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To my daughter, Alisa, a little beauty that I held in the palm of my right hand, who is now a mother of her own little beauties.







 
 
To appoint unto them that mourn in Zion,
To give unto them beauty for ashes,
The oil of joy for mourning,
The garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness;
That they might be called
Trees of righteousness, the planting of the Lord,
That he might be glorified.
                                                 —(Isaiah 61:3, KJV)







 THE WOUNDED CRY
The subject of the following material has thankfully gained rapid attention in the last few years. An increased awareness of child abuse in the United States has sparked a wildfire among writers who have produced numerous books on this terrible contagion sadly spreading as quickly as the books are written. These authors attempt to explain why abuse is so rampant, and to offer means for the victims to overcome the mental and emotional scarring of a life started in mistreatment. The views are widespread that deal with the healing of the mind and emotions.
More often, these books on today’s market are lengthy discourses with detailed presentations on how to “take back your life.” And while it is with noble purpose the authors have undertaken to provide copious amounts of “suggestions” for recovery, ultimately many lack the key Ingredient in the recipe of self-mending.
This is not one of those books.
The
Wounded
Cry is my testimony, and it is one hundred percent factual truth. I wrote this booklet as an introduction to healing for the inward man. It is not exhaustive; it is not the height of achievement in self-help studies. It is written to point out that key Ingredient: a vibrant relationship with a living God, who desperately desires an intimacy with His creation—that’s you! As my testimony will show, I assure you there is a God in heaven named Jesus Christ. And it is in His infinite power to restore unto you EVERYTHING you may be lacking in self-esteem, self-worth, self-activation, no matter what your past consisted of. Not only can He do this, but He wants to do this.
I hope I have achieved an easy-to-read booklet that contains specific scriptural teaching on this matter. I hope you will use this booklet as an evangelistic tool from which even a casual reader can find some benefit. The prayer written at the conclusion of this brief testimony is a profitable aid for Christian witnessing.
Use it! Because there are multitudes out there, just in your hometown, at your job, in the same supermarket you shop at, who are groping around in darkness, staggering for a touch of the reality that can only be found in Jesus Christ, the Light of the world. (John 8:12) There are many, many souls, wounded and crushed, bruised and battered—they need this teaching just to be able to reach out. They can’t on their own; perhaps they are so bound in fear and self-deprecation, they believe even God would reject them. So do it for them, by putting this book in their trembling hands. You know who they are! Find them.
“In that day a fountain shall be opened for the house of David and for the inhabitants of Jerusalem, for sin and for uncleanness.” (Zechariah 13:1)
What a beautiful piece of scripture! What a promise of acceptance and redemption! That fountain was opened the day Jesus Christ died on the cross, spilling forth all that precious blood to cleanse all manner of sin and uncleanness. If we define uncleanness, it means “hurts, bruises, wounds”—the effects of sin, the very things that separate us from that key Ingredient. But Jesus frees us not only from sin, but that which sin produced, against us or by us.
As you read these following pages, let it be as if you were sitting right there in a church service—not a boring one—but a service where Jesus was speaking to you; God Himself asking you to open your heart to the call of this booklet. He fervently wants to draw you to forgiveness . . . and healing. He hears your wounded cry, and even now He wants to answer, if you’ll only hear Him.
 
 BORN, BEATEN AND BRUISED
 
It was a dark, dingy room. A very young child sat alone, locked in a closet with just a small ray of light coming through a crack in the door. He’d been by himself all day; this was normal. Sometimes he’d be locked in the closet a day or two at a time, nothing but a bottle of water as his only companion. It had been this way for months. Sometimes he was placed in a dresser drawer as a crib and left alone. And now the pressing evening shadows sucked away the last shafts of light, of hope, from the closed area. Crying brought no relief. Sharp hunger pains. Sobbing brought no soft hands to caress, to soothe. Why? He was just a baby. Curled up on the floor of his closet, rocking to and fro, seeking one thing from someone: comfort. Finding none. So he cried, but it didn’t matter. No one was home to hear. He nursed an empty bottle, drained hours earlier. He curled his fingers through his dirty hair. No one saw. Frustration engulfed his little frame. No one consoled him. Fear gripped him. Like an ice-cold monster with icicle teeth, nibbling down his spine. No one rescued him. Why?
The boy’s mother was really a child herself, a teenager. Days to come brought very little hope as she ventured out into the oppressive slums of 1950’s Kansas City, searching for food. Usually finding none. Days at a time brought no food at all for the mother or the child. Only milk stolen from neighboring porches, left by negligent milkmen, filled the baby’s bottle. Usually it was filled with tap water. There were no diapers. Just a woolen blanket about the loins that was rarely rinsed out. Unimaginable fiery welts reminded the baby only too well.
Could this happen in America? The Rockwellian ‘50’s? The teenage mother feared to seek government help for the malnourished child. Wouldn’t they deem her an unfit mother? Wouldn’t they take the baby away?
But this wasn’t her greatest fear. The dreaded day was fast approaching. Her husband was returning home. He’d been in penitentiary for two years. And she’d never found courage to warn him of the shock: a baby born of another man while he’d been imprisoned.
He came home. He saw the baby boy, sitting on that cold floor. He knew it couldn’t possibly be his. Rage erupted through him. Jealousy seized control of him. Murderous thoughts possessed him.
Months and months of brutal child-beating followed. The man vented his hostility on a fragile, tiny victim, helpless and not understanding.
He grabbed the boy by the ankles and bashed him against the wall, over and over, like a battering ram. His heavy boot crashed down on the toddler’s face, grinding it into the floor, horribly disfiguring his features, breaking his nose. His ear was mangled. There was a lot of blood for such a small creature. Obviously only the providential protection of God kept the boy alive.
The teenage mother was a victim herself. And now she was faced with reality. She couldn’t keep the child here any longer. Even after somehow surviving two years of malnutrition, the boy would surely die by the hands of her insane husband.
She was pregnant again, this time by him. It was a little girl. Perhaps her husband would be appeased with a child he had fathered . . . if the boy would go away. Removed. Forgotten. Yes, at least the child could be protected and cared for, if he was given into the custody of some other family. Maybe she could sell him to someone? Who could she give him to? Better find someone quick, or the boy will be dead.
 
 A CRY FOR ACCEPTANCE
 
I was that little boy.
I found myself in a new town, with a new family. My new parents had sued after learning of the abuse I was suffering under. They won custody and adopted me. We moved from Missouri to Southern California. A small mountain town called Idyllwild, near where they used to film some episodes of Bonanza. Remember Little Joe and Hoss? I was on set a couple of times, a little boy in a cowboy hat, clinging to a fence. Who would’ve known where I came from? Who would’ve known what happened to me just a few years earlier.
I knew. I always knew.
My adoptive parents, God bless them, nourished me back to health. I finally received the love and medical attention needed to begin a process of restoration. All of my baby teeth were decayed; each one was capped with silver. I looked like that villain, Jaws, from the James Bond movies. (Not really, but when you’re little, it sure seems like it.) Medicinal ointments allowed the welts and puffy sores to be replaced with smooth skin after much treatment.
I thought for sure each meal would be my last. I ate adult-sized portions at each setting, until after the first year, I realized there was no need to gorge—food would be plenteous each and every day. I no longer slept in a dresser drawer; I had my own new bed. And although I wasn’t yet potty-trained, I never wet that bed one time; I was so proud of it!
My parents attempted to treat my inward afflictions as well, but my damaged emotions prevented me from reaching out and trusting. I didn’t begin talking until four years of age, and although I had been very young at the time of the abuse, emotional scars left permanent impressions on my character.
I slept downstairs, and whenever I heard the footsteps of my parents above me, I’d wake up with a start, cold sweating, fully expecting that big heavy boot to come crashing down on my face once again.
Even though I began adapting to a different lifestyle, this same recurring nightmare would plague my sleep, always the same dream, exactly the same, every few months. It harassed me time and time again.
I saw myself at a party with several other nicely-dressed children. Colorful balloons and cheerful music tried to create an outward happiness for me and the other boys and girls. But somehow I just knew that each of us was totally isolated from the others, and we felt it. We knew something wasn’t right. We were unable to reach out and touch each other, so we groped around to the music, desperately trying to make contact. Just when I was about to grab a child’s arm, they would speed up in a blur, just out of reach. Then it was like we were moving through molasses. It was eerie, frustrating and sad. To be all together, and still be all alone.
That’s when the huge black cloud would appear above us.
We screamed in fear. The cloud formed a distorted face with snarling fangs and glowing eyes, burbling terrifying noises. All the other children fled, hiding from its fierceness. Except for me. I was rooted to the spot, frozen, petrified with fear. That gaping maw engulfed me, and I was suffocating. I could actually feel myself, in my sleep, being eaten and gasping for breath. Just then I’d awaken with a scream, my bedclothes drenched with sweat, clawing for air.
The monster had gotten me again.
This went on for years. And even though as I grew older, I no longer remembered the physical beatings and hunger, there was nothing that could erase one part of my early childhood: I always was aware, in the back of my mind, that I’d been left alone in that dark, dirty room, abandoned and unwanted. Yeah, the outward bruises had long since healed, but the inward bruise of rejection responded to no earthly cures. I remember shuddering with an empty feeling of loneliness, and I knew this would badger me the rest of my life.
Adoption in itself did not prove to be the ultimate solution in my search for acceptance. Within a few years, I simply filled the role of one of America’s many forgotten teenagers. I developed a middle-of-the-road mentality, someone who could be easily ignored, never behaving badly enough to need constant correction, yet never acting exceptionally outstanding. I blended in to the wasteland I felt in my soul. A complete communication failure, so common with teenagers in the late ’60’s, early ’70’s, developed between me and my adoptive parents; the typical generation gap from the Hippie movement.
I was no longer the mistreated little boy with sad eyes who’d been salvaged from the slums. Motivated by pity, my folks’ generous efforts toward an innocent child resulted in a job well done. They accomplished more than their required duties, so I was now instructed to become independent, to learn to care for myself. Having no need to rely on others, to stand on one’s own two feet, was a mark of maturity.
It was New Year’s Eve, 1970. I’d botched another futile attempt to make those stupid yearly resolutions toward self-improvement. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I came to the conclusion that all such manmade “penances” were worthless, of no avail. I suffered from such a lack of self-esteem; I had no purpose. Those feelings of being unwanted still stalked me. I was badgered constantly by a feeling that I would “never amount to a hill of beans.” I truly sensed no reason to go on living. What was the point? What did it matter? The whole “meaning of life” entirely confused me.
I thought it might be worth trying a prayer, but I didn’t know what to pray. But I was desperate. I cried out to Whoever was up there, please show me reality. Show me why anything matters. “God, if you are concerned with my life at all, You’ve got to show me. I can’t do this anymore. There’s a vacuum, and I can’t fill it. If You’re really real, You’re going to have to show me how to fix this.” I cried myself to sleep that night, ashamed because I knew the tears were surely a sign of marked weakness. If you’ve ever cried yourself to sleep before, you know what a miserable experience that is!
Early morning, still dark right before dawn; it was January 1, 1971. I was suddenly awakened by a brilliant light shining in my bedroom. It had started as a small light at the foot of my bed, but as I sat up, bewildered and rubbing reddened eyes, the light grew bigger, brighter, more beautiful. It filled my room with a wonderfully holy and warm Presence.
Peace like I had never felt enveloped me, and somehow I just knew there was Someone in the light. There was Someone else in the room with me! Instinctively, I got out of bed and fell to my knees before the light. I can’t explain it, but I knew the Person was Someone to be honored and revered, Someone of royalty deserving praise and worship.
I’ll tell you now, if Buddha had been in that light, I would have worshipped Buddha; if it had been Mohammed, I would’ve worshipped Mohammed. But it wasn’t Buddha, and it wasn’t Mohammed. It was the Lord Jesus Christ!
My eyes were opened that day. I felt that I should stick my hands up into the light, and as I did, I saw two outstretched hands reaching out for mine. I could see nail prints in His wrists, and I knew the Person in the light was Jesus Christ. My hands and forearms, up to my elbows, disappeared into that light. I was shaking all over, and then I heard the most beautiful voice say to me:
“I
have
heard
your
cry
for
acceptance.
I
have
heard
your
cry
for
reality,
and
I
love
you
just
the
way
that
you
are.”
You cannot possibly know how long I had waited to hear those words. Tears of joy bathed my lifted face. Suddenly I had meaning in my life.
All of my natural surroundings were blurred, and sometime later that morning I found myself hiking down the snowy mountain where I lived, winding down toward the village with this unique Presence guiding me all the while. Passing by many familiar souvenir shops (we lived in a mountain resort community), I felt particularly drawn to this little dress shop at the end of the row that I had never much noticed before that day.
“Can I help you?” The shopkeeper’s voice shook me into awareness. (It never occurred to me why there was someone in the shop on New Year’s Day.)
“I need a Bible,” I replied with no premeditation. Suddenly I was confiding all my secret feelings to this total stranger. To my surprise, the kindly woman listened with an attentive ear; and when I’d finished, she not only presented me with a Bible but also another book.
“You’ll enjoy this,” she said simply. The other book was entitled I
Believe
in
Miracles by Kathryn Kuhlman.
Little did I know at the time that God had directed me to someone who had the Answer to my searching. A couple of weeks later, she sent me to a friend of hers (one of my junior high school teachers) who shared with me the plan of salvation. The moment I heard that God would forgive my sins through the shed blood of His Son Jesus—the Person in the light—I immediately asked to receive this free gift of eternal life that this person was talking about. It was by faith that I knew He had cleansed me. I was saved by grace. Nothing I could do by good works, no religion, could save me. Salvation was not found in practicing certain rituals or doing penance. That day, I discovered a true Christian is one who knows Christ in a personal relationship, that he or she is a brand new creation. I was born again from Heaven above.
 
 THE TOUCH OF FAVOR
 
Some years later, here I was an evangelist on this dirty train in India. There was this little boy crawling up and down the narrow, filthy aisle. I just stared in disbelief. He was probably five or six, creeping along on his hands and knees. His only clothing—if you can really call it that—was a tattered shred of burlap wrapped about his loins. Each rib protruded violently above his bloated stomach. Matted black hair that had never been washed shadowed hollow eyes that were filled with shame. He acted like a whipped puppy, tail tucked between the legs. He would not dare look up into my face.
The conductor of this particular train, being touched with pity, allowed this little orphan to live in the bathroom of the coach. When the train began to move, that was the boy’s cue to venture out into the aisle and beg for his daily bread. He literally lived off the morsels that people dropped into his palm.
He’d learned two words in English, which he used appropriately: “Ma” for the women, “Pa” for the men. He was so afraid to lift his eyes from the floor. Instead, he raised one grimy hand toward me, beseeching.
“Pa, pa.”
I was dumbfounded.
“Pa, pa,” he ventured again, meekly.
I gave him something to eat. But what I wanted to do, more than anything in the world, was gather that sickly boy in my arms and love on him, hug him just once, tell him that he was not a worthless human being, and that people still cared. Of course, he wouldn’t have permitted me to do so. The social mores of his culture would’ve made that impossible. It was his plight in life, and he was resolved to it.
Later, I made my way back to the bathroom where he slept. The floor stood in an inch of stagnant, fetid toilet water. There he was, in the corner by the urinal, curled up in a fetal position, sucking his thumb, stroking his grubby hair with his free hand. I could only watch as he rocked himself back and forth on the wet floor, mothering himself to sleep.
I wish this story had some happy ending. But in reality, how lonely the unloved of this world truly feel! I know because I once felt like they did.
Perhaps the loneliest were the lepers in Jesus’ day when He walked this earth, going about and doing good. Take a moment to picture the leper in Mark 1:40—an outcast forbidden to enter society because of his flesh-eating disease. Imagine this lonely leper on the brow of a hill, looking down upon the multitude being touched and healed by the Master. His imposed restrictions prevented him from approaching Jesus. What rejection, despair, hopelessness must have weighed upon that sad man! He kept hearing shouts of victory resound across the valley; he saw people rejoicing in the distance. He knew he could have none of that.
Then a thought struggles from the back of his mind. Perhaps he said to himself, “You know, it just doesn’t matter anymore. I don’t care what people say—I’m just going to rush down into the midst of that crowd and reach out to Jesus.” And with that singular step of faith, he broke forth from the chains of darkness and desolation that had been snaring him for so many years.
This man ran to Jesus, perhaps despite the repulsed reaction from the crowds that were most likely crying out, “Unclean! Unclean!” He threw himself at Jesus’ feet and could only say one thing. He’d heard the reports that this Man could heal.
“I know You can make me whole . . . if You will. You can make me clean.”
Look, he knew that Jesus could do it, but the truth he wanted to hear was if Jesus would do it. He was asking, “Are You willing? Are You willing to touch an unclean leper? Am I as important as the other sick people You have touched and healed today?”
To which Jesus replied, “I am willing,” forever and always answering the question: “Are you willing?” Yes! He is willing!
Jesus touched the leper. “Be made whole.”
This man needed much more than just physical restoration—he needed an inner work of healing power for his mind and emotions. He needed the entire complex of his very being to be touched and transformed. He needed the confidence of God Himself poured into his character. He needed wholeness for his entire self: spirit, soul and body.
In the seventeenth chapter of Luke we find a different story with an account of ten lepers who came to Jesus. The record states that Jesus simply spoke a word of instruction to these ten men to go show themselves to the priests. Obeying His direction, they were cleansed of their plague as they went their way. These lepers didn’t require the actual touch of Jesus. The power carried in just His words was enough to heal them as they responded in obedience.
Why then did Jesus consider it necessary to touch the lonely leper found in Mark 1? Perhaps He discerned that this leper needed more than just a word. In the case of the ten lepers, it’s apparent they came in a group, meaning they took care of each other. If one could not feed or clothe himself, the others could help. If one stumbled and fell, others could assist him. These lepers had each other’s company.
As far as we know, the leper in Mark’s account came to Jesus by himself. Due to the lack of human fellowship, it’s possible this person needed more than just the spoken word. He needed that divine-human touch found only in one Person, Jesus Christ, the God-man. He longed for that touch of God to be extended to his tormented body and mind. In slavery to a disease of fiery torture, his leprosy burned from his flesh clear down into his very soul! This man needed the touch of favor.
Scripture says that Jesus was moved with compassion, full of eager yearning, and He put forth His hand and touched the leper. Jesus was unveiling the Fatherhood of God, for He came as an extension of the Father’s hand. He came to demonstrate a Father’s love. Jesus said, “He that has seen Me has seen the Father,” (John 14:9) because the Son only performed that which He saw His Father do. Jesus sounded forth a trumpet, announcing the year of Jubilee—the year of deliverance.
“The Spirit of the Lord is now upon Me, because He has anointed Me to preach good tidings to the poor. He has sent Me to proclaim release to the captives, and recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised and proclaim the acceptable year of the Lord.” (Luke 4:18-19)
Indeed, the leper was healed that day, and the bruise in his heart was cured.
 
 THE BRUISE OF REJECTION
 
One of the greatest plagues today around the world is the fear of rejection. Unwanted children are thrown into garbage bins or simply aborted and discarded as unwelcome tissue. Others live only to face the rejections caused by broken homes. These young people suffer guilt and condemnation when they are forced to decide which parent they will live with. Divorce can make them choose whether to love Mom or Dad most. No wonder so many women and men dread marriage! They’ve lost the security and self-identity only found in a stable home. Now please don’t misunderstand me, I know these poor people are simply innocent victims. Many times the moms and dads themselves are victims, and the circumstances surrounding the divorce seem beyond their control. But the fact remains that we have a lot of bruised, hurting walking wounded in this world.
Adopted children suffer a fear of rejection to some extent. I know because I was one. They often wonder why it happened to them, and why they were not good enough to be kept. Even if a parent gives up a child in an act of unselfishness, the young person may misunderstand the motives.
Many children are raised in an environment that produces a failure complex within them. They are never spoken to kindly; they are never heard—just seen. Parents continually speak negatively to their children, and these words begin to serve as a curse. This in turn causes the child to be conformed to the words that were spoken. In frustration, many children turn to alcohol or drugs to cope with their feelings of inadequacy. Many withdraw into a fantasy world to escape the harsh surroundings in their households. Yes, rejection is a prime tool of Satan to bruise a once-tender heart.
In these times, too many young people have lost their self-identity. A girl receives her self-esteem primarily from her father. If he does not build a relationship of love, acceptance and appreciation, her opinion of herself as a woman will undoubtedly be low. In turn, a mother who shows little support of her son’s capabilities can produce a lack of self-respect. Often without a proper father image, the boy loses any sense of identity and turns to homosexuality. If the father commits abuse against the daughter, she also will often turn to homosexuality or promiscuity.
Parents who mistreat their children are often victims themselves of childhood abuse. A broken down relationship with their own parents creates an emotional vacuum. Since they don’t love themselves, it becomes impossible to love others. A vicious cycle continues throughout the generations, producing a multitude of lonely victims.
Most well-adjusted people cannot understand how a person becomes lonely. They know that by showing themselves friendly, they win friends. But a lonely person cannot reach out. Due to the inward bruises, they decide to “never be hurt again,” so they thrust up a wall of protection, isolating themselves in a hardened exterior. With no one to care for them, they in turn become unfeeling toward the needs of others. A grown man or woman remains a little boy or girl on the inside; the inward bruises incurred at a young age stunt emotional growth, and they continue in insecurity and instability.
Proverbs 18:8 says that the words of a talebearer are wounds that enter down into the innermost parts of the belly. That foolish childhood rhyme—“Sticks and stones may break my bones, but names will never hurt me”—is simply untrue. Proverbs goes on to state that a strong spirit sustains a person through physical infirmity, but a wounded spirit, who can bear? I’ve seen sick people in the hospital, but the merriness of their heart sustained them through the physical infirmity. A merry heart does good like a medicine, and a healthy spirit can take a person through their problems, but inward wounds inhibit an afflicted person from reaching out. Instead, those with wounded spirits give up the battle when faced with a crisis.
Jeremiah the prophet identifies with the children of Israel in chapter 8, verse 21. He laments that he is wounded and bruised as he sees the hurt of the daughter of his people. In verse 22, he asks, “Is there no balm in Gilead?” As you may or may not know, Gilead means “the place of worship for God’s people.” Is there no healing ointment there? Is there no Physician there? “Why then is not the health of the daughter of my people recovered?” he queries. See, Jeremiah is praying for his people, weeping and asking, “Oh, God, where is Your healing hand? Where is the touch of favor?”
If you’re asking yourself a similar question, the Answer is in the Great Physician—that is Jesus Christ. Isaiah 53:4 tells us that Jesus Christ took to the cross our grief; He carried our sorrows. Jesus hanged on a cross in nakedness, bearing our shame. His body, covered in His precious blood, carried our sin as our Substitute, so we wouldn’t have to. On His way to the cross, a crown of thorns plunged deep upon His head, causing His hair and beard to be matted with blood, providing the substitution for our thought life. Our minds can be free from guilt and fear because of the provision of Jesus. He took our grief and sorrows upon Himself; He took our place and the punishment that rightfully was ours because we rejected God and did “our own thing.” He carried all of that so we wouldn’t have to. He is One that applies a balm to our bruised souls.
Jesus was the “Man of Sorrows, acquainted with grief” (Isaiah 53:3) because He chose to go to the cross in our place. It’s interesting to note that nowhere in the Gospels does it mention the physical pain Jesus must have felt from the scourging or crucifixion. Obviously He did feel all the actual pain because a painkiller, myrrh, was offered to Him as He was on the cross. But Jesus refused to drink it. He was telling the whole world He wanted to bear our pain.
Even so, the writers of the Gospels make no comment of His physical pain. His emotional anguish far outweighed the bodily torture. The agony within overshadowed the pain without. He refused the myrrh for Himself so that He could understand your situation and provide a spiritual myrrh to deaden your heartache and pain. Song of Solomon 1:13 declares, “A bundle of myrrh is my well-beloved to me . . . .”
Most certainly, I tell you that if you have experienced rejection like I did, Jesus is the One who understands betrayal and maltreatment and can provide the answer to the inward bruises we suffer from. No matter how intense our own suffering is, Jesus bore ALL our grief and sorrows; His suffering on the cross was sufficient—there is nothing in the world He can’t heal!
When God revealed Himself to Israel, one of the names He gave for Himself to the Hebrews was “El-Shaddai.” This means “the All-Sufficient One; the God who is more than enough.” This name for God is compared to a nursing mother who produces more than enough milk to sustain her child. God is not only our Father but fills the place as our Mother, who always has more than enough to meet our needs. Please don’t doubt this fact: God is the Answer to every problem.
 
 THE OPPRESSION OF HUMANITY
 
Jeremiah 8:11 pricks my heart when I see people being repeatedly beaten down by the wound of rejection. “For they have healed the hurt of the daughter of my people slightly, saying, ‘Peace, peace!’ when there is no peace.”
We don’t need to look far to see the great needs of humanity everywhere. Chances are you know of people suffering in your own neighborhood! Of course, some people prefer to ignore the facts; they just pat the world on the back and pretend everything’s just fine. That’s what Jeremiah is saying up above. People were proclaiming peace when there wasn’t any. That’s like saying, “Be warm,” and not giving them a jacket. It does no good to tell someone, “Be at peace,” and then not show them the way to peace. That’s like scabbing over an infected sore; you can say it’s all healed up on the surface, but underneath, it’s festering. What I mean by this is that until we actually deal with the causes, rather than just the symptoms, we’ll never be truly free from these wounds of rejection and self-loathing.
One of the first things John the Baptist preached is found in Matthew 3:10, “And even now the axe is laid to the root of the trees. Therefore every tree which does not bear good fruit is cut down and thrown into the fire.” What’s that mean? The axe of God is His Word, the Bible, and John is saying even now that Word is being laid to the root causes of people’s suffering. If it doesn’t bear good fruit—a life of peace and love—it needs to be tossed into the fire. We might think cutting the tree off at ground level, leaving a mere stump, would be good enough. But it isn’t. God goes even further, below the surface symptoms, down to the very root cause. His axe is so powerful and sharp, it can uproot the very source of the problem.
When we go through times of sorrow and despair, it’s very easy to allow disillusionment to overtake us. Victims of these inward bruises tend to put up walls, barriers, in relationships in order to “protect” themselves, so they’re not “hurt again.” Isolation can be a very dangerous thing. Often it creates a breeding ground for hurts to grow into resentment. Resentment leads to bitterness, hatred, and it finally culminates in rebellion. Such a person may enter into a shell of loneliness, timidity or self-pity. Unable to compete with reality, these people can create a fantasy world where they feel self-acceptance. And while a person may feel a false sense of security in this isolation, thinking they are now safe from being hurt again; in actuality, they’ve entered into a world of slavery.
What’s the main reason for someone doing this? Fear. A person in this emotional state is held in bondage to that fear. Like that silly green Muppet with the glowing sword and furry ears once said: “Fear leads to anger. Anger leads to hate. Hate leads to suffering.” Hey, he was right! A lack of confidence keeps people in fear of rejection and failure. Fear is surely Satan’s prime tool against a wounded person. Doubt and unbelief stem from fear. When we allow the enemy to inject images of fear into our minds, emotions of terror and dread are created.
Sin brought fear into the world. Before man ever knew how to lie, cheat, steal or murder, he first learned fear. After Adam and Eve sinned, they hid from the presence of God and were afraid. (Genesis 3:10) Fear is the number one reason why so many people are hindered from going into the deeper things of the Lord. But “God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power and of love and of a sound mind.” (2 Timothy 1:7) In 1 John 4:18 we are told, “There is no fear in love; but perfect love casts out fear, because fear involves torment. But he who fears has not been made perfect in love.” That’s important to notice: fear involves torment. But perfect love casts out fear, so therefore one who fears has not been made perfect in love. The Bible, a little bit before the quote we just read, declares that God is love. (1 John 4:8) That means love is not an emotion that God has—it is who He is. It is the core of His divine Being. Love is the very essence of God’s existence. Love is because He is. Does that make sense? So when you sing that song “All You Need Is Love,” remember you’re really saying all you need is God.
God is not the author of fear, because He is love, and perfect love casts out fear. But because people are afraid to step out of their isolation, they remain in bondage many years; some, their entire lives. Perhaps they just live in a state of semi-isolation, engulfing themselves in the lives of only two or three friends or family members. These people almost suffocate their few friends, and often they impose their own standards of perfection on others. So when their few friends don’t measure up, they get very critical (and yet most times, they themselves fall short of these standards!) Usually they don’t realize it’s self-rejection that causes them to lash out at the few friends they have. These people have trouble accepting the grace of God—they feel compelled to have to work in order to achieve His love.
Bitterness continues to spread within this isolation. Hebrews 12:15 warns us that when a root of bitterness springs up, many are defiled by it. Certainly bitterness is poison to the soul!
In Exodus 15, we read the account of when the Israelites complained because there wasn’t any water in the wilderness. Eventually they found water but were heartsick because it wasn’t healthy to drink. It was bitter. Moses cried out to the Lord who showed him a tree that was to be cast into the bitter waters. When he obeyed, the waters became sweet and healthy to drink. This tree was a type, a foreshadowing, of the tree of Calvary, the cross that Jesus was crucified to. See, when we apply the provisions of the cross to our own “bitter water experiences,” they will turn sweet, healthy. The Lord longs to uproot bitterness from our hearts!
 
 UNFORGIVEN, UNEXCUSED
 
Take a walk through some nursing homes here in America. You’ll find many individuals who’ve become hardened through the years. Why has bitterness overtaken them? One main reason is an unwillingness to forgive those who’ve wronged them in the past, and it’s caused bitterness to spring up and defile them—they refuse to forgive the one whom they have resented for so long.
“Forgive” means to release a person who owes you something without any obligation to repay you. Lots of people in this hurting world are unable to forgive; they believe the action committed against them is unforgiveable, and they demand that someone pay! Now it’s true, in our own human abilities, there are probably times where we fall short of being able to truly forgive. That’s a tough thing to ask someone! But that’s why “The Lord’s Prayer” has that verse, “Forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors.” We need to ask God to put His love in us in such a way that we will have His power to be able to forgive. Think of how vast His forgiveness toward mankind has been!
Look, if we get down to the very root of the problem, we must admit that human flesh actually derives pleasure in holding unforgiveness. It’s like somehow we feel we’re getting back at the person who hurt us; that we’re going to hurt them in return. There’s a sense of self-satisfaction in harboring resentment; ultimately, holding unforgiveness is just that: selfish. But with God nothing is too big to forgive, with His ability, that is. It’s true that complete forgiveness requires the new birth in Jesus Christ and having His nature instilled within our hearts.
Bottom line is we only have two options when it comes to the issue of forgiveness. We can choose to forgive, and become more like God who is forgiving. Or, on the other hand, we can choose to hold a grudge, and in doing so, we will become most like the person who wronged us! Although many do not realize this, unforgiveness is wrong and sinful. If we choose to hold unforgiveness, we are disobedient to the Lord, which in turn makes us more and more like the object of our hatred. Jesus said, “If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain the sins of any, they are retained.” (John 20:23)
It’s our power of choice by which we forgive or retain. Our options are really very narrow in light of the simplicity of Luke 6:37, “Judge not, and you shall not be judged. Condemn not, and you shall not be condemned. Forgive, and you will be forgiven.” Jesus made it very clear in what He taught: there is no way we can expect to be forgiven, unless we first forgive also. The Greek word for “forgive” (Strong’s #630) actually means “release”—like to release someone from a debt, not to press your claim against them. It quite literally means “to let go free,” like acquitting a criminal of his crime and commanding him to be released from his handcuffs. To set at liberty. So we can actually read that sentence above as, “Release, and you will be released.”
When Jesus taught about forgiveness in Matthew 18, He used a parable about a man who was released, “forgiven,” a great debt; but this man in turn refused to forgive someone else. Let’s see what Jesus had to say about such a person who was unwilling to forgive:
“Then his master, after he had called him, said to him, ‘You wicked servant! I forgave you all that debt because you begged me. Should you not also have had compassion on your fellow servant, just as I had pity on you?’ And his master was angry, and delivered him to the torturers until he should pay all that was due to him.” (Matthew 18:32-34)
But would our loving Father really turn us over to the tormentors for not forgiving others? “So My heavenly Father also will do to you if each of you, from his heart, does not forgive his brother his trespasses.” (Matthew 18:35) Yes, He would! What greater torment is there than to be turned over to our fear, bitterness and resentment?
Please note one more word from the above passage. What sort of person do you imagine that God calls wicked? Perhaps a tyrant? A murderer? A thief? So it’s quite a shocking observation that God refers to unforgiveness as “wicked.” It’s a powerful statement; when we remember how He forgave us, we must be also willing to forgive.
When we do not forgive, we are inviting bitterness to take root in our hearts. When that bitterness springs up, it defiles us. A defiled person will then engage in other forms of rebellion against God’s ways.
You’ve heard that proverb, “Birds of a feather flock together,” right? Well, bitter people fellowship with other bitter people. In their minds this reinforces their “right” to hold resentment when they surround themselves with others who agree with them. Many cults are started in just this way! Like when a church-goer is mistreated by a particular church, or by hypocrisy found in the church. These church-goers either get mad at God or else decide to start their own religion! They attract other people hurt in a similar manner by that “bad religion,” and a new movement is formed. Because of unforgiveness and bitterness, these kinds of people become defiled. Defilement leads to deception, and the Bible will be twisted to form the basis for new beliefs; hence are many man-made religions born. Once a person is in deception, it is difficult to illuminate his mind to the truth. After all, people would not be deceived, except they thought they were right!
These people become profane and selfish. Profane people begin as hurt individuals with an emotional vacuum. They desperately need attention and develop a selfish attitude, rather than being concerned with others. Immediately after the verse about bitterness defiling (Hebrews 12:15) we see an example of just such a person: “. . . lest there be any fornicator or profane person like Esau, who for one morsel of food sold his birthright.” (Hebrews 12:16) Why was Esau considered a profane person? He had his mind on his bodily appetites more than his God-given birthright. He cared more about catering to the needs of his flesh than about his right to be part of the family of God and the responsibilities that would come with such a right.
Profane people care more about what they want right now without weighing the consequences of their actions. Profane people are selfish people who say, “I want what I want, when I want it, and I’ll do whatever it takes to get it!” And it’s only after the self-gratification that they think what it might have truly cost them. These are the kinds of people who habitually sin without any real feelings of remorse or shame and repentance to God.
So take a moment to think about where selfishness might lead you, and then remember that unforgiveness is selfish!
When we allow God to deal with our unforgiveness and bitterness, we come into His healing. God will not simply heal you of your inward bruises apart from dealing with these problems. When God dealt with the Israelites, and the bitter water became sweet, He revealed Himself to them as their Healer. He proclaimed, “. . . I am the Lord that heals you.” (Exodus 15:26) This Hebrew word for “heal” means “to sew up and mend with stitching.” If we desire our broken hearts to be mended, we must first apply the cross to our bitter experiences in life. God is ever so able to pick up the broken pieces of a fractured personality and put things back together again in His own way. Like the verse at the very front of this book, He will take your ashes and make something beautiful.
In Genesis 1:2, the Bible tells us, “The earth was without form, and void; and darkness was
on the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God was hovering over the face of the waters.” It means the earth was of no usefulness and in disarray. But something magnificent happened when God spoke! When He said, “Let there be light,” He began to create a beautiful world out of a waste. This is exactly what He does in our lives when we let Him reconstruct us. That which was without form and void, that which had no meaning or purpose, suddenly becomes useful and wonderful.
Let God create a new person within you when He speaks, “Let there be . . .”
 
 THE COMPASSION MINISTRY
 
It was 1985, Madras/Chennai, India.
Her perspiring face was downcast as she briskly passed through the crowded streets. Winding between markets and beggars, her jaw was set in determination to get there—she could not, would not, change her mind! Protecting her baby’s new face with the edge of her sari, she held the infant close to her chest. She must not allow herself to think; if she did, her heart might burst. Yes, it was a selfless duty she must perform, a decision she had to carry out. It was the right thing to do—not the easy thing to do.
Timidly the young girl stepped through the doorway of the orphanage. What would these Christians workers be like? What would the gods think of what she was about to do? Certainly it was against all the Hindu teachings she’d ever heard. This was a forbidden action. It would be better for the child to die and be reincarnated into a better life. And yet, her motherly instincts screamed louder than those teachings—the child must be kept alive!
Kind eyes met her at the entrance. Eyes of a fellow Indian, but they were eyes like none she’d ever seen before. Those eyes were filled with softness and warmth, encouraging her, giving her a new strength to say what she had to say.
“Take my baby and make her live. Send her to a land of plenty; send her to America. Give her a home of love and happiness.”
She kissed the infant’s forehead, gazing one final time into her big black eyes. Then turning away, the mother quietly retraced her steps back into the streets, her “home.” No one can see the tears. She lowered her eyelashes across her brown cheeks. No, they mustn’t see the tears. But who would notice in this bustling marketplace? The noise of humanity. The crying babies. Babies who would die. But not hers. No, tomorrow she would beg for a bowl of rice. But not her child. She would bear her reproach, but not her daughter. The baby would live as a princess!
Back in the orphanage a struggle against the odds began. This small, emaciated bird-like creature weighed less than three and a half pounds. To complicate matters, she was allergic to milk. Soy formula was hard to come by, and when it was found, it was so expensive. Somehow the workers managed. In such primitive conditions, they labored lovingly, around the clock, trying to make her live.
It was now twelve days later. Visitors from America came to see the orphanage. The children all looked so well-cared for—the Americans encouraged the native workers, keep it up!
I was one of those people from the States. I saw a bustle over in the corner and wondered what was up, so I followed the workers over to the crib, and there she was: the tiniest human being I’d ever seen. Nothing much to her except huge coals for eyes and a mop of bushy black hair. I picked her up; she weighed less than a bag of sugar. She fit in the palm of one hand. For the next three quarters of an hour, I held her, praying for her health and protection.
My wife and I had made a decision to adopt an Indian child. But this one was already set aside for another couple . . . should she live. I repented of my selfishness toward this baby and tried to pray for the family she was going to.
It was the end of our exhausting tour of India. The crusades had drained every drop of strength we had in reserve. We were all ready just to head home. As we boarded the plane, my friends were all chattering away about the eventful trip, but my mind was preoccupied.
I was just getting back to normal a couple of weeks later when the phone rang. The director of the adoption agency told us the couple ahead of us had dropped out. Did we want that new baby over in the Madras orphanage? Did we! We tried to control ourselves; grown-ups should not make hasty decisions, but we knew right away that she was meant for us!
It was so exciting! Except, we didn’t know what was about to happen. We received a cable telegram the next month: the most feared affliction among infants had alighted on that little girl. The number one killer of children under the age of five in India. Diarrhea. The most common, devastating illness of children in developing nations. It drains away vital fluids and electrolytes in a matter of hours. The child simply dehydrates in the heat of the jungle.
Initial attempts to halt the illness failed. As strength ebbed from her little body, our daughter-to-be was rushed to a nearby hospital.
And we were 12,685 miles away. She lay in a bed halfway across the world, dwarfed by the expanse of white sheets surrounding her. The fluid loss was rapidly increasing. Gentle hands worked quickly to counteract the loss with intravenous fluids. By the time we had received the telegram, she had already been thirteen days in a complete coma in the Intensive Care ward. In the natural, she would’ve most probably already died.
Even still, back stateside, we began to pray for the life of our adoptive daughter. That day we prayed for a number of hours, until it was time for me to go preach at the evening revival service. We were in California for a series of meetings. My wife, Joy, stayed behind in the hotel room as I left for the service with our son. She was going to stay interceding for the baby.
When we returned to the hotel room a few hours later, imagine our surprise at my wife’s radiant smile. She was a totally different person. It was amazing!
“Everything’s all right now,” she said. “The Lord is healing her. He spoke to me tonight and said, ‘Surely she would die, but because you ask—she will live.’”
It was five weeks later before we received another telegram from the Indian orphanage, but we knew in our hearts the baby was all right. We told everybody about our future daughter. And sure enough, when the cable finally came, we weren’t the least bit surprised to see she had been miraculously released from the hospital. She was doing well and had gained weight up to a whopping seven full pounds at four months of age.
The telegram said she had suddenly awakened from the coma, all readings were immediately restored to normal, so they released her from the hospital. Checking back as to when she had awakened and left the hospital, accounting for the time zone change, we realized it had been precisely the identical time God had spoken to Joy that the baby would live because we asked.
She came to live with us right before her first birthday. We named her Alisa, which is fitting. It means “joyful” in Hebrew.
Have you stopped to think this is one of the many tasks our Father does constantly? He’s the Director of the world’s largest adoption agency. He “sets the solitary in families.” (Psalm 68:6) What a job! To pick certain families for certain children, to plan all that out!
It’s a very sad statistic that one year, the number of babies killed by abortion in America was the same number of couples who applied to adopt. It sounds to me like Someone had a plan for each of these unborn children . . . .
Look, if you remember anything from this booklet at all, I want you to remember one fact: there are reasons why we go through sufferings. Now, some things might be unknowingly self-inflicted, where other things may simply be brought upon innocent victims. The one thing you can be assured of, no matter what you go through, God is able to turn things around for His glory. What the devil meant for destruction, the Lord can use instead for good!
You might be asking yourself, “How can God use me after all I’ve gone through?” But after you’re healed, He can use you as a testimony—just like He has used me—to encourage others who may be going through similar situations. Who else could understand better than someone who’s been in the same circumstances?
When you learn to forgive, you can in turn release others to learn to forgive. You can break the bad cycles in your family that have been passed down from parents to children. Although you might have been abused as a child, you can stop abusing your own children because of your healing and deliverance! The Lord will enable you to break a vicious cycle, so that your grandchildren and their children and their children need never to encounter it.
But not only that, you can begin good cycles. That’s what this little booklet’s trying to show you. God used me to minister acceptance and love by reaching out to a homeless child. Because of my healing from rejection, I can in turn provide her with self-worth. It’s all about a ministry of compassion!
Our story began with a needy, neglected boy in the slums of Kansas City, but it ends today with a rescued girl from the slums of India.
Only God can undo the devil’s works; only He can make the desert blossom as a rose. That which was a desert of emptiness in your life can become God’s dazzling rose garden.
If you’ll let Him . . . .
 
 







 
 
 
 PRAYER FOR SALVATION
 
“Dear Father in heaven, I believe that You sent Your Son, Jesus, to die on the cross for the sins of the whole world. I believe in the total sacrifice of Christ, and that only His blood can wash away sin. I now ask for forgiveness of my sins through the blood of Jesus. I give my life to You, Lord Jesus, and ask You to come into my heart. Make me a brand new creature by Your Spirit, that I may be born again.
I turn away from the world and sin, and by Your help, will become more like You each day. I receive Your free gift of salvation now, realizing I am saved by faith in Your grace. I take You for my own personal Savior, Jesus, and believe that as I repent, You are now making me Your child. I praise and thank You for salvation.”
 
Friend,
if
you
meant
this
prayer,
God
will
begin
a
wonderful
work
in
your
life
today.
Your
relationship
with
Him
will
grow
as
you
study
His
Word
(the
Bible),
talk
with
Him
in
prayer,
and
attend
a
Spirit-filled
church.
Isolation
is
a
tool
of
the
enemy,
so
get
involved
in
a
Bible-preaching
church
and
fellowship
with
other
Christians.
Remember
to
share
with
us
your
new
joy
if
you
have
prayed
this
prayer.
God
bless
you
as
you
embark
on
this
glorious
journey
with
Christ!
 
 
 
 PRAYER FOR INNER-HEALING
 
“In Joel 2:32, Your Word says, ‘. . . Whoever calls on the name of the Lord shall be saved. For in Mount Zion and in Jerusalem there shall be deliverance . . . .’ I call upon You to deliver me from the oppression of the devil. I know You want me free from rejections, resentment and bitterness. I believe that even now the axe of Your Word is being laid to the root of my problem. Only You can heal the bruises of my heart, and only after I forgive my debtors. Lord, I ask you to give me Your kind of love, unselfish love, that I may truly forgive others and release them from the wrongs done against me. I now make a decision to forgive and believe You will give me the strength and ability to do so. Begin a healing process within me today, dear Lord! I thank You for Your healing touch and grace to restore me.”
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