e

-

Tt
, Phd. .

-

Grace Aftér
f Law

S

WRITING AS

The Gardener

e
-

nd
L

y

ifet
KigunduNWiga

&
-

oo When the gas
SCHOOLMASTER

/7
- T
% \-“)




ii



© 2026 Kigundu Ndwiga, PhD

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any
form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of
the publisher, except for brief quotations in critical reviews or
articles.

Published by:
The Gardener Ministry Publications

Cover design: Joseph Wambua
Scripture quotations are taken from various Bible translations as
indicated throughout the text.

All emphasis within Scripture quotations is the author’s own.

Printed in United Kingdom
First Edition — 2026

ii



Dedication

In loving memory of Ndwiga Kigundu, my father.
A strict man whom the gospel made tender.
He tried to point me to Christ through letters.
I was not ready to hear him.

By the time [ was ready,
he had become the message.

His library found me when his letters could not.
When Wangari and Njuhi said
Dad has become like Grandpa,
he loves God, he is transformed,
it was received as the finest compliment

and the gospel's best evidence.

In loving memory of Julius Muchee,
closest friend, co-preacher and best man.
He and Tabitha stood beside Mary and me
on May 31, 1992, our wedding day.

He walked alongside a friend out of Galatia

when that friend did not know he was there.

iv



He rested on June 21, 2004.

This book carries his fingerprints.

To Mary, my wife and companion of thirty-four years.
You have weathered every storm beside me.
You have paid the quiet cost
that follows the preaching of the gospel.

This book exists because you stayed.

To the late Jack Sequeira, Samuel Misiani and John Kakembo

who introduced me to the gospel.

To my daughters Wangari and Njuhi.
You noticed the transformation.
That was gift enough.
Now carry the grace forward
into the lives of our grandchildren.
And to Jean-Luc Lezeau, Rachel and Vincent Serem

who exude the quiet fragrance of the gospel.



Preface

The Gardener Speaks
[ know the law.

Not from a library.
From a life.

I grew up in a home where the law was the atmosphere. It was in
the sermons. In the classroom. In the community. In the very
name of the denomination that shaped me. The commandments
were not occasional visitors. They were residents. Present at
every meal. At every failure. At every morning that required a
fresh attempt at what the previous evening had undone.

On October 11, 1980, I was baptised.

My father stood at the edge of the water, proud and happy. When
it was over he found me and said, now that you are baptised, live
for Christ.

He meant it as an invitation.
I heard it as an instruction.

My ears were already shaped by the only language I knew. And
in that language, living for Christ meant keeping the
commandments. So I raised my hand and made my promise.

I lasted one week.
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I tried again. Failed again. Tried again. The same result every
time.

What nobody told me was this. The law was not given to produce
in me what only the Spirit could produce. My father was faithful
to what he had been given. The tradition was faithful to what it
knew. But the letter handed to a child without the Spirit to make
it live produces only the weight of what you cannot do.

And so from October 11, 1980 to December 1984, I drifted.
Not because I stopped loving God.

Because I could not find Him behind the law.

But something never left.
A voice. Small. Still. Persistent.

Qol demamah daqqah.
The sound of sheer silence.

It did not accuse me in my drifting. It did not hand me a new list.
It simply stayed. Like a light left on in a window. Like a father
watching a road. Like Someone walking in a garden in the cool
of the day, calling a name, not because He did not know where I
was, but because He wanted me to come out.

I kept hearing what have you done.
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He kept saying where are you.

It took me years to hear the difference.

In December 1984 I finally answered.

A youth camp. Something broke open in me and I said yes. Fully.
Finally. With everything I had left.

I left that place on fire.

And walked myself, with genuine love, with sincere hunger, with
the best intentions a young man ever carried, straight from
Laodicea into Galatia.

I did not know then that you can be genuinely saved and still
return to the wrong system. That love for God, filtered through a
law-shaped formation, does not know how to rest. It only knows
how to work. And so I worked. I woke at 3am. I reformed my
diet. I joined the holy clubs. I preached about what we needed to
do to please God.

Every rung climbed with real love.
Every rung leading nowhere new.
Eventually I found myself under the tree again.

Older. Wearier. With more theology and less freedom than when
I started.
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And I read Romans 7 and wept. Not because it convicted me but
because it found me.

O wretched man that I am. Who will rescue me from this body of
death?

I had been reading that verse for years hearing the wrong word.
Hearing what will rescue me.

Until the day the right word landed.

Who.

Not what.

Who.

And then quietly, without drama, the way dawn arrives without
announcing itself,

Thanks be to God through Jesus Christ our Lord.
A name. A person. The answer that was never a programme.
Always a presence.
This book was born in that moment.

Not written from a study. Written from the juniper tree. From the
failed baptismal promises. From the four years of drifting. From
the holy clubs and the 3am prayers and the reformed everything.
From the ladder that was always too short.
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And from the still small voice that was always, always there.

I write to the law-weary.
To the sincere and exhausted.

To the ones who have tried everything the pulpit prescribed and
still wake up on Monday morning in the same familiar wreckage.

To the ones hiding in the trees. Not from rebellion but from
shame.

Certain they are not good enough to come home.

I write to tell you,

the schoolmaster has left.
Not because you failed.
Because his work is done.
The door is open.
Someone is standing in it.
Not with a list.

With open hands.

And the voice coming from inside does not sound like what have
you done.



It sounds like,

Where are you.

Come in.

You are home.

The Gardener

Crawley, England
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The schoolmaster has left.

And what came after him is for you.
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PROLOGUE

Two Men, One Tree

1 Kings 19:4 — I have had enough, LORD. Take my
life.

Romans 7:24 — What a wretched man I am! Who will
rescue me from this body of death?

1 have been there.
Not close to there.
There.
Under the same tree.
Asking the same sky
the same unanswered question.
If you have been there too,

this book was written for you.

He had just called fire from heaven.

The prophets of Baal were defeated. The drought was broken.
Rain had returned to a parched land after three and a half years of
silence. By any measure, this was Elijah's greatest day.

And then a woman sent him a message.
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One message. One threat. From one woman.

And the man who had stood before four hundred and fifty
prophets without flinching turned and ran.

He ran into the wilderness. Sat down under a juniper tree. And
asked God to take his life.

I have had enough.
Four words.

From the man who had more than enough faith to move heaven.

This is the thing about exhaustion that nobody tells you. It does
not come to the faithless. It comes to the faithful. To the ones who
have given everything, believed everything, attempted
everything, and arrived at the end of themselves anyway.

Elijah was not a failure lying under that tree.
He was a spent man.

There is a difference.

Centuries later a man named Paul sat at the same tree.
Different wilderness. Different century. Same ground.

He was not running from a queen. He was at war with himself.
With the gap between the man he wanted to be and the man he



kept becoming. With the strange cruelty of wanting to do right
and doing wrong. Again. After the resolution. After the prayer.
After the fresh start.

He named it without apology.
What a wretched man I am.

Not what a sinful man. Not what a backsliding man. Wretched.
The word of a man who is tired of the distance between his
intentions and his life.

Who will rescue me from this body of death?

Two men.

One under a desert bush.

One bent over parchment in the dark.
Both at the end of the same rope.

Both crying the same cry into the same silence.

This book lives in that silence.

Not because silence is comfortable. But because it is honest. And
honesty is where God tends to show up. Not in the performance.
Not in the achievement. Not in the fire called down from heaven.

xxi



But in the quiet after all of that. When there is nothing left to
prove and nowhere left to hide and the tree is all that remains.

Qol demamah daqqah.
The still small voice.

It came to Elijah after the wind, after the earthquake, after the fire.
Not in any of them. After. In the settling. In the silence that
followed all the noise.

It comes the same way still.

I have been under that tree.

I know the bark. I know the ground. I know the particular quality
of that exhaustion. The exhaustion not of the careless but of the
sincere. Of the one who has tried. Who has raised their hand and
meant it. Who has made the promises and watched them dissolve
in the reality of a Monday morning.

I know what it is to cry Paul's cry.
And to hear no answer.

And to keep reading Romans 7 not because it convicted me but
because it found me. Because at least Paul understood. At least
someone in the canon had been to this place and told the truth
about it.
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That is where this book begins.
Not in a classroom.
Under a tree.
Because that is where the still small voice tends to begin too.
Not with a sermon.
With a question.
What are you doing here?
Not accusation.
Invitation.

The voice that does not come to condemn the exhausted but to
raise them. To touch them. To say, get up and eat. The journey is
too great for you.

Elijjah's story does not end under the tree.
Neither does Paul's.

Neither does yours.

Come.

Let us walk through this together.
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PART ONE

THE LADDER



CHAPTER ONE

Before the Rules Arrived

Romans 3:20 — Through the law comes the
knowledge of sin.

Before anyone told me what wrong was
1 already knew.
Something in me knew.
The law did not bring the darkness.
1t just turned on the light
and showed me

what had always been living there.

Nobody told Cain not to kill his brother.

There was no commandment yet. No stone tablet. No written law.
Sinai was still centuries away. And yet when Cain rose against
Abel in the field, something in him knew. The hiding knew. The
defensive answer knew.

Am I my brother's keeper?
You only ask that question if you already know the answer.

Sin did not wait for the law to arrive.



It was already there. In the garden. In the field. In the hidden
places of the human heart long before Moses climbed the
mountain. Paul says it plainly in Romans. Sin was in the world
before the law was given. The law did not create the problem. It
named it.

This changes everything about how we read the commandments.

The law was not God's attempt to fix a broken world.
It was His decision to name what was broken.

A doctor does not cause the disease. He diagnoses it. And a good
diagnosis, however unwelcome, is not cruelty. It is the beginning
of honest treatment. The doctor who tells you the truth about your
condition is doing you a greater kindness than the one who sends
you home with reassurances.

The law sent nobody home with reassurances.
It told the truth.
Every time.

Romans 5:20 says the law came in so that the trespass might
increase.



Read that carefully. Not to decrease the trespass. To increase it.
To show its full dimensions. To hold it up to the light until nobody
could pretend it was smaller than it was.

This was not punishment. This was preparation.

God was not making things worse. He was making the condition
visible in its entirety. Because a wound that is minimised is a
wound that cannot be properly healed. The law refused to
minimise anything.

I grew up in a tradition where the law was the atmosphere.

It was in the sermons. In the home. In the very name of the
denomination that shaped me. I heard the commandments the way
you hear a recurring sound in a familiar house. You stop noticing
it after a while. It simply becomes the background of everything.

What I did not understand then was this.

The commandments I was hearing were not the solution to my
condition. They were the diagnosis of it. Every time I heard them
and felt the familiar weight of falling short, the law was doing
exactly what it was designed to do. Accurately identifying the
distance between what God required and what I could produce.

The law was not wrong about me.

That was the problem.



Paul writes in Romans 3 that through the law comes the
knowledge of sin. Not the removal of sin. Not the forgiveness of
sin. The knowledge of it.

Knowledge is not nothing. Knowledge is where every honest
journey begins. The man who does not know he is sick will not
seek a cure. The man who does not know he is lost will not look
for a road home. The law performed a necessary and holy service
every time it showed us what we were.

It just could not show us the way out.

That is the limitation built into the design.

Not a flaw. A boundary. Intentional. Purposeful. The law was
given to bring us to the end of a particular road. The road where
self-improvement stops and honest need begins. Where
performance gives way to poverty of spirit. Where the person
finally stops defending themselves before the mirror and simply
stands there, seeing clearly, asking the only question that matters.

Is there anything that can actually change this?
The law's answer to that question is silence.
Because the law was never designed to answer it.

That answer belongs to Someone else.



The law told the truth about us.

It was just waiting for us to believe it.



CHAPTER TWO

The Letter from Father

Galatians 3:24 — The law was our guardian until
Christ came, in order that we might be justified by
faith.

I raised my hand.

I meant it.

[ lasted one week.

Not from rebellion.

From impossibility.

Nobody told me the letter
was meant to bring me home,

not become my home.

Imagine a father who must travel far from home.

Before he leaves he writes his child a letter. Come home before
dark. Eat before you sleep. Stay away from the river. Do not talk
to strangers. Call me when you arrive. He seals it. Hands it to the
child. And leaves.

Now imagine the child framing the letter.

Memorising it. Studying its sentences. Reciting it to others.
Measuring every day against its instructions. The letter becoming



the most important thing in the house. The letter becoming, in the
father's absence, the father.

And the child never coming home.

That is what happened at Sinai.

God gave Israel a letter. Holy. Precise. Full of love and instruction
and the shape of a life worth living. And across the centuries the
letter became the destination. The instructions became the goal.
The map became the territory.

And the Father kept watching the road.

Paul uses a specific word in Galatians 3. Paidagogos. We translate
it guardian. But the word is richer than that. In the ancient world
the paidagogos was a trusted servant whose single responsibility
was to walk the child from home to school and back again. Every
day. In every weather. He protected the child. He corrected the
child along the way. He made sure the child arrived.

But he was never the teacher.
His authority ended at the school door.
When the teacher appeared, the paidagogos stepped back.

That was always the arrangement.



The law was Israel's paidagogos.

Faithful. Protective. Purposeful. Walking a people toward
Someone they did not yet know how to find on their own. Every
commandment pointing in a direction. Every statute shaping the
understanding. Every sacrifice whispering what would one day
be shouted from a cross.

Until Christ came.
And the door opened.

And the paidagogos's work was done.

I was baptised on October 11, 1980.

My father stood at the edge of the water, proud and happy. When
it was over he found me and said, now that you are baptised, live
for Christ.

He meant it as an invitation.
I heard it as an instruction.

My ears were already shaped by the only language I knew. And
in that language, living for Christ meant keeping the
commandments. So I raised my hand to the sky and made my
promise.

I lasted one week.



I tried again. Failed again. The same result every time.

What nobody told me was this. The law was not given to produce
in me what only the Spirit could produce. My father was faithful
to what he had been given. The tradition was faithful to what it
knew. But the letter, handed to a child without the Spirit to make
it live, produces only the weight of what you cannot do.

The paidagogos walking a child down a road that has no school
at the end of it.

Just more road.

Paul says something in Galatians 3 that changes the shape of the
whole conversation. He says the law was our guardian until Christ
came. Until. A word with a finish line in it. The paidagogos was
never hired for a permanent position. He had a term. A purpose.
A specific season with a specific end.

And when faith came, Paul says plainly, we are no longer under
a guardian.

Not because the guardian failed. Because the Teacher arrived.

The tragedy is not the law. The law was holy and faithful and did
exactly what it was sent to do.

The tragedy is staying under the guardian after the Teacher has
come. Returning to the letter when the Author is standing at the
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door. Memorising the map when home is visible from where you
are standing.

The Father is not far away any more.
He came.

He is here.

The letter served its purpose.

1t walked you all the way to this door.
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CHAPTER THREE

The Mirror and the Towel

James 1:23-24 — Anyone who listens to the word but

does not do what it says is like someone who looks at

his face in a mirror and, after looking at himself, goes
away and immediately forgets what he looks like.

1 stood there long enough.
1 saw everything.
Every line.

Every mark.

Every evidence of what I was.
The mirror was faithful.

1 just needed someone

to hand me a towel.

Every house has a mirror.

You do not avoid it. You consult it. Every morning, honestly,
without ceremony. It shows you what the night left behind. What
sleep did to your face. What the hours have done to the careful
arrangements of the day before.

The mirror does not flatter. It does not console. It simply reflects.

And then you walk away.
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James watched people do this with the law.

He sat with it for a while before he wrote about it. Watched people
hear the word, receive it, nod at it, and leave exactly as they came.
Not from wickedness. Not from contempt. Simply because
hearing is not the same as changing. And seeing is not the same
as being transformed.

The mirror is honest. You are the same person on both sides of it.

This is the law's faithful limitation.

It will show you everything. The gap between what you are and
what God requires. The distance between your intentions and
your actions. The precise topography of your inner life, mapped
in commandment after commandment. You cannot fault the
reflection. The law is a perfect mirror. It catches everything.

What it cannot do is change what it catches.

No one has ever washed their face in a mirror.

You can stand before it for an hour. You can study the reflection
with great seriousness. You can feel genuine distress at what you
see. You can resolve, with full sincerity, that tomorrow the
reflection will be different.
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And walk away the same.

James is not being harsh. He is being precise. The limitation is
not in the listener's sincerity. It is in the nature of mirrors. They
reflect. They do not restore.

The night before He went to the cross, Jesus did something that
His disciples did not fully understand until much later.

He rose from supper. Laid aside his outer garment. Took a towel.
Tied it around his waist. Poured water into a basin.

And knelt down.
And washed their feet.
One by one.

Including the feet of the man who would betray him before
morning.

John records something important at the beginning of that scene.
He says Jesus knew that the Father had given all things into his
hands. That he had come from God and was going back to God.

Knowing all of that.

He took a towel.

14



The law never took a towel.

The law stood upright and held the mirror steady. That was its
assignment and it performed it faithfully. But the mirror cannot
kneel. The mirror cannot reach into the reflection and change
what it sees. The mirror can only show.

Jesus knew this. He did not come to hold the mirror higher. He
came to do what the mirror could not. To reach into the condition
the law accurately diagnosed and actually change it. Not from a
distance. On His knees. With water. With a towel. With hands
that touched the very feet that would walk away from Him before
sunrise.

Peter resisted.
You shall never wash my feet.

The response of a man who understood mirrors. Who knew what
servants did and what masters did. Who could not fit what he was
seeing into any category he had been given.

Jesus said, if I do not wash you, you have no part in me.

Peter swung immediately to the other extreme. Then wash all of
me.

And Jesus said, the one who has bathed only needs their feet
washed.

15



There is a whole theology in that sentence.

The bath has happened. The deep cleansing, the once and for all
washing of the new birth. But the feet collect the dust of the road
every day. The daily walk through a dusty world leaves its marks.
And Jesus does not stand at a distance holding a mirror to the dust.
He kneels. He washes. He dries.

Without making you feel small about needing it.

That is what the law could never do.

The law showed the dust. Accurately. Without mercy or
sentiment. But it had no basin. No towel. No hands willing to
kneel.

What we needed was not a better mirror.

What we needed was Someone willing to kneel.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Holy, Righteous, Good and Not Enough

Romans 7:12 — The law is holy, and the
commandment is holy and righteous and good.

Romans 8:3 — What the law was powerless to do
because it was weakened by the flesh, God did.

1 cannot fault the law.
1t was always right about me.
That was precisely the problem.
1t was right about me
every single morning.
And being right about me
had nowhere left to go.

Paul anticipates the conclusion everyone reaches eventually.

If the law produces all this, the guilt, the failure, the endless cycle
of resolution and collapse, then surely the law is the problem.
Surely something this painful must be something wrong.

He answers before the question finishes forming.

Is the law sinful? Certainly not.
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The law is holy.

Paul says it without hesitation. Without qualification. The law
reflects the character of the God who gave it. Every
commandment carries His nature. His justice. His love. His vision
for a people who would bear His image in the world.

There is nothing wrong with the law.
That is the first thing to understand.

And it is also, strangely, the beginning of the real problem.

A perfect ruler applied to a warped surface does not make the
surface straight.

It reveals exactly how warped the surface is. Every measurement
accurate. Every deviation precisely recorded. The ruler is not
malfunctioning. The ruler is doing what rulers do. The problem is
the material.

The law is a perfect instrument.
The flesh is the material.

And the flesh, as Paul will show in the chapters ahead, is not
merely warped. It is working against the very law it is being
measured by.
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Romans 8:3 carries the weight of the whole argument in one
sentence.

What the law was powerless to do, because it was weakened by
the flesh.

Notice what Paul does not say. He does not say the law was weak.
He says the law was weakened. By something external to itself.
By the very nature it was given to govern.

A key is not weak. But a key is weakened when the lock it was
made for no longer works. The key is perfect. The mechanism is
broken.

I knew this experience before I had words for it.

Every morning the law told me the truth about myself. Every
commandment stood there, clear and unbending, and I stood on
the other side of it, equally clear about the distance between us.
The law was not unkind in doing this. It was simply accurate.

And accurate, applied to a nature that cannot meet the standard,
produces one thing reliably.

Shame.

Not the productive shame that leads to change. The deadening
shame that leads to hiding. The shame that makes a person pull
back from God rather than run toward Him. Because the one you
are running toward is the one whose standard you are failing. And
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the mirror you must pass on the way to Him shows you everything
you would rather not see.

This is where the law reaches its limit.

Not because it is wrong. Because it is right. And being right is all
it can do. The law can show the standard. The law can measure
the gap. The law can record the violation. The law can pronounce
the verdict.

What it cannot do is change the nature producing the violations.

Romans 8:3 says God did what the law could not. He did not
improve the law. He did not raise or lower the standard. He
addressed the nature. He sent His Son in the likeness of sinful
flesh, and dealt with sin in the flesh itself. Not in stone tablets. In
flesh. At the source. Where the law could never reach.

The law is not the villain of this story.

The law is the faithful witness who told the truth when nobody
wanted to hear it. Who stood its ground when every instinct in us
wanted the verdict softened. Who pointed, generation after
generation, to a problem too deep for human resolution.

And in pointing to the problem, pointed to the need.

And in pointing to the need, pointed, without knowing it, toward
the only answer.
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Holy. Righteous. Good.
Every word true.

And every word pointing beyond itself.
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PART TWO

THE CLIMB
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CHAPTER FIVE

What the Rule Woke Up

Romans 7:8 — Sin, seizing an opportunity through
the commandment, produced in me all kinds of
covetousness. For apart from the law, sin lies dead.

Tell me I cannot have it
and something shifts.
Something turns toward
the very thing
I was told to turn from.
This is not wickedness.

This is the flesh meeting the law.
And the law, every time,
losing.

Put a sign on a wall that reads do not touch.

Then leave the room.

You already know what happens. Not because the people who
enter are unusually rebellious. But because something in human
nature orients itself, almost involuntarily, toward the forbidden.
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The sign that was meant to protect becomes, in the presence of
fallen nature, the very thing that draws attention to what it forbids.

The prohibition creates the fascination.

Paul knew this from personal experience.

He says in Romans 7 that he would not have known what coveting
was if the law had not said, you shall not covet. The desire was
latent. Unnamed. Quiet. And then the commandment arrived and
named it. And in naming it, gave it a shape. And in giving it a
shape, gave it a target.

Sin, seizing the opportunity afforded by the commandment.

Paul's language is precise. Sin is not passive here. It seizes. It
takes the commandment and uses it as a doorway. The holy
instruction becomes, in the hands of an unredeemed nature, an
invitation to the very thing it prohibits.

Go back to the garden.

The tree was already there. Adam and Eve walked past it daily.
There is no record of extraordinary temptation before the
prohibition arrived. It was simply a tree among trees.

Then God said, you shall not eat of it.
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And the serpent, who understood the mechanics of this better than
anyone, made straight for that tree.

Did God say you must not eat from any tree in the garden?

Not a direct invitation to sin. Just a question. About the command.
Calling attention to the prohibition. Because the serpent knew
what the prohibition would do once it was held up to the light of
a nature already capable of choosing self over God.

The tree did not change.

But everything about how they saw it did.

This is not a flaw in the law.

Paul is very careful here. He says the law is not sin. The
commandment is not the problem. The problem is what the
commandment meets when it arrives. What was already there,
unnamed and quiet, suddenly has a shape. And a shape can be
desired in a way that a formless thing cannot.

Apart from the law, Paul says, sin lies dead.

Not absent. Dead. Dormant. Without a specific object to orient
toward. The law did not create sin. It woke it up. It gave it an
address and a vocabulary.

I understood this long before I understood Romans 7.
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I understood it in the specific texture of my own failing. The
things I struggled most with were rarely the things nobody
mentioned. They were the things that had been named, prohibited,
and held up as the measure of a serious believer. The very
seriousness with which they were treated made them present in a
way they would not otherwise have been.

Nobody strains toward something they have never been told they
cannot have.

Paul says something in Romans 7 that stopped me the first time I
read it slowly.

He says, once I was alive apart from the law. But when the
commandment came, sin sprang to life and I died.

He is describing a before and an after. A season of relative quiet
followed by the arrival of the commandment and the sudden,
violent awakening of what had been sleeping. The law did not
make Paul worse. It made visible what was already there.

And what was already there was more than the law could handle.
This is the honest truth the law tells about us.

The problem is not merely what we do. The problem is what we
are. A nature that takes a holy commandment and finds in it the
occasion for the very thing the commandment forbids is a nature
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that cannot be fixed by more commandments. You cannot solve
a fire with more wood.

What is needed is not a stricter prohibition.
What is needed is a new nature.
And that is precisely what the law was never designed to provide.
The law woke up what lived in us.
It was always meant to.

So we would finally know what we were dealing with.
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CHAPTER SIX

From Laodicea to Galatia

Galatians 3:3 — Are you so foolish? Having begun by
the Spirit, are you now being perfected by the flesh?

1 left the cold.
1 found the fire.
I loved Him genuinely.
And then without knowing,
without planning,

1 built a system around the love
that slowly replaced it.
Galatia feels like Jerusalem.
That is the warning.

But grace was already preparing

the way out.

From October 11, 1980 to December 1984 1 was neither hot nor
cold.

Four years of drifting. Living in the space between the God I had
met at the water and the system I could not keep. Making quiet
allowances. Surviving on the memory of what faith had once felt
like.
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Before I went to university I knelt and prayed an honest prayer.

Lord, I do not want to backslide. Lead me to people who are
serious with You.

I had failed too many times already. I was genuinely afraid of my
own weakness. And so I brought that fear honestly to God and
asked Him to surround me with people who were serious about
Him.

He answered that prayer.

The destination was just not what I expected.

I was studying for a Bachelor of Business Administration in
Management. Not theology. Not ministry. Management.

But I was hungry for God. And in my hunger I made a practical
decision. I would hang around the theology students. Proximity
to serious believers, I reasoned, would move me closer to God. If
I stayed close enough to the most serious people on campus,
something would transfer.

That was my first Galatian mistake.

Trying to acquire by proximity what can only be received by
grace.
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At the university I joined a group of serious students pursuing
God together. We took our inspiration from John Wesley's
disciplined group at Oxford. We were intentionally serious.

Every morning at five I woke others and we walked together to a
cluster of trees near the university water treatment plant. We
prayed there in the early morning air before the day began. At
different times across our university years we rode bicycles into
surrounding neighbourhoods conducting Bible studies. We
organised evangelistic campaigns in towns and shopping centres
around the university. At lunchtime we attended Power Hour, a
thirty minute prayer session squeezed between lectures. Every
evening we gathered for vespers. And at nine at night, before
sleep, we returned to those trees.

We were zealous. Genuinely. These disciplines were not wrong
in themselves.

But something else was quietly happening.

A friend told me that food in my stomach at night would prevent
me from hearing God. So I stopped taking supper.

Someone told me that eating meat would prevent me from being
translated when Christ returned. So I became a vegetarian.

Then I stopped sugar.

Then milk.
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Then eggs.

Each reform felt like progress. Each thing removed felt like
moving closer to God. I had something to show. Something
measurable. A visible distance between myself and the ordinary
believer who was not trying as hard.

Mr. Chadwick was the university maintenance manager. A quiet,
godly man who kept the buildings running without fanfare. He
said something once in passing that I wrote down and did not yet
understand.

When I try, I fail. When I trust, He succeeds.

I heard it. I noted it. I continued trying.

And the group continued tightening its standards.

We began discussing how everyone else was lukewarm. Women
with braided hair and trousers were judged as not serious about
God. Nail polish was questionable. Jewellery was labeled as
completely fallen. Vegetarianism became the line in the sand
dividing the serious from the most serious.

Then came what we called the eleventh commandment.

If you had not conducted a Bible study or spoken to someone
about Jesus that day, you were guilty of violating it. The rules
kept multiplying. Each new standard a rung. Each rung feeling
like ascent.
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My sister Nyakio is honest and direct. She told me plainly that I
had become boring and difficult to host.

She was right.

I was too deep inside Galatia to hear her.

But God had already answered my prayer.
Among the serious students was Julius Muchee.

Julius was a theology student who came into my life because he
was dating my cousin. We became close friends quickly. He was
brilliant. Selfless in a way that was not performance. The gospel
had genuinely transformed him and it showed in everything he
was.

His preaching was different from everyone else around us.

While we were preaching what we needed to do, Julius kept
talking about what God had done. While we were adding
commandments he was resting in grace. While we were climbing
he was trusting.

He understood Mr. Chadwick's words before I did.

When I try, I fail. When I trust, He succeeds.

As Julius and I were preaching around the university, God linked
us with Rachel and Vincent Serem.
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Vincent was a graduate of McGill University in Montreal,
Canada. He had gone there as a churchgoer. It was in Montreal
that he encountered Jack Sequeira, both in person and through his
writings. That encounter transformed him. He returned to Africa
a different man. Not a more religious man. A gospel man.

Rachel was a nursing student at the university. Vincent was a
lecturer of agriculture at a nearby college. They were deeply
rooted in the gospel. Sweet. Loving. Selfless. The gospel was not
something they performed. It was the atmosphere of their home.
Rachel was a superb cook and around her table the gospel
breathed freely. Vincent talked about what God had done
naturally, without strain, the way people talk about things that
have genuinely become part of them.

Their car became our Gospel on Wheels.

Vincent drove his red Peugeot 305 to collect Rachel, Julius and
me. Then we would drive together to Francis and Felister Njoroge
who lived nearby. Francis was a successful businessman who had
read Jack Sequeira's books and rejoiced deeply in the gospel. He
and Felister loved what they had found. They organised transport,
opened doors and arranged places for us to go and preach. We
spent weekends together preaching the gospel of grace.

I was learning.

Not in a classroom. Around a table. In a red Peugeot 305. Through
the lives of people who had found what I was still looking for.
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Slowly the centre of gravity shifted.

I moved away from the group and connected more closely with
Julius, the Serems and the Njoroges. The group had shown me
what serious looked like from the outside. This community was
showing me what grace looked like from the inside.

There was no dramatic moment of departure. Just a quiet
reorientation. New conversations. A different table. A red car full
of people who preached what God had done rather than what we
needed to do.

God was preparing me.

Not suddenly. Gently. Providentially.

In September 1990 Julius and Tabitha arrived at Newbold College
in Bracknell, Berkshire.

They thought of me. They processed my admission letter and
invited me to join them. I arrived at Christmas 1990.

From that day we sat side by side. In lectures. In the library. At
home discussing term papers. And always, woven through
everything, the gospel. Julius kept telling me something I was
slowly beginning to receive.

The gospel brings freedom.
He did not preach it at me. He said it the way you say something

to a close friend whose freedom you want. Quietly. Persistently.
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From a place of genuine experience. And the freedom in him was
visible. Refreshing. The kind that makes you want what the other
person has.

We were invited to preach together in churches around Berkshire.
Our minds were so aligned that we would deliver one sermon
between us. If the sermon needed strong theological foundation
Julius would begin and I would conclude. If it needed historical
description I would begin because he felt I was gifted there.

In January 1991 I realised I had arrived late.

The September students were fifteen chapters ahead of me in
Greek. I had three weeks to close the gap.

Julius sat with me. Patiently. Precisely. Chapter by chapter. Day
by day. He gave what was needed without counting the cost.
When the examination came I scored 92%.

That is the kind of friend Julius was.

At Newbold my New Testament professor taught me Romans.

I sat in those lectures hungry to understand. And in Romans 7 I
found myself again. The wretched man. The wanting and the not
doing. The doing of what was hated. I wrote a term paper trying
to understand that passage. Trying to identify the man struggling
there. Trying to work out what the solution was.
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I was still oriented to the what.

Still looking for a system. A method. A better approach to the
problem Paul was describing. It did not yet occur to me that the
answer to Romans 7 was not a what at all.

It takes time to move from what to Who.
Longer for some than others.

God was patient with me.

Mary joined me in Reading on May 10, 1992.

On May 31 we were married in Reading, United Kingdom. Julius
and Tabitha stood beside us.

In September 1992 Julius and Tabitha left for Uganda. Julius had
been invited to lecture at Bugema University. The same
university where Jack Sequeira had once planted the gospel in
Samuel Misiani and John Kakembo. The gospel was travelling
still. Through Julius now.

We continued to preach together whenever we were in the same
place across the years that followed. The friendship did not
diminish with distance.

On June 21, 2004, Julius was killed in a road crash.

I felt like my heart died with him.
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He was the best friend 1 have ever had. Selfless. Brilliant.
Genuinely transformed by the gospel he preached. He helped me
gently and consistently question the assumptions Galatia had built
in me. He never argued me out of it. He simply lived the
alternative clearly enough that Galatia began to look, in his
presence, like exactly what it was.

It took me many years to carry that grief.

Paul writes to the Galatians not in anger but in bewilderment.

Are you so foolish? Having begun by the Spirit, are you now
being perfected by the flesh?

The Galatians had not abandoned the faith. They had surrounded
it with requirements. They had taken a genuine work of the Spirit
and without noticing replaced the engine.

I did not notice mine either.

The December 1984 encounter was Spirit. The hunger was Spirit.
The yes was Spirit.

The no supper was flesh. The vegetarianism as a condition of
salvation was flesh. The eleventh commandment was flesh. The
judging of others was flesh dressed carefully in the language of
holiness.

And flesh, however sincere, cannot complete what Spirit has
begun.
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This is the honest warning Galatia carries.

It does not announce itself as a detour. It feels like faithfulness.
The discipline feels like devotion. The reforms feel like
repentance. The seriousness feels like love.

The love was real.
The system was borrowed from the wrong covenant.

Anyone drawn toward Galatia should read these pages carefully.
The ladder looks tall from the bottom. It is only when you have
climbed everything available and the top is still not in sight that
you understand what has happened.

The ladder was always too short.

[ understand Mr. Chadwick's words fully now.
When I try, 1 fail. When I trust, He succeeds.

Julius understood this before I did. The Serems lived it before |
could name it. The Njoroges demonstrated it before I could
receive it.

God answered my prayer from before university.
He led me to people who were serious with Him.

Some were serious about the law.
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And some were serious about grace.

It was the grace ones who changed everything.
Not by arguing.

By living.

If you recognise yourself anywhere in this chapter, if the reforms
sound familiar, if the eleventh commandment made you wince, if
the judging of others felt uncomfortably close, if you have written
your own term paper on Romans 7 and still not found the answer
there, then this chapter was written for you.

There is hope.
God is patient.
The Who is becoming clearer.
And the schoolmaster
has not forgotten

where you are.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The Last Rung

Romans 7:15 — I do not understand what I do. For
what [ want to do I do not do, but what I hate I do.

I wanted to do right.
That is the part nobody believes.
1 genuinely wanted to.
And I did not.
Again.
The wanting was real.
The doing was not.
And no amount of wanting

could close that gap.

Paul is not describing a man who stopped caring.

That is the first thing to understand about Romans 7. The man in
these verses is not casual about his faith. He is not indifferent to
the standard. He is not making excuses or looking for an exit from
accountability.

He wants to do right.
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He says it plainly. He says it repeatedly. The wanting is not in
question. The wanting is genuine and persistent and costs him
something every time it fails to produce what it was aimed at.

What he cannot explain is the gap between the wanting and the
doing.

1 do not understand what I do.
That sentence deserves to sit alone for a moment.

Here is a man of considerable intelligence. A man who has
studied the law deeply, who knows its requirements precisely,
who has given years to the serious pursuit of obedience. And he
says, [ do not understand what I do.

Not [ do not understand the law. He understands the law perfectly.
He does not understand himself.

The gap between knowing and doing had become so consistent,
so reliable in its appearance, that it had begun to feel like a law of
its own. A counter-law. Running beneath every resolution,
beneath every fresh start, beneath every morning that began with
genuine intention.

What I want to do, I do not do.

What I hate, I do.
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I know that sentence from the inside.

Not as theology. As experience. The specific texture of waking
up resolved and ending the day defeated. Of making the same
promise in slightly different words and arriving at the same
destination. Of the resolution itself becoming a source of shame,
because the resolution is the evidence that you know what you
should do, which makes the not doing of it more inexcusable.

The wretched man of Romans 7 is not a backslider.

He is a sincere man who has been trying with the wrong
equipment.

Paul says something in verse 21 that names the experience
precisely.

1 find this law at work: although I want to do good, evil is right
there with me.

Another law. Not the law of Moses. A law operating at a different
level. Closer. More intimate. Embedded in the nature itself. Every
time the will reaches toward the good, this counter-law is already
present, already working in the opposite direction.

Two laws.
One external, written on stone, demanding the good.

One internal, written into fallen nature, producing the opposite.
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And the external law, however holy, has no power over the
internal one.

This is the precise limitation Paul has been building toward since
Chapter 5.

The law operates on behaviour. It addresses actions, words,
observable conduct. But the source of the behaviour is the nature.
And the nature, unreformed by the Spirit, will produce what it
produces regardless of what the external standard demands. You
can change the rules without changing the nature and the nature
will find its way around the new rules.

Stricter rules applied to an unreformed nature produce more
sophisticated evasion, not genuine transformation.

Paul says in verse 18, I know that nothing good lives in me, that
is, in my sinful nature.

He does not say nothing good lives in me at all. He is specific. In
my sinful nature. The new man, the man created in Christ, is
another matter. But the sinful nature, the flesh, the fallen self that
preceded the new creation and which the law addresses directly.

Nothing good lives there.

This is not self-hatred. This is honest anthropology.
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The nature that the law was given to, the nature that meets every
commandment with either evasion or rebellion, has no resources
to draw on for genuine transformation. It can manage behaviour
temporarily. It cannot change itself.

And the law was given to it anyway.

So we would finally understand that the solution had to come
from somewhere else.

The last rung is not a place of failure.
It is a place of clarity.

The man who reaches it has done something valuable. He has
exhausted every possibility the flesh can offer. He has tried
sincerely, repeatedly, with full intention and genuine love for
God. He has climbed every rung available to him.

And he knows now what he did not know at the bottom.
The ladder is too short. Not because he climbed badly.

Because no amount of good climbing can make a short ladder
reach.

He is about to ask the right question.

He just does not know it yet.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

The Juniper Tree

Romans 7:24 — What a wretched man I am! Who will
rescue me from this body of death?

Some places you arrive at
not by going wrong
but by going as far as right
will take you.
The juniper tree is one of those places.
You do not end up here from carelessness.

You end up here from trying.

The juniper tree is not a place of failure.

It is a place of honesty.

There is a difference, and the difference matters more than almost

anything else in this book.

Elijah did not arrive under that tree because he stopped believing.
He arrived there because he had believed with everything he had,
done everything he knew to do, and found at the end of it that
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everything he had was not enough. The man who had called fire
from heaven was lying in the dirt asking God to take his life.

Not from faithlessness.

From being finished.

Paul arrives at the same place in verse 24.

He has been building toward it since verse 14. The mounting
frustration of a sincere man watching himself do what he does not
want to do. The exhausting repetition of the gap between intention
and action. The counter-law working against every resolution.
The wanting without the doing.

And then, finally, the cry.
What a wretched man I am.

Five words that took enormous honesty to write.

This is not Paul at his worst.
This is Paul at his most honest.

And honesty, in the spiritual life, is not a step backward. It is often
the first real step forward. The pretending costs more than the
admitting. The management of appearances consumes the energy
that transformation requires. The man who finally sits down
under the tree and says, I cannot do this, is closer to the answer
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than the man still climbing with gritted teeth three rungs above
him.

Notice what the cry contains.

Who will rescue me?
Not what.
Who.

After all the whats. After all the disciplines and reforms and
resolutions and three in the morning prayers. After all the system-
building and standard-keeping and ladder-climbing.

The question has changed.

Something in the exhaustion has corrected the question. Stripped
it down to its simplest and most accurate form. Not a programme.
Not a method. Not a stricter version of the same approach.

Who.
A person.
The question is pointing somewhere it has never pointed before.

God's response to Elijah under the tree is instructive.
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He did not come with a rebuke. He did not arrive with a new set
of requirements. He did not explain to the exhausted prophet
where he had gone wrong or what he needed to do differently.

He sent an angel.
The angel touched him.
Get up and eat.

Bread. Water. The most basic provision. Presence before
instruction. Nourishment before explanation. The body cared for
before the mission is discussed.

And when Elijah had eaten and slept and eaten again, the angel
said something quietly significant.

The journey is too great for you.

Not, you are too weak for the journey. Not, you have failed the
journey. The journey is too great. For you. Alone.

The limitation is in the distance, not the person.

The juniper tree is where you finally understand that.

That the journey was always too great for any person to make
alone. That the system was always insufficient for the
transformation required. That the ladder was always going to end
before the top.

And in that understanding, the first genuine freedom.
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Not the freedom of achievement. The freedom of release. Of
dropping what was never yours to carry. Of asking, at last, the
question that has the right shape to receive the right answer.

Who will rescue me from this body of death?
The question is a door.
On the other side of it is Romans 8.

On the other side of it is everything.

49



PART THREE

THE VEIL
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CHAPTER NINE

The Voice You Were Taught to Hear

1 Samuel 3:7 — Now Samuel did not yet know the
LORD: the word of the LORD had not yet been
revealed to him.

1 heard the wrong word
every time He spoke.

Not because He changed His words.
Because my ears were shaped
before I ever met Him.

1 could only hear
through what I had been given

to hear with.

Samuel grew up in the temple.

Not on the edges of'it. Inside it. Sleeping near the ark. Serving Eli
the priest from childhood. If any young person should have
recognised the voice of God, it was Samuel. He had been
dedicated to God before his birth. He had lived in the house of
God his whole conscious life.

And when God called, he ran to Eli.

Three times.
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The text does not say Samuel was faithless. It does not say he was
careless or distracted or spiritually dull. It says something quieter
and more important.

Samuel did not yet know the LORD.

He knew the temple. He knew the rituals. He knew Eli. He knew
the language of the sanctuary and the rhythm of its daily life.

He did not yet know the voice.

And when the voice came, he heard it through the only filter
available to him. The filter of what he already knew. Which was
Eli. So to Eli he ran.

Y ou can only hear through what you have been given to hear with.

This is not a criticism of Samuel.

It is an honest observation about how formation works. We do not
come to God as blank pages. We come shaped. By homes and
traditions and voices that preceded our own encounter with Him.
By the theology of our fathers and the habits of our communities
and the vocabulary of the faith we were handed before we were
old enough to choose it.

That shaping is not neutral.

It determines, for a long season, what we are able to hear.
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I grew up hearing one voice above all others.

Not God's voice directly. The voice of the system that spoke about
God. And that voice, faithful to what it knew and sincere in what
it intended, had one consistent register.

What have you done.

It was in the sermons. In the home. In the classroom. In the
community. In the very name of the denomination that formed
me. Every encounter with the sacred came filtered through the
question of performance. What have you done. What have you
failed to do. What must you do now.

It was all I knew.
So when God spoke, I heard it through that filter.

And accusation came out the other side.

The morning after the first failed week of keeping my baptismal
promises, God was not standing over me with a record sheet. I
know that now. He was in the garden. Walking. Calling.

Where are you?
I heard, what have you done.

Because that was the only question I had ever been taught to
expect.
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And I hid. The way Adam hid. Not because the question was
threatening but because I had been trained to hear it as
threatening. To hear every divine approach as an approach toward
judgment rather than toward reunion.

The voice had not changed.

My hearing had been formed into something that could not yet
receive it as it was.

Eli, for all his failures as a father and a priest, did one thing right
that night.

The third time Samuel came to him, he understood what was
happening. And he gave the boy the only instruction that
mattered.

Go and lie down. And if he calls you again, say, Speak, LORD,
for your servant is listening.

Not, what must I do. Not, how do I meet the standard. Not, what
is required of me now.

Speak. I am listening.

The posture changed from performance to receptivity. From the
frantic doing of a law-shaped soul to the simple, open stillness of
someone who has decided to stop talking long enough to hear.

And God came and stood and called as before.
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Samuel. Samuel.

And this time Samuel knew.

This is what the veil does when it covers the heart.

Not ignorance, exactly. Something more subtle. A filter that takes
every approach of God and runs it through the law's register
before it reaches the soul. So that grace sounds like accusation.
Invitation sounds like demand. The Father running down the road
sounds like the judge approaching the bench.

The words are the same.

The hearing is the problem.

The cure, as Eli understood, is not more information.

It is a different posture. A turning. A willingness to be still long
enough to hear what is actually being said rather than what we
have been trained to expect.

And what is actually being said, across every page of the gospel,
in every approach of grace, in every movement of the God who
walks in gardens looking for the ones who are hiding, is not what
have you done.
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It is where are you.
Come out.

1 have been looking for you.
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CHAPTER TEN

The Veil Over the Heart

2 Corinthians 3:15-16 — Even to this day when
Moses is read, a veil covers their hearts. But
whenever anyone turns to the Lord, the veil is taken
away.

The same words.

The same page.

Two readers.

One sees a wall.

One sees a door.

The difference is not the text.

The difference is what sits
between the eye and the page.

Moses came down from Sinai with his face shining.

He had been in the presence of God. Really in it. The kind of
encounter that leaves visible marks. And when the people saw the
brightness on his face they stepped back. The glory was too much.

So Moses put on a veil.

Paul reads this scene carefully in 2 Corinthians 3 and finds
something in it that the original account does not make explicit.

57



Moses was not hiding the brightness. He was hiding the
diminishing. The glory on his face was fading. And he covered it
so the people would not watch it go.

The veil concealed a theological reality. The old covenant's glory
was real but it was not permanent. It was always giving way to
something greater.

Then Paul says something that changes the meaning of the whole
scene.

The same veil, he says, remains today. Not on a face. On the heart.
Whenever the old covenant is read without Christ, a veil settles
over the reader. Not a physical thing. A filter. A way of receiving
the text that prevents the deepest thing in it from landing.

You can read Moses for a lifetime and not see what Moses was
pointing toward.

Not from lack of intelligence. Not from lack of sincerity. The veil
is more subtle than that. It is a way of reading that keeps the law
as law, the commandment as commandment, the standard as
standard, without ever seeing the suffering Servant behind the
sacrificial system, the resurrection behind the Passover lamb, the
new covenant behind Jeremiah's prophecy written in the margins
of the old one.

I read the Bible seriously for years under that veil.
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I did not know it was there. That is precisely how veils work. You
do not experience a veil as obstruction. You experience it as
clarity. The text is plain. The requirements are clear. The standard
is visible. What you cannot see is what the requirements are
pointing toward, because the pointing is hidden on the other side
of where you are standing.

Every commandment I read confirmed what I already believed.
That God required performance. That the distance between His
standard and my life was the central fact of my relationship with
Him. That the gap was the story, and the story was about closing
it.

I was reading the right book through the wrong filter.

And the filter felt like understanding.

The veil does a specific thing.

Paul says in verse 14 that their minds were made dull. The Greek
word carries the sense of hardening, of a surface that has become
resistant to impression. Not because the people chose dullness.
Because the system, read as the final word rather than as a
signpost, produces a particular kind of spiritual calcification.

When the law becomes the destination rather than the road, it
stops directing you somewhere and starts occupying the space
where the destination should be.
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And the longer it occupies that space, the harder it becomes to
imagine anything beyond it.

But verse 16 is the whole reason Paul brings up the veil at all.
Whenever anyone turns to the Lord, the veil is taken away.

Turns. Not studies harder. Not reads more carefully. Not acquires
better theological training.

Turns.

The word is bodily. Directional. You are facing one way and you
turn to face another. The same text is still in your hands. The same
words on the same page. But the angle has changed. And what
could not be seen from the previous position is suddenly visible.

This is what happened across the New Testament in the weeks
after the resurrection.

Jesus walked with two disciples on the road to Emmaus and
beginning with Moses and all the prophets, explained to them
what was said in all the Scriptures concerning himself. The same
Moses. The same prophets. The same words the Pharisees had
memorised and taught for generations.

But they were hearing it from a different angle now.

And their hearts burned within them.
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Not because the text was new.

Because they had turned.

The veil is not removed by information.

It is not removed by better commentaries or more rigorous study
or deeper theological precision. All of those have their place. But
the veil is not an intellectual problem with an intellectual solution.

It is removed by encounter.

By the turn toward the Lord that Paul describes. The same turn
Samuel made when Eli finally told him what was happening. Stop
running to the wrong source. Go back. Be still. And when He
speaks, receive it as what it is.

Not accusation.

Invitation.

The same words that felt like a wall
were always waiting to become a door.

You just needed to turn

and find the handle.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

Beholding and Becoming

2 Corinthians 3:18 — We all, who with unveiled faces
contemplate the Lord's glory, are being transformed
into his image with ever-increasing glory, which
comes from the Lord, who is the Spirit.

1 tried to become
what I could only receive.
I worked toward
what only wonder could produce.
The law said become this.
And I attempted it.
Until I understood
that some things
are not achieved.

They are caught.

There is a kind of transformation that comes from effort.

You decide to change a habit. You build a structure around it.
You hold yourself accountable. You repeat the new behaviour
until it becomes familiar. This works for some things. Diets.
Exercise. Waking earlier. Patterns that can be addressed at the
level of behaviour.
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It does not work for the soul.

The soul changes the way a photograph develops.

Not by force. Not by effort applied directly to the image. By
exposure. By being held, in the right conditions, before the right
light, for long enough. And the image that emerges is determined
entirely by what it was exposed to.

Paul puts it plainly in 2 Corinthians 3:18. We are being
transformed into His image. Not by striving toward His image.
Not by measuring ourselves against His image and working to
close the gap. By contemplating it. With unveiled faces. In the
freedom that comes after the veil is removed.

The beholding produces the becoming.

The law understood transformation differently.

It presented the standard and demanded conformity to it. This is
what holiness looks like. Now become that. The assumption
underneath was that if the standard was clear enough and the
requirements precise enough, the people would produce what was
required.

They could not.

Not because the standard was unclear. Because clarity about the
standard does not produce the capacity to meet it. Knowing what
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righteousness looks like does not make a person righteous. A
detailed description of health does not heal the sick.

The law told Israel what God was like.

It could not make Israel like God.

What changes a person at that level is not instruction but
encounter.

Moses understood this before Paul named it. Moses spent forty
days in the presence of God on Sinai and came down with his face
shining. Nobody told his face to shine. Nobody gave him
instructions for radiance. He had been in the presence of glory
and the glory had left its mark on him without his managing it.

The transformation was a consequence of the exposure.

John says something similar in his first letter.

We know that when Christ appears, we shall be like him, for we
shall see him as he is.

Seeing produces likeness. Not the effort toward likeness. The
seeing. The sustained, clear, unveiled looking at what He actually
is produces, over time, the gradual reshaping of what we are.

This is not passivity. Beholding requires something of us. It
requires the turning Paul describes in the previous verse. It
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requires the choice to look at the right thing, to keep looking, to
resist the pull back toward the mirror that only shows us what we
are and return again to the One who shows us what we are
becoming.

But the transformation itself is not our work.

It comes from the Lord, who is the Spirit.

The distinction matters for how we live.

A life organised around law produces a particular kind of person.
Watchful. Measuring. Alert to violations. The attention is
oriented primarily inward and downward, toward the gap
between the standard and the self. Every morning begins with an
assessment. Every evening ends with a reckoning.

A life organised around beholding produces a different
orientation. The attention moves outward and upward. Not away
from honest self-knowledge but beyond it. Past the assessment to
the One being contemplated. And what happens in that sustained
orientation is not the erasure of the self but the gradual reshaping
of it.

From glory to glory.

Not all at once. Not by a single dramatic act of will. By ever-
increasing degrees. Each encounter leaving something. Each
season of genuine looking producing changes that accumulate

65



quietly and often without the person fully noticing until someone
else points to the difference.

I spent years looking at the law and seeing myself.

The gap was always the main event. The distance between where
I was and where I was supposed to be. The law is a faithful mirror
and it never let me forget what I was looking at.

What I needed was not a better mirror.
I needed something that would take my eyes off myself entirely.

Something to look at that was so worth looking at that I forgot,
for stretches of time, to keep checking the reflection.

The veil removed changes where the eyes go.
And where the eyes go long enough

determines what the heart becomes.
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PART FOUR

THE WHO
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CHAPTER TWELVE

The Wrong Question

Romans 7:24 — Who will rescue me?
Matthew 19:16 — What must I do to get eternal life?

I had the right desperation.
1 had the wrong question.
And the wrong question
walked me in circles
for years.

Not because I was not sincere.
Because sincerity
does not correct

the direction you are facing.

The rich young ruler came running.

That detail matters. He did not stroll up to Jesus with the casual
confidence of a man who already has everything sorted. He ran.
There was urgency in him. Real urgency. The kind that does not

care what it looks like to the people watching.

And he asked a good question.

What must I do to inherit eternal life?
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A sincere question. An urgent question. A question from someone
who had already done considerable amounts of what and still felt
the gap.

Jesus looked at him and loved him.
And gave him an answer that was not a what.

Follow me.

The jailer in Philippi fell trembling at Paul's feet.

The earthquake had opened the prison doors. His prisoners could
have fled. His life was forfeit if they had. He drew his sword to
end it himself before the authorities could. And Paul's voice
stopped him.

We are all here.

And the jailer, undone by whatever he had witnessed that night,
brought Paul and Silas out and asked the same question the rich
young ruler had asked.

What must I do to be saved?

Paul, who had cried the cry of Romans 7, who knew from
personal experience where what questions led, answered without
hesitation.

Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ.

A name. Not a programme. A person. Not a method.
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The question was what. The answer was Who.

Martha was a what person.

She loved Jesus genuinely. The home she opened to him was real
hospitality. The preparations she made were acts of love. But
love, expressed through a what orientation, eventually becomes
resentment. She was doing everything the situation required and
her sister was doing nothing. And the injustice of that finally
broke through.

Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do the work
by myself?

Jesus said something gentle and precise.

Martha, Martha. You are worried and upset about many things.
But few things are needed, or indeed only one.

Mary had chosen the one thing.
She was sitting at His feet.

Not doing. Being. Not what. Who.

The law is a what system.

This is not a criticism of the law. It is a description of how law
functions. Law operates in the register of action, conduct,
observable behaviour. It asks what was done, what was not done,
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what is required, what is forbidden. These are the right questions
for a legal system. They are the necessary questions when a holy
God must make clear what holiness requires.

But salvation is not a legal transaction you complete by doing
enough whats.

And sanctification is not a performance you sustain by finding
better whats.

Both are relational. Both involve a person. Both require the
question to change from what to Who.

I read Romans 7:24 for years and heard the wrong word.

What a wretched man I am. What will rescue me from this body
of death?

I did not notice the change I was making. My ears had been
trained by a lifetime of what questions and they translated
automatically. The question arrived as what and I went looking
for a what answer.

A stricter discipline. A more sincere commitment. A better
system. A more serious version of the same approach that had
already failed.

Every what I tried was a ladder rung. And every rung confirmed
what I was slowly, painfully learning. The ladder was too short.
And adding more whats to the ladder did not make it taller.
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Paul actually wrote Who.
Who will rescue me from this body of death?

The question is already pointing at a person. It is already turning
away from systems and methods and requirements toward a face.
A name. A presence. Someone capable of doing what no what has
ever been able to do.

And Paul's answer comes immediately, almost before the
question has finished forming.

Thanks be to God, through Jesus Christ our Lord.
A name.

Not a programme. Not a reformed discipline. Not a new set of
requirements. Not a better version of the old covenant dressed in
new covenant language.

A name.

The question you ask shapes the journey you take.

What questions produce longer and longer lists of requirements
and shorter and shorter hope of meeting them.

Who questions produce a face.
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And a face, looked at long enough with unveiled eyes, produces
everything the lists could never produce.

Change the question.

The answer has been waiting there all along.

73



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Thanks Be to God

Romans 7:25 — Thanks be to God, who delivers me
through Jesus Christ our Lord.

Romans 8:1 — Therefore, there is now no
condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus.

After the long cry
comes the quiet turn.
Not explanation.
Not a new resolve.
Just a name.
Spoken like a man
who has finally found
what he was looking for
and cannot yet find

more words than that.

Paul does not explain himself here.

He has been building a careful argument across thirteen chapters.
Precise. Rigorous. Every sentence earning the next. And then he
reaches the bottom of Romans 7, asks the desperate question, and
does something unexpected.
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He erupts.
Thanks be to God.

Not, here is the theological solution to the problem I have
described. Not, let me now outline the systematic answer to the
cry of verse 24. Just thanks. Immediate. Unguarded. The response
of a man who has arrived somewhere he did not expect to arrive
and cannot yet frame it in orderly sentences.

The gratitude comes before the explanation.

This is worth sitting with.

Because we are trained to want the explanation first. The
argument. The proof. The careful demonstration that the answer
is what we think it is. And Paul will provide all of that in Romans
8. He is not abandoning precision. He is simply letting the heart
speak before the mind organises the speech.

The thanks is real before it is explained.

The rescue is received before it is understood.

And then he turns the page.
Therefore.

One word carrying the weight of everything that preceded it. Not
just Romans 7. All of Romans. The whole argument about sin and
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law and flesh and the failure of every human attempt at
righteousness. Therefore. Because of all of that. In light of all of
that. Taking all of that into full account.

There is now no condemnation for those who are in Christ
Jesus.

Read it slowly.
No condemnation.

Paul does not say less condemnation. He does not say
condemnation deferred pending your continued performance. He
does not say no condemnation provided you maintain sufficient
seriousness about the law.

No.

The word is absolute. It admits no qualification. No
condemnation for the one who spent years under the juniper tree.
No condemnation for the one who lasted one week. No
condemnation for the one who knew the law perfectly and could
not keep it consistently. No condemnation for the one who woke
at three in the morning and still ended the day ashamed.

No condemnation.

Now.
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Present tense.

Not when you finally get it right. Not in the eschatological future
when all things are made new. Now. In this moment. In the life
you are actually living. With the failures you actually have. In the
body that wakes every morning capable of the very things the law
forbids.

Now.

In Christ Jesus.

This is where the verdict lives. Not in your performance. Not in
your track record. Not in the quality of your recent obedience.

In Him.

The verdict that applies to Him applies to those who are in Him.
His acquittal becomes their acquittal. His standing before the
Father becomes their standing. Not because they earned it.
Because they are located in the One who did.

Paul will spend the rest of Romans 8 explaining what this means
and how it works and what life looks like on the other side of this
verdict. There is much more to say. The Spirit and the flesh and
adoption and suffering and the intercession and the love of God
that nothing can separate us from.

All of that is coming.
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But first.
Before all of that.
The thanks.

And the verdict.

No condemnation.

Said once.

Meant completely.

Forever.
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PART FIVE

TWO COVENANTS
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Two Mountains

Hebrews 12:18, 22 — You have not come to a
mountain that can be touched and that is burning with
fire... but you have come to Mount Zion.

1 lived at the wrong mountain
for most of my life.

Not because nobody told me
there was another one.
Because the first one
was so loud
1 could not hear

anything else.

The people stood at the foot of Sinai and trembled.

This was not metaphorical trembling. The mountain was burning
with fire. Darkness and gloom and storm gathered around it. A
trumpet sound grew louder and louder until the air itself seemed
unable to hold it. And then a voice spoke.

And the people begged it to stop.
Not because they were faithless. Because the holiness was real

and the distance between that holiness and everything they were
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made the encounter unbearable. They said to Moses, you speak to
us, and we will listen. But do not let God speak to us, or we will
die.

Sinai was not wrong to produce this response.

The response was accurate.

The writer of Hebrews describes that scene carefully. Every detail
of the terror. The fire, the darkness, the unendurable voice. He
does not minimise it or reframe it as something other than what it
was. It was the presence of God made available to a people who
had not yet been brought near. And nearness, under those
conditions, was death.

And then he says something that changes the landscape entirely.

But you have not come to that mountain.

You have come to Mount Zion.

Same God. Different mountain. And everything about the second
mountain is different from the first.

Not fire and darkness but a city of the living God. Not a trumpet
demanding silence but thousands upon thousands of angels in
joyful assembly. Not a voice so terrifying the people begged it to
stop but Jesus, the mediator of a new covenant, and the sprinkled
blood that speaks a better word than the blood of Abel.
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The blood of Abel cried out from the ground for justice. For
judgment. For the accounting of what had been done.

The blood of Jesus speaks a better word.
Not justice against the offender. Mercy toward the offender.

Come in.

Two mountains. Two registers. Two ways of standing before the
same God.

At Sinai, the people stood back. The appropriate response to
holiness that has not yet been mediated by grace. The law came
from that mountain and it carried something of Sinai's character.
Precise. Demanding. Producing in those who heard it a clear
understanding of the distance between themselves and what was
being required.

At Zion, the people are invited in. Not because the holiness has
diminished. Because a mediator has absorbed the distance. Jesus
stands between the holy God and the unholy people and says, I
have covered what separated you. Come.

The tragedy the writer of Hebrews is addressing is specific.

His readers know they have come to Zion. They have heard the
gospel. They have received the new covenant. But under pressure,
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under the weight of suffering and opposition and the slow erosion
of faith, they are drifting back.

Not geographically. Functionally.

In their hearts they are returning to Sinai. To the trembling. To
the terror of holiness unmediated by grace. To the posture of
people standing at the foot of a burning mountain begging the
voice to stop.

And the writer says, plainly, you have not come to that mountain.

You have come to this one.

I lived at Sinai for a long time.

The God I understood was the God of the burning mountain. Holy
in a way that required distance. Whose approach was something
to dread rather than welcome. Whose voice, when it came, carried
the weight of what I had not done and could not do.

The denomination that shaped me loved God genuinely. But the
God it had taught me was Sinai's God more than Zion's. And
Sinai's God, however real, is not the whole truth of who He is. He
is also Zion's God. The one whose sprinkled blood speaks mercy.
Whose mediator has covered the distance. Whose invitation is not
stand back but come near.

Every believer lives, functionally, at one of these mountains.

83



Not as a theological position. As an experience. In the way you
wake up in the morning and what your first sense of God feels
like. In the way you approach prayer. In what you expect to find
when you draw near.

Sinai produces trembling.

Zion produces song.

You have not come to the mountain of fire.
You have come to the mountain of mercy.
And the voice from this mountain

is not asking you to stand back.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Written in Stone, Written on Hearts

Jeremiah 31:33 — I will put my law in their minds
and write it on their hearts. I will be their God, and
they will be my people.

I knew what was right.

I always knew.
Knowing was never the problem.
The problem was the distance
between the knowing
and the doing.

Between the standard on the wall
and the life being lived
beneath it.

Jeremiah wrote from the wreckage.

Jerusalem was falling. The covenant that had defined Israel's
relationship with God for centuries was collapsing under the
weight of their repeated failure to keep it. The city would burn.
The temple would be destroyed. The people would go into exile
carrying the ruins of everything they had been.
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And in the middle of all of that, God spoke through Jeremiah
about a new covenant.

Not a repaired version of the old one. Something different in kind.

The old covenant had a structure. God spoke. Israel responded.
The relationship was sustained by Israel's obedience and forfeited
by Israel's failure. The blessings of Deuteronomy 28 were real.
So were the curses. The whole system was conditional. If you
obey, then I will bless. If you do not, then I will not.

The grammar of the old covenant placed the weight of the
relationship on the human side.

And the human side kept failing.

Hebrews 8 says plainly that God found fault with the people. Not
with the covenant itself. With the party that could not sustain their
end of it. The covenant was holy. The people were not equal to it.

So God announced something new.

And what is striking about the new covenant in Jeremiah 31 is not
simply what it promises but how it speaks.

Listen to the grammar.
I will put my law in their minds.

I will write it on their hearts.
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I will be their God.
1 will forgive their wickedness.
I will remember their sins no more.

Five times, I will. Not you must. Not if you obey. Not provided
you maintain.

I will.

God takes the weight onto Himself. What the old covenant placed
on human shoulders, the new covenant places on divine ones. The
relationship is no longer sustained by human performance. It is
sustained by divine commitment.

The location changes too.

Stone to heart. External to internal. The tablets of the old covenant
were carried in the ark, housed in the tabernacle, preserved behind
a veil. Holy. Separate. The commandments living at a distance
from the people they were meant to govern.

The new covenant is different. God says He will write the law not
on tablets but on the mind and heart of each person. Not a
document to consult. A desire from within. Not a standard
imposed from outside but a life that emerges from inside.

Ezekiel sees the same thing from a different angle. A new heart.
A new spirit. The Spirit of God placed within, causing the people
to walk in His statutes. Not compelling obedience through
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external pressure but producing it from within through
transformed desire.

This is not the abolition of law.

God says in Jeremiah, I will put my law in their minds. The law
is still there. The standard has not lowered. What God requires of
His people has not changed.

What has changed is where the law lives and who powers it.

Before, it lived on stone. External. Outside the person. Something
to consult and attempt to meet. Now it lives within. Not as
obligation pressing in from outside but as orientation pressing out
from within. Not a demand the person must rise to but a desire
the Spirit produces in the person.

The schoolmaster carried the law as a rule to obey. The Spirit
carries the law as a life to live.

I spent years treating the Christian life as a performance
conducted in front of a written standard.

Check the commandments. Measure the gap. Attempt to close it.
Record the failure. Begin again.

What nobody told me was this. The standard was never meant to
stay on the wall. God intended to move it inside. To write it not
on stone but on the living tissue of a heart He had replaced. To
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produce from within what the old system could never produce
from without.

The commandment on the wall can only tell you what you are not.

The law written on the heart tells you who you are becoming.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Shadow and Substance

Colossians 2:17 — These are a shadow of the things
that were to come, the reality, however, is found in
Christ.

I'was holding the shadow
with both hands.
Studying its edges.
Tracing its outline.
Certain I understood
what I was holding.
Not realising
that shadows are cast
by something else.
And the something else

was standing right behind me.

A shadow is real.

This is important to say first. Shadows are not illusions. They
have shape. They have edges. They carry information about the
object casting them. You can learn something true and useful
from a shadow.
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What you cannot do is live in it as though it were the object.

Paul writes to the Colossians about the festivals and new moons
and Sabbaths that some were insisting the believers observe.
These are a shadow, he says. Of things to come. The reality
belongs to Christ.

He does not say the festivals were meaningless. He says they were
shadows. There is a significant difference. Meaningless things
point nowhere. Shadows point precisely. They have the exact
shape of the object casting them. Every feature of the shadow tells
you something accurate about the substance.

The Passover lamb pointed to the Lamb of God. The sacrificial
system pointed to the once-for-all sacrifice. The high priest
entering the holy of holies once a year pointed to the one who
entered the true holy of holies with his own blood. The tabernacle
built according to the heavenly pattern was a shadow of heavenly
realities.

Real shadows. Purposeful shadows. Shadows with theological
content.

But shadows.

The writer of Hebrews makes the same point with careful
precision.
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The law is only a shadow of the good things coming, not the
realities themselves. And the evidence that it was always shadow
is in its repetition. The sacrifices were offered year after year, day
after day. If they had actually accomplished what they pointed
toward, would they not have stopped? A single sufficient sacrifice
does not need repeating.

The repetition was the shadow's honest acknowledgment of its
own limitation. Every Yom Kippur was a fresh demonstration
that the previous Yom Kippur had not finally resolved what it
addressed. The shadow kept pointing. The substance had not yet
arrived.

And then it did.

Hebrews 10:4 states it plainly.

1t is impossible for the blood of bulls and goats to take away

Sins.

Not insufficient. Impossible. The animal sacrifices were never
designed to actually remove sin. They were designed to anticipate
the removal of sin. To keep the shape of what was coming visible
to those who had not yet seen it arrive. To say, year after year,
something will one day do what we can only gesture toward.

When Christ came, the gesture became the thing. The shadow
filled with substance. The anticipation became the event.
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John puts it in a single sentence.

The law was given through Moses. Grace and truth came
through Jesus Christ.

Both real. Both from God. But different in what they are. The law
given through Moses was faithful and holy and purposeful. And
it was always the preparation, not the arrival.

Grace and truth in their fullness came with a person. Not a new
set of regulations. A person. Who was himself the reality every
regulation had been anticipating. Who fulfilled every shadow by
being the substance it was shaped by.

Studying the shadow has value. Understanding the feasts and the
sacrificial system and the priesthood and the tabernacle
illuminates what Christ did and who He is. The shadows teach
you the shape of the substance. A careful reading of Leviticus
informs a careful understanding of the cross.

But you do not shake hands with a shadow. You do not bring your
wounds to a shadow for healing. You do not build your life
around a shadow when the object casting it is standing in the
room.

Christ is not the shadow of better things still coming.
He is the better thing

that the shadows were always pointing toward.
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PART SIX

THE LAW AND JUDGMENT
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The Law Always Had a Courtroom

Romans 2:12 — All who sin under the law will be

Jjudged by the law.

1 thought the law was a standard.
A measuring rod.
Something to aim at.

1 did not understand
that behind every commandment
was a court.

And behind every court
was a judge.

And I was already
on the docket.

The law was never merely instructional.

Behind every commandment stood a consequence. Behind every
thou shalt not stood an if you do. The law was not a suggestion
offered to people who might find it useful. It was legislation. And
legislation, by its nature, carries judicial authority. It does not
only define the standard. It reserves the right to adjudicate
violations of it.
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This is what I did not understand for a long time.

I heard the commandments as a measuring rod. Here is the height
you must reach. I understood them as a mirror. Here is what you
look like. I understood them as a ladder. Here is what you must
climb.

What I did not hear was the courtroom behind all of it.

Paul writes in Romans 2 with precise legal logic.

All who sin apart from the law will perish apart from the law. All
who sin under the law will be judged by the law. The law is not
the only standard God uses. Those who never received the Mosaic
law will be judged by the light they had. But those who received
the law will answer to the law.

Israel received the law.
And the law, received, creates accountability to itself.

This is not cruelty. It is equity. The judge does not hold a person
accountable for a law they never knew. But the law that was
given, heard, recited, memorised, inscribed on doorposts and
worn on foreheads, that law creates a precise and unavoidable
accountability in the one who received it.

The privilege of revelation carries the weight of responsibility.
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This changes how we read the commandments.

They are not ten suggestions for a better life. They are ten counts
in a legal document that will one day be read in court. Every
violation noted. Every deviation recorded. The law that was holy
and righteous and good in its character was also, by its nature,
gathering evidence.

Not maliciously. Faithfully.

The way a just court gathers evidence. Without sentiment.
Without favouritism. Without the softening that personal
relationship might introduce. The law does not know you
personally. It only knows what you did and what it requires.

I grew up reciting the commandments.

In the tradition that formed me they were not background
theology. They were the centre. Read aloud. Memorised. Their
observance measured and discussed. The law was the atmosphere
and I breathed it so long I stopped noticing it was air.

What I did not understand was that every recitation was also a
reading of the charges.

Not because God was building a case against me maliciously. But
because that is what the law does when it is heard by a person
who cannot fully keep it. It names the violations. It counts them.
It stands there, patient and accurate, recording what the standard
required and what the life produced.
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And the distance between the two is the evidence.

The courtroom was always there.

Behind the sermons. Behind the Sabbath observance. Behind the
dietary reforms and the early morning prayers. Behind the holy
club resolutions and the hands raised at every rededication
service.

The courtroom was there.

And the law was faithfully, honestly, doing what it was always
designed to do.

Not to condemn for its own satisfaction.

But to make clear, beyond any possibility of argument, that
something had to be done about the distance between what God
required and what humanity could produce.

The court was preparing the way for a verdict.

What nobody knew yet was who would bear it.

98



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Heard and Held

Romans 2:12-13 — All who sin under the law will be
judged by the law. For it is not those who hear the
law who are righteous in God's sight, but it is those

who obey the law who will be declared righteous.

1 knew the law well.
1 could recite it.
Quote it.
Teach it.

1 did not know
that knowing
was not keeping.
And keeping
was the only thing

that counted.

Paul makes a careful distinction in Romans 2.

Those who sinned outside the law will perish outside the law.
Those who sinned under the law will be judged by the law. The
difference is not moral. It is positional. What you stand under
determines what you are measured by.
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The Gentile who never received the Mosaic law will not be held
to it. God judges by the light given. What was given to Israel was
specific and substantial. And what is given substantially is
accounted for substantially.

But Paul does not stop there.

He adds a precision that cuts through every assumption the law-
formed person carries.

It is not those who hear the law who are righteous in God's sight.
Hearing is not enough.

This was not what the synagogue expected to hear. The law was
read every Sabbath. Memorised in childhood. Recited in prayer.
The hearing was constant, faithful, devout. Surely the hearing
counted for something.

Paul says clearly. It does not justify.

What justifies 1s doing.
It is those who obey the law who will be declared righteous.

This sounds at first like encouragement toward better
performance. It is not. It is the tightening of the noose around
every attempt at self-justification. Because if hearing the law was
not sufficient, doing it was the only alternative. And doing it

100



completely, consistently, without exception, was what the law
required.

Which is what no one managed.
Which is precisely Paul's point.
The law placed under obligation everyone who received it.

The Israelite who heard the reading on Sabbath was more
accountable than the Gentile who never heard it at all. The student
who studied the Torah was more accountable than the one who
never opened it. The child raised in a tradition shaped by the
commandments was more accountable than the child raised
without them.

Privilege is not protection. It is responsibility.

What was given can be required back.

This is where the law-formed person must be honest.

I heard the law from childhood. I memorised it. I stood in
traditions that carried it seriously. I recited the commandments. I
knew their number and their content and the theology built around
them.

And I did not keep them.
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Not fully. Not consistently. Not in the way the law required for
the hearing to become the doing.

Which means the law I heard became the law I was measured by.

And the measure found me short.

Paul is building an argument across Romans 2 and 3 that reaches
a single conclusion.

Both those with the law and those without it stand in need of the
same thing. Not more hearing. Not more trying. Something the
law could never supply from within its own resources.

A righteousness that comes from outside the self.
From outside the hearing.

From outside the doing.

From the One who heard it perfectly.

And kept it.

In our place.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

The Accuser and His Brief

Revelation 12:10 — For the accuser of our brothers
and sisters, who accuses them before our God day
and night, has been hurled down.

He does not come with fire.
He comes with files.
Accurate ones.

Every entry correct.
Every date confirmed.
Every violation documented
in the handwriting

of the law itself.
Revelation 12:10 names him specifically.

The accuser. The one who accuses our brothers and sisters before
God day and night. Not occasionally. Continuously. The
accusation is his occupation. And the instrument he uses is not
primarily power or violence. It is something more precise and
more difficult to dismiss.

The law.
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His accusations are not fabricated.

This is what makes them so difficult to answer by ordinary means.
He does not invent charges. He does not exaggerate. He brings
before the throne of God an accurate account of what the law
requires and what the life in question has produced.

The distance between those two things is his argument.

And it is a valid one. By the standard of the law, accurately
applied, the case holds. The violations are real. The record is true.
He is not lying when he accuses. He is prosecuting. And the law,
holy and righteous and good, is the document he prosecutes from.

This is why better behaviour, taken alone, was never a sufficient
answer to the accuser.

You cannot defeat an accurate record by producing a slightly
improved one. Yesterday's failure is still yesterday's failure
regardless of today's improvement. The accuser does not work in
averages. He works in specifics. In dates and incidents and
particular violations that the law recorded faithfully as they
occurred.

The believer who attempts to answer the accuser through
performance is attempting to win a legal case by being good
enough going forward. But the case is built on what happened
before. And what happened before does not become unhappened
by what happens after.
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Verse 11 tells us how the accuser is actually defeated.

Not by better performance. Not by increased seriousness. Not by
the believer's improved record.

They triumphed over him by the blood of the Lamb and by the
word of their testimony.

The blood of the Lamb.

The accuser reaches for the file. The file that contains the record.
The accurate, legally valid record of every violation the law
witnessed.

And the file is empty.

Not because the violations did not happen. Because the penalty
they incurred has been paid. In full. In Christ. On the cross. Where
the certificate of debt was nailed and the sentence was served and
the record was satisfied rather than simply set aside.

The accuser's power over the believer is not primarily
supernatural.

It is legal. He stands in the courtroom of accusation and presents
a case. And the case is answered not by the believer's defence of
their own record but by the standing of the One in whom they are
found.
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The believer does not answer the accuser.
Christ answers him.

And Christ's answer is not a better argument. It is a completed
transaction. The debt acknowledged, the penalty absorbed, the
record cancelled. Not by denying what the law recorded but by
satisfying what the law required.

The voice of condemnation that arrives before breakfast some
mornings.

The weight that settles on the chest when the failures of the
previous week are still fresh. The sense that the distance between
where you are and where you should be is the primary fact of your
standing before God.

That is the accuser's brief being read in the courtroom of your
own mind.

And the answer to it is not to try harder.
The answer is to know what was done with the brief.
It was answered at the cross.

And the cross does not need answering again.
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CHAPTER TWENTY

The Pre-emptive Verdict

John 5:24 — Whoever hears my word and believes
him who sent me has eternal life and will not be
judged but has crossed over from death to life.

Daniel 7:22 — Until the Ancient of Days came and

pronounced judgment in favour of the holy people of
the Most High.

1 kept waiting for the trial.
Preparing my defence.
Rehearsing my explanations.
Not knowing
that the verdict
had already been given.
Before I arrived.

In my favour.

Jesus says something in John 5 that deserves careful reading.

Whoever hears my word and believes him who sent me has
eternal life. Three things follow that faith immediately. Eternal
life, present tense, already possessed. Will not be judged, future
negated, the coming verdict foreclosed. Has crossed over from
death to life, completed action, the crossing already done.
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All three in one sentence.

All three belonging to the one who hears and believes.

But this verdict did not originate in the New Testament.
Daniel saw it centuries before John wrote it.

He saw a vision that shook him. The Ancient of Days took His
seat. His clothing was white as snow. His throne was flaming with
fire. Ten thousand times ten thousand stood before Him. The
court was seated. The books were opened.

The beasts of empire were judged. Their dominion was taken
away.

And then, Daniel 7:22, judgment was given in favour of the holy
people of the Most High.

In favour.

Not against. Not a mixed verdict with conditions. Not a
sentencing pending further evidence. The court sat. The books
were opened. And the Ancient of Days, the One who sees
everything, from whom nothing is hidden, before whom all
records are accurate and complete, gave judgment in favour of the
saints.

This is the oldest courtroom in Scripture.
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And it ends the same way John 5 ends. The same way Romans
8:1 ends. The same way Colossians 2:14 ends. Not with the saints
condemned. With the saints vindicated.

The verdict is consistent across every vision, every letter, every
courtroom scene in Scripture. Not because the saints were
innocent. Because the One in whose favour the judgment runs
absorbed the guilt that could not simply be set aside.

Daniel saw the verdict.
John heard it from the lips of Jesus.
Paul lived it and wrote it down.

There is now no condemnation.

The phrase will not be judged in John 5 is specific.

John uses the word krisis. The judicial process. The coming into
judgment for sentencing. Jesus says the believer will not enter that
process. Not because the process is unjust. But because what the
process would assess has already been dealt with.

This is not the same as saying there is no accountability for
believers. Paul speaks clearly in 2 Corinthians 5 of appearing
before the judgment seat of Christ. The believer gives account for
their life. That accounting is real.

What Jesus is saying is more precise. The judicial condemnation,
the sentencing that sin deserves, will not come to the one who is
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in Christ. Because that verdict was already rendered. In Christ.
On the cross. Before the believer ever stood before the bench.

I want to be honest about what this means and what it does not.

It does not mean the believer is exempt from discipline. Hebrews
12 is clear that God disciplines those He loves. The father who
corrects his child is not the same as the judge who sentences the
criminal. Discipline comes from love and aims at growth.
Condemnation comes from law and ends in penalty.

It does not mean sin carries no consequences in this life. It carries
real consequences. Broken trust. Damaged relationships. The
erosion of intimacy with God that unconfessed sin produces.

What it means is specific. The judicial penalty for sin has been
served. In Christ. It will not be served again by those who are in
Him.

This changes what it means to approach God.

Not as a defendant approaching a bench, preparing a defence,
hoping the record will be found acceptable. As a child
approaching a father. The legal standing has already been settled.
What remains is the relationship. And the relationship, freed from
the anxiety of a pending verdict, can become what it was always
meant to be.
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Honest. Close. Unhurried.

The Ancient of Days sat.
The books were opened.
The verdict was given.

In favour of the saints.

1t has not changed since Daniel saw it.

It will not change.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Isaiah’ s Courtroom

Isaiah 53:5 — The punishment that brought us peace
was on him, and by his wounds we are healed.

Isaiah 53:8 — By oppression and judgment he was
taken away. For the transgression of my people he

was punished.

Seven hundred years before the cross

a man saw it clearly.
He saw the courtroom.
He saw the sentence.
He saw where it landed.
And he wrote it down

so we would know

it was never an accident.

It was always the plan.

Isaiah was not writing theology.

He was writing what he saw.

112



A figure. Despised. Rejected. Acquainted with grief. Not
someone the world would stop to look at. Not someone whose
appearance would cause the nations to pause and take notice. A
man of sorrows. Ordinary in every visible way.

And yet.

On this ordinary figure the weight of something extraordinary
was being placed.

Isaiah 53:8 uses two specific words. Oppression and judgment.

Not sickness. Not misfortune. Not the random suffering of an
unfortunate life. Oppression and judgment. Legal words. The
language of a court proceeding. Of a sentence being carried out.
Of something officially authorised and formally executed.

The servant was taken away by oppression and judgment. Not by
accident. By process.

And then Isaiah answers the question the verse raises. Why? For
what?

For the transgression of my people he was punished.
The substitution is plain.

The transgression belonged to the people. The punishment fell on
the servant. The distance between those two things, who owns the
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transgression and who bears the punishment, is the whole gospel
in a single verse. It is the legal mechanism behind everything Paul
would later write in Romans and Galatians and Colossians. The
one who owed the debt did not pay it. The one who owed nothing
paid it on their behalf.

Isaiah saw this before it happened.

Before the cross. Before the Roman soldiers. Before the nails.
Before the darkness at noon and the torn curtain and the empty
tomb.

He saw it from the other side of history and described it with the
precision of an eyewitness.

Isaiah 53:5 adds the consequence.
The punishment that brought us peace was on him.

Not the punishment that inconvenienced him. Not the punishment
that cost him something. The punishment. The full weight of what
justice required. And it landed on him. And on the other side of
its landing, peace.

Not peace as a feeling. Shalom. Wholeness. The restoration of
what was broken. The reordering of what sin had disordered. The
relationship between God and His people no longer separated by
the unpaid account of transgression.

The punishment produced the peace.
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Because the punishment was served.

By his wounds we are healed.
Five words that carry the logic of the whole courtroom.

The wounds were real. They were not symbolic. Not
metaphorical. A body was genuinely broken. Blood was
genuinely shed. And in that genuine breaking and shedding,
something was satisfied that could not be satisfied any other way.

The law required it.
Justice required it.

And the servant who owed nothing offered himself as the one on
whom the requirement would fall.

This is what Daniel saw from the throne room.
Judgment given in favour of the saints.

And now Isaiah shows us why the Ancient of Days could give
that verdict without compromising His justice.

Not because the charges were dismissed. Because they were
answered. Not because the law looked the other way. Because the

law looked directly at the servant and found its requirements met
in full.

115



The verdict in favour of the saints is just because the punishment
of the saints was real.

It fell on someone.
And that someone

went willingly.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Two Judgments

2 Corinthians 5:10 — We must all appear before the
Jjudgment seat of Christ, so that each of us may
receive what is due us for the things done while in the
body, whether good or bad.

Revelation 20:12 — And I saw the dead, great and
small, standing before the throne, and books were
opened.

1 conflated two courtrooms
for most of my life.
1 sat in the believer's dock
dreading a sentence
that was never mine to receive.
Nobody had told me
there were two different rooms.
And I had already been placed

in the right one.

Scripture speaks of more than one judgment.

This matters. Conflating them produces either false comfort or
unnecessary dread. The person who does not distinguish them
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either dismisses all accountability or lives in terror of a
condemnation that Christ already answered.

Two courtrooms. Two different purposes. Two completely
different outcomes.

Revelation 20 describes the Great White Throne.

The dead, great and small, standing before the throne. Books
opened. Another book opened, which is the Book of Life. The
dead judged according to what they had done as recorded in the
books.

This is solemn beyond description.

John does not linger over it with drama. He states it plainly. The
judgment is real. The books are accurate. And those whose names
are not found in the Book of Life face the consequences of what
the books record.

The standard is the works. The record is complete. The verdict
follows.

This is not the believer's courtroom.

The believer appears before a different judgment. Paul calls it the
Bema seat of Christ. The word Bema was familiar to Paul's
readers. It was the raised platform in a Greek city where decisions
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were made and rewards were given. Not a criminal court. A place
of accounting and commendation.

We must all appear before the judgment seat of Christ, Paul says.
Each of us receiving what is due for the things done in the body,
whether good or bad.

This is accountability. Real accountability. The believer does not
escape scrutiny. Works are examined. Stewardship is assessed.
How the life was lived in light of what was received. How the
gifts were used. How faithfully the calling was followed.

What is not being assessed at the Bema is whether the believer is
saved.

That question was answered at the cross. The penalty for sin was
served there. Romans 8:1 stands. The condemnation verdict has
already been rendered in the believer's favour. What the Bema
assesses is not standing but stewardship. Not salvation but
service.

Paul develops this further in 1 Corinthians 3. Each person's work
will be shown for what it is. The day will bring it to light. It will
be revealed with fire and the fire will test the quality of each
person's work. Some will survive. Some will be burned up. The
person will be saved but only as one escaping through the flames.

Saved. But with loss.

Not condemned. But accountable.
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The distinction is important for how we live.

Dismissing all judgment produces carelessness. If nothing I do
matters beyond my initial believing, then the quality of my life in
Christ carries no weight. Scripture does not support this. What we
do with what we are given matters. It will be assessed.

But dreading condemnation produces a different error. It puts the
believer back in the wrong courtroom. Approaching God as
defendant rather than child. Bracing for a sentence that was
already answered. Living under a verdict that was already
reversed.

The Great White Throne is for those whose names are not in the
Book of Life.

The Bema is for those whose names are.

The believer's name was written there. Not by achievement. By
grace. And grace places you in the right room. Not the room of
condemnation. The room of accountability.

Where you will answer not for whether you deserved to be there.
But for what you did

with the gift of being there.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Confidence on That Day

1 John 4:17 — This is how love is made complete
among us so that we will have confidence on the day
of judgment: in this world we are like Jesus.

Hebrews 9:27-28 — Just as people are destined to die
once, and after that to face judgment, so Christ was
sacrificed once to take away the sins of many.

I never imagined confidence
and judgment
in the same sentence.
Judgment was the thing I dreaded.
Confidence was what other people had.
Until I understood
that confidence on that day
is not about what I have done.

It is about who I am in.

John puts two words together that do not naturally belong in the
same sentence.

Confidence. Judgment.
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For most people shaped by law, these words sit at opposite ends
of the room. Judgment is the thing you brace for. The moment of
reckoning. The day everything hidden becomes visible and
everything owing becomes due. Confidence is what you feel
before you know the result. Not after.

And yet John places them together without apology.
So that we will have confidence on the day of judgment.

Not in spite of that day. On that day.

He explains how this confidence is produced.

Love made complete. The love of God received, understood, and
lived in. Not love as an emotion worked up in moments of
spiritual intensity. Love as the governing reality of the
relationship. The love that, when it is genuinely received, changes
how you stand before God.

And then he says something striking.
In this world we are like Jesus.

Not like Jesus in moral achievement. Not like Jesus in sinless
perfection. Like Jesus in our standing before the Father. As He is
in His relationship to God, so are we. The Son stands before the
Father loved, known, accepted. Not on the basis of performance.
On the basis of relationship.

And those who are in the Son stand in the same place.
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Hebrews 9 approaches the same truth from a different direction.

The writer draws a parallel. Just as people are destined to die once
and after that to face judgment, so Christ was sacrificed once. The
once in both cases is the point. Death happens once. Judgment
follows once. And the sacrifice that answers the judgment
question happened once.

Not repeatedly. Not annually, the way the old covenant required.
Once. With a finality the old system could never achieve because
the old system was always shadow, always anticipation, always
pointing forward to the one event that would actually accomplish
what it rehearsed.

Christ was sacrificed once to take away the sins of many.

Take away. Not cover temporarily. Not defer. Take away.

The second part of verse 28 completes the picture.

He will appear a second time. Not to bear sin. To bring salvation
to those who are waiting for him.

The first appearing dealt with sin. The second appearing does not
revisit that question. The sin question was settled at the cross.
What the second appearing brings is not another judgment of sin.
It is the completion of what the first appearing began.
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Salvation fully realised. The body redeemed. The creation
restored. The relationship between God and His people brought
to what it was always meant to be.

Confidence on the day of judgment, then, is not arrogance.

It is not the confidence of a person who believes their record is
good enough. It is not the confidence of one who has performed
sufficiently. It is the confidence of a person who knows what was
done with their record. Who knows where the sin question was
settled. Who knows that the One they will stand before on that
day is the same One who already stood in their place.

The judge and the Saviour are the same Person.

And the Saviour has already spoken on your behalf.

John says love made complete produces this confidence.

Not doctrine mastered. Not theology refined. Love received,
trusted, and lived in. The love that casts out fear. Because fear,
John says in the same passage, has to do with punishment. And
the one who knows they are loved, really loved, with the love that
went to the cross and came back from the tomb, does not approach
the day of judgment as a defendant waiting for punishment.

They approach it as a child coming home.

Confident.
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Not in themselves.

In the One who made their confidence possible.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Mercy Triumphs

James 2:12-13 — Speak and act as those who are
going to be judged by the law that gives freedom,
because judgment without mercy will be shown to
anyone who has not been merciful. Mercy triumphs
over judgment.

1 thought the law's last word
was always judgment.
1 did not know
there was a word after it.

Louder.

Older.

More final.
Mercy.

James writes to people who already know grace.

He is not addressing unbelievers. He is addressing those who have
received mercy, who confess faith, who gather together and call
on the name of Jesus. And he says something to them that requires
careful hearing.

You will be judged.
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Not by the Mosaic law. By the law that gives freedom. The royal
law. The law of the new covenant. Love your neighbour as
yourself.

And the measure that will be applied to you is the measure you
applied to others.

This is not a contradiction of Paul.

Paul addresses the question of condemnation. James addresses
the question of conduct. Paul says there is no condemnation for
those in Christ. James says those in Christ will give account for
how they treated others. Both are true. Both are necessary. They
occupy different rooms.

The condemnation room 1is closed. Christ settled that.

The accountability room is open. And in that room, the currency
is mercy.

James has spent the previous verses watching believers show
favouritism.

A man with gold rings and fine clothes enters the gathering. He
is given the best seat. A poor man enters in shabby clothes. He is
told to stand at the side or sit on the floor. James finds this
intolerable. Not because social distinctions are wrong in every
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context. Because the community shaped by grace has no basis for
treating people according to what they have or do not have.

Grace came to you when you had nothing to commend yourself.

It did not evaluate your clothing.

So speak and act, James says, as those who will be judged by the
law of freedom.

The law of freedom is not an easier version of the Mosaic law. It
is a different kind of law entirely. Not imposed from outside.
Written on the heart. Not demanding performance for standing.
Flowing from the standing already given. Not the law that
produces condemnation. The law that produces love.

And the one who lives from this law, who receives mercy and
extends mercy, who is shaped by grace toward others in the same
way grace was extended toward them, this person approaches
judgment differently.

Not because they earned a better verdict.
Because mercy has shaped how they lived.

And mercy, James says, tritumphs over judgment.

That final sentence is not a technicality.

It is the heart of the whole section.
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Judgment has a word to say.

Mercy has the last one.

This is the new covenant's logic applied to how we treat each
other.

We received what we did not deserve. We were shown mercy
when the record warranted judgment. And that mercy, genuinely
received, becomes the spring from which mercy flows toward
others. Not as a condition of our salvation. As the natural
outworking of it.

The person who truly understands what they were given freely
gives.

The person who has stood in the mercy room does not easily
condemn others to the judgment room.

The Law and Judgment section of this book ends here.
Not with a verdict against us.
Not with a sentence served.

With a word that stands over everything the law could bring.
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Mercy.
Triumphing.
As it always has.

As it always will.
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PART SEVEN

THE CROSS
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Nailed

Colossians 2:14 — Having cancelled the charge of
our legal indebtedness, which stood against us and
condemned us, he has taken it away, nailing it to the
Cross.

There was a record.
An accurate one.
1 could not dispute it.
1 had signed it myself
with every failure.
And it stood against me
the way a debt stands against a man

who has nothing left to pay with.

Paul uses a specific word. Cheirographon.

A handwritten document. In the ancient world, a record of what
was owed, written in the debtor's own hand. The signature at the
bottom was the acknowledgment. You signed it yourself. You
could not claim ignorance of what was there.

Paul says this document stood against us. And condemned us.
Both verbs deliberate. It was not a neutral record. It was a
document that had legal standing. That could be produced as
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evidence. That represented a claim against the one who had
signed it.

He does not tell us to pay the debt.

He does not offer a payment plan. He does not suggest that
sufficient future obedience might balance the account. He says
God cancelled it. The word means wiped out. Erased. The way
you would wash ink from a page until the writing was gone and
the surface was clean.

And then, as though cancellation were not enough, He took it.

And nailed it to the cross.

Think about what nailing means.

In the ancient world, when a debt was paid or forgiven, it was
sometimes recorded publicly. The creditor would nail a notice to
a post or a door: this debt is cancelled, this man owes nothing.
The public posting was the declaration. Not a private arrangement
between two parties. A visible, verifiable statement for anyone
who came looking.

God nailed the certificate to the most public place in human
history.

The cross.
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Where everyone could see. Where the declaration would stand.
Where anyone who came looking for the record of your debt
would find instead the evidence of its cancellation.

Not hidden. Displayed.

This is the legal ground of Romans 8:1.

When Paul says there is now no condemnation, he is not saying
God has decided to overlook the debt. He is saying the debt no
longer exists. It was not forgiven in the sense that it was set aside.
It was satisfied. In the body of Jesus on the cross, everything the
record contained was absorbed and dealt with.

The document is empty.
Not misfiled. Not temporarily suspended.

Gone.

I spent years living as though the document were still in
circulation.

As though it might be produced at any moment. As though the
record I had been accumulating across years of failure was being
kept somewhere and would eventually be presented. The weight
of that expectation shaped how I approached God. The approach
of a debtor toward a creditor, watching the creditor's face for the
moment the subject of payment would be raised.
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The document had been nailed to the cross before I was born.

The record I was living in dread of no longer existed.

The cross was not only a death.

It was a legal event. A cancellation. A declaration made at real
cost in the most visible way possible, that what stood against us
had been dealt with. That the claim had been satisfied. That the
one who had every right to present the document had instead
absorbed its contents himself and left the page clean.

When the accuser reaches for the record,
the file is empty.
He nailed it there.
Not you.

Him.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

No Condemnation

Romans 8:1 — Therefore, there is now no
condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus.

1 waited for the verdict
every morning.
It was always the same.
Guilty.
Until I understood
that the court had already sat.
And the verdict

was not what I expected.

Paul uses one word.

Therefore.

It is doing a great deal of work. It reaches back across everything
that has come before it. The diagnosis of Romans 3. The argument
from Abraham in Romans 4. The peace with God in Romans 5.
The union with Christ in Romans 6. The honest wretchedness of
Romans 7. All of it. The whole argument. Therefore. In light of
all of that.
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There is now no condemnation for those who are in Christ
Jesus.

The word Paul uses for condemnation is a legal word.

Katakrima. The punitive consequence of a verdict. Not simply the
feeling of guilt or the awareness of failure. The judicial sentence.
The penalty that follows the finding of guilty. That is what Paul
says does not exist for those who are in Christ.

Not the feeling has been managed. Not the awareness has been
softened. The sentence itself does not exist. The verdict that
should have followed from everything Romans 3 through 7
described has been absorbed elsewhere. In Christ. On the cross.
In the body that bore what the law required.

Now.
That word matters too.

Not eventually. Not when sanctification is complete. Not in the
eschatological future when all things are made new. Now. In this
present moment. In the life you are actually living. With the
failures you actually carry. With the Romans 7 still present in
your experience and the Romans 8 only partially understood.

Now.
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In Christ Jesus.

This is where the verdict lives. Paul is precise about the location.
The no condemnation is not a general amnesty issued to humanity
at large. It belongs to those who are in Him. His standing before
the Father becomes their standing. His righteousness becomes the
ground they occupy. Not their achieved righteousness. His.

A judge does not issue a verdict based on where someone should
be. He issues it based on where they actually stand. Those who
stand in Christ stand where Christ stands. And Christ stands
acquitted. Risen. Vindicated by the Father.

That vindication extends to those in Him.

I want to be careful here about what no condemnation means.

It does not mean God is indifferent to sin. He is not. It does not
mean there are no consequences to how we live. There are. It does
not mean the believer will not give account before God. Hebrews
12 speaks of discipline. Paul speaks of the judgment seat of
Christ. Accountability is real.

What no condemnation means is specific.

The judicial penalty for sin, the sentence that the law required and
that justice demanded, has been served. In Christ. On the cross.
That particular verdict, that particular sentence, cannot be issued
again for the same offence. The debt was satisfied, not deferred.
The penalty was borne, not suspended.
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The court is not reconvening to sentence you for what Christ has
already answered for. That is what no condemnation means.

I spent years living under a verdict that had already been
overturned.

Not because the original verdict was wrong. It was accurate. But
because I did not know about the appeal. Did not know that
Someone had stood in my place and answered every charge. Did
not know that the sentence I was bracing for every morning had
already been carried by Another.

Romans 8:1 does not need decoration.
It needs reading.
Slowly.
Once.

Therefore.

There is now.
No condemnation.
For those who are in Christ Jesus.
Let it land where it will.

It has never needed help doing that.
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PART EIGHT

LEARNING TO LIVE HERE
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

The New Sheriff

Romans 12:2 — Do not conform to the pattern of this
world, but be transformed by the renewing of your
mind.

I knew the verdict.
1 had read it carefully.
No condemnation.

And yet the next morning
the old voice arrived first.
Before breakfast.
Before the prayer.
Telling me what I already knew

was no longer true.

Receiving a truth and living from it are not the same thing.

This is not a failure of faith. It is the honest reality of formation.
Forty years of one voice shaping the way you hear does not
dissolve in a single encounter, however genuine. The encounter
is real. The truth is real. And the old patterns of thought are also
real, running in grooves worn deep by long habit, reaching for
conclusions they have always reached before the mind has time
to remember what is now true.
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Paul knows this.

He does not write to people who have not yet received the gospel.
He writes to people who have. And he says to them, be
transformed by the renewing of your mind.

Renewing. Present continuous. Not renewed once and finished.

An ongoing work.

The mind is the last territory to change.

The spirit is reborn in a moment. The standing before God is
altered in an instant. No condemnation is declared and it is
immediately, completely true.

But the mind has its own pace.

It has been thinking in certain patterns for as long as you can
remember. Law-shaped patterns. Patterns that begin the day with
assessment and end it with verdict. Patterns that hear the approach
of God as the approach of accountability. Patterns that reach,
automatically, for the old register.

What have I done. What do I owe. What is required. What have I
failed at today.

The mind thinks these thoughts before you have decided to think
them. They are the grooves. And grooves do not disappear when
the truth arrives. They are worn down gradually, by the repeated
choosing of a different path.
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Galatians 5:1 is an instruction, not a description.

Stand firm. Do not let yourselves be burdened again by a yoke of
slavery.

If it required no effort, Paul would not need to say it. The fact that
he says stand firm means there is something to stand against. The
pull back toward the old system is real. Not just for the Galatians.
For anyone whose mind has been formed in law and is learning,
gradually, to live in grace.

The old voice does not disappear overnight.

Sometimes it speaks first. Before the gospel does. Before you
have remembered what the cross settled. Before you have opened
the day with what is actually true.

And you have to do something conscious then.

Not dramatic. Just a deliberate turning. A choosing of what you
know over what you feel.

Grace governs here now.
The old voice does not have authority any more.
I still do this some mornings.

Not every morning. Less than before. But sometimes the weight
arrives before I have remembered that it was lifted. And I have to
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tell myself again what I already know. Not because it has stopped
being true. Because the mind is still learning to live in what the
spirit has already received.

This is not failure.
This is sanctification.

The slow, honest, daily work of bringing the mind into alignment
with what is already true of the spirit. Of letting the truth travel
from the place of knowing into the place of feeling. From the
doctrine to the instinct. From the statement of faith to the reflexes
of the ordinary day.

Paul says we are transformed by the renewing of the mind.

Not self-improvement. Not willpower applied directly to
behaviour. A transformation that comes from somewhere outside
the self, working its way inward.

But the mind is not passive in this. Do not conform, Paul says.
Stand firm. There is a deliberate resistance required. A noticing
of the old pattern when it arrives. A refusal to let it govern
unchallenged. And then the turning again toward what is true.

Over time the turning becomes quicker.
The old voice becomes easier to recognise and slower to believe.
The new way of thinking becomes, gradually, the instinct rather

than the effort.
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Grace is the governing authority now.
Not because the old voice has gone silent.
But because you have learned
that before you let anything govern your morning,

you check who is actually in charge.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

It Gets Easier

Philippians 4:11 — I have learned, in whatever state |
am, to be content.

I will not pretend
it happened all at once.
1t did not.

The freedom came gradually.
The way morning comes.
Not a switch.

A slow arriving.

And one day you realise
the dark has been gone

for a while.

Paul does not say he was given contentment.
He says he learned it.

That word carries a whole season inside it. Learned implies a
before and an after, and a considerable distance between them. It
implies effort and failure and trying again. It implies that the thing
was not natural to him, that left to his own instincts he would not
have arrived there, that something in the living of his life over
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time produced what he could not have produced by deciding to
have it.

He learned it.

And so do we.

The grace that saves does not automatically reorganise every
habit of the soul.

This is not a shortcoming of grace. It is the honest reality of being
human. A person who has lived inside a certain way of thinking
for decades has not just acquired beliefs. They have acquired
reflexes. Instincts. Automatic responses that do not wait for
conscious decision before they fire.

The law-shaped person has law-shaped reflexes.

They reach for assessment before they reach for mercy. They hear
approach before they hear welcome. They brace before they rest.
Not because they have decided to. Because that is what decades
of formation does to a person.

And formation does not undo itself overnight.
But it does undo itself.

This is what I want to say carefully and honestly because it
matters.
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The unlearning is real. The grooves do wear down. Not quickly.
Not dramatically. But genuinely, over time, the old instincts lose
their speed. The old voice arrives a little slower each year. The
space between its arrival and your recognition of it grows a little
wider. And in that growing space, you find room to remember
what is true before you act on what you feel.

That is not a small thing.

That is transformation. Quiet, slow, real.

I notice it in ordinary moments now.

A moment of failure that would once have sent me into extended
self-accusation passes differently. Not without honesty. But
without the long residence in condemnation that used to follow.
The truth comes quicker. The return to grace happens sooner. The
recovery is shorter.

Not because I have become a different person in some dramatic
sense.

Because the mind has been slowly, genuinely renewed.
Paul wrote from prison when he wrote Philippians.

Not from the settled comfort of a man who has finally arrived
somewhere safe. From chains. From uncertainty about his own
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future. From a situation where contentment required a great deal
more than positive thinking.

And he says, in that place, I have learned.

Not I achieved. Not I resolved. Not I decided one morning to be
content and it worked.

Learned.

With everything that word contains. The long way around. The
seasons of not having it. The process that only makes sense
looking back because looking forward it mostly felt like struggle.

The freedom that comes after the schoolmaster leaves is not
instant in its fullness.

It is real from the moment it arrives. No condemnation is true the
moment it is declared. The new covenant is active the moment
you enter it. The certificate nailed to the cross stays nailed.

But learning to live in that freedom takes time.

Learning to wake up and reach for grace before the old voice
arrives. Learning to read the Bible through unveiled eyes.
Learning to hear where are you rather than what have you done.
Learning to stand at Zion rather than Sinai.

These are learned things.
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By experience. By practice. By the slow accumulation of
mornings in which you chose the truth over the reflex.

And it gets easier.
I say that not as a theological proposition but as a testimony.
It genuinely gets easier.

The distance between you and grace gets shorter. The return from
old thinking gets quicker. The rest gets deeper. The freedom gets
roomier.

Not because you tried harder.
Because you stopped.
And let the renewing do
what renewing does

when you give it time.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

The Schoolmaster Outside the Door

2 Timothy 3:16-17 — All Scripture is God-breathed
and is useful for teaching, rebuking, correcting and

training in righteousness, so that the servant of God
may be thoroughly equipped for every good work.

He did not disappear.
He stepped back.
Just outside the door.

Far enough to honour the Teacher.
Close enough to still be useful.
Not the guardian he once was.

Something quieter now.
A faithful witness.
Holding a mirror.

Waiting.

There is a question nobody asks until they have been living in
grace for a while.

It usually comes on a Tuesday. Not on the day of worship when
the singing is full and the presence of God is close. On a Tuesday.
When something slips. When the old thing surfaces. When you
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look up and realise you have wandered a little further from the
door than you intended.

The question is simple.

What does the law have to do with me now?

The honest answer is: less than it used to. And more than you
might think.

The schoolmaster's escort work is finished.

He walked you to the door. He made sure you arrived. When the
Teacher appeared he stepped back. That was always the
arrangement and he has honoured it.

He does not re-enter.
He does not resume authority.

The Teacher governs inside now. The Spirit works from within.
The new covenant writes its requirements not on stone tablets
outside you but on the living tissue of the heart within you.

That is inside work. The schoolmaster stays out.

But outside the door he remains.

Still holy. Still righteous. Still good.
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Still holding the mirror steady.

Paul says in Galatians 5 that the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy,
peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness,
self-control.

Then he adds something that makes you want to put the page
down and think.

Against such things there is no law.

When the Spirit moves freely in the believer, the schoolmaster
outside the door has nothing to say. There is no commandment
against kindness. No statute against gentleness. No charge to
bring against love. The fruit of the Spirit already fulfils everything
the law required. Already exceeds it.

When love is operating fully, the law falls silent.
The schoolmaster stands at the door with nothing to say.

Because what is happening inside already satisfies everything he
was ever sent to require.

This is the new covenant's deep logic.

Jesus said all the law and the prophets hang on two
commandments. Love God. Love your neighbour. When the
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Spirit produces genuine love from within, He is fulfilling from
the inside what the law demanded from the outside.

The schoolmaster carried a list.
The Spirit carries the life behind the list.
One demanded. The other produces.

And where the producing is genuine, the demanding is silent.

But.
We are not yet fully there.

The Spirit is real. The fruit is genuine. And the flesh still
occasionally asserts itself. Galatians 5:17 does not let us pretend
otherwise. The flesh and the Spirit are in conflict. In those
moments when the flesh gains ground, when love cools and
patience frays and something in us steps outside the door,

the schoolmaster is there.

Holding the mirror.

Faithfully. Without sentiment.
Showing exactly what has happened.

And this is where Paul's words to Timothy become personal.
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All Scripture is God-breathed and useful for teaching, rebuking,
correcting and training in righteousness.

Useful. Present tense. The law does not retire. Its usefulness
simply changes shape.

It no longer stands at the end of the sequence pronouncing
sentence. It stands at the beginning of a different sequence
initiating restoration.

The Spirit picks up the mirror. Shows the reflection honestly. The
believer recognises the departure. And the law that once drove the
child toward Christ now serves a quieter function. It says clearly
and without cruelty,

You know where you belong.
This is not it.

Go back.

And back is where 1 John 1:9 waits.

If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins
and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness.

The schoolmaster showed the wound.
The Teacher has the towel.

The law initiated the sequence.
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Christ completes it.

The old covenant sequence was: law, violation, condemnation.

The new covenant sequence is: Spirit, conviction, confession,
cleansing, restoration.

Same law. Different position in the story. Different outcome
entirely.

Because between the law and the verdict stands Someone who
has already answered every charge the law could bring.

So when Tuesday comes.

When something slips and you find yourself a little further from
the door than you intended.

Do not be surprised that the law is there.
It was always going to be there.

Not to condemn you. Romans 8:1 still stands. Fully. Without
qualification.

But to show you clearly where you are.
And point you, as it always has, back toward the One inside.

Who is not surprised.
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Who is not keeping score.

Who has a towel.

And is already moving toward the door.

The schoolmaster outside the door is not the enemy of grace.
He is grace's faithful servant.

Holding the mirror steady so the believer never wanders too far.

And always knows the way back in.

But you will see him sometimes,

standing quietly outside the door.

Not to take you back.

Not to resume the old authority.
Simply holding the mirror faithfully.
Showing you clearly, when you need it,
where you have wandered.

And pointing you, as he always did,

back toward the Teacher inside.
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What left was bondage.
What remained was witness.
And witness in the hands of the Spirit

is not bondage.

1t is grace's faithful servant

returning you to grace.
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EPILOGUE

When the Schoolmaster Left

Genesis 3:9 — But the LORD God called to the man,
Where are you?

Romans 8:2 — Because through Christ Jesus the law
of the Spirit who gives life has set you free from the
law of sin and death.

He walked away down a dusty road.
Faithful to the end.
His work complete.
And I stood there
not entirely sure
what to do
with the quiet
he left behind.

The schoolmaster did not make a ceremony of leaving.

That is not how faithful servants exit. They finish what they were
given to do and they go. No farewell address. No handover
document. Just the quiet evidence of work completed. The child
standing at the door of the school. The Teacher on the other side
of it.
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The schoolmaster's job was always this narrow and this whole.
Walk the child to the door. Make sure they arrive. Then step back.

He did both.

What the law did for us was real.

It named the wound honestly. It held the standard without
sentiment. It walked us down roads we needed to walk, through
convictions we needed to feel, to questions we needed to ask.
Every commandment faithful. Every measurement accurate.
Every verdict deserved.

And all of it pointing, without always knowing it, to the door.
We do not dishonour the schoolmaster by walking through it.

We honour him. This was always what he was for.

The door opens onto a garden.

Not the garden of performance. Not the garden of new
requirements dressed in grace-language. A garden where
someone is walking in the cool of the day. Where the air is
different from the air outside. Cooler. Quieter. The kind of air that
does not demand anything of you before you have caught your
breath.

And there is a voice in this garden.
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You have heard it before. You just did not always recognise it.
You heard it as accusation when it was invitation. You heard it as
demand when it was desire. You translated it through the only
filter you had, which was the old language, and the old language
said what have you done when the voice was saying something
else entirely.

Where are you.

Come out from wherever you are hiding.

Come out from the shame of the failed baptismal promise and the
one week and the four years of drifting. Come out from the holy
club exhaustion and the eleventh commandment. Come out from
the reformed diet and the judging of others. Come out from the
Galatian performance and the Romans 7 wretchedness and the
Juniper tree despair.

Come out.

Not because you have resolved it all. Not because you are ready.
Not because you have finally achieved the standard the
schoolmaster was carrying.

Because the One calling you already knows exactly where you
are and is walking toward you anyway.

Romans 8 does not promise a life without struggle.
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What it promises is a life under different governance. The law of
the Spirit of life has set you free from the law of sin and death.
One law displacing another. Not lawlessness. A higher law.
Powered from within rather than imposed from without.
Producing from the inside what the old system could only demand
from the outside.

This is the life after the schoolmaster. Not easier in every sense.
But free in the sense that matters most. Free from the verdict. Free
from the performance as the basis of standing. Free to fail without
the failure being the final word. Free to return without the return
requiring a renegotiation of terms.

The terms were settled at the cross.

They do not change with your performance.

I have been writing this book for a long time without knowing I
was writing it.

Through the baptism and the one week and the drifting and the
December camp and the Galatian years and the juniper tree.
Through the wrong questions asked sincerely and the right
questions arriving slowly. Through the veil lifting and the voice
becoming gradually more recognisable for what it actually was.

Not what have you done.

Where are you.
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This book is my answer to that question.

Here I am. Under the tree and out from under it. Having climbed
the ladder and found it short and found the door the ladder was
always pointing toward. Having spent years in the wrong system
and found the right one not by trying harder but by stopping. And
listening. And hearing, finally, the still small voice.

Qol demamah daqqah.

The schoolmaster has left.

What left when he left was his authority over you. His role as the
governing principle of your standing before God. The system
through which righteousness was pursued and never reached. The
ladder that was always too short.

That left. Completely. Permanently.

What came after him is not more law. It is not a gentler version
of the same system. It is not grace as the reward for sufficient
effort.

It is a Person.
Walking in a garden.
In the cool of the day.
Calling your name.

Not to account for you.
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To find you.

Come out.
You are already known.

You are already loved.

You were always coming home.

164



About The Author

Dr. Kigundu Ndwiga writes under the pen name The Gardener
and is the founder of The Gardener's Ministry Discipleship
School based in Crawley, England.

He has served in pastoral ministry for over forty years spanning
Kenya, the East-Central Africa region and the United Kingdom,
including roles as a stewardship director for the East-Central
Africa territory and university chaplain at Kenyatta University in
Nairobi.

He is the author of several devotional works including Just Dwell,
From Hearsay to Revelation, The Fullness of His Presence,
Consumed By God, Closer Than Breath, Whispers From The
Empty Tomb, The Greater Love, The Blessed Path, The Choir
That Conquered An Army and Lifted By God.

When the Schoolmaster Left is his most personal book. It was
written not from a position of having arrived but from the honest
memory of the journey. The baptism that did not hold. The years
of trying and failing. The reformed diet and the eleventh
commandment. The red Peugeot 305 full of gospel people. The
friend who showed him grace by living it.

He lives in Crawley, England with his wife Mary.

kigundundwiga.com

165


kigundundwiga.com

166



The Door Beyond the Law

You have tried. Sincerely. Repeatedly.

You made the promises, kept the rules, and raised your hand one more time.
Yet Monday morning still looked like the Monday before.

When the Schoolmaster Left is an honest exploration of the law and its place in
salvation. It is for those who climbed the ladder faithfully and found it too short.
For those who read Romans 7 in the dark and found comfort in Paul's struggle.
For those asking what when the answer has always been Who.

Dr. Kioundu Ndwiga writes not from a distance but from experience—failed
gu g

promises, years of drifting, and sincere reforms that brought exhaustion instead

of freedom.

He has been under the tree.
And he found the way out.

The law was never meant to be your home.

It was meant to lead you to a door—the open door that leads to the One who is
the way, the truth, and the life. The One the schoolmaster was leading you to
all along.

Come in.
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