not an acceptable cause of death in a coroner’s report? Nobody dies from nothing. Everybody dies as the result of something. No one asks a coroner, “Well, what killed him?” And the coroner looks at a cadaver, shrugs his shoulders, and says, “Well, nothing killed him.” In the minuscule percentage of deaths that coroners can’t figure out, they rule it as “undetermined.” They know the victim died of something; they just haven’t been able to discover what it is.

Legitimate medical causes of death are things like asphyxiation, myocardial infarction (heart attack), or cerebrovascular accident (stroke). Something eventually kills everyone. Someday we are all going to die. I don’t mind dying; it’s appointed unto man once to die. But if and when I die, I want it to be for some legitimate condition or circumstance, not from “nothing”—like the woods of Ephraim.

How would that conversation go down with the widow and children of a man who died in the woods of Ephraim? “Mom, what happened to Dad? How did he die?” “Well, son, he died in the woods of Ephraim. That’s all the captain would tell me.” That would be hard to take.

You may think it’s morbid, but I’m intrigued by tombstone epitaphs. Here are a few of my favorites:

•I told you I was sick.

•I made some good deals and some bad deals, but I really went in the hole on this one.

•Died from failing to forward that last social media message to ten people.

•Beneath this stone lies a merry lass who reached for the brake and hit the gas.

•Here lies an atheist, all dressed up and no place to go.

•Here lies my wife, I bid her goodbye, she rests here in peace, and now so do I.

I heard about a man whose parents named him “Odd,” a name that he hated. Throughout his entire life, he cringed when people called him by name. On his deathbed he had one request of his faithful, loving wife. “Dear, after I’m gone, please don’t let the engraver put my name on my tombstone. I’ll be satisfied if he just puts the years of my birth and my death.” She dutifully fulfilled her husband’s last request. For years to come, when people would stroll through the cemetery and see his nameless tombstone, they would invariably remark, “Hmm, isn’t that odd?”

People die in car wrecks, airplane crashes, military combat, during surgery, or choking on a tidbit in a restaurant, but there is always one ultimate cause of death: their heart stops beating. You know good men who didn’t make it. They’ve been sitting on church pews for years, but they’ve become MIAs, the casualties of living behind enemy lines.

Having served as a pastor for forty years, I know men who have been taken out by one sniper bullet of bitterness, one slash of offense, one grenade of jealousy, one mortar bomb of anger, one bayonet thrust of unforgiveness, one invasion of rebellion against spiritual authority. But these are just the circumstances of their death, like a boating accident or a long bout with cancer. They are not the real reason for their spiritual death.

There is only one reason that any Christian man dies a spiritual death: the lack of a prayer life! Prayer is the beating heart that pumps the cleansing, life-giving blood of Jesus Christ through the veins of a born-again man. Prayerlessness is the ultimate cause of every death of every Christian man who has ever succumbed to spiritual death. Every man who has ever died behind enemy lines was found lying motionless on the ground for one reason: he did not confront the threat to his spiritual life. He did not pray. His spiritual heartbeat ceased.

We don’t always know what takes a man out. We’d have to perform an autopsy, or perhaps conduct an inquest: Oh, I see a man over there washed up on the seashore. Let’s conduct an inquest. It is apparent he hasn’t been dead long. The ring on his right index finger is of noble origin. He’s clutching a crown in his hand. His robes are soaked and stained, but it’s easy to see they’re the robes of a king. How could a man of this power, might, strength, and influence be lying face down on a beach? Where are his soldiers? Where are his secret service agents? Where are his personal bodyguards? How could such an important man die alone like this?

Further inquiries reveal this man saw ten miracles that had never been seen before or since. He heard ten messages from the greatest, most powerful leader of the Old Testament. He saw God bring a merciful end to nine of the worst conditions he had ever witnessed: blood in the watercourses and wells, slimy frogs hopping all over the place, infestations of lice and flies and boils, pestilence, rain and thunder and lightning and hail, three days of thick darkness, and finally, the firstborn in every house dying mysteriously all on the same night. And all of these catastrophes had been brought on by his own stubborn heart because he had refused to say yes to God.

This man saw more miracles, experienced more divine power, and observed more divine grace and mercy than any other man before or after him. He ate the finest food, drove the finest chariot pulled by the finest horses, had the finest family, lived in the finest home, and slept in the finest bed, and yet he did not survive! He had chance after chance after chance, yet he didn’t make it. All he had to do was to say yes, but he didn’t do it! So there he lies, Pharaoh, the most powerful man on earth, dead, drowned, huddled face down in the sand.

Gentlemen, we have heard enough preaching, read enough Scripture, felt enough of the presence of God, seen enough examples of men who overcame, who prayed, and who were forgiven, to get back up, to get our hearts right, to overcome bitterness, to check our egos at the altar, and to be saved. We are behind enemy lines, and we’ve got to make it out alive! We have no excuses.

Chapter 2 Big Ideas

1.Every godly man in this world is living in hostile territory.

2.We must develop survival skills and personal spiritual disciplines.

3.Stay vigilant! We have an enemy who goes about as a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour.

4.Don’t die in the woods for nothing; stay in the battle and fight!

5.We have every weapon we need to be victorious.





CHAPTER 3

HOW A MAN BLESSES HIS FAMILY

Then his father Isaac said to him, “Come near now and kiss me, my son.” And he came near and kissed him; and he smelled the smell of his clothing, and blessed him.
(Genesis 27:26–27)

Author’s Note: This chapter is adapted from the book The Blessing by Gary Smalley and John Trent. I have given full credit to Smalley and Trent when presenting this message at men’s conferences from coast to coast with powerful, life-changing results.


No matter your age, the approval of your parents affects how you view yourself and your ability to pass that approval along to your children, spouse and friends. Many people spend a lifetime looking for this acceptance the Bible calls … the Blessing! – Smalley and Trent



Brian had flown halfway across the country to be at his father’s side in one last attempt to try to reconcile years of misunderstanding and resentment. Brian had been yearning for his father’s acceptance and approval since his childhood, but it always seemed just out of reach. Brian’s father had been a career Marine and an officer. His sole desire for Brian when he grew up was that he would follow in his footsteps. For that reason he took every opportunity to instill in his son the discipline and backbone he would need when one day he, too, would become an officer.

Thus, words of love or tenderness were nonexistent between Brian and his father. The father drove the boy to participate in sports and to attend classes that would equip him to be an officer. The only praise Brian received from his father for scoring a touchdown or doing well in a class was a lecture on how he could and should have done even better.

After graduating from high school, Brian enlisted in the United States Marine Corps. It was the happiest day of his father’s life. However, his joy was short-lived because Brian was soon cited for attitude problems and disrespect for orders. He was placed on report. After weeks of such reports and getting into a vicious fight with his drill instructor, Brian was dishonorably discharged from the service as incorrigible.

The news of his discharge dealt a death blow to their father/son relationship. Brian was no longer welcome in his father’s home, and for years there was no contact. Brian struggled with feelings of inferiority, and he lacked self-confidence. Even though he was above average in intelligence, he worked at jobs below his capabilities. He got engaged to be married three times only to break it off just weeks before the wedding. Somehow he just didn’t believe another person could really love and accept him.

Then came the shocking news that Brian’s father was gravely ill in the hospital. Brian arrived too late, after his father slipped into a coma. The words he had always longed to hear—words of love, acceptance, and approval—now could never be spoken. Brian’s heartbreaking sobs echoed down the hospital corridor: “Dad, please wake up. Please say that you love me, Dad. Just one time.”

His cries revealed a great sense of loss, not only the physical loss of his father, but, like many others have experienced, the emotional sense of losing any chance of receiving his father’s blessing. Brian’s failed careers and relationships were the result of the lack of parental acceptance. Years after he physically had left his parents’ home, he remained emotionally chained to the past.

Children who do not receive the family blessing will search for it their entire adult life. Unfortunately, many of them look for it in all the wrong places. Those who have never received the family blessing typically will experience either workaholism or passivism. They either (1) believe the next achievement in life will bring the blessing they long for, so they strive for that achievement; or (2) they will become mired in withdrawal and apathy as they give up hope of ever receiving the family blessing. Never receiving the blessing can lead to chronic depression and, in extreme cases, even suicide. It also can result in confusion and anger, as was the case in the life of Esau.

“The blessing” of Esau’s day was a momentous event. This sacred family rite gave children a tremendous sense of being highly valued by their parents, and it even pictured a special future for them. It was a prophetic statement spoken by the father through the guidance of the Holy Ghost. Contrary to the behavior expected of a firstborn son, Esau nonchalantly traded his birthright to Jacob for a bowl of beans. The Bible says Esau “despised” his birthright by treating it as worthless and unimportant. However, the family blessing was a completely different matter than the birthright.

Sometime later, Jacob deceived his aging father into giving him, the second-born son, the blessing. This betrayal devastated Esau. (See Genesis 27.) He cried out, “Do you have only one blessing, my father? Bless me—me also, O, my father!” And this same cry of anguish and unfulfilled longing is being echoed today by men who, for whatever reason, have failed to hear words of love, approval, and acceptance from their parents.

When children receive the blessing, it not only provides a much-needed sense of personal acceptance and self-worth, but it also plays an important role in protecting and even freeing them to develop intimate relationships.

Have you ever wondered who in their right mind would allow themselves to be swept into the darkness of a cult? People who received the family blessing would never be seduced into joining a cult. But cult leaders have mastered the elements of the blessing by providing a sense of belonging and family, and giving the promise of personal attention, affection, and affirmation to fledgling adults who are longing for it.

A flower cannot grow unless it has the necessary elements to sustain life: soil, air, water, light, and a secure place to grow. The family blessing also contains key elements that enable children to grow into healthy, balanced adults who are free from the chains of their past.

The Five Elements of the Family Blessing

1.A meaningful touch

2.A spoken message

3.Attaching high value (to the one being blessed)

4.Picturing a special future (to the one being blessed)

5.An active commitment to fulfill the blessing

(1) A Meaningful Touch

A little girl was frightened in the night during a thunderstorm. She slipped out of bed, ran into her parents’ bedroom, and jumped up on their bed for comfort and assurance. Her father said, “You didn’t need to be worried or frightened, honey. God is always there to protect you.” The little girl snuggled closer to her daddy and said, “I know that, Daddy. But right now I need someone with skin on.”


Then his father Isaac said to him, “Come near now and kiss me, my son.” And he came near and kissed him; and he smelled the smell of his clothing, and blessed him. (Genesis 27:26–27)



A meaningful touch can be an embrace, a kiss, or laying on of hands. An act of touching your children communicates warmth, personal acceptance, affirmation, and even contributes to physical health. Even in caring homes, most parents (particularly fathers) stop touching their children once they reach grade school. Even if your teenagers cringe or roll their eyes when you hug them, they still need that meaningful touch. So Dad, don’t stop touching your children.

Isaac’s request, “Come near now, my son” was an expression used to describe armies drawing together in battle. A meaningful touch is not a mere ruffling of the hair or a caress of the cheek or a pat on the back. The touch Isaac gave to Jacob was a full-frontal embrace. Jacob was not four years old—he was closer to forty or fifty or beyond, according to the estimates of Bible scholars. But he still craved the blessing of his father. No matter how old your children are, they still want that meaningful touch from you.

The laying on of hands from a parent to a child, or from someone in spiritual authority to someone under their purview is a powerful experience for both the giver and the recipient. Moses transferred the power of his blessing to Joshua by the laying on of hands (Deuteronomy 34:9). Paul transferred some spiritual gift to Timothy, his son in the gospel, by the laying on of hands (I Timothy 4:14).

The human touch is powerful. Our hands have over five million touch receptors. No wonder a physical touch blesses us! Studies have shown that the laying on of hands produces physiological benefits:

•Hemoglobin levels in the bloodstream elevate during the act of laying on of hands.

•Body tissue receives more oxygen.

•The one receiving the touch is energized.

•If the recipient is unwell, a human touch can actually initiate regenerative processes.

The following are verifiable research findings regarding the result of the human touch:

•Lowering blood pressure

•Protecting a grade-schooler from being involved in an immoral relationship later in life

•Adding up to two years to one’s life

Promiscuous men and women, and women who had multiple unwanted pregnancies have told researchers that their sexual activity was merely a way of satisfying yearnings to be touched and held. Research among homosexual men reveals they grew up without receiving physical affirmations by their fathers (or father figures) early in life. In his book How to Really Love Your Child, Dr. Ross Campbell said, “I have never known of one sexually disoriented person who had a warm, loving, and affectionate father.”

When Jesus picked up children in His arms and held them and blessed them, He was not acting like a cheesy politician; He was demonstrating His inside knowledge of a child’s genuine need for a meaningful touch!

I know there are men reading this book who never received a meaningful touch from their earthly father. I’m glad I can tell you that you can receive a meaningful touch from your heavenly Father every day of your life. You literally can feel the enveloping, unconditional, loving touch from God when you reach out to Him in prayer and/or worship.

(2) A Spoken Message

Do you remember the old playground line, “Sticks and stones may break my bones but names can never hurt me”? That’s a lie. Nothing could be further from the truth. If I were to ask you man to man if anyone has ever said anything that hurt you deeply, you would immediately recall the person, the place, and the moment it happened.

Family talk is very powerful. Most of us can recall words of praise that our parents gave us. I can take you to the spot where my dad came off the platform after church, met me in the aisle, put his arm around me, and told me how proud he was of me, and that he noticed my broad shoulders. (I distinctly remember I was wearing a white-and-yellow striped long-sleeved shirt). He often praised my neat cutting of his lawn, the baritone section of my junior high and high school bands in which I played, and the early sermons I preached when he was in the audience to hear me.

Receiving the family blessing hinges on a spoken message. Isaac spoke a personal message to Jacob, and Jacob spoke a personal blessing to each of his twelve sons and two grandsons. The blessing cannot be given through good intentions or mental telepathy. The blessing is not given until it is spoken!

Your children and your wife desperately need to hear you speak a message of value to them. Don’t be like the knucklehead husband who was in marriage counseling with his pastor. The pastor asked him if he regularly told his wife he loved her. The knucklehead said, “She knew I loved her the day I married her fifteen years ago when I stood at the altar and said, ‘I do.’ And it still stands today.” The man snapped his jaws shut and said no more on the subject.

Your children desperately need to hear you speak a message of value to them. Don’t cop out and say, “That’s ridiculous. My children know that I love them. I keep a roof over their head, clothes on their back, and food in the fridge.” If unkind words would wilt a strawberry, what would they do to the human spirit? If words of praise and love would refresh a strawberry, what wonderful things would a few words of praise and affirmation do to the human spirit of your child?

Notice the power of your words as described in James 3:3–6 (The Message paraphrase by Eugene Peterson):


A bit in the mouth of a horse controls the whole horse. A small rudder on a huge ship in the hands of a skilled captain sets a course in the face of the strongest winds. A word out of your mouth may seem of no account, but it can accomplish nearly anything—or destroy it! It only takes a spark, remember, to set off a forest fire. A careless or wrongly placed word out of your mouth can do that. By our speech we can ruin the world, turn harmony to chaos, throw mud on a reputation, send the whole world up in smoke and go up in smoke with it, smoke right from the pit of hell.



I read The Blessing, the book I’m using as a template for this chapter, when my son Justin was a newborn. It changed my life. I began to apply the principles in raising him and his two sisters and brother when they were born into our family. I’ve given out hundreds of these books on Father’s Day (at our church) and to individuals over the last forty years, because I know what it did for me.

Pardon the personal example, but I feel that I need to share it. Growing up, I knew my parents loved me, but they were from what Tom Brokaw called “The Greatest Generation”—the World War II generation. I never heard my parents say the words, “I love you.” (Neither did my wife ever hear her parents say they loved her, but she knew they most certainly did.) I still vividly remember telling my wife I wanted to hear my parents tell me they loved me. But they lived in Minnesota, and I lived in Ohio. In those days, you typically waited to make long-distance calls until after 6:00 PM when business hours were over, or after 11:00 PM when rates were even cheaper, or better yet, on weekends. I had a standing phone-call appointment on Saturday afternoons with my parents.

I recall being extremely nervous the next time I called them because I decided that if I wanted them to tell me they loved me, I was going to have to be the first say “I love you” to them. I was twenty-six years old, and had never told my parents I loved them. So just before we ended our telephone conversation that day, I swallowed and said, “Well, Dad and Mom, just before I let you go, I want you to know that … I love you!” There was a pause, and then my dad spoke up and said, “Well, son … we appreciate you too!”

I couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t say it. I was crushed, but I didn’t give up. So the next Saturday I went through it all again: the mounting anxiety, the sweaty palms, and the utterance of the fateful phrase. This time, my mother said, “Well, Stan, we love you too!” Aha! I got the spoken message. And then my Dad chimed in and said he loved me too. When I hung up the phone, I danced all over the living room. I didn’t stop smiling for a long time. I first gave the blessing, then I received the blessing. And for the rest of their lives, I told my parents I loved them, and they told me that they loved me.

Why is it so hard for some parents to speak the blessing? Some of the predictable excuses I’ve heard are:

•I don’t want to inflate my children’s egos.

•I’m afraid if I praise them that they’ll take advantage of me and not finish their work.

•I talk at work all day, so when I get home, I’m all talked out.

•I just don’t know what to say.

•They know I love them without me saying it.

•Once I get started, then I’ll have to make a habit of it.

Dads, none of these excuses are valid. Come on, men, don’t be Neanderthals. Open your mouth and tell your wife and children that you love them. Give them your spoken blessing!

(3) Expressing High Value

To value someone highly means to attach great importance to them. John Maxwell taught us to place a “10” on the head of every person we talk to. That way, when are speaking to them we will not talk down but up to them, and our body language will communicate that we value them highly. You have probably experienced the humiliation of talking to someone who was looking for a more important person to come along so they could scuttle you in favor of them.

At the root of the word blessing is the idea of bowing the knee. In our relationship with God, the word bless means “to adore with bended knee.” Bowing before someone is a graphic picture of valuing that person. So whenever we bless someone, we are attaching high value to them.

Listen to the words of high value that Isaac spoke to Jacob:


And he came near and kissed him; and he smelled the smell of his clothing, and blessed him and said: “Surely, the smell of my son is like the smell of a field which the LORD has blessed. Therefore may God give you of the dew of heaven, of the fatness of the earth, and plenty of grain and wine. Let peoples serve you, and nations bow down to you. Be master over your brethren, and let your mother’s sons bow down to you. Cursed be everyone who curses you, and blessed be those who bless you! (Genesis 27:27–29)



Isaac gave him a personal compliment when he prophesied God’s provisions and leadership. He said others would respect and serve him, and that God would curse those who cursed him and bless those who blessed him. How do you think this expression of high value from his father made Jacob feel?

It is difficult for some parents to express to their children how much they value them. And when words of value are spoken only when a child performs well, much of the impact will be lost. The child will grow up wondering, Am I loved for what I do, or am I loved for who I am?

It’s humorous in a way, but at Jesus’ baptism, the eternal spirit of God, which Jesus called “the Father” spoke and said, “This is My beloved Son in whom I am well pleased.” I know this may sound a bit sacrilegious, but at the time of His baptism, Jesus hadn’t done a whole lot yet. He had worked no miracles, delivered no messages, and spoken no parables, but the Father celebrated this one act of obedience. In a way, God seems to be teaching us through this incident how to bless those whom we love.

Dads, pay attention. Don’t just notice and comment on the things your children do or say that you don’t approve of. Most children would rather have negative attention from their parents than no attention at all, but negative attention accomplishes little. Instead, notice how well your children think, act, and treat others. Notice their positive qualities of politeness, respect, and kindness to others; and affirm, underscore, and reward the behaviors you want to reproduce.

(4) Picturing a Bright Future

What kind of a future do your words picture for your child? A grandmother was cuddling her grandson in her arms. Her son, the child’s father, was sitting close by. She said to her son, “How could anyone as dumb and ugly as you produce such a smart, good-looking child?”

Some people may have been able to brush aside her uncomplimentary words as a bad joke, but her question caused tears to spring into her son’s eyes. “Stop it!” he cried. “That’s all I’ve ever heard from you! It’s taken me years to believe I’m not dumb and ugly. Why do you think I haven’t been home in so long? I don’t ever want to hear you call me dumb again!”

His mother sat in stunned silence, then tears flooded her eyes. She really had meant her words as a joke, but for the first time, one of her children had summoned the courage to confront her about addressing critical words to her children. For years, without realizing it, this mother had constantly kidded her children about being stupid, fat, or ugly. After all, she had been kidded unmercifully by her mother when she was growing up. She had never received the blessing, so she didn’t know how to give it.

Having children is like looking in the mirror on a bad-hair day. John Wilmot said, “Before I got married, I had six theories about raising children; now I have six children and no theories.”

Families can be cruel without meaning to be. Many years ago a father told me he nicknamed his ten-year-old son “Rusty” because he constantly wet his bed. Rusty probably cringed every time someone called him by the dreaded nickname. Sometimes I can’t fathom what parents are thinking. One little boy was crying and wailing in the back seat of the family SUV on their way home from church. The exasperated father finally demanded, “Son, what is wrong with you? We just came from a wonderful church service!” The whining little boy replied, “Well, you heard what the pastor said this morning: ‘Every child in this church deserves to go home to a family where there is love, joy, and peace.’ But, Dad, I want to stay with you guys!”

The late, great Charles Mahaney served as a national prison chaplain for many years. He told me that he once asked a group of about a hundred prisoners to raise their hand if they had ever heard one of their parents declare that one day they would end up in prison. He said every one of the prisoners raised their hands. Little did these uninformed and irresponsible parents realize they were prophesying a dismal future for their sons.

Your words tend to prophesy a future into your child’s life—and so do your prayers. When we pray for and over our children—especially when they hear the words we speak in prayer over them—we become prophets to our children. What are you speaking and praying over your sons and daughters? Have you ever listened to yourself when you speak to them? What future are you picturing for them by the words you speak and the prayers you pray? Prayer turns ordinary parents into prophets who shape the destinies of their children and grandchildren and, by extension, every generation that follows. The more we pray for them the more prophetic we become. The less we pray for them, the more pathetic we (and they) become.

My daughter Micaela recently reminded me that when she was nineteen years old, she attended a national youth meeting in Oklahoma City. I was one of several speakers given the honor and great responsibility to speak to twenty-five thousand bright young lights from all over America and the world. Micaela said, “Dad, after you got done preaching, you somehow found me praying in that stadium. You laid your hands on me and prayed, ‘God, everything I have and everything I am I give it to her.’” She then said, “I have thought about that moment many times as I have pursued God’s mission in my life to go make disciples. It was a pivotal moment for me.” Today, eight years later, her job is to send hundreds of young people around the world on Apostolic Youth Corps missions trips for Jesus Christ.

Every Christian father can take his cue from Jesus as He pictured a bright future for His disciples by declaring to them: “Most assuredly, I say to you, he who believes in Me, the works that I do he will do also; and greater works than these he will do, because I go to My Father” (John 14:12).

(5) Active Commitment to Their Future

It seems that any child who has attended twelve to sixteen years of school has dreaded at least one subject. I read about one student (I’ll call him Aaron) whose geometry teacher was certain that half the students—including Aaron—were going to flunk. This teacher talked to the students as if they were failures. He actually arranged the students’ chairs according to their current grade: A’s in the front and F’s toward the back. He spoke, taught, and handled them as if he wanted them to fail. (As a side note, I don’t mind someone preaching to me about Hell—just so they don’t preach to me about Hell like they want me to go there.)

Halfway through the school year, and to the great joy and relief of all the students in the class, this geometry teacher left to take another job. It was a welcome feeling when, on his first day, the replacement teacher surprised the entire class by saying something that blessed them. The new teacher went on to turn that class around so effectively that Aaron actually minored in mathematics in college. Do you want to know what the new teacher said on his first day? “If anyone fails this class, then I have failed as your teacher.” He was demonstrating his active commitment to the successful future of the students.

The first four elements of the blessing are the building blocks of the blessing. The mortar that cements these four building blocks together is an active commitment to their future.


If a brother or sister is naked and destitute of daily food, and one of you says to them, “Depart in peace, be warmed and filled,” but you do not give them the things which are needed for the body, what does it profit? (James 2:15–16)



Empty words and promises that come across as fake will not sufficiently communicate your commitment to your child’s future. Like the empty promises of a slick politician, they will fall on deaf ears. By the grace of God, Marlene and I raised four children to love and honor God. We put all four of them through college. We are now living to see our dreams come to fruition. All of our children are committed to ministry and are serving God and others. Our prophetic prayers are coming to pass before our eyes, and we give God all the glory!

Smalley and Trent included the following story in The Blessing. Bubs Roussel was only seventeen on the Sunday morning in 1941 when Pearl Harbor was bombed. Not long after this, Bubs was drafted into the Army Air Corps (now the US Air Force). After special training, he was assigned as a radio operator in a B-29 bomber. “On the morning of December 13, 1944, eighteen bombers soared out over the Pacific to make a bomb run on factories at Nagoya, Japan. Four of the planes that left Saipan that morning never returned. Bubs’ plane was among them.”

Official word came to his parents from the War Department saying their son had been killed in action. Almost a month later, his parents received a letter Bubs had placed under his pillow before his final mission:


Dear Folks:

I have left this with instructions to send it on to you if anything happens to me. I send you my love and blessings. My life has been a full one. I have been loved like very few persons ever. I love you all with the best that is in me. It hasn’t been hard for me, knowing you believe in me, trust me, and stand behind me in fair or foul. Knowing this has made me strong.



Would your child be able to write a letter like this to you? Does your child know that you have made an active commitment to their future? Jesus said, “I will never leave you nor forsake you. I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.” That is the ultimate active commitment to His children’s future!

You can bless your children for time and eternity. Make a commitment today, as I did forty years ago, and see what God will do with the generations that follow in your footsteps.

Chapter 3 Big Ideas

Of the five elements included in the blessing, which one(s) do you need to work on?

1.A meaningful touch

2.A spoken message

3.Expressing high value

4.Picturing a bright future

5.Making an active commitment to their future





CHAPTER 4

GET THE MAN RIGHT

Till we all come to the unity of the faith and of the knowledge of the Son of God, to a perfect man, to the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ.
(Ephesians 4:13)

In the days before computers and iPads were on young students’ desks, a fourth-grade teacher gave her students an exercise in recognition and assimilation. She chose large pictures from magazines and cut them up. While the children were out to recess, she placed the picture pieces in disorganized fashion on the children’s desks. When the class came in, they saw the fragments scattered on their desks. The teacher explained, “On your desk is a picture you would recognize. Your job is to assemble the pieces.”

One little boy finished the assignment much more quickly than the others. Amazed, the teacher went to the boy’s desk and asked, “Johnny, how did you put your picture together so quickly?” Johnny replied, “Well, I noticed my picture was the world, but I don’t know where all the continents are. So I turned the pieces over and saw a picture of a man. I know what a man looks like, so when I got the man right, my world got fixed.”

Progressive Insurance launched a commercial campaign with a lighthearted observation about the inevitability we all face of becoming like our parents. Their schtick was that they can’t guarantee we won’t become like our parents—but they can help us save money when we bundle our insurance through them! Nearly all of the scenarios they presented in their ads made me laugh because they are so true: “You woke up early. Guess what? No one cares.” Or “The waiter doesn’t need to know your name.” “You don’t need to leave your number on a voicemail; the phone tells them who called.” “If you have nowhere to sit on your couch, you have too many pillows.”

Through the years, a couple of friends have told me they were worried about becoming like their dads. I’m not worried about that. My dad, Wendell C. Gleason, was the greatest man I ever knew. It’s hard to believe he’s been gone now for over a quarter of a century. He was many things: one of eight children, a World War II Army Air Corps veteran, an ordained minister, a Bible college instructor and president, an elected ecclesiastical official, and more. There are few places in this country that I’ve traveled to for a meeting where someone hasn’t come up to me and told me what a great man my father was.

He is still well known within our faith tradition because he taught at a Bible college for thirty-five years. He was a called teacher who brought the Scripture to life as he trained thousands of young people for future ministry. He was a wide-eyed communicator who had a zest for life and biblical animation. One of his former students once told me, “I had your dad on Monday at 8:00 AM for Intertestamental History. We walked into class pretty sleepy, but his teaching was better than a triple-shot espresso.”

Perhaps Dad’s greatest gift was how he made the people around him feel. The saying goes “You may forget what someone said, but you won’t ever forget how they made you feel.” My dad made people feel happy, wanted, needed, appreciated, loved, and respected. My three siblings and I loved and respected him because he was a model of consistency. John Maxwell’s definition of success is to have the people closest to him love and respect him the most. If that’s the definition of success, than my dad was the poster child.

Not only was my dad a great man, but he was a model Christian. His peers admired him for his strong marriage, his harmonious family, his Christlike persona, his integrity with God and man, and his righteous humility. He got the man right, and consequently his world came together.

A daddy was putting his little boy to bed when he pointed to a nation on the boy’s desk-top globe and explained that he was going to be making a business trip there soon. He turned the globe slowly as he showed his son the route he would be flying to that region of the world. Then he tucked his son in and turned out the light. On the way out of the room, he lifted the globe off the boy’s desk, intending to examine his route and destination more thoroughly. As he was walking out of the bedroom, he heard his son say softly, “Daddy, what are you doing with my world?”

What are you doing with someone’s world? Every man who is married, or has children, or is a grandfather, or, if he doesn’t fit into any of those categories, he at least has a job … every man is doing something with somebody’s world. If the man isn’t right, little else in his world will be right. The trickle-down effect of a right man—or a wrong man—is staggering. Most of the social ills of our society can be laid at the feet of absentee, deadbeat, or abusive men. Statistics demonstrating the difference between families with or without engaged and responsible men leading them are depressing to review. Any way you care to interpret it—financially, emotionally, sociologically, or spiritually—men are game-changers in their families one way or the other.

Hebrews 12:23 says, “To the general assembly and church of the firstborn who are registered in heaven, to God the Judge of all, to the spirits of just men made perfect” (emphasis added). One country preacher read this verse and said, “These men were not superstars, superheroes, or angels; they … were … just … men.” Well, I don’t think that’s the meaning the inspired writer meant to convey. The writer was referring to the process of grace and life working together to bring a man to justification and spiritual maturity.

Nobody, including our Savior Jesus Christ, expects a man to always be perfect, but we do expect men to keep trying to attain to the example set by our Lord. Jesus Christ is the ultimate, attainable, biblical model of a man. Settling for anything less or something else is unacceptable and a cop-out. A man once told me, “I know I’m a little rough around the edges and a bit difficult to be around,” then he quickly added, “but I can’t help it. It’s who and am, and it’s the way God made me.” I’m not buying what he’s selling.

Jesus Christ is the goal of biblical manhood. We are thankful for the good role models around us, but as good as they are, they are not the ultimate man. Paul wrote in Ephesians 4:13, “Till we all come to the unity of the faith and of the knowledge of the Son of God, to a perfect man, to the measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ.” He was unpacking the purpose of the fivefold ministry in the church. God has placed spiritual authority in our lives through the context of a local church, whose job is to perfect us. It will take a lifetime of teaching, preaching, countless conversations, and modeling to bring us to full spiritual maturity.

Don’t give up on reaching for Jesus. Because, as Paul said, Jesus is the finish line!


Not that I have already attained, or am already perfected; but I press on, that I may lay hold of that for which Christ Jesus has also laid hold of me. Brethren, I do not count myself to have apprehended; but one thing I do, forgetting those things which are behind and reaching forward to those things which are ahead, I press toward the goal for the prize of the upward call of God in Christ Jesus. (Philippians 3:12–14)



Don’t make the mistake of thinking all you have to do is to be a little better than some other man you know. If a man’s goal is just to pray more, give more, love more, serve more, or to be holier or more faithful in some human way than another man, that is legalism, and it will never please God. If your pursuit is to out-holy your brother in some way, then you will fall far short of the goal of a perfect or mature man.

Behavioral psychologists who were studying human motivation noticed that when joggers in a park thought there was no one watching them, they slowed their pace. But when they were approaching potential observers of their performance, they invariably picked up the pace.

The psychologists then conducted another test by posing as fans sitting in the stands of a high school track practice. They timed the sprints of the athletes at the finish line of the 100-meter race. Then, while the athletes were taking a break, they extended the finish line by ten meters. Yet when they timed the next sprint, the athletes still timed in at the same as they had for the 100-meter mark. In every case, when the athletes thought they were reaching further for the finish line, they improved their time.

Paul often employed the language of athletic training and competition. He wrote about running, competing, racing, boxing, and performing in large arenas. His audience understood athletic competition and awarding prizes to the winners. He made it crystal clear that no colleague of his served as the finish line of his passionate pursuit of spiritual maturity, but that Jesus was his ultimate goal. In fact, after thirty years of ministry, disciple-making, church-planting, Scripture-writing, and observing personal spiritual disciplines, he said he was still grasping for the thing that had taken hold of him (Philippians 3:12).

I named my firstborn son Justin (“righteous” or “just”) because, up until the time he was born and since that time, I’ve always tried to reach for the right thing in my life, my marriage, my family, my ministry, my finances, my calendar, and all other choices. I can honestly say I have always reached for honesty and righteousness in all my relationships. I don’t think anyone could ever say I didn’t treat them right; or if I didn’t, that I did not quickly make it right.

In Act 1, Scene 3 of Shakespeare’s Hamlet, King Claudius’s chief minister, Polonius, is giving advice to his son Laertes as he prepares to enroll in a university. Polonius says, “This above all, to thine own self be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not then be false to any man.” This, of course, is not a biblical quotation, but it almost sounds scriptural: the man who is honest with himself will be honest with the people around him. Any man who cheats and mistreats others is first of all untrue to himself. Integrity is rooted in the inner man.

By the time professional golfer Bobby Jones retired at age twenty-eight, he had already won thirteen major golf championships. But it’s the one major tournament he lost that sets him apart. He took a one-stroke penalty at the 1925 US Open. He penalized himself, even though no one else had seen him touch the ball with his club before he swung at it.

Jones wasn’t 100 percent certain he had touched the ball illegally with his club, and the rules official encouraged him not to take the penalty, but he penalized himself anyway. Jones eventually lost that tournament by one stroke, but he at least maintained his integrity. For Bobby Jones, winning the US Open was not worth a one-stroke penalty on his character.

Life is simple when you keep all your personal and relational accounts up to date. The prophet Micah outlined three necessary steps to keeping our integrity intact: “He has shown you, O man, what is good; and what does the LORD require of you but to do justly, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with your God?” (Micah 6:8). None of these three behaviors are beyond any man’s reach. Which is good to know, because these behaviors are not optional; they are required of us by the Lord.

(1) Doing justly is simple. To do justly is to apply the Golden Rule of treating others exactly the way you would like to be treated. Any questions?

One day I walked up to a newspaper dispenser to buy a copy. The man in front of me placed his quarter in the slot and pulled the lever down to pick a newspaper out of the stack. When he heard me approaching from behind, he held the lever down and looked at me as if you say, “Go ahead, get your free newspaper.” I motioned that I was not interested. He looked at me like I was crazy, then he let the spring-loaded lever slam shut and walked off. I could have picked up the paper and then put the money in the slot after he left. Or I could have just taken the paper and told myself I’d put in two quarters next time. But I know me well enough that either scenario would have troubled my conscience. Not to mention, what if someone saw me take the paper but didn’t see me pay for it?

(2) Loving mercy is one of those boomerang commands that comes right back to you. Jesus said, “Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy” (Matthew 5:7). When you’re ready to drop the hammer on someone, just keep in mind that someday you will need mercy from someone else. If you give mercy, you will get it. If you don’t give mercy, when you need it (and you certainly will need it), you won’t receive it.

(3) Walking humbly with God is a prerequisite to attracting the favor of God. God opposes a proud man, but He will extend grace to a humble man (James 4:6). Don’t be seduced by your résumé, no matter what your IQ, your EQ, your skill set, your degree, or pedigree is. I’ve seen too many men who are arrogant (for no apparent reason, I might add), only to fall on their face. The Word of God warns us that the presence of pride precedes destruction, and an arrogant spirit predicts a fall (Proverbs 16:18).

Bobby Knight, the iconic Indiana University basketball coach, knew quite well his team was up by forty points with less than two minutes left in the game. A couple of his players made some sloppy plays, so he called a time out, sat his team down, and gave them a stern lecture. One of the players spoke up and said, “Coach, we’re up forty points. We’ve won the game.” Knight said, “This time I’m not coaching you against the other team; I’m coaching you against the game of basketball.”

The wise old coach well understood that there is a right way and a wrong way to play the game, no matter who you’re playing against. The game of basketball transcends any team or any opponent. Teams come and go, but the right way to play the game of basketball remains.

I love this story because it collaborates with the admonition from the apostle Paul, who illustrated the fallacy of using others as our standard of success. He wrote, “They are only comparing themselves with each other, using themselves as the standard of measurement. How ignorant!” (II Corinthians 10:12, NLT). We should not compare ourselves favorably or unfavorably with others around us—because we are not the standard. A favorable comparison would give us a false sense of achievement; an unfavorable comparison would give us an inaccurate reading of inadequacy.

When my standard of righteousness or holiness is reduced to trying to out-righteous or out-holy you, then I will always fall short of the true standard—Jesus Christ! Perhaps this is why the writer of Hebrews was quick to divert our attention from the heroes of the faith in chapter 11 (with brief descriptions of men like Noah, Abraham, Jacob, Moses, Samson, Gideon, or David) and turn our attention to Jesus. It feels as though he was saying to us, “It’s okay to glance at these men, but fix your gaze on Jesus.”

If you look closely enough at the heroes of the faith, you are sure to uncover something that will disappoint you: Noah’s drunkenness, Abraham’s white lie, Jacob’s deceit, Moses’ disobedience, Samson’s lust, Gideon’s fear, or David’s adultery, murder, and coverup. Obviously, these men are included God’s Hall of Faith to remind us that we don’t have to be perfect to succeed in the kingdom of God.

I have told our local church numerous times not to look too closely at me because they would be sure to find a little too much humanity for their liking. I don’t have anything to hide; I’m not living in some deep, dark sin. So go ahead, take a glance at me, then turn your gaze to Jesus. I’ve been around some leaders where the closer you looked, the more disappointed you became. But the closer you get to Jesus, the better He looks. He will never disappoint. This is why the inspired writer could say, “Looking unto Jesus the author and finisher of our faith” (Hebrews 12:2, KJV).

Every man has to decide how he is going to handle failure. Paul wrote that “all have sinned and fallen short of the glory of God.” The inevitability of failure is embedded in the fiber of the human condition. Failure is not the goal; failure is not final; failure is not a destiny; it is only an event. However, failure must be negotiated, if not mitigated on every occasion because how we handle failure will determine our success. Sometimes failure is not an enemy but rather a friend, if we will learn how to fail forward.

You’ve probably heard the definition of insanity is to repeat the same process over and over while expecting a different result. Here is a case in point: I heard the story of a man who saw a sign that said, “River Boat Cruise – $100.” It sounded like a good deal, so he shelled out five twenties to the clerk in the ticket booth. Suddenly, he was clubbed on the head and knocked out cold. When he woke up, he was floating down the river in a whiskey barrel. Bewildered, he shook his head, attempting to clear the mental cobwebs, and looked around. He spotted another man who also was floating down the river in a whiskey barrel. He shouted, “Hey, buddy, do we get dinner on this cruise?” The fella shouted back, “I don’t think so. We didn’t last year.”

Over time, because of repeated failure, it is possible for a man to become emotionally emasculated. It’s possible to make so many mistakes in life that we just give up. We stop asking God for forgiveness because we think He’s run out. Then, when we stop forgiving ourselves, we just quit.

Most believers have heard of Joshua and Caleb. We repeat their story because of the courage they demonstrated when they were sent to spy out the land of Canaan by Moses. They returned with a good report and the estimation that the Israelites could conquer their enemies and take possession of the land. It is significant that we do not remember the names of any of the other ten spies who were on the same mission. They saw the same things Joshua and Caleb saw, but their assessment had a much different ring to it regarding Israel’s chances of possessing the Promised Land. They brought back a negative report that struck fear in the hearts of God’s people.

Sometimes we get so discouraged pursuing our dream that we just give up. We can get so down on ourselves that we shut down all effort. We quit fighting the good fight of faith. We quit running the race that is set before us. Like the believers in Galatia (Galatians 5:7), at one time we were running well, but not anymore because we let someone or something hinder us.

I think sometimes we men just quit too easily. Paul wrote, “Watch ye, stand fast in the faith, quit you like men, be strong” (I Corinthians 16:13, KJV). The archaic expression “quit you like men” is no longer used in modern English, but essentially it communicates the epitome of perseverance: a real man doesn’t quit! The Greek word “quit” means to act manly. Be courageous! Take a stand! Be a strong model of a man that God intended.

Proverbs 24:16 says, “For a righteous man may fall seven times and rise again, but the wicked shall fall by calamity.” When a righteous man falls, his default response is, “This is not me. This is not who I am. This is not where I belong. This is not where I want to live.” Where the righteous man landed when he fell is not his identity; therefore, he gets back up and moves on. But a wicked man is not repulsed, convicted, or even chagrined about where he landed when he fell. He’s in his element. It’s his identity, and he feels no urgency to arise.

Every man needs purpose. Without purpose, men can become bored and fall into disrepute. Proverbs 29:18 (KJV) says, “Where there is no vision, the people perish.” Without purpose and vision, a man will soon find himself in a bad place. A man needs a mission, a reason to get up in the morning and put his boots on. God designed man to work and to find fulfillment in his work.

The phrase “the people perish” in Proverbs 29:18 has also been translated, “The people cast off all restraint.” The imagery of this phrase conveys the idea that it is the riverbanks that give the river definition, identity, and power. The banks provide the discipline needed to channel the water so that its current can move watercraft or be harnessed and generate utility power. The river could balk and say that it doesn’t like the channeling or discipline of its banks, but without the banks, the river would become a swamp.

Vision catapults a man on an unstoppable growth trajectory. Paul gave the best vision for personal growth when he wrote, “You must have the same attitude that Christ Jesus had.” Jesus is the goal of biblical manhood. In Ephesians 4, Paul used the literary imagery of a fully mature man when he pictured perfection. He wrote in verse 13 (NLT), “This will continue until we all come to such unity in our faith and knowledge of God’s Son that we will be mature in the Lord, measuring up to the full and complete standard of Christ.”

Of course, we are aware there is no such thing as perfection in any human. Vince Lombardi said, “Perfection is not attainable, but if we chase perfection, we can catch excellence.” If we reach for the model of Jesus, we may never become exactly like Him (in this life), but His attitudes and behaviors are attainable, otherwise Paul would have been setting the bar impossibly high.

When Peter and John were arrested and questioned after the lame man was healed, their antagonists were amazed at how remarkably like Jesus they were. “Now when they saw the boldness of Peter and John, and perceived that they were unlearned and ignorant men, they marveled; and they took knowledge of them, that they had been with Jesus” (Acts 4:13, KJV).

There must have been something about the way Peter and John spoke and acted that reminded these religious leaders of Jesus. Perhaps they regretted killing Jesus—because now they had two more just like Him! There can be no higher compliment or commendation than that. Paul challenged the believers at Corinth to imitate him as he imitated Christ (I Corinthians 11:1). When you imitate Jesus, you will get the man right!

Chapter 4 Big Ideas

1.What are you doing with someone’s world?

2.Jesus, the man, is the goal of all biblical manhood.

3.Don’t compare yourself favorably or unfavorably with others.

4.Do justly, love mercy, and walk humbly with your God.

5.Failure is not your identity; it is only an event.

6.If we chase perfection, we can catch excellence.





CHAPTER 5

THE MAN GOD BLESSES

The LORD had said to Abram, “Leave your native country, your relatives, and your father’s family, and go to the land that I will show you. I will make you into a great nation.
I will bless you and make you famous, and you will be a blessing to others.
I will bless those who bless you and curse those who treat you with contempt.
All the families on earth will be blessed through you.”
(Genesis 12:1–3, NLT)

Is your family blessed? Any man who has a good relationship with God, his wife, and his children wants his family to be blessed.

When we say “blessed,” we mean having the favor of God, being overcomers in the kingdom of God, being successful in life ventures, advancing spiritually, emotionally, financially, and functionally, having your children maturing, honoring their parents, walking with God, and so on.

God said that in Abraham (or because of Abraham) He would bless all the families of the earth. In this chapter I hope to answer, at least in part, the following three questions: Does God bless a family? And if He does, how and why does God bless a family? What does the blessing of God look like upon a family?

Abraham is undoubtedly one of the most significant men in all of human history. He was an ordinary man living in Ur when God called him. He uttered no prophecy, wrote no book, sang no song, gave no laws.

However, he became the father of a new spiritual race, the leader of a mighty host who had a revelation of God. He is considered to be the father of the three great religions of the world: Christianity, Judaism, and Islam.

Abraham was responsible for discovering, mapping, and claiming what we know today geographically as the Land of Israel. Abraham was the only man in Scripture to be called “the father of the faithful” and “the friend of God.” God loved and honored Abraham because he gave up a known for an unknown, a seen for an unseen, and a certainty for an uncertainty.

God said that in Abraham all the families of the earth would be blessed. Why was God going to bless other families through Abraham or because of Abraham? The reason is because Abraham entered into covenant with God.

He is called the father of the faithful because his faith grew and did not wane while he waited twenty-five long years for the promise of God to unfold. He believed God in the face of a long delay and amid difficulties that seemed insurmountable. Romans 4:20 (KJV) says, “He [Abraham] staggered not at the promise of God through unbelief, but was strong in faith, giving glory to God.”

God called Abraham His friend during a period of time when few walked with God. He was renowned for his active, working, living faith. “Abraham believed God, and it was accounted to him for righteousness” (Romans 4:3).

God told Abraham that every family on earth would be blessed because of him. Before a family can have the blessing of Abraham, they must have a man leading them who walks with God as Abraham walked with God, a man who trusts God as Abraham trusted God, and a man who makes sacrifices as Abraham made sacrifices. You must have the faith of Abraham to have the blessing of Abraham.

Theologically speaking, the “blessing of Abraham” refers not only to the coming of the Messiah but also to the baptism of the Holy Spirit. Paul made this clear in Galatians 3:14: “That the blessing of Abraham might come upon the Gentiles in Christ Jesus, that we might receive the promise of the Spirit through faith.”

This is a staggering prophecy by Paul. It appears he was declaring that every family on earth could be a participant in the last-days outpouring of the Holy Spirit. The Holy Spirit is indeed being poured out all over the world and has crossed over denominational barriers. I could not write this chapter without referencing the specific and most important purpose for the blessing of Abraham.

In fact, it appears that even Peter circled back to Genesis 12, when, after the outpouring of the Holy Spirit (Acts 2:4), Peter declared, “Repent, and be baptized, every one of you, in the name of Jesus Christ, for the remission of sins, and ye shall receive the gift of the Holy Ghost. For the promise is unto you, and to your children, and to all that are afar off, even as many as the Lord our God shall call” (Acts 2:38–39, KJV). This promise from God to everyone who receives the gift of the Holy Spirit includes the blessing on every family who will answer the same call to the journey of faith as our father Abraham.

Abraham followed a powerful principle that brought the blessing and favor of God into his life and therefore into his family. What God did for Abraham, He will do for you. Abraham’s family was blessed because of the covenant he had entered into with God. Why did God say every family of faith on the face of the earth would be blessed? Because of the man Abraham. And why would Abraham’s family be blessed? Because of the faith of this man, this husband, this father, this humble servant of God, Abraham.

When a man enters into covenant with God, not only will his family be blessed, but virtually every venture he enters into will also be blessed. The Bible says God blessed Potiphar’s household—but not because of Potiphar. Potiphar was not a worshiper of God. But he had a person in his household who was faithful to God. He had a slave working for him named Joseph who was in covenant with God, and he happened to be the great-grandson of Abraham (Genesis 39:1–6).

When a man enters into covenant with God, God will bless everything that man touches. When you are in covenant with God, God will bless your wife, your marriage, your children, your grandchildren, your business ventures and enterprises, the company you work for, the block you live on, and so on. When the blessing of God is upon a man, he attracts the blessing of God in everything in which he is involved.

The company you work for is blessed not because of the ownership or their product; it is blessed because you work there. Now if I were you, I would not walk up to my boss and tell him how fortunate he is to have you working for him. That might backfire. But your life will make a difference at that place of business not only in promotions and raises coming your way, but every other employee will be blessed because you are working there. Potiphar’s entire household and enterprises were blessed because of the presence of Joseph, and so will your boss, fellow employees, and company be blessed because of your presence.

If you are part of a local church (if you’re not, you should be), and if your pastor has the favor of God (which I’m sure she or he does), then I know you are blessed. Your congregation is not blessed because you are there, but it is blessed because the blessing of God is upon your pastor’s life. John Maxwell says that everything rises and falls on leadership, and that is never truer than in a local church setting.

When a local church launches a major construction project, the bank will sometimes require that the pastor carry a special life insurance policy for the life of the loan. This insurance policy is sometimes called the “key man” policy. The bank understands that everything in that campaign will rise or fall according to the leadership of the pastor. If something unforeseen were to happen to the pastor (the primary visionary and capital campaign manager), the bank understands that the loan will rise or fall with him. Your pastor is the key person in determining whether or not the blessing of God will be upon your congregation, because everything will rise or fall with his leadership.

When a wife has a husband who is in covenant with God, she is a blessed woman. When children have a father who is in covenant with God, they are blessed children. When a church has a pastor who is in covenant with God, they are a blessed congregation. When a business has a man or woman employee who is in covenant with God, they are a blessed business.

I once knew a man named Bob who had been severely beaten as a toddler by his drunken father. The physical violence perpetrated on him produced a measure of mental deficiency, but Bob was dependable and able to hold a job at an auto starter repair shop. He loved God, he loved the house of God, and he built his life around the church. He couldn’t tell time, so when he woke up, he would get dressed, go to work, and wait in the parking lot until the shop was opened.

One day his boss noticed that Bob arrived early every day, so he asked him if he would open the shop and turn on the heat or the A/C as needed. Bob was happy to do so and was proud the owner had given him a key to the shop. Every work morning he would arrive early, set the thermostat, turn on the lights, and then go in the boss’s office and pray until everyone arrived for work.

When Bob first started working for the company, they had only a handful of employees and a limited budget. But when Bob retired some twenty years later, they had 160 employees and a multimillion-dollar budget. I’m sure Bob was not the only reason the business was blessed, but he certainly brought favor upon his boss and fellow employees because of his exemplary life and covenant relationship with God.

When God blesses a man because of his integrity and the way he stewards his time, his talent, his treasure, and his family, then he should expect to be blessed. The blessed man should not feel guilty nor should he apologize for God’s abundant blessings. Abraham did not apologize for the blessing of God upon his life. Joseph did not feel guilty for the blessing of God upon his life. Why apologize for the goodness of God? The blessings of God should not make us arrogant; they should lead us to humility and repentance. After all, God did it, not us.

Children who grow up in homes of men in covenant have no idea how blessed they are. When Abraham’s son Isaac was born, he had no idea how blessed he was. He had no concept or understanding that his father was the “friend of God” (James 2:23), the father of the faithful (Romans 4:16), he faithfully tithed, (Genesis 14:18–20; Hebrews 7:9–10), and he was a prolific altar builder.

Think about all the dynamics in play from Abraham’s life: he had a relationship with God (God’s friend); he was setting a direction not only for his immediate family, but also for future generations (father of the faithful); he was a generous giver to the kingdom of God (paid tithes); he had a prayer life (altar builder); and offered sacrifices continually to God. Who wouldn’t want to grow up in a home like that?

I am so thankful that I grew up under Wendell Gleason’s roof. He is still the greatest model of a Christian man I have ever known (June 11, 2018–March 23, 1997). Although he has gone on to his reward, his life still blesses me, my three siblings, and our families (over forty people).

Our dad was in covenant with God spiritually. He had a daily prayer life. Many cold Minnesota winter mornings I would rise early to go to work to find him already up, huddled in the corner of our downstairs family room, wrapped in a blanket, calling on the Lord for His guidance and direction. He faithfully took his family to five church services per week for years. I would see him reading the Bible at home continually. He revered Sundays and would not even read the Sunday newspaper comics (in full color) until Monday morning.

He was in covenant financially with God. He understood that money is spiritual, so he supported our local church through the giving of tithes and offerings. He had financial integrity with God and did not rob Him (Malachi 3:8–10). Recently I went home to teach a few days at my alma mater, Apostolic Bible Institute. As I was walking down the hallway, I noticed a familiar, large plaque on the wall dated 1970, giving honor to those who contributed to the first official library of the institute. I looked through the list knowing I would find my parents’ names inscribed as donors. And there they were.

Our home was blessed with peace, harmony, love, the presence of God, affirmation, security, and acceptance. One of the major attitudes my dad lived with and protected was “peace.” According to Paul, peace is one-third of the dynamic of the kingdom in the Holy Ghost (the other two being righteousness and joy). Dad was the personification of those attributes as well. He loved peace, he modeled peace, and he protected his peace.

Peace is an undervalued and underused weapon of spiritual warfare. The only thing better than winning a spiritual battle is never having to fight it because you live in peace. Paul said that the “God of peace will crush Satan under your feet shortly” (Romans 16:20). Perhaps this explains further why we should have our feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace. Everywhere we walk, we, as ambassadors of the gospel of Jesus Christ, are bringing peace to every chaotic environment we encounter.

Dad made our home peaceful and fun for his four children. He was consistent in every way, including discipline. If a problem rose to the level of requiring the belt of instruction being applied to our seats of learning, he would not hesitate. But correction was always administered in love, control, and balance, and never in out-of-control anger. One day my sister and I were embroiled in a fierce quarrel. Dad walked into the room and began singing a song we had never heard. The lyrics were, “We love each other, yes, we do” (repeated over and over with varied melody). Within moments we had stopped squabbling and were standing there staring at him, dumbfounded. The storm was over, and there was a great calm.

The funny thing is, years later I was telling this story to one of my cousins whose mother happened to be my dad’s sister. When I started singing the song, she blurted, “You know that song too?” We burst out in laughter. We determined this was the way our grandmother had apparently restored peace to the fracases among her eight children. And why not? It worked!

I can say with all sincerity that our family did not have much drama, and neither does my personal family. We are still being blessed by the life, model, and example of my dad (and, of course, my sweet mother). My mother was a behind-the-scenes support for my front-and-center father. She was gentle, polite, always smiling, and also valued peace. Over the years I saw her cry only twice, and one of those times was at my dad’s graveside.

I think my mother understood that you cannot always maintain peace, but you can always make peace. As a little boy, when I would come into the house with some dramatic announcement (skinned knee, a fight with a neighbor kid, mistreatment by a bully, etc.), she would immediately have a calming effect. She would always give good advice on how to move forward and bring the issue to a peaceable resolution. Perhaps this is why Jesus said, “Blessed are the peacemakers”—not “peacekeepers.” It’s not always possible to keep peace, but it is always possible to make peace. Paul said that sometimes living in peace with others is a great challenge, but strive to do it anyway (Romans 12:18; Hebrews 12:14). Make peace.

I am living in the flow of a generational blessing. I am rich in heritage, Christian living, and high-quality biblical living that started long before I was born. (If this isn’t the case in your life, generational blessings can begin with you today.) I would have been a fool to walk away from a generational blessing like this. Isaac would have been a fool to walk away from the faith of his father Abraham. Jacob and Joseph would have been fools to walk away from the faith of their father, grandfather, and great-grandfather.

Who would be so foolish as to walk away from a blessed life? One biblical example is Esau. He despised his birthright by selling it for a mere bowl of pottage, and God apparently approved of him losing the blessing because he was profane; he did not love and respect the things of God. Thus, in one generation, Esau aborted the blessings of his grandfather upon his succeeding generations. What a tragedy!

You’ve heard of “old money.” The phrase is used to describe a fortune that has been handed down through generations. Well, my family has “old blessings.” I told my children they would be foolish to quit walking in the faith and peace of their fathers. They are wealthy beyond measure in old truth, old anointing, old peace, old holiness, and old quality living because of our forebearers. However, I understand that God has no grandchildren. With every succeeding generation there is the rollover factor. Everyone must get saved and develop their own relationship with God, but there are family blessings, family inheritances, and generational blessings.

I looked at my oldest granddaughter, Melina, who was sitting on the couch between her parents, Justin and Ana. I told her that she had no idea how blessed she was to be born into a home like hers, with parents like hers, grandparents like hers, great-grandparents like hers, and great-great-grandparents like hers. She simply stared at me and smiled. At the age of five, she is too young to understand even a fraction of what that statement means, but someday she will be a benefactor of the old generational blessing she has inherited. She is destined to live a life of overflowing blessings. She will be the benefactor of the prayers of her ancestors that yet live on and will bless her throughout her entire life.

Chapter 5 Big Ideas

1.God will bless an entire family because of the man who leads it (or vice versa).

2.The company you work for is blessed because you are there.

3.Your young children have no idea how blessed they are to be in your home.

4.Peace is undervalued in spiritual warfare.

5.You can start a chain reaction of generational blessings today.





CHAPTER 6

A FEW GOOD MEN

For he was a good man, and full of the Holy Ghost and of faith.
(Acts 11:24, KJV)

Where have all the good men gone?

In this chapter I am advocating for an acknowledgment of the good, honest, hardworking, faithful, servant-hearted men who are all around us. Unfortunately, good men are sometimes taken for granted or overlooked. Most of the men whose lives walked across the stage of Scripture were not superheroes. They were not spectacular, extroverted, or gifted. Most of the men who became heroes of the faith started out on their journey as good, ordinary men. But that is not where their journey ended.

Barnabas became an apostle and a missionary partner with the great apostle Paul. But that is not where Barnabas started. He is introduced in the Scripture just before tragedy struck the church. Acts 6 recounts the sudden deaths of a married couple named Ananias and Sapphira. They conspired to lie to Peter (and by extension to the Holy Ghost) that they were contributing the entire price of a possession they had sold when, in fact, they were keeping a portion of the price for themselves. Their sin was not in bringing a donation, for God surely would have blessed an honest presentation of their offering. No, their sin was in their intentional, premeditated deception to lie to the Holy Ghost in front of the entire church.

Perhaps the couple’s deceit was inspired by the impression Barnabas’s offering had made on them when Barnabas laid the full price of a possession he had sold at the apostles’ feet. They envisioned receiving the same appreciation and awe Barnabas had received. Instead, before the sun went down they both ended up in the cemetery. What a horrible price to pay! Apparently, Ananias and Sapphira didn’t understand that it’s okay to be good, ordinary, faithful people without reaching for the spectacular and the celebrated life.

Barnabas’s life, sacrifice, and humility made an impression on the leaders of the church. In fact, he had a quality that few possess: he was an encourager. When he left Cyprus and arrived at the church in Jerusalem, his name was Joseph. But the apostles noticed that he exercised his gift of encouragement with nearly everyone he met, so they nicknamed him Barnabas, meaning “a son of consolation” (Acts 4:36, KJV). Good men are encouragers.

Do you know anybody who, when you see them coming, you just want to run and hide? Because the closer they get, you become aware of this loud sucking sound emanating out of their innermost being. They have the unfortunate ability to drain all of the life and hope out of your spirit. And when they finally walk away, after having told you all their problems and never asking you anything about your life or circumstance, you want to just go somewhere to lie down and die.

But not Barnabas. When he walked away from you, you felt lifted, encouraged, and ready to try again. What a powerful ministry! And did you know that you can begin this ministry today?

Recently, a young man preached a message at our church. In the audience was a minister visiting from out of town. After the service was over, I asked the young preacher if the visiting minister had made any comments to him about his message. Now before I disclose the young preacher’s reply, I can tell you that I know preaching. I’ve studied preaching my entire life. I know good preaching, mediocre preaching, and bad preaching. The young preacher’s message was brilliant, edifying, convicting, and beyond his years in every way.

With this in mind, the young preacher replied that the visiting minister had made a critical comment without giving any encouragement or celebrating anything positive about the message. The visiting minister could have easily bypassed the criticism and instead encouraged the young preacher who had done everything but preach the house down. Perhaps the visiting minister was jealous or intimidated. Perhaps he thought the young man needed some humbling after preaching a message that God had mightily anointed and used for His glory. I decided a long time ago that I want my ceiling to be the floor of the next generation. I don’t want to have the ministry of humiliation; I want to have the ministry of edification.

One elder used to say, “Bad news can get around the world twice before good news can get my boots on.” Put on your good-news boots, especially when you are walking with young men. They need to have their faith lifted, not looted.

How about you? Do people scatter when they see you coming? How much of a “lift” is in your attitude? Ella Wheeler Wilcox said, “Wherever you go you’ll find the world’s masses are divided into these two classes … there is only one lifter to twenty who lean.” Are you a leaner or a lifter?

Barnabas not only was a good man, but he was full of faith and of the Holy Ghost. This description is not unique to him in the New Testament, but the description is quite significant. The phrase being full of means “controlled by.” Barnabas was controlled by his faith and controlled by the Holy Spirit within him. He was not controlled by emotions, anger, love of money, or any agenda. Barnabas was a good man because he was controlled by the Kingdom motivators of faith and the Holy Spirit. Jesus once rebuked James and John for their short-fused judgmentalism, explaining to them that their attitude was motivated by an unidentified spirit (Luke 9:55). What spirit is motivating or controlling you?

Paul said in I Timothy 2:8 (NLT), “In every place of worship, I want men to pray with holy hands lifted up to God, free from anger and controversy.” This seems like an odd admonition. Why did Paul wish that all men would lift up hands of worship without anger? Paul knew that anger is every man’s battle. He envisioned a congregation full of men whose prayers and worship were unhindered because of angry outbursts at home with their wives or children. (See I Peter 3:7.)

Speaking of anger, why is it that 90 percent of all family arguments happen either getting ready for church, on the way to church, or in the church parking lot? It should be obvious that Satan desires to neutralize any local church effectiveness and therefore uses family dissension—which often is triggered by a man’s anger.

That brings to mind Sally, who was anxious to answer the Sunday school teacher’s question, “Where does God live?” Thinking she knew the answer, Sally waved her hand vigorously. Curious about what Sally’s answer would be to such a deep theological question, the teacher called on the little girl. Sally promptly replied, “God lives in our bathroom.” The teacher wondered if she had heard correctly, so she inquired further. “And how do you know that, Sally?” The little girl replied, “Well, every Sunday morning when my family is getting ready for church, my father always bangs on the bathroom door and yells, ‘My God, are you still in there?’”

Proverbs 16:32 (NLT) says, “Better to be patient than powerful; better to have self-control than to conquer a city.” God has more respect for a man who controls his emotions (particularly his anger) than a man who is powerful enough to singlehandedly conquer an entire city. How many men are in prison today because they could not control their anger? How many men have lost good jobs because they could not manage their temper? How many men have ended up in the ER because their explosion of rage triggered a heart attack? How many men have wrecked their vehicle or died uselessly in road-rage incidents because their anger turned their Dr. Jekyll into Mr. Hyde? Wait, there’s one more: how many NFL players lost a game for their team because of their angry outburst resulting in a fifteen-yard penalty for unsportsmanlike conduct?

In the twenty-first-century church we need more men controlled by their faith and by the Holy Spirit than by their carnality, whims, selfishness, or personal agendas.

Additional exemplary models who also possessed these good-man qualifications were the seven deacons who were chosen by the local church at Jerusalem (Acts 6). Like Barnabas, they were controlled by their faith and by the Holy Ghost. Their “good reputation in the congregation” means they were on board with and submitted to the vision of the church leadership. And based on their reputations, whatever jobs they were assigned to do, they would do them faithfully and with excellence.

What kind of a reputation do you have in your local congregation? Are you perceived as inconsistent, moody, undependable, and not a team player? Or are you thought of as a man who controls his own spirit, never has a meltdown, and always has a positive attitude? Are you on board with the pastor’s vision and ready to charge the gates of Hell with the gospel of Jesus Christ? Are you viewed as a supporter or a supplanter?

Sometime after Saul of Tarsus was converted in Damascus, he went back to Jerusalem. I don’t know what kind of a greeting Saul expected when he arrived, but I’m sure he assumed he would be loved and accepted by the church there. But it wasn’t to be. Instead, his reception was ambiguous, if not downright chilly. The church and leadership were not exactly sure what to do with Saul because of his sullied reputation as a tormentor of the church. In addition, his zeal was somewhat overbearing, and his extensive education was understandably intimidating. He perhaps felt unaccepted and somewhat rejected when the brethren brought him down to Caesarea and sent him back to his hometown of Tarsus. (See Acts 9:26–30.)

Sometime later the church sent Barnabas to Antioch to bring back a report of what was happening there. The church at Antioch was a new and fresh congregation, sparked by the diaspora recorded in Acts 8:4. The young church needed theological teaching, and Barnabas knew exactly what to do. He had met Saul while attending the church in Jerusalem. Barnabas saw in this zealous, recently converted preacher gifts, anointing, purpose, passion, and a calling to teach that others perhaps did not see. So he journeyed to Tarsus to seek out the greatest teacher he knew and brought him back to Antioch. He knew that Saul could help ground, strengthen, and grow the church to full spiritual maturity.

Here’s the point: Barnabas recognized a gift in Saul that he himself did not have. He found a way to add Saul to the team, to make room for his excellent teaching ministry, and to bring him on board in Antioch. It wasn’t long until Barnabas and Paul became ministry partners, making a difference together in the local church and abroad. Are you a one-man show? Is it smoke only when it’s coming out of your chimney? Are you able to recognize gifts in others that you do not have, and can you rejoice in their success? Are you a lone ranger or are you on the A-Team in your congregation?

It is essential to pay attention to Bible language. For instance, earlier in the Acts narrative, Luke situated this team as “Barnabas and Saul” (Acts 11:30). However, by chapter 13 the order of mention shifts to “Paul and his party” or “Paul and Barnabas” (vv. 13, 43, 46, 50). It appears that Paul’s gifts and leadership skills began to emerge, and perhaps consistent demonstrations of his spiritual authority made it obvious that he now was the leader of the team. How do you think that made Barnabas feel? Do you think he had a meltdown? That he marched into Luke’s office while he was writing the Acts account and expressed his disappointment in Luke’s portrayal?

I don’t think so. If anything, Barnabas, the son of consolation, was clapping, cheering, celebrating, and thinking, I saw it coming all along. I recognized gifts in Saul that others did not see. I went after him, I brought him out of hiding in Tarsus, and walked into the congregation in Antioch with him at my side. What a great team we made! And now look where God is taking Saul!

I wouldn’t want to think about the early church without a man like Barnabas. His beginning was unspectacular; he was just a “good man.” There should be no shortage of good men in our local churches. What would your church look like today without you? What value are you adding to your pastor and to your congregation?

God gave me a “Barnabas” twenty years ago. I first met him at a coffee shop. We were both standing in line when I asked him what he did for a living. He said, “I’m a plumber.” I smiled and said, “How could that be? Your shirt is tucked in.” He laughed and said, “Well, come back at four-thirty.” Then I laughed. We made an instant connection. Then he asked, “What do you do?” I said, “Well, I’m a pastor who teaches Bible studies.” He smiled and said, “Pastor, everything I know about the Bible I learned from the movies.” We both shared a big laugh. That Thursday night I was teaching him and his wife a Bible study in their home.

At that time they had a lake house where they would entertain, cruise the lake in the boat, fish, and consume alcohol. I worried for months that they would never become part of the church because of this weekend ritual. A few months later, after they had both been born again, they showed up on a Sunday morning. He met me after the service and placed a folded check in my hand, saying, “Take a look at this later, pastor.”

I received the check rather nonchalantly with a word of thanks. But as soon as he walked out the door, I took off like a rocket to my office to look at the check. To my shock and awe, it was made out in the amount of $75,000. I immediately called him and asked why he had given such a large offering. He said, “Well, we wanted you to know we sold our lake house. We love you and the church, and from now on we are not going to be spending our weekends at the lake. We are going to be spending our Sundays helping you build a great church in Kansas City.”

I cannot tell you what that moment meant to me. We had just relocated our congregation to a new campus. We went from being a homeless church for seven years to occupying a forty-one-thousand-square-foot facility with a $28,000-per-month mortgage payment. For an entire year after moving into our new facility, I could not go to the campus alone because I was emotionally overwhelmed. This precious man’s offering was a signal from God that everything was going to be fine—and it was—and it still is.

This man became my Barnabas. He seemed to understand my heart and what I was trying to do with the congregation. He eventually became a member of my Board of Directors and a leader in the congregation. On more than one occasion he pulled me aside and asked if I was okay or if I needed something done. In fact, at one point he picked up on a problematic personality within the congregation that was causing me great difficulty. He came to me with his concern, knowing I was fully aware of it, and added his support to a difficult decision I had to make. What a comfort that intuitive collaboration was to me!

It’s amazing to me how questions like these never occur to some men in the local church. They come and go and never put forth an effort to connect with their pastor, to study their pastor, or to try to find a way to add value to him or the church. Perhaps this explains, at least in part, why Paul told the church in Philippi that he was sending Timothy to them because he had “no one like-minded” who could care for them as he himself could (Philippians 2:20). Timothy had caught Paul’s spirit. He “got” Paul, his mentor. (More on this in a later chapter.)

Do you “get” your pastor? Have you ever asked to take him out for coffee or lunch? Have you ever had a spiritual moment with him, perhaps after a powerful altar call and the Holy Spirit was all around? Or are you going to be one of those guys who just goes to church, minds his own business, pays his tithes (now there’s a good idea), and never causes trouble? Or are you going to step up, catch your pastor’s spirit, grab hold of his vision, be a Barnabas, and add value wherever you are?

You don’t need an official position in your church to have influence. You can decide right here, right now that you are going to at least be an encourager … if nowhere else, you can be an encourager in your family and in your local church. It has been said, “You may not remember what someone said, but you will never forget how they made you feel.” It’s true. You can recall moments right now when perhaps, even years ago, someone made you feel lousy by the words they said to you, or, conversely, they spoke words of edification that made you feel encouraged, edified, and special.

Back in the 1980s I was serving as a young pastor and as youth secretary at the district level. I enjoyed working with the youth committee and all that it involved, including camps, conventions, and rallies. One night I preached a youth rally in another church in the area. After delivering the message, I began to pray with young people in the altar. At one point I stood up, glanced back toward the pews, and saw a young girl sitting all alone on the back row looking like she had lost her best friend. I walked back to where she was, sat down in the pew in front of her, reached out my hand, and introduced myself to her. She was polite but subdued. With some gentle prodding, she confided that her parents were getting a divorce, her world was burning down, and she was being tempted to do herself harm.

This was my first time ever to minister to someone in such a desperate emotional state. I simply spoke kind words of hope and a future the best way I knew how. She smiled and seemed to accept my attempt to encourage her. Fast-forward to thirty years later when I was back in the same area ministering, and this girl, now a mature woman, came to me and asked if I remembered her. She looked vaguely familiar, but I explained that thirty years was a long time. She proceeded to recall in vivid detail the conversation we had that night, and then she spoke these words: “I will never forget how you made me feel. You gave me hope for my future. And for the last thirty years, I have made it my ministry to give others the same feeling you gave to me.”

That ministry moment thirty years ago took only sixty seconds of my life, but it changed her life forever. Ironically, the moment that is forever etched in her memory bank had vanished from mine. Quit going to church and looking for someone to give you a word. Why don’t you make it your ministry to speak words of life, hope, and health to those around you?

This world crushes, bruises, and wounds everyone in it. When people come to church, they need the ministry of a good Samaritan. In the story Jesus told in Luke 10, the religious Levite and priest saw that the man lying in the ditch had been beaten, robbed, and left to die. Incredibly, they went out of their way to avoid him. Their excuse was that they had to hustle to the Temple to perform their ministry (ostensibly without making themselves ceremoniously unclean by helping the beaten man).

The hero of the story is not called Superman or Spectacular Man, but simply the good Samaritan. He not only noticed this Jewish man, who was his cultural “enemy,” but he went out of his way geographically, socially, racially, and financially to meet his need. He poured in oil for his external wounds and wine for his internal wounds, and then bandaged him, covered, and protected him. This man was a walking Walgreens! And when the man had recovered enough to be ambulatory, the good Samaritan placed him on his own beast and transported him to an inn where he could convalesce and receive further care for a complete recovery.

Barnabas had this attitude as well. His consoling spirit was like a medicine everywhere he happened to be. His words soothed, his actions comforted, his resources strengthened a burgeoning church, and his heart for others added value and encouraged those around him. He had the ability to stabilize, minister to, encourage, heal, and carry others until they could function on their own.

When Barnabas arrived in Antioch, the Scripture says he “saw the grace of God” (Acts 11:23) in the congregation. This is one of the many things I love about the local church in Antioch: the grace of God was visible, palpable, and vibrant among them. Do you see the grace of God in your church? It’s there. If you look for grace, you will see it in families being healed, in the weak regaining their strength, in the broken being put back together, and in the expansion of the church that makes room for others.

When you are an encourager, you will see the grace of God and identify it for those around you who cannot. When Barnabas arrived in Antioch and saw the grace of God, it’s no wonder that he soon went to Tarsus to find Saul. He had found a congregation where Saul would not be misunderstood but embraced, where his gifts would not be a threat but could be exercised and add value to the local church and beyond. I’ve often wondered if Saul, who was a Pharisee and a legalist BC (before Christ), received his revelation of “grace” when he came to Antioch and saw what Barnabas saw.

You may need to go and find someone, as Barnabas found Paul, and bring them to your church where they can see the grace of God for themselves. Every city has people living in it who have been hurt or discouraged by somebody in a church. You will never be able to build a sanctuary big enough to hold the people who need the spirit of Barnabas in their lives. Oh, and one more thing about Barnabas: Although he became an apostle, he started out as just a good man. The church needs a few good men.

Chapter 6 Big Ideas

1.You don’t have to be spectacular to be good.

2.Be a lifter and not a leaner.

3.Recognize gifts in those around you and celebrate them.

4.Walk slowly through the crowd and encourage people.

5.You may start out as just a “good man,” but God may have more in store for you!





CHAPTER 7

WHAT A MAN BRINGS HOME

So David would not move the ark with him into the City of David, but took it aside into the house of Obed-Edom the Gittite. The ark of God remained with the family of Obed-Edom in his house three months. And the LORD blessed the house of Obed-Edom and all that he had.
(I Chronicles 13:13–14)

“Honey, I’m home!” announced Obed-Edom as he walked through the front doorway. His smiling wife came around the corner to greet him and stopped in her tracks when she saw the glittering Ark of the Covenant sitting smack-dab in the middle of their living room. Her mouth gaped open and her eyes widened as she stared at the Ark. “Obed, what on earth have you done? Why is this …” she gestured toward the object in question “… in our house? It’s the Ark of God, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is the Ark. Come here, honey.” He sat on the couch and motioned for her to sit beside him. “If you’ll just be patient, I’ll explain everything.” She sat beside her husband and looked at him expectantly. He continued, “A tragedy happened today, and that’s why the Ark is here.” Her eyes darted again to the Ark, then back to her husband. “You remember I told you the king had been longing to bring the Ark to the city of David for quite some time?” She nodded. “Well, a huge assembly of men came together. We went up to Kirjath Jearim, retrieved the Ark from the house of Abinadab, and placed it on a new cart. On the way to Jerusalem everyone was playing harps and cymbals and trumpets, singing and dancing for joy. Then we came to Nachon’s threshing floor and the cart jostled over a rough spot. Uzzah—you remember Uzzah, Abinadab’s second son?” She nodded. “Well, he reached out to steady the Ark …”

She looked at her husband inquiringly. Obed-Edom blurted, “As soon as Uzzah touched the Ark, he dropped dead. The king was so upset that he shut down the parade and asked me to temporarily store the Ark here until they figure out why the tragedy happened.” Obed-Edom’s wife eyed the Ark with apprehension.

It turned out that her apprehension was unfounded because the Lord blessed their home and family during the three months the Ark rested there. Obed-Edom felt his home was particularly blessed to be chosen to protect the Ark of the Covenant. Only one other man had been given that privilege in the history of the Old Testament—Abinadab. The Ark had rested at Abinadab’s house for twenty years, and his eldest son, Eleazar had served as priest. What had been a great tragedy for Abinadab’s family—the death of his son Uzzah—became a blessing for Obed-Edom and his family. Why?

Because Uzzah didn’t know how to handle God’s presence, but Obed-Edom did. After the tragedy at Nachon’s threshing floor, it was learned that the Ark of the covenant was never to be transported on a cart. That unorthodox form of transportation had been a “Philistine” idea. After the Philistines had captured the Ark in battle, a rash of plagues had broken out, and they couldn’t get rid of the Ark fast enough. They had built a new cart and hitched it with two milk cows who had never been yoked. The cows had gone down the road toward Israelite territory, lowing as they went. The Ark had finally ended up at the house of Abinadab in Kirjath Jearim.

Obed-Edom’s family was blessed during the short three-month time span of protecting the veritable symbol of the glory, power, and presence of God in their home. His entire household was blessed and his fields were blessed. Virtually everything in Obed-Edom’s life went to an entirely new level because he was directing his family on how to handle the things of God.

Think about it: he was raising boys—eight of them to be exact. Eight boys running around the house, but no evil befell them. They were not terrified by the Ark. They didn’t allow the spooky story of Uzzah’s tragedy to intimidate them around the Ark. They simply listened to their Levite father, followed his example, remained in awe of the Ark, and considered it a privilege to entertain it in their home. (Talk about bragging rights in the neighborhood!)

All eight of Obed-Edom’s sons became gatekeepers and porters in the Temple. According to I Chronicles 26:6–8, his sons governed their houses, they were men of great ability, able men, and men of strength. None of them backslid. They didn’t get offended when Dad brought the Ark home without having a family meeting first. They didn’t feel cheated or imposed upon because their dad was serious about honoring God in his home. They felt blessed, informed, included, and special because of the way their father talked about, cherished, perhaps wept, and rejoiced over the few weeks of keeping the precious Ark of the covenant in their home. It was a recurring family story for the rest of their lives.

What are you bringing home today?

One day a father of five young children came home with a toy. He gathered his children together and asked, “Which one of you deserves this present the most? Who has been the most obedient to mother, who never talks back to her, and who does every single thing she tells you to do?” There was silence, and then the oldest child said, “Okay, Dad, you get to keep the toy.”

I’ll never forget some of the things my Dad brought home. When I was in kindergarten, he brought home the most wonderful gift any five-year-old could ever have: a Chihuahua puppy that we named Chico. This dog was my best friend all the way through my school years until we had to put him down the summer after I graduated from high school.

Every summer Dad would leave for two months to conduct tours of music groups that recruited students for the Bible college where he taught. When he would finally come walking through the front door after traveling the US for two months, I was always super excited and thrilled to see him, especially since he never came home empty-handed. He always brought something home from a faraway place just for me. After giving him a hug, I would start pilfering through his briefcase looking for presents. These sundries would range from fireworks (these were prized because they were illegal in Minnesota), a Matchbox car, a bag of unusual candy, a comic book, a baseball, or hockey puck—you get the idea.

But the greatest thing my dad ever brought home was his relationship with God. Many times I heard and/or saw him in prayer. Many times I heard or saw him singing a song unto the Lord as he was going through daily routines. Many times I saw him with the Bible on his lap while sitting in his favorite chair in our living room. Many times I saw him lead Mom and us four kids in a family altar of Bible-reading and prayer. He truly emanated a Christlike spirit 24/7/365.

Because of my dad’s influence and leadership, our home was a sanctuary of peace, blessing, joy, fun, singing, music, laughter, support, acceptance, safety, security, and protection. It was a home where the Bible was read, where the family prayed both corporately and individually. Home was a place where we encouraged each other, and most important, where biblical values were instilled into my siblings and me.

To this day all four of us siblings carry dad’s values with us, and we hold true to the best practice and same principles that our parents passed on to us. Dr. James Dobson said you don’t know if you have successfully transferred your values to your children until you see your grandchildren. At this writing, my oldest of five grandchild is only seven, but I’m beginning to see my parents’ values in the third generation, all because of what a man brought home. What are you bringing home?

Some say that a man’s home is his palace, but I think it would be better to say a godly man’s home is his sanctuary. A sanctuary is a house of worship, a place of safety and security. If someone is granted “sanctuary” by a government official, it means they have stepped into a building where those in charge agree to guarantee them protection, refuge, or asylum from whatever or whoever it is that may be chasing them with harmful intent.

What troubles me is that too many people today do not find sanctuary in their home. For many, home is a war zone, a party barn, or an opportunity to abuse the innocent. It’s heartbreaking to think of the millions of children who have been abused in their home but then grow up to think the abuse is normal because it’s all they’ve ever known.

A man once shared with me that many mornings as a little boy he would wake up to a scene of hungover adults strewn all over the floor, on couches, and even in his own bed. He remembers tiptoeing over beer cans so as not to awaken anyone (and thus get a beating) while he ventured to the kitchen to fix himself a bowl of cereal.

Many years ago I had lunch with a man who had been estranged from his wife for several years. He confessed to me that during the entire thirty years he and his wife had been married, he had never looked forward to going home at the end of the day—not one time. I cannot imagine what that would be like. I’m not sure what contribution he made to the breakdown of the marriage, but maybe it was what he did or did not bring home.

Is your home a battlefield or a sanctuary? If it’s a battlefield, you will seek and find sanctuary somewhere else: overtime at work, the golf course, the clubhouse, a bar, a club, a buddy’s house, or most tragically, the arms of another woman.

Many homes have been taken over by chaos, clutter, and carnage. The peace of too many homes has been usurped by Hollywood, Xbox, Disney, soap opera drama, Jack Daniels, meth and crack, anger, violence, yelling, abuse, and all manner of evil.

There have been many days after a hectic schedule and dealing with people and the public that I’ve found myself racing home, pulling into the driveway, closing the garage door, walking through the doorway of my house, closing the door behind me, and leaning back on the door with a sigh of relief. Whew! I finally made it home to my sanctuary where there is peace, love, acceptance, and joy.

Our homes should be sanctuaries where we can retreat, withdraw from the rigors of the day, from all the people, schedules, and chaos of the world. Our homes should be places where we can renew, recover, and restore. Lest you think I’m exaggerating, I’ll give you an example. We lived in a house for eight years and then sold it. Two weeks later, my wife, Marlene, got a call from the buyer’s wife, who had obtained our phone number from the realtor. She asked Marlene the curious question “Who are you people?” A little taken aback, Marlene said, “What do you mean?” The lady said, “There is something in this house.” My wife repeated, “What do you mean?” The lady insisted, “You left something behind that we can feel.” Marlene said, “If you could put it into one word, what would it be?” The lady hesitated and then said, “Peace.”

It’s one thing to tell stories about your homelife, but it’s an entirely different thing when an outsider moves into your house and feels peace. That’s the real deal! Whatever you bring home will take over your home, so make sure you’re bringing home the right stuff.

When something or someone threatens the peace of your home, you need to step up, say something, or do something. Don’t just sit there like a Neanderthal with the remote in your hand and your headphones stuck in your ears. Adam was given dominion of his home (the Garden of Eden) and was charged with keeping it and protecting it. Satan slithered into his home during his watch, beguiled his wife, and then the Scripture says that she also gave the fruit to Adam “who was with her.”

Did you catch that? He must have been standing somewhere nearby, but he didn’t say anything or do anything about it. He had dominion or authority to control, manage, protect, or throw out any threats to the peace of his marriage and his environment. But he didn’t speak up or act up! We are still paying the price six thousand years later because of the silence of that first Adam.

Don’t be like that first Adam; be like the Second Adam who spoke up and said things like:

•“My house shall be called the house of prayer.”

•“The prince of this world has come, and he has nothing in me.”

•“Whenever you stand praying, if you have anything against anyone, forgive him that your Father in heaven may also forgive you your trespasses.”

•“I have prayed for you that your faith would fail not, and when you are converted, strengthen the brethren.”

Our music minister and his wife are some of the godliest people we know. Their four children all love God, and they have built their lives and home around the house and work of God. Many years ago an acquaintance gave his wife a book. Without examining it, she put the book away and forgot about it. He was awakened during the night when he heard someone whispering his name. To say the least, this was a bit unsettling. He was momentarily alarmed, but soon fell back asleep. It happened again the next night. This time he sat straight up in bed, woke up his wife, and told her what was happening. They were alarmed and began to pray.

They got out of bed and began walking the floors, praying. Soon they felt led to search their house. Sure enough, they found the forgotten book, examined it, and realized it was about “good vampires” and ungodly relationships. He got his hands on that book and immediately marched it out in the dark of night to the garbage can at the end of their driveway (it was garbage pickup day). They never heard that whispery voice again.

Have you ever wondered if Achan and his wife had a standing joke when he came home from a hard day’s work and announced, “Honey, I’m home”? Did she ever reach out to him, take him in her arms, give him a kiss on the cheek and say, “I’ve been achin’ to see you all day”? (Sorry about the bad joke, but I couldn’t resist.) Well, one day he did come home, and not empty-handed.

The children of Israel had been marching around the walls of Jericho all week. Finally, on the seventh day, the walls fell down, and they conquered the city. God enacted His law of “first things,” declaring that all the spoils of this victory would belong to Him. Achan had other ideas, unfortunately. Perhaps he felt that his wife and children were due for a blessing; they had been giving and giving and giving, and now it was time to get.

He furtively stole a Babylonish garment and some silver and gold, and hid everything inside his tent. Perhaps he thought these few treasures would never be missed; once the brouhaha was over, nobody would ever notice. Then at the Battle of Ai, Israel suffered a resounding defeat. Joshua was perplexed after such a great victory at Jericho. He inquired of the Lord and discovered that there was sin in the camp. Someone had stolen God’s spoil and taken it for their own.

Through the prophetic voice of God, Joshua was directed by the process of elimination to separate tribes, clans, and then families. Achan’s family was the last family standing. He was forced to confess his sin and give God glory. How do you think Achan felt as he was leading his family to their deaths?

The Scripture says they gathered up Achan, his wife and children, oxen, donkeys, sheep, tent, garment, gold, and silver to the Valley of Achor where they stoned them with stones and burned them with fire.

The things Achan brought home destroyed him, his wife, and his innocent children. Not only had the things Achan brought home doomed his own soul, his wife’s soul, and the souls of his precious children, but Achan’s actions had also hindered Israel’s progress in occupying the land of Canaan.

Don’t think for one moment that what you bring home or what you allow into your home has zero effect on you, your family, or the congregation to which you belong. What you bring home will either add value or neutralize what God is trying to do in your church! Is the spiritual vitality of your home a blessing to your local church? Is your family living for God—not just on your church campus, but are you actually believing and obeying Jesus wherever you are? Are you honoring and serving Him in the privacy of your home?

Every man needs to step up and become the priest of his home. Don’t leave it up to your wife to inject your home with spiritual vitality. This will frustrate her because she is not called to do it—you are! First Peter 2:9 says, “You are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, His own special people.”

Are you serving as the priest of your home? Are you leading your family by being a Christlike example? Does your family see you reading your Bible? Do they hear you praying behind a closed door? Or do they have to walk on eggshells when you come home for fear you will lose your cool or blow your stack if they make one false move? Are you leading your family in a weekly time of Scripture-reading and prayer? If not, why not? Do your children run to Mom when they need prayer, or do they run to you? Do your children run to Mom when they have a question about God, the Bible, or the church, or do they run to you?

In preparation for the first Passover, every man was directed by Moses to gather a firstling from his flock on the tenth day of the month, bring it home, and keep it at his house for five days. The purpose in housing the lamb was, first of all, to make sure it was perfect (no marks, blemishes, or disease). Second, it appears, at least in part, that God wanted the lamb to become endeared by the family.

You can imagine that within five days the entire family—especially the children—became fond of the little lamb, much like they would a new puppy or kitten. The lamb became their pet, and they quickly bonded with it. They played with it, petted it, gave it table scraps, and enjoyed its sweet disposition. Perhaps it slept by one of the children each night.

When the fourteenth day of the month came, the father was required to slay the lamb, catch the blood, and apply the blood to the doorposts and lintel of their home. They were to roast the lamb and eat it with their suitcases packed, their walking shoes on, and their staffs in their hands so as to be prepared to begin their exodus from Egypt. For on that Passover night the death angel would pass over every house looking for the blood of the lamb on their doorpost. If the blood was there, the angel would move on. If the blood wasn’t there, the firstborn of that home would be slain.

When it came time to sacrifice the lamb, perhaps some of the younger children were confused and upset. This was their little family pet. Why did it have to die? But it had to be done if they wanted to be delivered. The next morning when their firstborn was still alive and healthy, I’m sure that every family who had applied the blood of that precious innocent sacrifice was thankful their dad had brought home the lamb.

Recently, a father of two small boys shared a testimony with our congregation. He said he used to think that Christians who were opposed to a particular series of fantasy books and movies were a little over the top, so he brought some of those books and movies home. Then one night he had a dream that I (his pastor) was standing by his bedside while he was asleep, and I was rummaging around in his nightstand in search of something.

Suddenly he was awakened by a terrifying cry from one of his boys whose bedroom was on the other side of their house. He was alarmed and sensed this was a spiritual disturbance. He began speaking with other tongues as he quickly ran to his little boy’s bedroom, where he found him upset and sobbing. For several weeks the parents had noticed their boys had been unusually afraid to go to their bedroom. They were scared of “monsters” under their beds and in the closet. The parents had dismissed their childish imaginations, said goodnight prayers with their boys, and hoped for the best.

His wife hurriedly joined them in the bedroom as he continued to feel a sense of urgency. He asked her, “Where are those books?” She answered, “I sold them in a garage sale. I didn’t tell you because I thought you’d be upset.” He said, “There is still something in this house, and I’ve got to find it and get it out.” He walked into the storage room next to the boy’s bedroom. Sure enough, he found a DVD on a bookshelf. He pulled it out and, still speaking with tongues, walked out the front door into the night. He said the instant he dropped the DVD into the trash can, the urgency left his spirit. His sons have not been terrified again since that night.

It’s good to bring home the bacon, but that’s not enough. Bring home the Lamb.

Chapter 7 Big Ideas

1.You are the priest of your home, not your good wife.

2.Learn how to handle the presence of God and entertain it in your home.

3.Is your home a sanctuary or a battleground?

4.What you bring home will impact you, your wife, your children, and your church.

5.You are the gatekeeper of your home, so guard it well.





CHAPTER 8

EVERY PASTOR NEEDS A FRIEND

I have no one else like Timothy.
(Philippians 2:20, NLT)

I have been blessed over the last many years to have preached to thousands of men at over fifty men’s conferences across the US and Canada. In fact, I’ve been invited to speak at the first-ever national men’s conference in the Philippines. Some five thousand men are expected to attend.

Depending on how many sessions I’m allotted at a men’s conference, I usually prioritize my presentations with a pastor in mind by asking myself the question: “What would I want the men in the church where I serve to hear if they were going to be at this men’s conference?” I resist the temptation to preach my “hottest” two or three sermons from the last three or four months. One of my pet peeves is when a speaker fails to speak to the occasion. And at a men’s conference, that’s a “cardinal sin.”

A well-planned, well-presented address at a men’s conference has a greater trickle-down effect than just about any other meeting in any given district. Why? Because, when you impact a man, you touch a marriage, a family, a congregation, and perhaps even a community. I believe that a good man is the key to nearly everything in the kingdom of God.

There is one more strategic person that a good man can powerfully and positively affect: his pastor. Does that sound backward? Shouldn’t pastors be impacting men? Of course, but there is not a pastor alive today that, if he is humble and honest enough to admit it, will tell you he doesn’t lean on and deeply appreciate godly men around him who pray for him, encourage him, take bullets for him, and support him and his vision.

Listen to the pathos that poured out of Paul’s pen as he wrote in terms of endearment about his precious colleague and son in the gospel, Timothy:


If the Lord Jesus is willing, I hope to send Timothy to you soon for a visit. Then he can cheer me up by telling me how you are getting along. I have no one else like Timothy, who genuinely cares about your welfare. All the others care only for themselves and not for what matters to Jesus Christ. But you know how Timothy has proved himself. Like a son with his father, he has served with me in preaching the Good News. I hope to send him to you just as soon as I find out what is going to happen to me here. And I have confidence from the Lord that I myself will come to see you soon (Philippians 2:19–24, NLT, emphasis added).



Think about it. Paul seemed to be saying that when he looked around at all the men he knew, all the churches he had planted, all the disciples he had made, all the elders he had trained and appointed to lead churches, and all the saints he had celebrated in his epistles, only Timothy really ever “got him.”

Do you “get” your pastor? I can guarantee you that your pastor wishes a man like you would “get him.” The pastor can be an enigma to some men in the congregation because men tend to set their pastor on a pedestal. They revere their pastor and see no weaknesses. They believe their pastor is so spiritual and above everyone else that he never even has a bad hair day. If that’s you—wow, are you ever mistaken!

Yes, I believe a pastor should be held to a higher standard, but I also believe in spiritual authority in the church. The pastor should be given honor and respect; that’s the main point of this chapter. So don’t think for second that I’m meandering along the path of watered-down church polity. To the contrary.

However, pastors sometimes perpetuate the myth that they never have doubts or questions or struggles or battles. They portray that their marriage is perfect, their kids are always angels, their car never gets dirty, and everyone who lives at the parsonage constantly walks around with their hands in the air singing the “Hallelujah Chorus” from Handel’s Messiah.

This is one of the reasons why I deeply appreciate the biblical record of the leadership of Moses. He was a great leader and was revered in the Bible, but the Bible also tells about the times Moses didn’t do right. For instance, he disobeyed God and smote the rock twice in the sight of all Israel, even though God had told him he was supposed to “speak to the rock” (Numbers 20:8). But through all of the ups and down Moses learned an important principle: he needed men around him who “got” him. And he was not too proud, too spiritual, or too arrogant to receive their ministry.

Exodus 18 records that Moses made himself available to the people from sunrise to sunset. After ministering to a congregation estimated at three million people—making decisions, arbitrating people’s problems, and teaching them the Lord’s statutes—Moses went home to his tent every night happy to have served but worn to a frazzle.

One day Jethro, his kindhearted father-in-law, gently rebuked him. “Look at yourself, Moses. You’re wearing yourself out, and you’re wearing them out standing in line all day for their turn to have a meeting with you.” Jethro was a pagan, but he was wise on at least two counts: (1) he acknowledged the Lord as “greater than all other gods” (Exodus 18:11, NLT); and (2) he understood leadership. He pointed out that Moses had good men around him who feared God, were truthful, and hated covetousness. He advised that Moses should appoint these men as rulers over thousands, some hundreds, others fifty, and some tens. These men could judge all the smaller matters and bring only the knottier matters to Moses. Moses received this advice and decentralized the ministry of the congregation. It changed his life as well as everyone else’s.

Good leaders understand they should be concentrating their efforts on doing what only they can do, while training capable, qualified men around them who can share the workload of the ministry. (See Ephesians 4:11; Acts 6:1–7.) Why not take your pastor to lunch or ask for an appointment? And come to that meeting with a legal pad. Sit down with your pastor and ask him what his vision is and how you can help him achieve it. I pastored for forty years, and no man ever made that appointment with me—maybe because I was making appointments with them!

In another momentous scene, the Israelites were in a valley fighting against the Amalekites. Moses climbed up on a mountain to intercede for his army. When he lifted his hands, he noticed that the Israelites pushed back against their enemies, but when his hands became weary and hung down, the enemy prevailed. Aaron and Hur had taken it upon themselves to climb the mountain with Moses. They too discerned that the sway of the battle depended upon the position of Moses’ hands. So they positioned themselves on either side of their “pastor” and held up his hands until Israel defeated their enemies. (See Exodus 17:9–13.)

I love the fact that Pastor Moses was humble enough to receive the ministry of Aaron and Hur. He didn’t pretend that his arms never got tired. He didn’t insist that the two men remain halfway down the mountain while he maintained the high ground. No, he received their ministry. Be aware that pastors are a unique breed. We pray, fast, study, seek God, hear the voice of God, cast vision, and fearlessly lead God’s people. But sometimes the immediate context of the battle feels a little bit in doubt. We may not reach out to you for help, but rest assured, we could sure use it. We appreciate your partnership, particularly in prayer.

I was walking up the crowded center aisle after a good Sunday morning service, trying to get to the narthex to shake hands and speak with some people before they left the campus. Suddenly, a long arm with a powerful hand at the end of it reached out, clasped my shoulder, and pulled me aside. I looked up into the face of a 6’ 4” 300-pound man. I had discipled him a few years prior, had taught him a Bible study, baptized him, and prayed him through to the Holy Ghost.

He looked down at me and with a serious expression on his face and asked, “Pastor, are you okay?” I smiled and said, “Thanks for asking. Yes, I’m fine.” As I was about to excuse myself and keep walking, he slowed his speech and said, “Pastor, I’m going to ask you again if you’re okay.” I said, “Well, I think so. What’s going on?” He began to cry, saying, “I had a dream about you around three o’clock this morning. I saw your face as big as a harvest moon. I woke up, rolled out of bed, and began to intercede for you.” By the end of that speech we were both crying. He was watching me. He didn’t let me climb the mountain alone. He lifted up my arms … he got me.

I need to ask you a series of questions, although I know your answers will be yes:

1.Do you want the blessing of God in your life?

2.Do you want to go beyond the blessing and walk in the favor of God?

3.Do you want to be spiritually blessed?

4.Do you want to be financially blessed and increased?

5.Do you want more of the anointing operating in your life?

I know you do or you would not have kept reading until this point in the book. There is a way—a sure path—to receiving each of these impartations in your life, but you cannot achieve them just by prayer, fasting, and Bible-reading. Please do that, but there is something else you need to activate. You must make a conscious decision and then act on that decision to come under the spiritual authority of your pastor.

Your pastor and your relationship with and to him is crucial in receiving all of these endowments from God. I’m about to reveal to you what I know about spiritual authority. There is a blessing that comes from God when you intentionally and purposefully come under spiritual authority. If you are faithful to your local church, that’s good. But what I’m talking about is deeper than that. If you “amen” your pastor when he’s preaching, that’s good too. But I’ve had people “amen” me one Sunday and leave the church before the next Sunday. I’m talking about long-tenured members.

Let’s let Scripture describe how coming under spiritual authority works.


Behold, how good and how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell together in unity! It is like the precious oil upon the head, running down on the beard, the beard of Aaron, running down on the edge of his garments. It is like the dew of Hermon descending upon the mountains of Zion; for there the LORD commanded the blessing—life for-evermore. (Psalm 133:1–3)



Do you get the picture? David was describing how anointing, favor, and blessing of God operate—they flow down! And if the anointing, favor, and blessing of God flow down, then you have to come under the flow to receive it. Just because you come to church does not necessarily mean you are under spiritual authority.

In order to be under spiritual authority, something has to happen, a sort of decision or transaction or even a revelation. It dawns on your mind and spirit that you are no longer in the “world.” You are no longer in your former church, favoring your former pastor. You are now in this church—your church—and that man of God up there behind the pulpit is not just a good guy, not just fun to listen to, but he is a man of God. He is your man of God!

You’ve got to “get” him, catch him, and come under his spiritual authority. Let me explain it another way: The Holy Ghost is exactly the same anywhere you go around the world. I’ve been in worship services on five continents, and there is no difference in the Holy Ghost. But the anointing is a different matter. The anointing is as unique as a person’s fingerprints. No two anointings are alike.

David said unity is like the anointing oil that flowed down from the head of Aaron when Moses anointed him. In the Old Testament, the holy anointing oil was laborious and expensive to make. The cinnamon, calamus, and cassia had to either be ground, crushed, or broken. But when the apothecary mixed these aromatic herbs and bark with pure myrrh and olive oil, the heavenly fragrance of the anointing oil filled the Temple.

I was eight years old when, on a cold Minnesota Sunday night at Midway Tabernacle in St. Paul, my pastor invited the sick to come forward for prayer. I broke away from my mother and made my way to the altar. My pastor anointed me with oil, laid his hand on my head, and prayed for me. My mother wasn’t too happy with me when I came back to the pew. She asked, “What were you doing going up there, Stan? You’re not sick!” I quickly replied in my defense, “But Mom, I just wanted to feel my pastor’s hand on my head.” She dabbed her hanky in the corners of her moist eyes and nodded. “Never mind then.”

My mother was suddenly thankful that she had raised an eight-year-old son who wanted to come under spiritual authority. I didn’t completely understand it at the time, but there was something in me that wanted to submit to spiritual authority, and I’ve never lost that desire. If there is any blessing or anointing in my life, I didn’t get it by myself, but I intentionally came under it, before and after I became a pastor.

As I enter my senior years, I still covet a spiritual covering because I know that I have no authority unless I’m under spiritual authority, and that no anointing is flowing in my life unless I am under spiritual authority. To this day, I am carrying drops of anointing that have fallen upon me from every pastor, every evangelist, every apostle, every prophet, and every teacher I have ever submitted myself and my ministry to. David was essentially illustrating that the Lord commands His blessing when we come under spiritual authority.

If you understand this principle, then perhaps someday (if you haven’t already) you can have a spiritual encounter when your pastor is preaching, or during an altar call, or at the close of an altar call, where he discerns your heart and lays his hands on you and prays a prayer of spiritual authority over your life.

Brace yourself, because I cannot discuss the subject of coming under spiritual authority without addressing a critical dynamic: If you are not practicing the giving of your tithe to your local church, then you do not have a pastor. I know it may seem shocking to read such a statement in print, but I believe I can prove it scripturally.

Many good men do not understand that money is spiritual. Where did I get that? From Jesus. If you have a problem with this, you are going to have to talk to Jesus about it because I can’t change His Word. First, Jesus said in John 14:15 (NLT) “If you love me, obey my commandments.” Jesus was saying that our love language to God is obedience.

Second, let’s take a quick look at Luke 16:10–12:


He who is faithful in what is least is faithful also in much; and he who is unjust in what is least is unjust also in much. Therefore if you have not been faithful in the unrighteous mammon, who will commit to your trust the true riches? And if you have not been faithful in what is another man’s, who will give you what is your own?



Jesus essentially said, “If you are not faithful with your money, I cannot bless or promote you in the kingdom of God.” If a man is not giving his tithe back to the Lord, then the Bible calls him a robber. The difference between a thief and a robber is that a thief comes and goes without your knowledge. You don’t realize he was there until you discover something is missing. But a robber is brash and bold. He will stick a gun in your back and demand your wallet.

The prophet Malachi painted a masterful word picture:


Even from the days of your fathers ye are gone away from mine ordinances, and have not kept them. Return unto me, and I will return unto you, saith the LORD of hosts. But ye said, Wherein shall we return?

Will a man rob God? Yet ye have robbed me. But ye say, Wherein have we robbed thee? In tithes and offerings. Ye are cursed with a curse: for ye have robbed me, even this whole nation. Bring ye all the tithes into the storehouse, that there may be meat in mine house, and prove me now herewith, saith the LORD of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of heaven, and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to receive it. And I will rebuke the devourer for your sakes, and he shall not destroy the fruits of your ground; neither shall your vine cast her fruit before the time in the field, saith the LORD of hosts. And all nations shall call you blessed: for ye shall be a delightsome land, saith the LORD of hosts. (Malachi 3:7–12, KJV)



There is a powerful biblical illustration that demonstrates how faithful stewardship unlocks the blessings, favor, and anointing of God in your life, and how this works through your relationship with your pastor. Genesis 14 records the episode of Abraham returning after a fierce battle in which he realized God had given him the victory. As he approached Salem, he was greeted by Melchisedec, the high priest and king of Salem. Melchisedec blessed Abraham in that moment, and Abraham also blessed Melchisedec by giving him 10 percent of his spoils from the victory. This is the first monetary gift (tithe) recorded in Scripture. This gift was given to the priest by the man who is called the father of the faithful—all the people of faith.

In giving this gift, Abraham was acknowledging the exclusive supremacy of the God that Melchisedec worshiped as well as the authority of Melchisedec’s priesthood over him. Abraham gave the tithe approximately five hundred years before tithing was codified by God under Moses. So where did Abraham get this idea? We can’t say with any certainty, but perhaps there was a standard fee or percentage that was given to public officials when they provided a valuable service, as Melchisedec did for Abraham.

This transaction demonstrates that money is not simply cold hard cash; it becomes spiritual when you place it in the hands of your spiritual covering. The giving of the tithe bonds you to God and to your spiritual authority in a way that is hard to fully explain.

When I was a pastor, I would begin every New Year by preaching a message about stewardship. At the conclusion of the message I would distribute commitment cards, giving the congregation an opportunity to sign a covenant statement signifying they would be faithful in tithing and offerings over the next twelve months. The ushers would then collect the cards and hand them to me. Then I would stand in front of the congregation with that stack of cards in my hands and pray over them. I cannot tell you the anointing that would invariably come upon me during that special prayer moment.

Tithing will bind you spiritually to your pastor. It will open the windows of Heaven through which God not only will pour out blessings, but He also will rebuke the devourer. The “devourers” of Malachi 3:11 were locusts and caterpillars—the pests that eat a farmer’s crops. God was promising His people abundant crops if they were faithful to Him. Conversely, if they “robbed” God, it was like an invitation to any pests that wanted to come to the feast. In today’s context, the expression means that if you do not tithe, your money will disappear. But if you tithe the first 10 percent, the remaining 90 percent will go further than the one hundred percent. Try it. You will be amazed!

When you and your entire congregation honor your pastor as the man of God in your lives, something special will begin to happen. You will become a blessed revival church. There is something about giving honor to whom honor is due, and double honor to the elders (honor includes the idea of giving a monetary value). A powerful blessing of God will be released.

I have pastored with honor and without it, and I have to confess that it’s a lot better with it. I served as the pastor of a church for a few years—they elected me, but they did not honor me. Actually, they didn’t really want a pastor, and they did not honor the office of pastor. Instead, they wanted a hireling to preach three nice sermons a week without upsetting any apple carts. All they wanted was someone to marry and bury them.

This congregation had not baptized anyone in the two years prior to our pastorate. During our first three months as pastor, we baptized sixteen. That was when the fur hit the proverbial fan. I was mistreated, lied about, attacked, and accused of preaching false doctrine. Finally, the board called a meeting to terminate my tenure, but God stepped in and that vote never happened in the meeting. After about three years of pain and trouble, we had a barn-burner business meeting on a Saturday night in which chaos broke out. I thought the congregation was going to explode and disintegrate into thin air. Afterward, I told my wife that no one would show up for church the next morning.

They proved me wrong. When church time arrived, there they all were, sitting in the pews all dressed up and looking very religious. That was perhaps the only time I stood behind a pulpit and simply went through the motions. At the conclusion of my message, I scanned the congregation and said (just a tad sarcastically), “Is there anyone here this morning who would like to say a good word for the Lord?”

For three years leading up to this moment, I had not realized how desperately I needed a friend, someone to step up and support my vision and plan. I cannot tell you how many times while praying at the altar or during a prayer meeting, how I longed for a man to come up behind me, lay his hand on my shoulder, and pray for me. In fact, many years later I named my youngest son “Caleb” because of his namesake’s support for Moses’ vision and for being a man who wholly followed the Lord and possessed “a different spirit” than the ten spies who returned with a bad report. (See Numbers 14:24.)

That particular Sunday morning there was an elderly man sitting on the center aisle, second row, who had been coming to our church for about a year. I was told he had been a backslider out of another church in the area and had not attended any church for eight years before coming to ours. During that one year of visits, he never worshiped, he never came to the altar, and he never helped anyone pray. He usually sat there respectfully with his eyes closed. He was nice and cordial, but that was all.

Therefore, to everyone’s shock and awe—including mine—he jumped to his feet, pointed his right index finger at me, and loudly declared, “Church, I want you to know that the young man standing behind that pulpit is my pastor. I am submitting to him right now. If he tells me to go stand on my head in the corner, I don’t think I could do it, but I will die trying!” With that, he lifted his arms in the air, the Holy Ghost fell upon him, and he began to speak with other tongues.

He moved into the aisle and began marching around the church, waving his hands in the air, and still speaking with tongues. With each pew he passed, the people who were willing to change and submit to spiritual authority started to revive. It was one of the most powerful services we ever had in that building!

Over the next two years, God blessed the church, and the congregation doubled in size. Backslidden board members resigned. It felt like a new start. To this day, I am indebted to that elder for coming forward and being my friend. That moment launched an awesome relationship between the two of us that endured for years, even after I resigned that church and moved to Kansas City. In fact, his family called me back to participate in his funeral service, which was a great honor for me as he died in the faith.

The scriptural principle of spiritual authority is real. God honors and blesses the man who understands it and comes under it. I would not want to live a day without believing in and practicing submission to spiritual authority. It’s a two-way blessing: your pastor needs you, and you need him.

I once discipled a man (and his wife) who discovered the hard way that spiritual covering is real. They had been drug and alcohol users, and had been attending Bible studies with the Mormons. His sister finally got through to him, telling him that he needed an Apostolic pastor. She contacted me and we set up a Bible study. I was in their home weekly for a year or two, teaching the Word to them and their children. They eventually began coming to church and were baptized and filled with the Holy Ghost.

I invited him to participate in my leadership training, and he eventually became a leader in our church. Unfortunately, after fifteen years of faithfulness and loyalty, something happened. They came under the influence of a religious spirit that made them hypercritical and gave them an air of feigned superior spirituality. They accused me of taking the world back to the church, of promoting Zen philosophy, and compromising the biblical position of marriage and divorce. They threatened, “If you don’t change your course, thirty-five families are ready to leave this church.”

I went to their house. I took him to lunch. I cried, prayed, appealed, and reasoned to no avail. It was one of the most crushing moments of my pastoral life when he called to tell me they would not be coming back to our church. They took four other families with them.

One Sunday afternoon six years later, this man called and asked to meet with me and talk about coming back to our church. We arranged to meet with him and his wife, my wife, and my son, who was our associate pastor at the time. The man said the best fifteen years of his life had been when he was under my spiritual covering. During the last six years he had lost his house, and his business was struggling. He fell to his knees weeping, very broken and humble, and uttered these words: “I want to come back under your spiritual authority.”

Up to that point I had been hesitant about his sincerity due to the previous betrayal, but when he said that, I knew something had broken and that they would be okay. We all got down on our knees, and we cried, prayed, and bound them back to the body of Christ.

He called me Monday morning at 9:00 AM. When I answered the phone, he said, “Hello, pastor.” I smiled and said, “Wow, I love that sound of that. What’s going on?” He said, “Well, I had to call you because business is practically at a standstill in my industry right now—but I just signed a $184,000 contract!” When he said that, I shouted, “Welcome back to the covering of my spiritual authority!” No one will ever convince me that incident was a coincidence.

Do yourself, your marriage, your family, your business, and your soul a favor. Make a decision to submit yourself to the spiritual authority of the house of God where you worship. On the authority of God’s Word, this decision will change your life and God will pour out blessings on you as never before.

Chapter 8 Big Ideas

1.Do you “get” your pastor?

2.If are not faithful with your finances, then you don’t have a pastor and you won’t be promoted by God.

3.Do you climb the mountain with your pastor and lift up his hands for the victory?

4.If you want to be blessed and have the favor of God, you must decide to come under the spiritual authority of the pastor of the church you attend.

5.You cannot have spiritual authority unless you are under spiritual authority.
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