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Praise for

The Jesus Plan




“A radical call to move ‘outside the box’ of traditional thinking regarding the function and structure of the church. Dreisbach’s approach to church growth is biblically balanced and relationally centered, is documented by insightful research, and is lavishly illustrated by practical examples and life situations. Refreshingly relevant and candidly honest, The Jesus Plan is must-reading for all who care to find a workable, Spirit-led solution to the status quo and malaise afflicting much of today’s church.”

—MARVIN R. WILSON, author and professor
of biblical studies at Gordon College




“With fascinating descriptions of his own experience, Dreisbach helps us understand why so many people find the church irrelevant. He then proceeds to outline an approach whereby Christians can build relationships with those whose thinking and lifestyle may be entirely outside any church context. The result is that the gospel gets a fresh hearing, people do find that Jesus Christ is relevant, and they discover how to live redemptively under His direction.”

—DONALD H. GILL, church consultant and former

president of Vision New England




“This small volume helps dispel the fears of the average Christian toward sharing their faith. Elegant in its simplicity, this is a fresh vision for every pastor and layperson who understand evangelism to be one of the primary goals of every congregation and every Christ-follower.”

—RAYMOND F. PENDLETON, PH.D., chair, division of The Ministry of the Church, Gordon-Conwell Theological Seminary




“What is the price of a soul? Bruce not only reminds us of God’s heart for the lost, he makes us question our own hearts: Am I willing to pay the price for the lost souls in my life? Have I forgotten the lost because I am found? The Jesus Plan enables us to confidently share our lives and our faith with those God has placed in our lives. It reignited my own passion to reach one more for eternity.”

—SHARON DIETRICH, Community Bible Study Teaching Director,

Conference and Retreat Speaker





[image: ]




THE JESUS PLAN
PUBLISHED BY WATERBROOK PRESS
12265 Oracle Boulevard, Suite 200
Colorado Springs, Colorado 80921

All Scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version®. NIV®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan Publishing House. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked (RSV) are taken from the Revised Standard Version of the Bible, copyright © 1946, 1952, and 1971 by the Division of Christian Education of the National Council of the Churches of Christ in the USA. Used by permission. Scripture quotations marked (KJV) are taken from the King James Version.

Italics in Scripture quotations reflect the author’s added emphasis.

Statistical data in chapter 3 taken from research conducted in 1997 by the George Gallup International Institute on “Spiritual Beliefs and the Dying Process.” Copyright © 1997–1998 by The Gallup Organization, Princeton, N.J. All rights reserved. Reprinted with permission. (http://www.gallup.com) “The Gallup Poll” is a registered trademark of the Gallup Organization, Princeton, N.J.

Names in some anecdotes have been changed to protect the identities of the persons involved.

eISBN: 978-0-307-76895-7

Copyright © 2002 by Bruce Roberts Dreisbach

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

Published in the United States by WaterBrook Multnomah, an imprint of the Crown Publishing Group, a division of Random House Inc., New York.

WATERBROOK and its deer colophon are registered trademarks of Random House Inc.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication
Data Dreisbach, Bruce Roberts.
     The Jesus Plan: breaking through barriers to introduce the people you know
  to the God you love / Bruce Roberts Dreisbach.—1st ed.
        p. cm.
      1. Evangelistic work—United States. I. Title.

  BV3790 .D72 2001
  269’.2’0973—dc21

2001046788

v3.1





[image: ]

To the three beautiful women in my life:
Martie, Katybeth, and Megan

[image: ]





CONTENTS


Cover

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Acknowledgments

Introduction


1. Lost

2. Two Hundred Million

3. They Aren’t Coming In

4. Giving Church a Try

5. Still Searching

6. We Aren’t Going Out

7. The Issue Gets Personal

8. God’s Solution

9. Turning Point

10. Priorities Do Matter

11. Proven Impact

12. What Is It?

13. Transferable Principles

14. What You Can Do


Study and Discussion Guide

Notes and Bibliography






ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

This book reflects the wisdom and combined experience of the hundreds, if not thousands, of people who have each contributed to the development of the New Life Ministry and the growing movement of new-paradigm churches in America. In reality, I stand as a scribe rather than an architect of this new expression of the church God has raised up to reach the lost in our day and age. For the many and varied contributions of each, I am profoundly grateful.

Dave Morgan has been my partner in ministry for almost thirty years. Not only did he coauthor the creation of New Life, he served as the first leader of both our local ministry and our initial efforts to train others across the United States in developing New Life for their communities. Our teaching team (Steve and Christie Bravo, Peter and Allison Balentine, Dave Morgan, and myself) created most of the principles and training ideas of New Life, many of which are described in this volume. I am grateful for their hard work and perseverance over many years.

I cannot begin to express my gratitude to the people who were the first to take a risk and commit themselves to becoming New Life missionaries to lost family and friends. Your willingness to try a new way of reaching the lost has allowed God to do “the new thing” He desires to redeem many for Christ.

Stephanie Taylor and Jennifer Cruz began this book in the early days of the ministry. Carol Smith has carried the ball in providing production support to my writing efforts over the past four years. Thank you for working your way through all my handwritten scrawl, typing and retyping, offering positive suggestions, and, in so many ways, turning my thoughts into useful resources. I’m amazed at how you manage to make me look good!

My sincere thanks to Thomas Womack and the entire team at WaterBrook Press. I’m grateful for your faith in this issue and your willingness to take on this unknown author. Thank you for blowing on the coals and fanning the flames of my passion for lost people during the long process on the way to publication.

Finally, I could not have written this book nor developed this ministry without the love and support of my wife, Martie, and our two children, Katybeth and Megan. As in all the good God has done in my life, they are prime creators and coauthors. Thank you for your ideas, your challenges, your encouragement, and your love. Together as we walk with Jesus, we will continue to discover what it is to be ambassadors for Christ, disturbers of the universe.


INTRODUCTION

Life is precious. Especially spiritual life. If you’re a follower of Jesus Christ, you know that. Many of us have forgotten what it feels like to be lost, without hope in this world or the next. My desire is that this book will connect you again with those feelings and stimulate genuine compassion for the lost people who surround us.

On average, six or seven of every ten people in our world are spiritually lost. They’re people we work with each day, they’re neighbors, they’re extended family members. Some are even members of our immediate family—our children, grandchildren, brothers, sisters, parents. These are people we know and care about.

But for the most part, we simply don’t know how to share our faith with them in a way that will make sense. And most of the spiritually lost are simply outside the reach of our local churches. They’re not going to come into our churches to find God, and most traditional churches are not going to go out into the world to search for them.

This problem has been identified and discussed for a number of years. And God’s solution to the problem is now becoming clear: He wants to raise up individuals and groups of people who are willing and able to go out and find lost people. And He has given us simple and direct ways to accomplish this.

The Jesus Plan tells the story of how God has been teaching some of my friends and me to reach these lost people. We simply want to share with you what He’s taught us. My prayer is that these insights will offer as much hope to you as they have to us.

These methods work. They are working right now in our own startup ministries in other cities as well as in many other breakout, new-paradigm churches across America. And they can also work for you and for your friends.

As we view the church as God’s means for fulfilling the Great Commission—for going out, finding the lost, leading them to faith in Christ, and discipling them to spiritual maturity—it’s clear what this new approach to evangelism offers. It is relationally driven and works through communities and networks of people to achieve God’s objectives. In our postmodern, post-Christian culture, these relational strategies are effective in reaching people who won’t come to church. We may think of the strategies as new, but they look a lot like the early church’s approach in the first three centuries after Christ. At that time the world was a pluralistic, secular culture that was often anti-Christian—a lot like the world you and I live in at the beginning of the twenty-first century.

Lost people matter greatly to God. He loves them desperately and wants us to work with Him as He rescues and redeems these lost ones and brings them into His family.

Invite Him to help you reach the people you care about.


CHAPTER 1

LOST
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With a growing sense of panic, the truth became clear to me: I was lost. I had no idea where I was in those woods or how to get out safely. And darkness was setting in.

Having broken a cardinal rule of woodcraft, I realized I was in deep trouble. It was my fault, and now I was trapped. As I thought about the possible consequences, feelings of fear and helplessness swept over me.

The day had started so well. My new bride and I were living in a suburb of Boston. An avid outdoorsman, I loved to explore the beautiful New England countryside to find new places to hike and fish. On this splendid, crisp October Saturday, I’d driven to Middlesex County in Massachusetts to sample the noted trout fishing on the Squannacook River. I reached the quaint village of Groton—home of the famous Yankee prep school of the same name—then drove for several miles outside town and parked where a narrow road led into the woods. From looking at the map, I guessed that this road cut back to the Squannacook. I gathered up my tackle and lunch and hiked in.

Soon the road became overgrown and eventually narrowed to just a path. Finally, the path itself faded out into undifferentiated woodland.

As a youngster, I’d been a Boy Scout, and in college, I taught woodcraft and survival skills for the Boy Scouts. I knew never to leave a path in strange terrain without a compass and a topographic map. But I could almost hear the river just beyond the trees ahead. I was sure I was very close. How much farther could it be?

Well, it was farther than I expected, but I finally bushwhacked my way to the banks of the Squannacook. I had a great morning, catching a number of beautiful native brook trout. After lunch, a short nap, and an afternoon of more fishing, I was ready to go home.

Heading back upstream, I kept looking for the spot where I’d first reached the river. But each section of woods and underbrush looked remarkably similar. Several times I started into the woods on what I thought was the path back to the road, but I ended up confused. Nothing looked familiar.

At one point in the woods, I reached swampy ground. I was dumbfounded. I had seen no swamp on my way in! I thrashed through the knee-deep bog, totally disoriented, and I began thinking of people I’d known who had died in the woods from such foolish mistakes.

The sun was about to set. I decided that going back and following the river was my only chance to survive. I again worked my way out of the woods to the riverbank. I followed the stream’s course, past wide sections too deep to wade across.

Then, beyond the woods on the other side, I heard a car pass by! I picked the narrowest point in the river I could find, clamped my fly rod in my jaws, and proceeded to swim across the forty-yard expanse of frigid water. My clothes, my tackle, and my hiking boots tried to drag me under. Thankfully, I made it through the powerful current and pulled myself out, exhausted and shivering, on the opposite bank.

A short hike through the woods brought me out to a secondary blacktop road. I picked a direction and hoped it would lead to town.

Darkness was settling in, and it was getting colder and colder. After walking several miles on the dark, quiet road in my soaking clothes and boots, I finally arrived back at my car. I was grateful to have survived at all. I sat in my car shivering, but I was happy to be on my way home.

A GREATER LOSTNESS

Lost in the woods—that was me on that October evening. It’s also an accurate description of my spiritual condition earlier as a young adult. Perhaps my description of confusion, fear, panic, and even terror induced by my misguided adventure along the Squannacook can help you understand how I felt growing up with no knowledge of God—and how others feel who are spiritually lost today.

I was raised in the sixties in a nice Philadelphia suburb in a typical middle-class home. My family was essentially unchurched, though my mother occasionally attended the local Quaker Meeting where she was a member. My father never went along—to him, I think, not going to church was a strongly held religious principle. We kids dropped out of the process altogether by third grade. My parents made several halfhearted attempts to teach us values or morality or religion, but without much effect.

Until I was in the fifth grade, we stood up every day at my public elementary school and recited the Lord’s Prayer along with the Pledge of Allegiance. The teachers just seemed to assume we all knew what the prayer meant, but I was clueless, and no one ever bothered to explain. I just mumbled along with the rest of the class. And although many of the other kids were from families of committed churchgoers, I never heard anyone talk about having a relationship with Jesus or what difference it could make.

As a teenager I became deeply immersed in rock music. I’d been in the sixth grade when the Beatles first landed in America and appeared on The Ed Sullivan Show. I can associate the release of every subsequent Beatles album with my grade in school plus a variety of events, activities, and people I was involved with at the time.

My friends had rock bands and practiced in their garages at home, and everyone dreamed of becoming the next Jim Morrison or Janis Joplin. At night we hunkered down in a place where our parents couldn’t hear and listened to the latest songs on WMMR, the underground rock station out of Philly.

When I was seventeen, we heard about a summer concert out in the country with performers from the underground rock scene. My buddies Jack and Mark and I piled into an Olds 88 that Mark’s family owned and headed north. About two and a half hours from home we pulled into an old pasture and found a place to pitch our tent between the dried-up cow patties. People kept coming and coming. Two days later it became clear that this little Woodstock gathering of rock bands and music fans on Max Yasgur’s farm was destined to become historic.

MY SEARCH BEGINS

It was during those teen years that I began seriously considering my purpose in life and searching for what I wanted to get out of it. Seeing the world only through the eyes of popular culture and television, however, I had little foundation to build on.

Though alcohol was the most prominent drug of choice in my high school, I never found much satisfaction in getting drunk—try as I might. Drugs also did little to answer my ultimate questions. During this era of free love and the advent of the pill, the world around me placed a high value on sexual experiences, and I got involved with girls. But the relationships never seemed to last long or grow into something meaningful. I thought seriously about the value of education, but I couldn’t tell that it made much difference for anyone. The people I knew who were well educated had no more happiness than those who weren’t. They all seemed equally miserable.

As my search continued, I got involved in the fine arts scene. On weekends I rode the train into Philadelphia and hung out in Ritten-house Square with the artsy set—many of them suburban hippies like myself trying to identify with something, anything, that was different and promised some hope of breaking out of the bleakness. We spent hours rapping with one another, discussing existential philosophy and Jack Kerouac and Ayn Rand. We tried expressing alternative values through poetry, sculpture, and painting.

At times I even looked to religion. I met a guy in the square who told me about a little Buddhist shrine I could buy. He said if I took it home and chanted before it twice a day, all my deepest desires would come true. You didn’t even have to believe in the process, he said; you just had to do it. I trudged off to some grungy apartment in an alley behind Race Street and spent ten dollars on my own shrine. I tried the routine for a while, but it didn’t seem to make much difference.

In my hometown, I met some Holy Rollers. On Friday nights they joined the many teenagers cruising the streets. Their goal was to buttonhole others and get them to consider the claims of Christ and to attend an evangelism service at their church in a rundown neighborhood on the edge of town. I went with them to the service a few times. I thought if I was willing to give Buddha a try, it wouldn’t hurt to do the same with Christ. But I never figured out what these people were talking about. They used a lot of language I didn’t understand—what was all this about blood, righteousness, and Ebenezers? Their message seemed to have no connection to reality.

AWAY FROM HOME

Meanwhile, like many teens, I found my parents’ home an increasingly difficult place to be. My solution was to run away, at least for the summers. The summer I turned sixteen, I lived under the boardwalk in Ocean City, New Jersey. I earned my food by panhandling, a skill I had learned during earlier escapes to downtown Philly.

I made a number of friends in Ocean City. One was a cheerful young black man who worked as a cook in a restaurant. He also cleaned up after the restaurant closed and the rest of the staff went home for the night. I’d show up at one o’clock in the morning and help him sweep and clean in exchange for all the leftover food I could eat or carry out.

Then I would crawl under the boardwalk—down at the end by Twenty-third Street, where the police didn’t bother to patrol—dig a hole in the sand to get out of the wind, and roll up in the thin blanket I carried in my knapsack. The next morning, when the first bike-riders shook sand down between the boards
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