
Time for a Reborn Marriage 

Dear Brother in the Kingdom,  

 I see a generation of men today who are in desperate need of an overhaul. I fear we 

have lost sight of what it means to be a man in the kingdom of heaven. I fear we have 

embraced a watered down faith that leads to watered down experience that leads to the 

whole host of problems we find ourselves in, struggling marriages being only a fraction of 

the symptoms. 

 Can I point something out to you? There are two verses I’d like you to see for 

yourself. 

• 2 Timothy 3:12 “All who desire to live a godly life in Christ Jesus will suffer 

persecution. 

• Matthew 6:11-12 “Blessed are you when others revile you and persecute you and 

utter all kinds of evil against you on my account. Rejoice and be glad, for your 

reward is great in heaven, for so they persecuted the prophets who were before you. 

 When was the last time this was true for you? When was the last time you 

experienced actual persecution for the sake of Jesus? If you’re anything like me, you might 

have a vague recollection of sometime a while ago, but for the most part, you’ve gotten off 

pretty darn scott-free. I know I’m not regularly out getting insults, rocks, sticks, and bats 

hurled at me. 

 The point here is not to make you feel guilty. The point is to help you see 

something. Our lives, for the most part, are not reflecting the lifestyle that Jesus initiated 

for us. I’d suggest that the life Jesus offers, where we are living so explicitly dedicated to 

him that we attract the attention of the world (whether that attention be positive or 

negative), is actually a promotion up from the life we western Christian men commonly 

lead. 

 How can you or I even have the time or the emotional capacity to think about 

persecution when we are so consumed with our own broken struggles? Seriously, going out 

and getting persecuted isn’t an option when we’re stuck in our hurting marriages, our 

hurting minds, our discouragement and depression, our lack of zeal. 



 And what if we’ve tried to make ourselves feel better for not getting in the game by 

labeling all of these as persecution? What if we’ve taken what Jesus meant as literally 

being attacked because we are living boldly the truth and power of the gospel—what if 

we’ve taken that and twisted it to mean any kind of struggle that is actually rooted in our 

own sin, lack of manly faith, and selfishness? 

 I’m telling you, friend, we’ve had our faith watered down and our eyes drawn away 

from the mission we are called into. We’ve sat down in the sandbox of our boyhood and 

begun crying over the sandcastles that aren’t standing through the rainstorms, when Jesus 

is actually telling us to get up and leave those boyish toys behind to go take the actual 

castle that he is offering to us as our inheritance.  

 But it’s going to require some manhood from us. It’s going to require us to grow up 

and to grow into the men that our Father says we are. We’re going to have to learn honor, 

nobility, mission, vision. We’re going to have to learn how to stop looking to our wives to 

nourish us and mother us. We’re going to have to stop sucking the life out of them and 

start offering them the stream of new life we’re constantly receiving from heaven. 

The Purpose of Revealed by Fire 
 The job of the Revealed by Fire Boot Camp that you’re now a part of is actually 

two-fold. First, the training needs to help you by offering you an actual way to bring 

healing, restoration, intimacy, and passion into your marriage. If it doesn’t, then it was a 

sham and misleading when I sold it to you. But second, and more importantly, the book is 

going to get you there by the back door of reconnecting you with Jesus in such a powerful 

way that he becomes for you the “consuming fire” that the Bible says he is. You may not 

see how this is going to fix the fighting and the accusation in your home, but I’m okay 

with that right now. If you can trust me and give me a chance, you’ll see in time. 

 This is an admittedly difficult job because it requires that you get on board with a 

brand new way of looking at your marriage. It requires sacrifice,  not in the traditional 

“help your marriage by doing more sacrificial things” way. It requires you to sacrifice 

your entire marriage right now by stopping all of your efforts to fix it. 

 The very fact that you and I spend so much of our time and worry on our marriages 

in the first place shows that we have it wrong. It shows that somewhere on our trail a 

while back, we accidentally veered off the path that the Captain of our souls had been 



leading us through. It shows that we’ve made something other than Jesus our driving force. 

We’ve made our marriages—our wives—too powerful and too able to influence our well-

being. 

 If you want your marriage to be healed and all of that soup of emotional turmoil 

that you’ve been going through to be alleviated, then I’m telling you there is only one way 

forward. That way is the way that I chose three years ago. That way is the way I’m still 

on. 

 Come and join me. 

Are you in this story? 

 Imagine with me for a moment… 

 You are husband to a beautiful wife whom you’ve loved for 15 years since you 

were barely old enough to be called a man. You started off well, building a house for the 

two of you to start your family in, receiving a large land inheritance from your father that 

was more than enough for you to farm and make a good living. 

 Soon, she became pregnant with your first, then your second, and third and fourth, 

and now you have a large family who all look to you as their leader, protector, and 

provider. But things have gone wrong. Your father died tragically shortly after your second 

was born, and on top of that a famine hit and wiped out your crop. You had to sell most of 

your land just to be able to buy food for our family that year. And over the 7 or 8 years 

since, you’ve never been able to recover. 

 Suddenly the big family doesn’t look like such a good idea, and the years of 

discouraging poverty in spite of your back-breaking work (which is never enough) are 

starting to take a massive toll on your body and your mind. It seems like no one in your 

home is happy, and no one is happy with you. You’re trying. God knows you’re trying, 

but it’s never enough. You don’t have what it takes. If you’re father were still alive, he’d 

be able to help you, if he still respected you enough. But he may not even accept you, if 

you’ve become such a failure. 

 You’ve taken out several loans over the years and are too deep in debt to be able to 

pay any of them back. You’re wife is suffering in the insecurity of not knowing if you’ll 



make it from one month to the next. She’s distant, worn, weary and hurting. You can’t 

remember the last time you both laughed together, enjoyed the warm summer night 

together, embraced in long passionate times together. 

 So you’ve all but checked out. Maybe you drink, maybe you don’t. Either way, you 

drown your concerns one way or another and you’ve stopped facing life head on like the 

man that you once were. You find yourself hoping it will all just go away. 

 Then, one day, you hear that the king is just outside of town. But he’s not in some 

entourage, or leading some army off to battle. He’s in a cave, alone, hiding. He has no 

one to support him, to serve as his subjects. No one to rule over. He—like you—is actually 

just trying to make it. He’s trying to survive. He’s not living in the destiny that everyone 

thought God had declared over him.  

 Years ago, the old crazy prophet had told him that God wanted him to be the next 

king. And after an incredible display of kingship, when he killed the giant, things haven’t 

seemed to work out. He’s been accused of treason, attacked, and now hunted by the 

current king. 

 That’s funny. It sounds like his life is about as bad as yours. Sounds like he’s 

messed up his calling just like you have. He may not be able to offer you much, but if you 

go out and see him, he might at least offer some understanding ears. More understanding 

than God has been lately. In fact, you don’t even know whether God has ears or not. 

You’ve heard all the stories of how he used to show up…pretty much daily. But that’s all 

they are, stories. Your life is the reality. And in your reality, he’s let you down time and 

again. And you aren’t quite ready to admit that maybe he’s not real, but you sure can’t 

figure out why he’s not answering your prayers. 

 Because God knows you’ve prayed. You’ve prayed for abundant harvests. You’ve 

prayed for more land. You’ve prayed for clearing of your debts, for a happier wife, for a 

happier home, for a happier you. But nothing changes. 

 But maybe… 

 Maybe if you go out ot meet this “king,” you’ll find something. Doesn’t really 

matter what it is. Anything will do. 



 So you tell your wife one evening after you’ve come in from the field, “I’m going 

to go see this David. I hear he’s set up a camp up in the caves. I’ll be heading up there on 

the next Sabbath.” 

 Sabbath. Of course you’ll wait until then. You can’t afford to sacrifice a day of 

work. 

 So the Sabbath comes and you pack enough supplies for a day’s hike: food, water, 

clothes. And you’re taking your two oldest kids with you. Might as well. They could use 

the change of pace. 

 After a few hours hike out to the caves, you come to what now looks like a small 

encampment of, who knows, about a hundred or so others. Mostly men. Some of them you 

recognize. Others you’ve never seen before. All of them look like hell. And you wonder 

whether bringing your kids was a good idea. As you walk through the different campsites 

you see men roasting carcasses of animals they hunted earlier that morning, others sparring 

with swords, spears, even pitchforks. And yet others are circled around placing bets on 

whose face will get slammed to the mud next. 

 You hear men telling stories of battle glory that you’re pretty sure are only 

minimally true. Others are arguing with each other. Others are recounting their own sob 

story. All of it with healthy amounts of cussing, vulgarity, and the kind of talk that—again

—you wish your kids weren’t around to hear. 

 And you can’t help but come to two conclusions. One, these men look like they’re 

here to stay. They are…home. Some have even gone back to wherever they come from to 

bring their families back with them, though none of them look too happy about it. And 

who could blame them. When a woman marries a man who takes a vow to protect her and 

love her and provide for her, she doesn’t expect him to uproot her from their home and 

move her and their children out to a semi-permanent campsite to follow an outlaw king. 

 The second conclusion that you come to is this: You are not alone. And that’s both 

good and bad. Good, because it feels good to know that your sorry state is not unique to 

you. Maybe you’re not the lone screw-up in the world. Bad, because you know that these 

other men, who are like you, are not the kind of men you want your kids around. Not the 

kind of men you want your wife around. Not the kind of men you’d want to stand by you 

in battle, should things ever come to that. 



 In fact, the best way to describe them is as a bunch of ragamuffin boys who’ve 

forgotten what it means to be men. They’re scrawny, dirty, sloppy, disheveled. They are 

“in distress…in debt…bitter in soul…” You don’t trust them and probably won’t ever. 

 But, with a child under each arm, you vigilantly keep walking up the sloped rocky 

terrain to what you only assume is “the cave,” the one where this supposed king is. 

There’s nothing particularly noteworthy to designated it as such, but you see a small 

gathering of men waiting outside, as if to speak with someone. And your conclusion is 

affirmed: You are not alone. 

 Soon enough you hear something alien to this place. It’s nothing like the sounds of 

men cursing and fires crackling and swords clanging. It’s not the complaining or arguing. 

It’s this man’s voice coming from the cave, but you can’t tell whether he’s singing, 

weeping, or…praying. So you pull close to the mouth of the cave alongside a boulder 

where you prop your kids so they can hear. You want to enter. This is after all why you 

came. To talk to the man you assume is David. But something says you shouldn’t. It feels 

too…personal. Too sacred. 

 So you wait. 

 The sound of his praying and singing and weeping and pouring out his honest heart 

to a God who now seems more real than he did an hour ago, thanks to this concert, it all 

causes you to break. The tough facade you’ve put up until now just shattered into tiny 

shards around your aching feet. And you slowly sink to a knee, sobs welling up from your 

stomach. And you’re sure one of these shady men standing by is going to spot your 

weakness and strike you dead, like a wolf hunting the slowest caribou, you’re the weak 

link. 

 But no one cares. No one notices. The tears on your face are yours alone. And your 

children’s. They see. They wonder why Daddy is crying, and you wonder too, and you tell 

them you don’t know. But you’re tired. You’re hurting. And you’re not sure how much 

you have left in you. You don’t tell them that. They hear it from your eyes. 

 In time, probably no more than a few minutes, the sounds stop and the men around 

you straighten, like they know something you don’t. But it doesn’t matter to you right 

now. You’re not sure who the heck you even are at the moment, so thoughts of proper 

decorum escape you. David emerges from the stark shadow angled down by the early 



afternoon sun, he too has tear-streaks on his cheeks. He too looks like a man undone. But 

there is one key difference between him and you. 

 He clearly knows who he is. 

 You? You’re just an orphan trying to scrounge up some bread. 

 His tears are mingled with a countenance of peace, confidence, and belonging. 

 Yours are falling through a desert of loneliness and despair. 

 And you wish you had what you see in him. In just this one moment, you can tell: 

He is a king. But not just of a divided nation. He’s a king in his very blood. In his DNA. 

Which is strange. 

 He was just a shepherd. 

 While all of this is swirling in your head, he steps towards you of all people. He 

moves not with the stiff pomp of a king, but with the normal, casual comfort of an old 

friend. He sees your kids on their boulder smiling at each and patting each on the shoulder. 

 He looks at you in your “unmanly” state, asking, “Why are you here?” 

 You don’t really know what to say, so you just talk. “Honestly, I don’t know. My 

life is falling apart and has been for years now. I’ve tried to fix it. I’ve tried to provide. 

I’ve tried to love my wife. I’ve tried to be a good dad. But I’m just failing. It’s all gone to 

pieces. I turned to God but he did nothing. I turned to lenders, but now I’m in debt. I 

turned to my wife, but she is running on empty. I turned to myself, found that I, too, am 

empty. 

 “I don’t know what I expect from you, other than listening ears. Even just for this 

one moment right now. I’m sorry.” 

 David takes it in, and after a second, he replies, “Well, I’m glad you’re here. If 

you decide to stay, you will be welcome. If your children and wife join us, they are 

welcome. I can’t offer you anything. I have nothing to give…other than a promise and 

prophecy that I will be king one day. But you can’t pay your debt with that, nor can you 

heal your marriage.” 

 “Why are these others here?” 



 “They’re like you. Worn out. Beaten down. Failures. They have nothing to offer 

me, and I have nothing to offer them.” 

 “So why do they stay?” 

 David laughs. “That’s easy.” He pauses, considering his next words. “The cost of 

going back to the way things were is greater than the cost of risking hope one more time.” 

 You take this in, completely understanding the sentiment. And before you can stop 

them, the next words sneak their way out of your gut. 

 “I want what you have.” And now embarrassment, like you’ve spilled your true 

inner inadequacy all over his shoes, sweeps over you. 

 But David is unshaken. He’s clearly heard this before from each of these other men 

around. “When you really want it. You’ll have it.” 

Where the real work gets done 

 If you know the history of David and his mighty men, then you know that men like 

this, who came to him at the end of their resources, the end of their patience with life, the 

end of themselves—these men became fierce warriors that we can only describe as 

legendary. Josheb killed eight hundred at one time. Benaiah killed a lion on one occasion. 

On another, he snuck up on an Egyptian giant, stole his spear, and killed him with it. 

Abishai killed three hundred men at one time with only his spear. Read 2 Samuel 23 for 

yourself. You’ll see that these men were formidable warriors. A strange turn of events 

given their embarrassing beginnings. 

 This is the journey that I’m inviting you into. I know you’re looking for marriage 

help. I know that most, or all, of the pain that drove you to start looking for help is due to 

the tension, the disconnect, the lack of intimacy and passion between you and your wife. I 

get that. We will address it. 

 But if we restrict ourselves to focusing only on those marital problems and to only 

try to “fix” them, then we will be massively missing…well, everything. I know that 

several years ago, in the middle of my own pain, the marriage advice that was aimed at 

fixing my marriage actually did more harm than good. It actually enabled and perpetuated 

in me an unhealthy obsession with my wife. It encouraged me along the path that I had 



already chosen for myself: the path of making her into an idol. I had put her on this 

pedestal of power, and I had given her the right and authority to determine my happiness, 

my purpose, and my worth. 

 So when dysfunction and strife arose in our relationship, of course I was desperate 

to fix it and fix it quickly. I couldn’t bear the pain that came from these things, because 

our marriage I was allowing our marriage to be altogether too weighty in my universe. 

 The path to healing your marriage is for you to be like these mighty men. It’s for 

you to reconnect with your mission and your identity. It’s for you to connect with your 

king and get back to the business of being a warrior in his kingdom. It’s for you to rush 

through the entire temple of your being and, with Jesus, to start turning over all the tables 

that you’ve set up that don’t belong there. You are God’s house. He alone should be living 

in it. But you, I’m sorry to break it to you, have made room for your wife where only he 

should live. 

 I promise that as you do this work of your own individual transformation and 

connection to Jesus, your marriage will not be able to escape the fallout. The explosion of 

revival in your own spirit will absolutely spill out into your marriage and your home and 

probably a whole lot of other parts of your life as well. So at times, this may feel less like 

a marriage book, and you may want to throw it at the wall and get your money back. It 

might instead feel like it’s missing the point altogether. 

 But I have two verses for you to consider. 

 First, Colossians says that “Christ in you” is the hope of glory. So if you want hope 

for your marriage then I suggest that you stop looking at the marriage itself, and that you 

definitely stop looking at your wife. Start looking at Jesus and your intimacy with Him for 

fresh hope and fresh power. 

 Second, Jesus says a few times in the gospels that if you want to save your life, 

then you have to actually lose it. So if we try to save your marriage by…trying to save 

your marraige…then it looks like we are in direct opposition to that powerful gospel truth. 

Instead, we need to explore what it means to lose our lives in his kingdom, and, by the 

way, this concept is far different than what you may be thinking. 

 At least, it is for me. What comes to my own mind when I hear about losing my 

life in the context of marriage are all the bits of advice in books and blogs and pastor’s 



offices that have said over the years, “Serve her more. Love her more. Do more dishes. 

Clean your toenails off the couch, etc.” While, of course these things are true (especially if 

you’re leaving toenails everywhere), they are not what Jesus is saying to us right now 

when he’s inviting us to lose our lives. This is not about your wife at all. 

 It’s about you and Jesus. Will you give up yourself, your pain, your dreams for 

your marriage, your hope of what it could be? Will you give up your right to anger and 

bitterness? Will you give up your intense desire for her? Will you give up your desperation 

for better or more frequent sex? Will you instead reposition your eyes, your mind, and 

your soul onto Jesus and make him be your all-consuming thought? Will you resurrect that 

same level of passionate desperation—the desperation you’ve had for your wife—for 

knowing him? 

 “Lose your life” means just that. Consider everything as garbage compared to him. 

When was the last time you can honestly say that this was true of you and your wife? Or 

has she been your number one aim for so long that you can’t remember a time when your 

passion for Jesus surpassed your desire for her? 

 Think about it. And get ready for personal, marital, sustainable revival. 

   YOUR LIFE WILL NEVER BE THE SAME. 

Sincerely, 

Matt 

PLEASE TELL ME AND YOUR BROTHERS WHAT JESUS SHOWED YOU 

THROUGH THIS. POST IN THE GROUP HERE.

https://facebook.com/groups/revealedbyfire

