
Copyrighted material



Unless otherwise indicated, all Scripture quotations are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living 
Translation, copyright © 1996, 2004, 2007 by Tyndale House Foundation. Used by permission 
of   Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Carol Stream, Illinois 60188. All rights reserved.

Verses marked msg are taken from The Message. Copyright © by Eugene H. Peterson 1993, 1994, 
1995, 1996, 2000, 2001, 2002. Used by permission of NavPress Publishing Group. 

Verses marked niv are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version®, NIV®. Copyright 
© 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission. All rights reserved worldwide. 

Cover by Harvest House Publishers, Inc., Eugene, Oregon

Published in association with the literary agency of   The FEDD Agency, Inc., PO Box 341973, 
Austin, TX 78734.

I WANT GOD
Copyright © 2014 by Lisa Whittle
Published by Harvest House Publishers
Eugene, Oregon 97402
www.harvesthousepublishers.com

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
 Whittle, Lisa.
 I want God / Lisa Whittle.
  pages cm
 ISBN 978-0-7369-5920-9 (pbk.)
 ISBN 978-0-7369-5921-6 (eBook)
 1. Christian women—Religious life.  2. Spirituality—Christianity.  3. God (Christianity)
 I. Title. 
 BV4527.W4984 2014
 248.8'43—dc23
   2014002435

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval sys-
tem, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, digital, photocopy, 
recording, or any other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior per-
mission of the publisher.

Printed in the United States of America

14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 / VP-JH / 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Copyrighted material



“I can no other answer make but thanks,  
and thanks; and ever thanks.”

Shakespeare

Scotty, Graham, Micah, and Shae, my four favorite people on 
the planet: You were the family I dreamed of when I was a little 
girl. Let’s keep having fun, together.

Family and Friends: I love you. Thank you for praying and 
cheering.

LaRae: For so many years I’ve liked you. Now we get to partner. 
Pure joy.

Kathleen: You were God-sent. Thank you for words of affirma-
tion and honest critique. I adore you, woman.

Esther: This was the right book with the right people at the right 
time. Thanks for tirelessly pursuing it with me.

Women at New Vision Church in Murfreesboro, Tennessee: 
I stood before you and promised if this became a book I would put 
you in it. Thanks for being willing to hear the message first. I think 
of your faces and stories, often.

Reader: Whether you bought this book or someone gave it to you, 
it’s now in your hands. Thank you for investing your time in its 
pages. May God speak loud and clear.

And yesterday, today, and forevermore, thanks be to my Jesus. 
As long as I can remember, it’s always been us. Thank You.
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To Momma

Who has always wanted God most
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7

Introduction

I spend the first three months after my last book, {w}hole, releases 
picking emotional shrapnel out of my skin. It is a hard book to 

write; I honestly do not know if I ever want to write again.
When something is hard it is an instinct to get lost in the tall-tree 

forest of the daily—to hide behind carpool lines, grocery store visits, 
texts, smartphone games, and washing dirty laundry. We settle into 
predictability, like standing trunks that don’t change. The days we live 
look exactly like they did many days before.

But then I remember what living in the tall trees before has helped 
me learn: The only way I know to get better is to focus on God harder.

So I come out of hiding and write this book.

X

Since you are reading I Want God, I imagine one of four things to 
be true of you. Either you are in a place of lack—the starving, desperate, 
need-God-to-consume-you-more-than-what-is-currently-consuming-
your-life place; you are in a place of plenty but it is not satisfying and 
you still want more; you are spiritually dead and have no clue how to 
change it; or you are on a search for what you think may be the missing 
piece of your life. It doesn’t matter which. Your soul is in need of revival.

Join the crowd.
There are a lot of us, Christians, out there today. We are short and 
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I Want God8

tall and blonde and dark-skinned and happy and sad and good and 
sometimes mean as a snake. We park our cars in parking spaces, buy 
milk at the store and convenience store Cokes, plant flowers in our 
yard and lay some of them on loved ones’ gravestones. We work at jobs, 
stand in unemployment lines and sit in dentists’ waiting rooms, ride 
roller coasters with arms in the air and on different days, worship God 
in big church rooms and small family rooms with arms lifted there, too. 
We are living, yes. But many of us aren’t living very well when it comes 
to our relationship with God. 

For some of us He’s there but not really, makes the short list but not 
#1. We visit Him on Sundays, preach Him on Twitter, bake cookies to 
take to neighbors “in His name”… but never find the right moment 
to talk to them about Who and what and why. For others of us, life is 
good and we are busy. Or life is hard and we are wounded by the sav-
iors we trusted to do the job, but didn’t.

At some point, we ran into the forest of the daily and got lost. We 
have hidden in the tall trees long enough. We need to come out so we 
can get better.

But this book is not a book about need.
This is a book about want.
There is a reason it is called I Want God.
Because, you see, you and I both know in that deep-down 

place… we are selfish. And even things we know we need we do not 
always get because we do not really want them.

We need to be healthier, but we do not want to exercise.
We need to be wiser with our money, but we do not want to stop 

spending.
We need to have better communication with our family, but we do 

not want to take the time to sit down and talk.
We need more of God, but we do not really want Him.
The truth is, until the want matches the need, nothing will ever 
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9Introduction

change. Needing without wanting is just a really good idea that never 
sees light. 

We can talk about social justice issues, pro-
mote spiritual causes and service, but until we 
want God the very most our ministries will 
merely be good efforts. I have known many 
people who didn’t want God but racked up 
countless mission hours doing things that 
were very good. I’ve also known people who 
love God but never do much to serve Him. Yet 
I have never known a true, passionate God-
wanter whose relationship did not overflow 
into great Kingdom usefulness. Just try to get 
a Jesus freak to sit on their hands and do nothing. It will never work.

That is why wanting God is so important: When we want Him and 
experience a soul revival, there is no limit to what we will do for Him. 
We will find ourselves in the world of I never thought I’d do this but I 
couldn’t do anything else even if I tried. When we taste of the good thing 
it will ruin our palates; we will never again be satisfied with the medi-
ocre. We will come out from hiding behind the predictability of tree 
trunks and realize that as safe as the tall-tree forest at one time seemed, 
its staleness makes us go mad. Wanting God is not a risk. Living with-
out wanting Him is.

But do not think for one minute that we aren’t going to walk this 
out together. The world doesn’t need any more experts, and an expert 
does not write this book. The world needs passionate and focused 
people who are willing to be honest about their own struggle and share 
what they learn on their quest to be better. It is from this place that I 
write this book. In community, we will seek out this revival.

Yet it will start in each of our souls.
And what does that really mean—that in our soul we have revival?

When we want 
Him and expe-
rience a soul 
revival, there is 
no limit to what 
we will do for 
Him.
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It means that because of Jesus, we are not too far gone. There are 
things we want more than God that keep us from wanting Him most. 
Those things consume us. We need to identify them, pray, and get rid 
of them. Those life-changing steps aren’t easy, but they’re not impos-
sible. They will restore us to God and He will do a miraculous work 
within. 

And at the end of it all? It is my prayer that we will not only be filled 
with joy and hope and purpose in a way we have never before realized, 
but we will be consumed with an endless and ravenous passion for 
God, able to say, as did King David while living in a dark, dungy cave, 

“I pray to you, O Lord. I say, ‘You are my place of refuge. You are all I 
really want in life’ ” (Psalm 142:5).

Oh God… may it be so.
Lisa Whittle

January 2014
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Something You  
Should Know First

On the day in early 2012 when my pursuit of wanting God  
   begins, I write a blog post (included in the back of this book). 

Despite the messy housewife staring back at me in the mirror, I feel 
like an old-time preacher about to walk into a puffy white tent and 
preach my guts out in a revival. I cannot explain this, other than to say 
it is the unsolicited visual God gives me as I begin to write.

Since images like this do not come to me in my everyday laundry 
washing, carpool driving, dinner cooking life, I know I have to pay 
attention. 

I begin to study revivals, and particularly the Welsh Revival of 
1904-1905. I’m intrigued by it partly because the movement’s begin-
ning is credited to a young woman, Florrie Evans, and partly because it 
is a piece of history I do not know. I read for what seems like hours, my 
mouth wide the whole time over what I learn. Over 100,000 people 
saved. Bars and brothels shut down, people worshipping God for 
hours and days, sports stadiums empty because the players and fans 
are present, instead, in church. I am an everyday woman, but I want 
that radical movement of God again. I want that movement of God 
inside of me.

As I read about the Welsh Revival, my questions are these: How 
does God create such movement? What makes for such extraordinary 
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movements of God? Can it happen again? In the ordinary people I 
read about, I find answers: the everyday invitation for God to come 
in and bring the radical, the surrender, the willingness to want Him 
most in life—things we can all do. 

I’ll share more about the Welsh Revival in every chapter of this 
book. May their experience be our teacher.
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1
I Want God  

More

What do you want?

John 1:38

I sit, wringing sweaty six-year-old hands in the backseat of Mom-
ma’s massive ’70s boat on wheels, trying to muster the courage to 

tell her I’ve met God.
She is the least judgmental person I know and the one who loves 

Him most. But I remember our recent talk in the yellow kitchen about 
not asking Him into my heart because it is the good girl thing to do 
but waiting until I really want Him, and I fear she may think I’m not 
ready.

We are in the parking lot of Judon’s Hotdogs and we have just been 
to night church. My mind is still dancing over what has taken place 
that evening inside the stained glass walls—the glorious but curious 
display of Jesus. Church people I know in ninja-looking 
head sashes; hairy men’s feet stuffed in Walmart 
sandals meant to look Roman. Grown adults 
and young children with pumped fists shak-
ing, saying words they don’t mean, like 

“Crucify Him,” portraying the back then 
crowd.

Someone calls this curious display of 

Bottom Line

Forget other things. 
But never, ever  
forget God.
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Jesus a passion play, and I overhear it. I am intrigued; it is the first pas-
sion play I have ever seen.

By the time the play ends and my daddy’s best preacher voice 
booms through the worship room to invite those who don’t know 
Christ to accept Him, my heart is a whirlpool, and I am twirling inside.

It is the impatient sound of my brother’s voice claiming starvation 
that cuts through these thoughts. I stop spinning long enough to travel 
back to the backseat.

“I am so hungry,” he laments in my ear. I bob to the surface to inhale 
real life in the scent of a foot-long hotdog. I don’t want it, and that sur-
prises me. Judon’s hotdogs are among my favorite things in the world.

But I’m too busy thinking about Walmart sandals meant to look 
Roman, the eyes of a guy playing Jesus, and my best friend, Kathy.

Kathy is playful and funny, and I feel playful and funny when I am 
with her. Her daddy is a deacon, which makes us a perfect pair. Think-
ing about her sweeps me away to the things that just took place, and 
suddenly, I have rewound so far that the night’s events are starting over. 

We enter the worship room and take our seats in the front row, 
eager for the Jesus show. The lights dim and the show begins and I 
think Kathy is watching, but I’m not sure. I hope she is, because I’ll 
need to talk to her later about what my eyes are recording. I’m glued to 
the display of scenes Daddy and Momma have read to me out of that 
enormous white family Bible—scenes that didn’t wear reality until 
now… and I am all in, start to finish.

It is after the Jesus-man has ascended in a white robe, upward, in 
a billowing cloud of smoke to loud claps and cheers that my daddy 
speaks in his preacher voice and I hear Kathy. Daddy has taken the 
stage to tell people they too can know this Jesus, and to repeat his 
words with their lips and heart. With his every word, Kathy is repeat-
ing them—soft enough for only me to hear, but to me they sound 
megaphoned.
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Dear Jesus… I know I am a sinner… please come into my life and 
save me… 

It’s a weird voice she’s using, and I don’t like it. It sounds silly and 
sing-y and not at all like it’s coming from her. A giggle escapes and I 
know for sure it is something she is saying to be funny and not some-
thing that is real.

My six-year-old heart, which knows nothing of the Pharisee, feels 
grieved and righteous. How can Kathy pretend to mean such impor-
tant words when God can hear them? I am embarrassed for both of 
us and worried my father will hear her and give us the look—the one 
I’ve seen him give teenagers in the church sometimes when they are 
being loud.

But more than anything, I’m wondering why I feel something so 
strong it is squeezing the breath from me, something of crosses and 
angry crowds and Jesus and small, young me. I have heard about this 
Savior many times already, but I’ve never really seen Him… and I am 
aware for the first time that my universe is about more than playing 
with stray kittens in my tree house fort outside my country home.

I want God. For the first time. And it consumes every six-year-old 
square inch of me.

I want to know Him and touch Him and never hurt His heart.
I want to love Him and feel His love back.
I want to talk to Him, like they say I can, with the simple words 

I know.
I want to be funny about other things, but never about Him on 

a cross.
I want to tell God I want Him and I want to mean it. 
And so, with loud voice in heart, I repeat the words my preacher 

daddy is saying where only God can hear them. I have shuttered 
my eyelids closed so I won’t see Kathy or anyone else; I want no dis-
tractions. I am more serious about Jesus than my years say I should 
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be, more serious than I’ve ever been about anything else. I feel like a 
sprinter running toward something grand, and it makes me feel brave 
and full and honest. 

I want God, and I want Him to know it. 
With little girl courage and tiny, sweaty palms, I repeat these things 

and the whole story to my momma from the backseat of her boat on 
wheels in the parking lot of Judon’s Hotdogs.

And while the hotdogs get cold and my voice tells the way I met 
Jesus, my momma cries like all mommas who want their kids to know 
the Great One do.

Forgetting
For me, as for you, it is important to remember our first encoun-

ter with Jesus. Because as calendar days fly away and life becomes noisy, 
those of us who know God often forget how bad we once wanted Him.

Maybe then the irony is true: that we who have much are often the 
most in need because we have forgotten how it feels to be desperate.

And let’s be honest. It almost seems unfair of God to stick us in a 
world where we are likely to fail to live the 1 Corinthians 7:31 life—the 
those who use the things of this world should not become attached to them 

life. That’s a near impossibility and seems to 
just get harder with every new gadget, every 
activity, every house built in the suburbs, every 
child born into a world that tells them they are 
entitled. We struggle with having so much we 
want and at the same time, still wanting God.

So it is of no surprise that we are surprised 
when we remember Him and the want stirs. 
We walk by the mirror one day and catch a 
glimpse of fixed hair and lipsticked lips and 
ties with perfect knots nestled in crisp, collared 

We who have 
much are often 
the most in 
need because 
we have forgot-
ten how it feels 
to be desperate.
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shirts, and what we see looks crude and incomplete. And we wonder 
why we have never noticed before how perfection can be so flawed 
and how comfort can feel so uncomfortable, and we mourn the life 
we have right in front of us. And something inside us longs to take the 
back of our hand and smear off the lipstick, pull off the tie, rattle the 
everyday stale life cage we’ve found ourselves in, run into the street, 
find the pulse again—the pulse that has us beating to the wild of God. 

But instead life ticks, and numbly, we move to it. The stirring gets 
pushed into an emotional trash compactor that keeps packing it down, 
deeper, to make room for more stuff—schedules, carpools, calculated 
risk. Before we leave the image in the mirror we make quick prom-
ises about how one day we will change and become all in for You, God, 
only we don’t use those words because those words require us to take 
action. We say instead, tomorrow I’ll be better, with the reservation of 
a half-heart that is torn between the now life and the one that started 
when we first drank Truth.

We walk away, and we forget.
We forget what it feels like to come with open hands and heart. 

How we were once awed by the Story of in the beginning, water into 
wine, love held by nails, the veil torn, resurrected life. We forget the power 
and the commitment, the beauty and the magnitude, the promises, 
the relationship, the raw passion for the cause and the reason and the 
immaculate, saving grace.

We forget God.
And sometimes, when the missionary comes to church with pic-

tures, when the neighbor adopts and we touch the baby skin of a child 
born of a different mother, we catch that small glimpse of Him, again, 
and remember how we’ve forgotten. And our throats swell and the 
limbs tingle as they begin to regain their feeling, stirred by the great-
ness we recall. And more than anything else we want to want, but the 
want seems unfamiliar and scary and speaks harshly to the spiritual 
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rigor mortis that has set in from years of forgetting. So instead, we 
just do.

We write out a be better plan.
We read a be better book.
We follow someone’s be better strategy.
We pursue being better in ways we know and can control.
But what we don’t remember is that the people who go hard for 

God are not the ones who try the hardest. They are the ones who want 
Him more than anything else.

More
We learn a lot by asking the right questions.
My friend Monty does this—asks good questions, learns a lot. It 

is in a car that I first encounter his game of inquisition, on a windy 
road between trees and more trees, tires humming me to sleep. He sug-
gests a game of questions and I dive blindly in, grateful for the break 
in monotony. 

The questions come in a variety pack, from If you could have any 
other first name, what would it be? to If you could do anything and it 
weren’t a sin, what would you do? My husband, driving, answers them 
too, much to my intrigue. He would want his name to be Austin? Inter-
esting, what even ten years of marriage do not let you know.

I am learning things about me too, how little I know of the things 
I don’t need to consider in my daily life. Where would I want to be 
stranded if my plane crashed and I survived? (Silly, the pragmatist says in 
me, because I wouldn’t.) What would I want to eat if I could only eat one 
thing for the rest of my life? (Not one thing in those terms sounds good 
enough, by the way.) Monty is asking the right questions—the ones 
that have me interested and stirred and most of all, thinking.

It reminds me of something similar from my sessions on the 
white couch of a shrink in my twenties. My father, who pastored a 
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megachurch, had just lost his position over a scandal that sent me reel-
ing and left me needing to talk. Even with all his degreed smarts, the 
counselor I thought a genius needed only to ask me the right ques-
tions to lead me down a path to my own self-discovery. It was all in 
the good questions he asked.

And God—He thought the whole thing up. It was His idea to 
teach loud lessons wrapped in subtle questions, for He knew that if 
He asked them, we would be convicted, stirred, dialed into our own 
truth. He did this a lot—asked questions to illustrate truth. One such 
example that I love, chronicled in the book of John:

A wild, redolent guy who eats bugs and dresses ridiculously is out 
and about, telling people that “The one who is the true light, who gives 
light to everyone, was coming into the world” (   John 1:9). They call 
him John the Baptist, which makes me smile, wondering what kind 
of church, Baptist or otherwise, would actually open its doors to let 
him in. There is no other way to put it: The guy is weird. But he is the 
perfect non-stereotypical messenger of Jesus, for God rarely uses the 
one we’d expect.

I picture him with curly brown kudzu knuckles on wide fingers 
and mad-looking moles on his skin. My mind draws him as a home-
less version of Gaston, the burly bad guy in that Disney movie, sans 
the singing. But of this I’m sure: He is a bass, and a loud one. 

As Jesus walked by, John looked at him and declared, 
“Look! There is the Lamb of God!” (   John 1:36).

John spoke, with full lungs and heart, pointing to the Way. And 
those within earshot, even his own followers, responded.

When John’s two disciples heard this, they followed Jesus 
(   John 1:37).
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I am moved by things in this story in this order: the breathless 
introduction of John’s awaited Savior; the disciples’ immediate deci-
sion to follow Him; and the obedience of John to faithfully preach 
Truth and yet, without hesitation, turn over the spotlight to the One 
who was greater. 

The immediate reaction and obedience part moves me because I, 
myself, ask God to prove Himself a lot. And don’t we all? Don’t we 
ask Him to show us, please, just one more time, You are real and You 
hear us and know of our need and can and will be enough, especially 
in the hard times that require hardcore faith? We are the walkers on 
the Road to Emmaus who have seen the nail-pierced hands and feet 
and “still… [stand] there in disbelief    ” (Luke 24:41). Aren’t we quick 
to jump toward Jesus but slow to walk the journey out with Him? The 
longer I have lived the more I have seen how we are more alike than 
we think, so I suspect I am not the only one.

He knows this about us, and much more. He knows it is in the 
heart of people to step quickly without understanding what stepping 
out really means. He wants us to dive inside to the deepest part where 
we know why we will follow Him and how we are willing to commit 
our lives to match our easy words. And He knows that it is in the right 
question that a soul twists and grapples and, in one way or another, 
responds to the lesson tucked inside.

And so, like Monty on the road trip and the shrink with the white 
couch, He asks His new followers the right question.

Jesus looked around and saw them following. “What do 
you want?” he asked them (   John 1:38). 

On a spiritual day, I know the answer: “You, Lord! I want You!” is 
to be the cry pushed off the tongue of one of His, even a newbie. But 
the men in the Bible story do not answer, maybe because they do not 
really know.
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I pause now, chewing on this: An omniscient being would not ask 
a question He could not answer, for there is 
nothing He does not know. If He asks a ques-
tion, it’s only to open a narrower mind to a 
bigger view—His—that He will reveal in the 
right time. 

And now the question turns to you. What 
do you want? It’s a question loaded with rich 
truth about who He is and what follow-
ing Him is not and knowing the difference. 
It’s a question to make us think and not just 
respond with a kneejerk, as we are so quick to 
do. It is not the want stirred by causes we hear 
of and needs we see and church people back from a mission trip who 
have slides to prove that real people are starving that suddenly turns 
us into rescuers and missionaries. It is the permanent kind, the unwav-
ering kind of want… the kind of want that changes our life and helps 
us change others.

When He asks, “What do you want?” Jesus is asking us, What do 
you really want for your life, because you have to know this going in. You 
can’t just follow Me without understanding what following Me means, 
and at some point you have to stop being constantly stirred but never com-
pelled enough to take action. 

Do you want the now life? Or do you want Me more than anything 
else? Having Me will be the greatest fulfillment of your life, but fulfilling 
doesn’t always mean pain-free. Do you want to be the normal, everyday 
person who is flawed and doesn’t have life all together but watches God do 
amazing things through your life?

Be warned: If you want Me most, your life might be shipwrecked. But 
in the midst of the storm, you’ll feel My breath on your skin. You’ll drink 
from a bitter cup of physical loss, but you’ll also drink in My blood. Do you 

He knows it is 
in the heart of 
people to step 
quickly without 
understand-
ing what step-
ping out really 
means.
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want the privilege of walking beside Me, skin to skin close, but walking 
away from position and comfort and wealth and all the things that are sup-
posed to make you happy? Are you ready for the Jesus life? There’s joy here, 
but not always happiness—not in the temporary sense, at least.

God help us, this is tough, but we cannot continue to be stirred for 
the moment lest we continue to dip only our toe in the pool of faith, 
teasing God, not being serious about wanting Him. 

Earthly people that we are, we have it wrong. Because “more” is not 
about excess or greater possession, despite all the messages we are sent. 
Those who have more in the physical sense can testify to the futility of 
it all—how we can have so much yet none of it is enough. King Solo-
mon talks about this in Ecclesiastes 2—how the world’s “more” looks 
good on the outside but winds up being an empty wrapper. The “more” 
God gives is really about loss and less and the willingness to do without 
and yes, the joy in that. It’s about discipline and dedication and focus 
and surrender. That’s messy and that’s gritty and we don’t always like 
it, but it’s the Gospel Truth. 

And what makes all this hard stuff worth it? Only, always Him. 
God knows, we won’t always be living the soothing words of the 
Psalms. We’ll be living the agonized words of Nehemiah, Jeremiah, 
and Lamentations that are miraculously still able to say with a loud 
voice, “I want God.” 

And praise be to Him that just about the time we feel helpless, 
drowning, incapable of making such a proclamation of wanting 
Him, He blows in with a hopeful, resuscitating wind and—mouth 
on mouth—revives us. This is the glory of traveling with the Life—
how He breathes vitality in dead spaces and offers His marvelous, illu-
minating light in places that are dark. And when we’re in those dark 
places, we want God in big heaps and not small portions, because pain 
doesn’t ever truly get better without Him. The more we have of Him, 
the more we survive and even thrive; the more beauty we extract from 
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life. As my friend Pastor Teri Furr said recently, “The abundance of our 
life here on earth is about how much we interact with the Keeper of 
Eternity.” Yes, Pastor Teri. Yes.

Rest assured, God does not choose to withhold Himself from us in 
a cat and mouse game. When the Father does not show Himself the 
way we ask, it is not because it is in His heart not to; it is because only 
He knows the time when our hearts are truly ready to see.

To have Him, we must want Him—more than the friends, the 
family, the wealth, the applause, the acceptance, the comfort. There 
can be nothing—even our own life—that we want more. We can’t 
want our life and want God at the same time. 

To have Him as He promises—in the full (   John 10:10)—we must 
want Him in the same way. Full on, all the way, with all our heart. This 
doesn’t mean sounding spiritual or quoting from the Bible. It means 
the surrender of everything, even the secret things we keep close and 
hidden. Since He is the keeper of our hearts, He knows when it is truly 
all His. He’s heard us make halfway commitments before. He’s heard 
us say “I need to” until we’re blue in the face. And He knows that when 
trouble comes, our intentions will not be 
enough to keep us upright. It will take a fully 
committed heart to keep us grounded and on 
the path.

We cannot want God with conditions. 
When we say words like anything for You, 
God, but we mean anything but this, God, His 
heart is grieved. He denies this conditional 
allegiance of holding on to both when He 
designed us to be capable of going all in. And 
yet, gracious God that He is, He always lets 
us make the choice, though He won’t always 
withhold consequence. But even in the tough love He counsels us to 

He breathes 
vitality in dead 
spaces and 
offers His mar-
velous, illumi-
nating light in 
places that are 
dark.
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choose the better way. “Those who love their life in this world will lose 
it. Those who care nothing for their life in this world will keep it for 
eternity” (   John 12:25).

Yes, wanting God more requires something of us. 
But thanks be to God, it is not the end of the story.
Because wanting God fulfills, completes… 
Revives.
And that is the other part to the what do you want? question.
And oh… it’s good. 
Because when God brings revival, He brings Himself. 

Travels (of the Few)
Some of us—a very few—will get the Jesus we say we want in this 

way…we who will embody the humility of John and become only the 
watermark in our own lives—present, but fading into the background 
of Him. When we ask God to come to the foreground of our lives, to 

move us in a vibrant way of revival, we must 
be willing to be moved. 

When the Supernatural blows on us, it 
blows our status quo away. His Spirit dances 
in a freestyle way that knows nothing of a safe, 
typical, or manageable rhythm. And then we 
who want God more than anything else will 
be swept up in a tornado of transformation. 

I admit that when I was younger, I let my tongue run loose with 
words to God—words like I want You and I need You and I am will-
ing to change, no matter what it takes. But one day in my early twenties, 
on the floor of an out-of-town hotel room, I prayed such words on 
bended knee beside my sweet mother, and I discovered that He took 
them literally. I saw my whatever it takes prayer answered in the form 
of loss and pain and years of struggle, as I recount in my book {w}hole. 

We can’t want 
our life and 
want God at 
the same time.
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And though I have since prayed those words again, I have never prayed 
them as easily.

I want to make this easy on us because that feels so much bet-
ter, but the truth is, when we pray for our own soul’s revival we pray 
for upheaval. We are frail and scare easily, and God is gracious to not 
reveal all His plans or define what upheaval means. In our finiteness 
we would quake at the scale of them.

When we want God more than anything, we forgo our control of 
what life looks like. We must be ready for popularity lost. Comfort 
interrupted. Reason tossed away. Self disregarded. Sin exposed.

We have to welcome mountains to move. Not the mountains in 
glossy scenery books but the rugged, formidable kind that leave us reli-
ant on a compass. The mountains so high we lose our breath. The 
mountains that bring out our primal instinct and expose our finger-
nails packed with dirt as we have tried to clutch it on our ascent into 
His world of more. Wanting God births such untamed things.

And I suspect that this, my friend, scary as 
it sounds, may also get your blood pumping. 
We were born to live on the edge and when 
someone reminds us it is possible, our heart 
responds.

And still we’re scared. I marvel at moun-
tains moving, yet the idea of taking up my 
cross daily (Luke 9:23) feels too heavy. I know 
it will require sweat and guts and may leave 
splinters. My heart screams, Please just let me be! and Let me have God, 
too. I want Him on the silver platter and unleashed to move radically 
in me at the same time. It is the rub of all humankind. 

Where there is change there will first be a denial of something that 
hasn’t worked and a newfound focus and effort on something that will. 
And where there is such effort there will only be a few. 

Wanting God 
births such 
untamed 
things.
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This thought doesn’t come from me, for I would hope for a broader 
opening, a wider road, guaranteeing a shot to more travelers. But I 
read Isaiah 35, which tells of the travels of the few willing, gutsy ones. 
They follow God and will one day enjoy peace and goodness in places 
that were dark. Though this passage is about the time when the earth 
as we know it will be no more, it makes me think about the road we 
can still walk to being spiritually revived, transformed, likened to God 
today. 

And a great road will go through that once deserted land. 
It will be named the Highway of Holiness… It will be only 
for those who walk in God’s ways… Only the redeemed 
will walk on it (Isaiah 35:8-9).

I can try to make God smaller, but it will not change His greatness. I 
can paint the road to my soul’s revival smoother, but it will not change 
the fact that it will likely have potholes and rocks. Wanting God is want-
ing more than what I can know, see, feel, or understand. It is being will-
ing to travel the present-day Highway of Holiness, which is sure to be 

narrow and windy and complicated and long 
and messy. 

Most of us bail when the revival fires nip 
closer to our heels and the prayers for what-
ever it takes are taken seriously. We have only 
given half our hearts, gone partway in, and 
we are scared. But those who choose it will see 
the impossible become what only God makes 
possible.

Deserts will grow flowers.
Bad knees will become well.
Blind eyes will see.
Broken bodies will leap like deer.

Wanting God is 
wanting more 
than what I can 
know, see, feel, 
or understand.
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Water will spring up in dry places (Isaiah 35:1-7).
These are promises for our future and spiritual promises for today. 

They are promises for everyday people who want God more than any-
thing else and are willing to let Him bust up their ordinary lives for 
glimpses of the radical. 

Travels of the few.
People like Florrie Evans.

Revival

Revive deep spirituality in my heart; Let me live near to 
the great Shepherd, hear his voice, know its tones, fol-
low its calls.*

I put her in a long dress and make her out to be uncomfortable. 
This picture painted in my mind, of her cursing the long, hot dress 
under her breath as she enters the church, lets me feel like she could 
be me. She feels human. She is no saint, greater or more spiritual than 
others, but she comes to the worship place today wanting God. On 
that single premise, I can relate.

It’s 1904 and Valentine’s Day in Wales. The imprint of the Great 
One is fresh on Florrie’s teenaged heart, as she has only recently come 
to know Him. She is tender. Awake. Naïve to the rules of the pew. 
Unaware that she need be religious. Florrie is the embryo, the seed, 
the fetus undisturbed in quiet water that only knows of goodness—
the way we all are when we first meet God and haven’t yet had our 
faith tarnished.

She sits without thought to her sitting and listens without skep-
ticism, two things most longtime churchgoers cannot do. She is all 

* Arthur Bennett, ed., The Valley of  Vision: A Collection of Puritan Prayers and Devotions (Carlisle, 
PA: The Banner of   Truth Trust, 1975).
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in with the message when, without her permission, the hinges of her 
heart become loose and rattled as the Spirit’s Rushing Wind blows in. 
Furious. Hard, fast, and reverberating, like a whistling train with hot 
wheels on the tracks, He is whispering breathy commands to the deep-
down place of courage. The commands push aside the thoughts that 
repeat, like a broken record, sit still and stay quiet and you are too young, 
a woman, and no one will listen to you.

And before she can stuff herself back into her skin, her legs stand 
tall and her mouth opens to say seven words that change everything. 

“I love Jesus with all my heart.”
I picture her shaking. She feels the fear in her fingertips while her 

heart still burns with courage. She has turned her soul inside out in 
front of God and everyone, and it is only because the love exceeds the 
fear that she can stand. It is always loving God more than other things 
that makes us brave.

God knows it is often the small one who inspires the great many. 
It is not the visible or famous but the everyday, blue-collar David with 
a pebble who slays a giant; the outcast with a pot no one wants to drink 
from who provides the Great I am with water; the boy with a few fish 
who provides enough to feed thousands of people until they burp. But 
that’s how grassroots Jesus movements happen.

And the revival that has already swept into 
Florrie’s soul now sweeps through the church 
in which she stands, cutting through jaded 
hearts of convenience and schedule and don’t 
call me, I’ll call you attitudes toward God. And 
people twist in their seats and wetness starts 
to form in eyes and the Rushing Wind blows 
hard and strong and the place begins to feel 
His rattling. A young woman wanting God 

It is always lov-
ing God more 
than other 
things that 
makes us brave.
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most professed Him with lips and heart. Many say it is one of the main 
catalysts of how Jesus changed people in the Welsh Revival.

And oh, that God would do that again, today in you and in me—
everyday, imperfect, unfulfilled, baggage-carrying people! Our minds 
can hardly contain the thought. Could He, would He, will He? 

As we are inspired by the testimony of true revival, we tremble, yet 
we allow our hearts to expect. And for those of us who have decided 
that revival is truly what we want, we whisper this prayer under our 
breath: 

Oh God, use me, too.
Bring my soul revival.
Bring me the epic and the extraordinary and the amazing and the 

never before.
Bring me awakening and anguish and fullness and joy that exceeds 

human understanding.
Bring change. Make me different. Rock me to my core. Help me never 

be the same.
Bring me You, God. I want You.
And despite our humanity and flaws and all, heaven hears. 

Know What You Want
I ask, purposefully again and for the last time in this chapter, What 

do you want  ?
If it is life as we know it that we want, that can be ours. It is what 

we already have and already know—and we hang on to it even when 
it fails us.

When we are young, we do not yet know about bodies that grow 
weak and betray us. We do not know about weak knees and feet that 
can no longer run. We do not know about minds that cannot hold on 
to memories. The older I get the more clearly I see this, as life on earth 
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is not meant to be kept, but lost, and this seeming cruelty of loss is, 
indeed, simply the process.

This life is all we know. We haven’t seen the promised, so we don’t 
know how astounding it is. We just know the love of family, the brush 
of summer sun on our cheeks, colors of flowers we snap in pictures 
since they are too pretty to put into words. We know the way it feels 
to worship Him with others in loud song and to birth babies and ideas 
and discover our gifts and our art. But we don’t know the good life, the 
real life yet. We can’t, because we are still here on earth.

But before we allow that to excuse us from living fully and passion-
ately and boldly and well, we must remember that Jesus created us to 
stay here awhile and squeeze the most out of it—the most joy, the most 
faith, the most love, the most service. He set us up to have the more 
life in the temporal life… the one where we are born, thriving, and die, 
withering on the outside while we move closer to completeness. We 
lose everything we are told to clutch but stay with Jesus and win in the 
end. This is true life. This is wanting more and having it.

What do you want? He doesn’t just ask the quick-to-follow dis-
ciples in John 1. He asks the question again in John 5, speaking to a 
limp-bodied man lying next to the healing waters of a pool he is too 
weak to enter. Jesus asks it not only to remind this man that he cannot 
heal himself, but also to prompt the man to dive into his own beliefs 
and hopes and desires to truly have a thriving life. He asks it of Peter 
in John 21, saying, “Do you love me more?” Jesus Christ, the greatest 
Counselor of all time, knew what every good counselor knows: They 
need only ask us the right question to get us to go to the core of who 
we are. 

It is what He asks of us today, friend—in the gentle nudges in the 
pages of this book and in the moments that come long after the last 
page has been read and the cover has been shut. If we want Him in a 
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way that literally nothing else matters, wearing desperation and pas-
sion in heart and on skin, we can indeed have Him. And how our life 
will be richer for it! But we have to be tired of our usual life. We have 
to be tired of getting up every day and seeing the car and the house in 
the suburbs and still not being fulfilled. We have to be tired of an ade-
quate but stale-as-the-bread-in-our-kitchen relationship with God—a 
relationship that we have tried and tried to resuscitate and jumpstart 
by ourselves.

We can even know we need it. But until we want, that need will 
never be met. We have to want God not in the temporary or par-
tial, but in the permanent and full. And I know, because I am about 
as human as you can get, that this sounds super big and hard. That it 
sounds disruptive of our life as we now know it and may require things 
we don’t like. But God is good. For everything we give up, we gain the 
more we really want deep down. Wanting more really just means that 
what we have now will no longer do, and we believe He has better.

I speak this message to a church in Tennessee for the very first time. 
It is a beautiful two-day gathering with all the 
usual touches that scream women’s event at a 
big church—meaningful dramas, worshipful 
music, and T-shirts that are mostly just good 
for sleeping in. But this time, I am drawn to 
the shirt the women’s ministry coordinator 
has created. On the front is the name of the 
weekend theme. But on the back is this phrase, 
and it has me at hello:

I know what I want.
It’s simple. It’s five words, for goodness 

sake. But it’s good. It’s very, very good. The 
weekend has not yet officially begun but I am thinking of almost 

Wanting more 
really just 
means that 
what we have 
now will no 
longer do, and 
we believe He 
has better.
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nothing else but what it would be like to go through life knowing 
what we really want.

I think we’re bad at this, really. Women are, for sure. We are asked 
by our dinner date where we want to eat and we answer “I don’t know” 
because we can’t choose between Chinese and Mexican. We don’t know 
what we want to eat and we don’t know what we want to wear. We 
stand for hours in the closet, looking for the perfect thing to jump out 
at us and fling itself on our body so we won’t have to choose. We have 
so many choices that we’re paralyzed by indecision. It’s as if we have so 
much we’ve lost our minds.

We don’t know if we want a life of highs and lows with risk or a life 
of steady, predictable outcomes. We don’t know if we would rather 
live in peace with a few friends or open ourselves up to a wider com-
munity and possibly, future wounds. We don’t know if we want a pas-
sionate life with God or a measurable, fun-for-now life without Him. 
There are so many options that most of us waste our lives away wish-
ing we could have it all.

But what if we did know? What if we settled this issue once and 
for all and never looked back? What if we could go through life steady 
and unwavering? What if we never again tried to fill our hearts and 
lives with things that don’t matter and leave us empty and crying out 
to God once again? Here’s something beautiful: We can.

We’re not the first ones to fill our hearts and lives with other things. 
It’s been going on for a long time. It’s in our history. And the prob-
lem of it not fulfilling us? That’s been around a long time too. Back 
around 520 b.c., during the reign of King Darius, God sends a mes-
sage to the Jews through the prophet Haggai. He has noticed that the 
assignment he gave them 15 years earlier to finish the temple in Jeru-
salem has not yet been fulfilled. In the middle of their building proj-
ect, they have begun slipping the contractors’ phone numbers in their 
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pockets, calling them after hours to build a nice house for them on 
the side. And as they have gotten more and more into their own proj-
ects, they have gotten less and less focused on God’s. So God chooses 
Haggai to confront them.

Why are you living in luxurious houses while my house 
lies in ruins? This is what the Lord of Heaven’s Armies 
says: Look at what’s happening to you! You have planted 
much but harvest little. You eat but are not satisfied. You 
drink but are still thirsty. You put on clothes but cannot 
keep warm. Your wages disappear as though you were 
putting them in pockets filled with holes! (Haggai 1:4-6).

Pockets filled with holes. What a word picture! God is basically say-
ing here, “Hey, how is doing your own thing going for you? How is 
that eating a lot, drinking a lot, shopping a lot, making a lot of money 
thing working out? It’s what you wanted, right?” 

The eating a lot, drinking a lot, shopping a lot, making a lot of 
money thing didn’t work out for them, and it’s not working out very 
well for us, either. We are more depressed than we’ve ever been, more 
reckless than we’ve ever been, less satisfied than we’ve ever been, and 
hurting more, too. We have been so busy creating castles for ourselves 
that we haven’t stopped to notice they aren’t really very beautiful. And 
then we are surprised when the beauty queen, the rich person, the 
Hollywood star takes their own life? No one ever has it all when they 
build it for themselves.

It is time to know what we want. It is time to stop chasing the tem-
porary in place of the eternal. It is time to stop putting wages in our 
pockets only to have them exit through the holes. It is time to come 
back to God, beg Him for revival, and start moving forward into the 
most and best that can be ours.
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The Greater Desire
I don’t expect us to go out in the yard and do spirit cheers and high 

kicks over the idea that if we choose to follow hard after God we might 
have to face some inconvenience. That is why we must want this with 
our entire heart and not just know in our head we need it. We can be 
told a million times over that we should want God, but our flesh will 
convince us every time it is a lie. So it then comes down to the ache 
and the longing of what we want most.

I call this the greater desire. Keep reading, because I have some 
important stories in the following chapters to illustrate this point and 
help you recognize it in your own life. But the greater desire is always 
about the trump card. It’s the I can pick this, but ooh, this is even bet-
ter. It’s not about the lack of something, because most of us don’t lack 
very much in the physical sense. It is about choosing the better thing, 
the richer thing, the more satisfying thing, the greater thing for every 
day in our future. 

Sometimes we will want to kick a habit, like eating, shopping, 
smoking, cussing, lying, gambling… but until we are able to see what 
those habits have taken from us, we will not hate them enough to let 
them go. But our hatred can keep us tied to them, even after we’ve 
kicked them to the curb. So it has to be about something even big-
ger—something that has our attention and focus more than those 
other things do. It has to be about the greater desire, which, when it 
comes to God, appeals to our spirit, not our flesh. The principle of the 
greater desire says this:

I want to be well and whole more than I want to be tied to 
something that brings me down.

I want to be alive in spirit more than I want to just make it 
through the day.
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I want God to consume me more than the mess that is cur-
rently consuming my life. 

I want God to use me more than I want Him to use someone 
else who is more willing.

And when we can say these things, the greater desire for more will 
win.

Get in the Game
We start to die when we settle into our life. What I’m talking about 

is not the settling of personal acceptance, growing up, and gaining 
wisdom that helps us no longer be interested in the claw-and-scratch 
positional jockeying of life. That’s healthy and in many ways, spiritual 
progression. We are at our very best when we make peace with who 
God made us to be. 

When I say we start to die what I mean is that we stop the spiritu-
ally active part of living. We pretend things with God are okay when 
they are not. We ignore the nagging convictions to do or not do cer-
tain things because what is in front of us in the moment feels really 
good. We rest on the comfortable, the safe, 
the popular to get us through each day, even 
while that normalcy has its hands on our 
neck, strangling us. 

Oh, we don’t like this, but it’s true: We 
can’t serve God fully while we are all settled in, 
because God is the great unsettler. And He 
no more cares about our cushy comfort level 
than three-year-olds care about anything but 
themselves. He is in the business of taking a 
wrecking ball to our structured, settled existence because He knows 
that is what it will take for us to come alive.

We can’t serve 
God fully while 
we are all settled  
in, because God  
is the great 
unsettler.
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The apostle John tells a familiar story that I mentioned briefly a 
few pages ago, but I want to revisit it and look at it closer here. First, 
the backstory.

Jesus has just performed a miracle, and He is now returning to 
Jerusalem for one of the Jewish holy days. There is a pool right inside 
the city, which I imagine to be as noticeable as a blinking road sign. It 
is surrounded by five covered porches you surely cannot miss.

A man is lying there who has been sick for a long time. Nearly four 
decades. He is quite settled, to say the least, waiting by the pool in his 
spot, his space. He can’t get up. We don’t know exactly what hinders 
him, but from Jesus’s command to get up and walk, we can assume it 
is something that involves his legs not working. 

Jesus asks him if he wants to get well—which, if it were me and I 
were having a bad day, would have me hurling a pool toy at His head. 
And yet Jesus Christ, the Great Counselor, knows how to ask the right 
question—a question that plunges to the core of who the man is to 
show him he cannot heal himself. It is interesting how the handi-
capped man makes it about the pool lamenting the fact that it is of no 
help to him when the One who can actually heal him is standing right 
there. And I wonder: How many times have we looked to someone 
or something for a solution, made it about something else, when the 
One we need most is right in front of us the whole time, ready to help?

But God knew. He saw. He came. He helped. He responded, 
just as He does to us in our sedentary, seemingly hopeless, helpless 
moments in life. This man couldn’t make it without God. We can’t 
make it without Him, either.

The issue of this man’s physical condition was legitimately causing 
him to settle in. I can barely picture the scene without tears—the man 
trying to drag his limp body into the pool over and over again as oth-
ers cut off his path, pushing their way in first. What choice did he have, 
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when he could not move? And yet even in his limitations God had a 
purpose. Even in his state, God wanted to use his life.

God wants to use us too, even when we feel we give Him little 
to work with. It is not for us to decide whether He can use us, even 
though we constantly try to make that decision. 

I’m not experienced enough, we say.
I’m tainted.
I’m not special enough.
I don’t have that thing others do.
I can’t speak well.
I don’t stand out.
I wonder how often God wants to look at us and say, “Hey, thanks 

for weighing in, but how about I make that decision?”
Settling in happens when we believe that what we know now is 

what we will always know; who we are now is who we will always be. 
It is a mind-set, a belief system. We think that after 38 years of lying by 
our own sick pool, we are never going to be able to move. The truth is, 
some of us have been sick with grief, sick with fear, sick with insecu-
rity, sick with self-loathing, sick with pride, sick with selfishness, sick 
with heart wounds for a very long time. And it’s caused us to settle for 
a life that does not know more.

Jesus does not want us to stay stuck. He doesn’t want us to let our 
memories, choices, or mind-sets hold us down. He wants to hear our 
heart and know of our deep needs. And then He wants us to move emo-
tionally, spiritually, and yes, often physically from wherever we are. He 
wants us to get past ourselves, work with whatever we have, seek Him 
passionately, and with whatever bundle of mess we are, just get in the 
game. 

That’s what it means to say He requires something of us. 
I know this because not that long ago, He reminded me.
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As I mentioned in this book’s introduction, I spent the first three 
months after my book {w}hole released picking emotional shrapnel out 
of my skin. It was a beautiful book to write, but sharing so deeply—
sharing pieces of myself that had stayed dormant for nearly 20 years—
left me affected. 

The book had taken its toll on me, and one day I am feeling that 
kind of down that leads even strong people to sit in a dark room and 
close the blinds. I tell my husband this in the front seat of the car, road 
tripping with our family over Christmas. The kids, in a convenience 
store sugar coma and with new headphones on their ears pumping out 
music, are thankfully unaware. 

“I want to quit, Scotty,” I say to the right side of his face. He keeps 
driving, with the I’m listening look, but my emotions make me read it 
wrong and I’m convinced he needs me to repeat it. “I’m serious, Scotty. 
I am going to quit. I’m going to stop writing and stop speaking and 
yeah, even shut down my blog! What do you think of that?” We have 
been married for years so he is savvy to certain things at this point, like 
what happens when your wife really doesn’t want you to agree with 
her but pretends she does because in that moment if you don’t, it will 
make her mad. Yeah, that. 

After what seems like hours, Scotty finally speaks, but there is no 
long speech. He doesn’t so much as turn his face. “Okay. But why?”

Were I not so enraged by the fact he is not matching my passion, I 
would give him props for playing me just like I need to be played: calm, 
cool, without jumping into “fix-it man mode,” asking a good question 
to get me to go to my core and dig deep.

I answer in the most honest way I know how: “I just want to be 
a normal person.” And with that I am swallowed up, alone again, in 
my thoughts. What does normal even mean? Do I want God to leave 
me alone and let me do what I want? Yes, yes, that’s what I mean. I want 
God to leave me alone. It’s too hard, pouring my guts onto pages of books 
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and standing on stages being vulnerable about my junk. I want to worry 
about what color bow to put in my daughter’s hair or which yoga pants to 
wear today or what is the next place our family can all go on vacation. I 
just want to be normal.

With the silence of the car only being interrupted by a few occa-
sional Mom, how long until we get theres, I am pouting. Thankfully, 
Scotty has left me alone, which only makes me love him more and 
simultaneously makes me furious. (I have no idea why in the world 
this man might find me complicated.) He thinks I should quit, I think 
to myself. See, I was right.

We get to our destination and are ushered into the swell of hugs 
and I’ve missed yous from friends in our past. It is so good to see them, 
so good to be somewhere besides in my head. We are set to go to din-
ner and I’m glad, because food will surely be my healer. Amid a rum-
bling of protests and great gnashing of teeth, we load our kids back 
into the car to head to the restaurant. After the long trip, they are not 
excited about spending another minute on the road.

We arrive at a place that boasts good food, great times on its 
wall, and I believe it. People are laughing. They are dancing to really 
loud music. They are having a good time, and I am happy for them. I 
want to have a good time too.

But I am not who I used to be. Having a good time used to mean 
losing my mind and living reckless. But now I am a mother. I am a 
wife. I am a woman whom God picked up from a dark place, brushed 
off, and infected with Himself. I cannot stop thinking about God. I’m 
frustrated with Him, but still, He consumes me.

I’m frustrated because I am a runner and He is not letting me run. 
I am a bailer, and I am stubborn. I do not want to be told I cannot quit 
when every inch of me wants to throw in the towel and go live a quiet 
life where I do what I want and serve God on my terms. Oh, God, is all 
I can say to myself, half in prayer, half in exasperation. Food and music, 
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Lisa, I think to myself. For tonight, just food and music. I am purposely 
trying to wipe Jesus out of my mind.

We sit at a long table with a clear view of the middle of the room. 
I find myself happy that the music will drown out conversation, for I 
am not in the mood to paste on a smile and pretend I am happy when 
all I really want to do is just be my own version of normal. It doesn’t 
take us long to order or get our food. Before I know it, we have eaten, 
the table has been cleared, and we are middle-aged observers with cof-
fee cups in our hands, watching the dance floor while our kids have 
become one with their phones and iPods.

I am enjoying the loud ’80s music, even shoulder dancing a bit 
in my seat, when I notice the blonde woman with skinny legs. She is 
more than asking for all eyes to be on her. With her body language, 
she is flat-out demanding it. I size her up silently and deem her that 
woman who still wants to be young and have all the attention like she 
used to, which is not nice on my part. She’s dancing now, wildly, in the 
middle of the room, with skinny legs flying and eyes that ask you to 
join in. I am drawn to the moment, to her eyes, to the music, to the 
whole thing.

And as I sit, drawn in, the Spirit butts in to do His own drawing. I 
do not look for Him or ask for Him, but He speaks anyway, straight 
and loud, without needing my permission. 

So you want to be a normal person, Lisa? 
I am frozen, ruminating on the moment, watching this woman 

before me and all of her dancing comrades. I hear their glasses clink-
ing and the sound of beer taps flowing and laughter of the loud, cack-
ling kind that usually goes with off-color jokes and flirting between 
strangers and stories that probably weren’t supposed to be told but 
have been shared anyway.

And cutting through the whole scene are His words, His question: 
So you want to be a normal person? They are clear; there is no wiggling 
free from them. They have been dropped like a bowling ball onto my 

Copyrighted material



More 41

chest and I am quite sure I have stopped breathing. I cannot believe 
that even in my mess of a mind and above the loud moment, He has 
made His way to me. There is nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. I have 
been found.

I get it, what He says. I hear Him, loud and clear. I do not answer 
because I do not need to; He has made His point. But He does not 
stop speaking, for He is not through. He has more bowling ball to the 
chest words to say.

My people have fallen asleep, Lisa. 
I need you in the game. 
Get in the game.
And suddenly the room around me, once alive with carefree 

sounds of party happiness, turns into a quiet sanctuary. I am not in a 
raucous restaurant but back at that old summer camp where I’m sit-
ting on a log with my pink Bible and it’s all about me and God. He has 
romanced me, pulled me back in, given me tough love, inspired me 
to be better as only He can. I am, in that moment, determined, jolted, 
awakened, back in the game.

It’s not a real game God plays with us. He won’t play hide and seek 
or cat and mouse. God doesn’t play games. But He doesn’t want us to set-
tle for sitting on the sidelines and watching our influence go by when 
He has given us the ability to play ball. He wants us to stop pouting, 
stop excusing, stop lamenting, stop rationalizing, and stop spending 
huge clumps of time reading self-help books and trying out strategies 
to fix ourselves and become our version of perfect before we decide 
He can use us. He needs us, now, to affect the world. He wants to use 
us now, where we sit.

I am a huge proponent of seeking counsel, becoming introspec-
tive, getting whole and well. We will have far cleaner vessels to serve 
Him when we have done the work, owned our stuff, and dealt with our 
baggage. But at some point, the process of fixing ourselves has to stop. 
We have to freefall into trust and not be afraid to just wear the stained 

Copyrighted material



I Want God42

T-shirt to the party. We just have to show up. Many times change hap-
pens just by doing something different. Because the more we taste how 
sweet the living more with God is, the more we want it. 

People who live all out for God aren’t more special. They just tasted 
something good and kept going back for it. They just got in the game 
from whatever point they were. That’s true progress. That’s stepping 
out of the okay into the more. That’s no longer fantasizing about being 
normal. That’s finding the pinnacle of life—the more of heaven com-
ing down to earth—while we still live here.

Remembering, Again
Please don’t be intimidated by this idea of wanting more. It is why 

I write this book: to help you. I make you this promise: If you stay with 
me, I will tell you everything I know about having a dynamic, vibrant 
relationship with God and what gets in the way. Period. There will be 
no gimmicks or me pontificating my own wisdom or sharing with you 
all my success stories (since that would be a short book). But we will 
depend on Scripture and history to learn about the things that create 
movement with God. And like Florrie Evans, I want you to experience 
the Welsh Revival—your own personal revival—right at home, right 

where you sit, where you drink your coffee, 
make school lunches, drive to work, wherever. 
It is possible, and doesn’t that bring hope? 

I purposely got very serious with you early 
on in this chapter because I think we need to 
know the core, bottom-line truth about what 
this more journey looks like, and God deserves 
nothing less than for us to take it seriously and 
dive in all the way. We have enough stirred 
believers in the church who never take the 

journey beyond a stirring, and that is a spiritual waste. 
And the first step on this journey? Remembering.

He needs us, 
now, to affect 
the world. He 
wants to use 
us now, where 
we sit.
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It’s like the married couple who is feeling distant and pulls out their 
wedding video. As they watch it, the distance begins to melt. They find 
themselves being drawn in again to the love and to the promise and to 
the one. In the same way, we who are in a spiritual drought and need 
a reminder must revisit things too. We need to remember why we fell 
in love with God in the first place. And when we do the love wells and 
the desire grows and we remember why we are wanting more. 

I meet a man at a rehab center who does this for me—helps me 
remember. The center, an old, stately home in a true town of nowhere, 
is so remote that even a long plane ride doesn’t get me there. A nice lady 
who drives slower than any granny picks me up and drives me another 
hour to a place where the good people of the church feed me, and after 
the last bite I am whisked away to become this night’s rehab center 
teacher. As I enter the home-turned-healing-place where addicts of all 
forms live, my ears are met with what can only be described as guttural 
moaning coming from the worship center. I am curious, but I don’t 
have much time to think about it before I round the corner to see the 
source: a man holding a guitar. He is writhing, rocking, tapping, sway-
ing, making his own version of a joyful noise. “I have decided to fol-
low Jesus,” he sings loudly, and I believe him because his countenance 
cannot lie. I do not know what this man has been delivered from, but 
it is clear to me that it is likely not small. I find myself wishing for ten 
minutes alone with him to hear the whole Jesus story. I want to know 
what the Rescuer pulled him out of because I know that whatever it 
is, it has produced within him an expression of gratitude like I have 
never before heard. In my flesh, I feel jealous of his obvious intimacy 
with God. 

And as I listen to a man emoting to his Master, I think about my 
own life and how sometimes I forget to moan from my gut over God. 
I think about my casualness with Him, how life takes over and how 
somehow, on the pages of my journey, I have traveled far enough to 
become this groaning man’s teacher for the night.
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I think of passion plays and light blue padded pews and a child-
hood friend named Kathy saying words to Jesus she doesn’t mean. I 
think of the Jesus I met that night and how I chased Him down with 
little girl arms pumping and heart racing, feeling the bravest I’d ever 
felt in my entire life. 

I remember what it feels like to come with open hands and heart 
and I am, again, awed by the Story of in the beginning, water into wine, 
love held by nails, the veil torn, resurrected life. He is real, more real than 
anything I will ever see with my eyes, hear with my ears, or touch with 
my hands. 

I remember the power and the commitment. The beauty and the 
magnitude. The promises, the relationship, the raw passion for the 
cause and the reason and the immaculate, saving grace.

And I, the teacher, feel small, entitled, and forgetful. I feel jarred 
and sparked and raw. I want to sit longer in this place so I can have 
more of this glossed-down, minimalistic faith. I want to moan from 
my gut that I need God without caring who hears. I want to remem-
ber who He is and why I loved Him in the first place. I want God more 
than I did when I walked in, and this man’s primal cries for more have 
been the cause.

I want to know Him and touch Him and never hurt His heart.
I want to love Him and feel His love back.
I want to talk to Him with the simple words I know.
I want to be casual about other things, but never about Him on 

a cross.
I want to tell God I want Him and I want to mean it. 
I want God like I did the first time, and it consumes every grown-

up square inch of me.
And right before I take the stage and become the teacher, I cry, like 

all of us who have forgotten and then remembered again do.
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