“Waking the Dead”
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p. 24 
Facts stay lodged in the mind, for the most part.  They don’t speak at the level we need to hear.  Proposition speaks to the mind, but when you tell a story, you speak to the heart.
p. 42 
Emotions are the voice of the heart.
p. 43 
Francis de Sales said, “Love is the life of our heart.”
p. 45 
“As [a man] thinketh in his heart, so is he.” (Prov. 23:7 KJV)
p. 49
So what, then, is the heart?  “Heart in Scripture,” notes Charles Ryrie, “is considered the very center and core of life.”  That’s right.  The heart is the deep center of our life.  “The innermost part of the human personality, “ says James Houston, “The center of those qualities that make us human.” Yes, that’s it.  The heart is who we are.  The real self.  I think I like Oswald Chambers’s definition most:  “The use of the Bible term heart is best understood by simply saying ‘me’.”  Me.  It puts us back together from all the psychological, scientific, and even theological dissection we’ve been handed by the Modern Era and gives us back a whole self.  Me. My heart is me.  The real me.  Your heart is you.  The deepest, truest you.  That is why the heart is central, for what shall we do if we dismiss our self?

p. 58-59
Any honest person knows this.  We know we are not what we were meant to be.  If we’ll stop shifting the blame for just a moment, stop trying to put the onus on some other person or some policy or some other race, if we will take a naked and frank assessment of ourselves as measured against the life of Christ, well, then.  Most of us will squirm an dodge and admit that perhaps we fall a bit short.   If we’re truly honest, we’ll confess that we have it in us to be the Beast, the wicked stepsister, Scrooge.  Most of the world religions concur on this point.  Something needs to be done. 

But the usual remedies involve some sort of shaping up on our part, some sort of face-lift whereby we clean up our act and start behaving as we should.  Jews try to keep the Law.  Buddhists follow the Eightfold Path.  Muslims live by the Five Pillars.  Many Christians try church attendance and moral living.  You’d think with all the effort, humanity would b eon top of things by now.  Of course, the reason all those treatments ultimately fail is that we quite misdiagnosed the disease.  The problem is not in our behavior; the problem is in us.  Jesus said, “For out of the heart come evil thoughts, murder, adultery, sexual immorality, theft, false testimony, slander” (Matt. 15:19).  We don’t need an upgrade.  We need transformation.  We need a miracle.
p. 75 
In an attempt to explain the biblical doctrine of sin, we’ve let something else creep in.  You’ll hear it come up almost automatically whenever Christians talk about themselves:  “I’m just a sinner, saved by grace.”  “I’m just clothes for God to put on.”  “There sure isn’t any good thing in me.”  It’s so common this mind-set, this idea that we are no-good wretches, ready to sin at a moment’s notice, incapable of goodness, and certainly far from any glory.  It’s also unbiblical.
p. 97  
Only by walking with God can we hope to find the path that leads to life.  That is what it means to be a disciple.  After all—aren’t we “followers of Christ”?  Then by all means, let’s actually follow him.  Not ideas about him.  Not just his principles.  Him.
p. 98
Launched out with an untrained heart can bring much hurt and ruin, and afterward we will be shamed back into the gospel of Sin Management, having concluded that our heart is bad.
p. 100 
We don’t seek wisdom because it’s a good idea; we seek wisdom because we’re dead if we don’t.  We seek wisdom because the trail is narrow and hard to find.  It is a cruel thing to tell someone to follow her dreams without also warning her what hell will come against her.  High school and college commencement speeches are full of such naivete.  Reach for the stars; follow your dreams; find yourself.  It’s not that the advice is bad; it is, however, woefully inadequate.  That’s like a thirteen-year-old falling in love.  Her motives may be lovely, but she is in for a painful fall.  Will she ever love again with such abandon?

Wisdom is crucial.  But wisdom is not enough.  Many well-meaning evangelicals rely on it exclusively.  That is why their lives remain where they are—rather short of all Christ promised.  Okay—way short.  Wisdom is essential. . . and insufficient.

p. 154
The whole plan is based on agreements.  When we make those agreements with the demonic forces suggesting things to us, we come under their influence.  It becomes a kind of permission we give the enemy, sort of like a contract.  The bronze gates start clanging shut around us.  In serious—maybe half the stuff people are trying to “work through” in counseling offices, or pray about in their quiet times, is simply agreements they’ve made with the enemy.  Some foul spirit whispers, ”I’m such a stupid idiot,” and they agree with it; then they spend months and years trying to sort through feelings of insignificance.  They’d end their agony if they’d treat it for the warfare it is, break the agreement they’ve made, send the enemy packing.
p. 200
We check in regularly with one another, not out of paranoia (“Do you still like me?”), but out of a desire to watch over one another’s hearts.  “How are you doing?”  But be careful about what you are looking for from community.  For if you bring your every need to it, it will collapse.  Community is no substitute for God.  I left our annual camping trip absolutely exhausted and disappointed.  As we drove home, I realized I was looking to them to validate me, appreciate me, fill this aching void in my heart.  Only once in ten days did I take time to be away with God, alone.  I was too busy trying to get my needs met through them.  Which is why community cannot live without solitude.
p. 211
When it comes to the whole subject of loving others, you must know this:  how you handle your own heart is how you will handle theirs.  This is the wisdom behind Jesus urging us to love others as we love ourselves.  “A horrible command,” as C. S. Lewis points out, “if the self were simply to be hated.”
p. 214
You know what makes your heart refreshed, the things that make you come alive. (PASSION)
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