
Introduction:  

The Way of a Warrior
“The Lord will go forth like a warrior…” Isaiah 42:13 

 
You are going to die, and it will be sooner rather than later. 

Every day you live is a miracle. 
(Spoken by Dave Busby’s physicians at Vanderbilt Hospital, 1976) 

Grace. There is just no other word that comes to mind when I look 
back over my husband’s life to accurately capture how he lived, how 
he loved, and how he died. From birth until his very last breath, 
Dave Busby’s life was sheltered under the wings of the Almighty. As 
he drank deeply of God’s grace, he poured out that same God-given 
grace to every person he encountered. This is not a story of sorrow. 
It is not a story of pity or defeat. Jim Elliot once wrote, “He is no 
fool who gives what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot lose.” 
This is a story of gain through loss – how a man who knew the 
depths of brokenness became a warrior for his King.

I have a letter written by Dave’s mother in May of 1970. She gave 
it to us upon our engagement. Knowing that Dave had been too 
young to remember all the physical brushes with death as a young 
child, she wanted to make sure he knew God had been the One to 
sustain him. In it are these words, “The Lord has impressed me to 
write down for you all the facts concerning your illnesses to show 
you how much God really loves you. We know he has had his hand 
on you from your very beginning and has always had a special pur-
pose and a plan for your life. Before you were born, we gave you 
over to God, praying for God to bless you and guide you through 
life. We have always prayed that God would use any of our children 
any way he wants, and for us to be willing to accept his will.” What 
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In the silence of the night, Dave’s mother and father wept and 
prayed. “His breathing patterns were often so irregular and shallow, 
I thought he had died in my arms,” said his mother. “But because 
I saw God repeatedly sustain his breath, I knew God must have 
something special for David’s life.” And miracles did happen. He 
learned to walk, which was something the doctors believed would 
never happen, and his legs continued to grow. However, most ev-
erything else that could go wrong, did. Both legs were severely af-
fected, and the repeated surgeries performed to encourage muscle 
growth were a dismal failure. They only left ragged scars on both 
feet. Even the metal brace Dave wore to help him walk, in the end, 
destroyed the muscle behind the knee. Seeing each new treatment 
bring further damage and pain, his father had enough. He called a 
halt to the medical traumas and announced his intention of treat-
ing Dave as if he could do anything his siblings could do—and that 
positive attitude paid off.

Behind the scenes, Dave’s parents massaged his legs each night and 
continued to pray. They insisted that Dave do the things normal 
kids did: take out the trash, mow the lawn, clean his room, just 
“do” life. Although his legs were thin and weak and he walked with 
an uneven gait, Dave embraced the challenge. He not only believed 
he could do anything, but he excelled in high school in every con-
ceivable way. He even joined the baseball team and played on the 
high school tennis team.

Outwardly, things appeared to be going well. Inwardly, though, it 
was a different story. With each achievement, Dave unconsciously 
searched to find a sense of self-worth and identity. He longed for 
an escape from the pain of illness, the struggles of being different, 
and the taunts of peers. Although he grew up attending the local 
First Baptist Church, he was missing what it truly meant to be inti-
mately in touch with God. But all that was about to change.
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The Heart of the Matter

While in college, after Dave and I had been dating for about a year, 
he met other Christians whose lives burned with intensity and passion 
for Christ. “If that is what a Christian is,” he said, “then I’m no Chris-
tian.” For thirty-eight consecutive days, a local church held spontane-
ous meetings, and he attended every single one. Dave felt compelled 
to go as if some inexorable force drew him, and he experienced first-
hand an authentic faith that was filled with genuine inward revival. As 
Dave allowed God to touch him, he was eternally changed. It was a 
“fully devoted and passionately in love with Jesus” kind of change that 
permeated his life from that moment until his death. 

In one of his letters to me, he wrote, “I want to leave the world of 
books and formulas; I want to taste life fully, know God completely 
and find my purpose in him. I hurt from your absence and love 
you passionately. In fact, I only think about God more than you 
and sometimes that’s a close race!” With this passion, we began our 
life together in marriage, devoted to ministry and following hard 
after God. 

But I must tell you life would not be easy. We had no idea our 
world would be rocked again. Now in his twenties, after fighting 
what we assumed was a nasty case of the flu, Dave entered Van-
derbilt Hospital and received a grim prognosis. The cough he had 
learned to embrace since birth was finally diagnosed accurately. It 
was cystic fibrosis—a death sentence.

Cystic fibrosis is a hereditary disease that affects the lungs, pancreas, 
liver, and eventually causes an early death due to multi-system fail-
ure throughout the body. With an inability to properly and fully 
digest food, weight gain is difficult. Thick mucous collects in the 
lungs and creates a hotbed for bacterial growth that eventually turns 
into pneumonia. Each day, stress increases on the liver. Finally, dia-
betes develops. While all these complications run their destructive 
course, a bit more lung capacity is stolen away. Breathing becomes 
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literally impossible. Worst of all, there is no cure. During the 1970s, 
most people with cystic fibrosis only lived eighteen to twenty years; 
so the physicians were surprised that Dave was even still alive. 

Reeling from this news, Dave spent the next three weeks at the 
hospital being tested and retested and treated repeatedly with heavy 
doses of strong antibiotics. I was taught how to administer pulmo-
nary treatments that amounted to pounding on his back for twenty 
minutes, four times a day to release the thick, sticky mucous that 
collected in his lungs. Dave began a regimen of twenty pancreatic 
tablets with each meal to assist in digesting food. And that was it. 
At the end of his stay, he was dismissed from the hospital with these 
words, “You are going to die, and it will be sooner rather than later. 
Every day you live is a miracle.” 

That could have been it; perhaps Dave’s story could have ended 
there. It certainly would have been easy to give up on life and pre-
pare to die. If anything, this prognosis of sure and certain death 
brought Dave to the stark realization of how short life is and how 
much he wanted others to know God. His passion was inflamed. 
He was on fire and, with reckless abandon, he moved toward life 
instead of death. Within the year, new life was added to our fam-
ily. Our only child, Dava, was born (pronounced Day-va—I was 
determined to name this little girl after her father).

It was of paramount importance for Dave to live a full life no mat-
ter how short that life may be. He did not want to “die” before he 
died. So there were no pity parties, no regrets. No “woe is me, why 
is this happening to me?” I wish I could write that God miracu-
lously healed Dave right then and there, but it didn’t happen that 
way. Miracles did come, just in other forms. Every breath he took 
was sustained by the breath of God.

While he was depending on God for each day, he also felt a respon-
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The Heart of the Matter

sibility to tell Dava about cystic fibrosis. What do you say to your 
only child about this living death sentence? We were committed to 
telling her the truth about his health. But we agonized about what 
to say. Giving too much information to this delicate and loving 
daughter who adored her Father would create fear and uncertainty. 
We agonized about how to dispense truth without creating fear. 
“Ask whatever you want and I’ll answer you truthfully,” Dave often 
said. Extended hospital stays, racking coughs, and high fevers most 
often told her more than words.

Over the next two decades of our lives, we experienced that grace 
on a daily basis. Only God could account for the impact Dave had 
on others in his broken and weakened state. In spite of the constant 
maze of medication, hospital stays and breathing treatments, Dave 
and I were able to maintain an active lifestyle in ministry.

With a burden for young people, we moved to Nashville, Tennes-
see and then West Palm Beach, Florida while Dave worked as a 
youth pastor. Eventually, we moved to the frozen land of Minne-
sota (-20°F was quite the temperature change from where we had 
departed in West Palm Beach, Florida!). And it was here, in Edina, 
Minnesota where God ultimately changed his ministry direction. 
It was a faith-stretcher that went far beyond youth ministry. Even 
more grace was dispensed to the Busby family.

About this time, it became clear that Dave could no longer be on 
a church staff. Maintaining a grueling schedule became too dif-
ficult on Dave’s increasingly diminished lung capacity. So, in faith 
and in fear, we began our own nonprofit ministry. With no health 
insurance, no retirement account, and no guarantee of any income, 
Dave Busby Ministries was born. Within the first month, Dave 
received thirty-six requests to speak at various venues, a pretty con-
vincing sign this was the road we should take. 
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Over the course of the next ten years, Dave logged over one million 
flight miles with Northwest Airlines, carrying with him one hun-
dred and fifty-six pounds of medical equipment. No easy feat. To 
this day, I cannot fathom how we managed it. From the time Dava 
was old enough to carry luggage, she accompanied him during the 
summers. They traveled well, this father/daughter pair, and she was 
vigilant in her efforts to assist him. As a family, we quickly figured 
out how to manage meals, speaking sessions, bronchial treatments 
and medications.

At first, Dave set aside fifteen days a month to travel and speak at 
camps, conventions, conferences and churches. Often, he would 
speak five times a day, going back to the hotel between sessions 
to take breathing treatments. As the years passed, he adjusted the 
number of times and days he could speak: fifteen days a month, 
then twelve days, then ten days, down to eight days, and no more 
than two sessions per day. Returning home after these events, he 
would recuperate by taking extra therapy. Travel extracted an obvi-
ous physical toll, but he was undeterred and stalwart. He was mak-
ing the most he could of the “borrowed” years that remained.

To explain how God worked and what he did during those years 
would certainly be an immense challenge. Dave’s zeal for life and for 
the Kingdom of God was infectious. Wherever he went, his passion 
exuded into the audience. Countless times after he spoke, people 
would come up to me and say, “Those fierce blue eyes were looking 
straight at me the whole time Dave spoke!” That was just who Dave 
was. He relished pouring his life into others, offering them the same 
God who loved him for free and had forever changed his life.

Perhaps the most powerful edge of Dave’s public life was the way he 
chose to be: vulnerable, real, honest, dependent. “My only hope is 
you, Jesus,” was a cry he oftentimes repeated. As thousands of kids 
heard him speak, each saw a physically weak man with a myriad of 
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The Heart of the Matter

difficult limitations. He was not slick. He was not glitzy. Despising 
the independent “I can do it myself ” attitude, he was drawn to the 
inherent place of brokenness in others. Many, in return, responded 
with, “If there’s hope for a man like Dave Busby, then there must 
be hope for me!” More evidence of God’s grace.

But no matter how strong Dave was on the inside, the outer man 
was, in the words of the Apostle Paul, “decaying.” During that sum-
mer, our daughter married her husband, Charlie. From the time 
she was a child, Dava had prayed her Dad would be there to walk 
her down the aisle on her wedding day. And in his great compas-
sion, God answered her prayer. In July of 1997, Dave was there to 
give her away and to bless them as they began married life together. 
The cumulative effects of cystic fibrosis, polio, diabetes, pancreati-
tis, liver and heart damage, however, were simply wearing his body 
out. On the weekend of October 5-8, 1997, Dave spoke at a church 
in San Antonio, Texas. It would be his last speaking event. 

Upon his return home, Dava and I saw he was critically ill. By now, 
we had learned to read the physical signs. We were alarmed by the 
way he looked. He had developed vicious, antibiotic-resistant bac-
teria that fully infiltrated both lungs. After three trips to the emer-
gency room and a one-week stay in the hospital, he was released—
only to return via ambulance on October 31. 

November came and went while this warrior tenaciously clung to 
hope throughout his battle. On December 1, Dave wrote the fol-
lowing words to his family and friends:

Belonging. What a tender word. And to think that the God of 
the universe, the babe in the manger turned King, would take 
care of me. Would remember me. Would die for me. Ah, he 
would never forget to take care of us. After a twenty-four day 
stay in the hospital, I am now at home, oxygen dependent. I 
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am improving very slowly, and taking one day at a time. The 
pneumonia that has infiltrated my lungs is slowly subsiding. 
I have cried from my heart, “Please do not forget to take care 
of me!” There is no pride left. I have found him to be faithful, 
even though we have no clue what our future holds. We stand 
bare, but not alone. We wait before him. We are scared but 
dependent. We are clinging to Jesus.

Dave’s forty-seventh birthday on December 7 was a milestone for 
this “old” cystic fibrosis patient. Very few people in America with 
cystic fibrosis had lived so long. But once again, he was admitted to 
the hospital with a raging infection that would not abate. We knew 
we were in a battle. Close friends came to pray with us. Dava and 
Charlie stood vigil with me. Ten days later, he quietly turned to me 
and asked, “Honey, would you think me a quitter if I went ahead 
to be with the Lord?” Immediately I assured him, “You are not quit-
ting; you are finishing. And finishing well.” 	

For the next forty-eight hours, I remained by his side. I prayed. I sang 
hymns. We tearfully rehearsed our treasured past. I caressed his face 
as we whispered our good-byes. Then, on December 19, 1997, Dave 
struggled out of his oxygen deprivation, opened his eyes reaching 
both arms upward as a child reaches to his father. He died just as he 
lived—with warrior-like intensity, greeting his Savior.

A few days later, I opened Dave’s Bible to read. Thumbing through 
the pages of Acts, I read this verse: For David, after he had served 
the purpose of God in his own generation, fell asleep (Acts 13:36). In 
the margin Dave had written, “My cause of death. See this, Lawan-
na!” A smiley face was beneath those words. Dave knew that cystic  
fibrosis was not the cause of his death. He was finished. And he had 
finished well.
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March 1990 (Oklahoma City, Oklahoma)  

“I’m the best Daddy you ever had,” you said to me last night 
during a time of worship. That’s so true, Daddy. Never too 
preoccupied with a book, never too exhausted or disinterest-
ed, always available, always standing ready to pursue me.

April 12, 1991 (Tucson, Arizona)  

You are the only constant, my God. Everything else changes. 
You are the only remaining being. Make me a man of deep 
integrity and depth instead of a “national speaker.” Keep 
me fresh, tender, broken and obedient.

January 1997 (Austin, Texas)  

Father, Good morning. I worship you, my God. I want 
your name to be lifted up! I wanted to say out loud that my 
desire to do well, to be thought of well, to be well received is 
bigger than I realized. When sermons don’t seem to connect 
or go well, I care about what people think. Help me to be 
more focused on just sharing the truth in love and trusting 
you for results. I get so tired of the “disease of my introspec-
tion.” I say all the time that it is not my presentation but 
your presence that matters. Help me to really rest in that 
truth. My only hope is that you would be merciful to work 
through this fallen, flawed, stumbling (but loved) vessel. 
This morning I give myself to you…again. Glorify your 
name through me. I am available. Stir my heart. Restore 
my joy. Let me minister out of rest. It is not I, but Christ.
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Chapter One  

The Thirsty Heart

On our best day we are not beyond the need of God’s grace. 
On our worst day we are not beyond the reach of God’s grace.

There I am, the sun beating down on my head, sweat running 
down my face. I’m in the middle of the desert desperately trying 
to quench my thirst. With my bare hands, I’m clawing through 
the sand, digging hole and after miserable hole. I’m trying to find 
water to satisfy me, to put out the fire that burns deep inside of 
me. As I look around, I see hundreds of my failed attempts to dig 
a well. I’m exhausted. I’m frustrated. I want to give up. But, I can’t 
stop. I must keep digging and digging, searching and searching. 
I’m convinced my hard work will eventually pay off and my thirst 
will be quenched. If only I would stand still for a moment and 
rest, I would see the well already there in front of me, waiting for 
me to drink.

Does your life ever feel like this? I know my life does. Sometimes 
I’m so thirsty, but no matter how hard I try, I can never find satis-
faction. Let me put it another way. Are you thirsty? I’m not talking 
about a physical thirst that a sixty-four ounce Mountain Dew® 
would take care of. No, I’m referring to the thirst deep inside of 
you. 

Are you thirsty? Let me answer that question for you. Yes. If you have 
a pulse, you are thirsty. Hear me again, “YOU ARE THIRSTY!” 
Whether you realize it or admit it, you have thirsts deep within 
your heart, deep down in the recesses of your soul. You’re not alone; 
we are all thirsty. 
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The Heart of the Matter

But before we can do anything about it, we have to uncover these 
thirsts. Believe me, I know how terrifying it is to come face to face 
with the stuff in our hearts, but it’s where we must begin. It’s where 
God wants us to begin. When “God with skin on”—Jesus—lived 
and ministered on the earth, it’s where he began. Listen to his words 
in John 7:

Now on the last day, the great day of the feast, Jesus stood 
and cried out saying: “If any man is thirsty, let him come to 
me and drink. He who believes in me, as the Scriptures said, 
‘from his innermost being shall flow rivers of living water.’”	
	 John 7:37-38 

Picture this scene. Jesus is in Jerusalem for the last day of the Feast 
of Tabernacles, celebrating God’s provision for the harvest. On the 
first seven days of this feast, priests would collect water from the 
Pool of Siloam. To symbolize God’s provision of rain and fruitful-
ness, one priest would pour wine on one side of the altar while the 
other priest poured water on the other side. The water and wine 
would flood over the altar and run down onto the floor. On the 
last day, this part of the celebration was not observed. Instead, the 
“waterless” day symbolized the dry and thirsty land, reminding the 
people to pray for rain, for God to provide water for the crops.

With this image fresh in the hearts and the minds of the people, 
Jesus cries out, “Is anyone thirsty? If so, let him or her come to me 
and drink.” Notice the verse says Jesus “stood and cried out.” An-
other translation says Jesus “shouted” to the crowd. Anytime Jesus, 
Himself, stands up and cries out, as he does here, we need to pay at-
tention. He is telling them, “Hello, everybody, wake up. Just like the 
land, you, too, are thirsty. You know you’re exhausted from trying to 
quench your souls through observing rules and regulations. I have 
the only water that will quench your thirst. Come and get it. It’s free. 
All you have to do is drink it. No more working, no more striving.”
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Are you beginning to taste your thirst yet? Regardless of where you 
are spiritually, these thirsts are real. They reside deep in the “engine 
room” of your heart. Getting in touch with them is the first step 
in experiencing the River of Living Water, Christ’s Spirit flowing 
in and through you. That is my prayer for you: that God would 
enable you to get in touch with your thirsts so you can give them 
to Jesus. Then, as you receive him, depend on him, and hang on to 
him for dear life, God’s Spirit will wash over your life in ways you 
never imagined. 

Let’s be real. We are all thirsty, and there are at least three thirsts 
that exist inside every single one of us: a thirst for a love that is free, 
a thirst for a love that is strong, and a thirst for a reason to live. 
Whether you are young or old, there is a craving deep inside you 
that longs to be loved and accepted unconditionally with an unfail-
ing love and longs to live with a sense of real purpose. As we discuss 
each of these thirsts, gaze deeply inside your hearts. No matter how 
painful it may be, look these thirsts square in the face; you must 
begin here. 

A Thirst for a Love that is Free

Everyone, including me, is thirsty to be loved and accepted. We 
desperately want to be loved for free, no strings or conditions at-
tached. We long to taste the sweet embrace of acceptance, to receive 
the hug our hearts crave. If we’re honest, we know this is true, but 
we also know that it seems impossible to find this kind of love. 
While we might receive this love from others for a while, it never 
lasts. And our hearts are shredded to pieces.

Defective!  That’s me. At least that was how I viewed myself grow-
ing up. In my mind, I had a gigantic “D” on my chest. You see, 
when I was six months old, I contracted polio in both legs. Even 
though I learned to walk after several surgeries, special shoes and 
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The Heart of the Matter

leg braces, I had a distinctive limp and the atrophied muscles in my 
legs never fully developed. In the eyes of the world, I was crippled. 
Ugh!  For me, that was the most hated word in the English lan-
guage, “crippled.”

As you might imagine, I was not much of an athlete. When I was 
twelve, however, I decided to try out for our city park baseball team 
along with thirty-five other kids my age. I remember that experi-
ence like it was yesterday. The day came for the coach to announce 
his team. There were seventeen baseball uniforms to be issued. As 
all of us stood there full of anticipation, sixteen players were an-
nounced. The rest of us waited with baited breath. To my utter de-
light and amazement, the coach announced my name, “Dave Bus-
by.” I lunged toward him to claim the last uniform. As he handed 
it to me he said, “I want you to have this last uniform.” I accepted 
that uniform with pride only to be crushed by what he said next. 
“It’s not because you’re good at baseball, because you’re not, but 
because you are a cripple and I feel sorry for cripples.” 

Whew! Those words still sting to this day. I was devastated. The 
wound cut me to the core of my being, and I learned then and 
there that being accepted as “one of the regular guys” was out of 
the question. At that moment, I vowed in my heart to work harder 
than any other kid to earn the acceptance and belonging I so in-
tensely desired. 

I began what I called “doing the dance.” Simply put, I discovered 
what I had to do to get the hug or the approval, and then I did it. 
As a child, I had no idea how “doing the dance” would damage my 
soul, deepening my already unquenchable thirst. Before I knew it, 
I had set the trajectory toward a performance-based relationship 
with God. 

As I grew, I became a professional “dancer,” doing whichever dance 
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was needed for the occasion. I did it all: valedictorian, student body 
president, the list could go on and on. I wanted the hug. My heart 
was screaming, “Please, somebody love this cripple! See me as valu-
able for something. Love me. Accept me.” 

I did the dance year after year until finally I simply could not dance 
anymore. I was exhausted. I was tired of doing the dance to be loved, 
and I was frustrated because, when I stopped dancing, the hug and 
the acceptance was always taken away. Dancing never worked!

The dance looks different for each of us, but we all do the dance. 
Recently, I was telling a good friend of mine about those tough 
adolescent years when, out of the blue, he began to weep. “I just 
had a vivid memory of an incident that happened to me in the 
eighth grade.” he told me. 

“In high school, I was a small, short guy who longed to be part of a 
select group of ‘cool’ kids at my school. I thought I had figured out 
the proper ‘dance’ to do in order to become a part of their group. 
For one solid year, I did that dance. Finally, the leader of the group 
told me to meet them at a restaurant that evening to celebrate my 
acceptance into the group. It was the happiest day of my life—until 
I arrived at the restaurant.”

Speaking with a pained expression, my friend continued: “All the 
cool kids were there. I was horrified as each student filed by, ver-
bally abusing me. That night wounded my heart so badly that I 
went home, found my dad’s loaded revolver, and prepared to take 
my life. Three times I put the barrel in my mouth and pulled back 
the hammer.” 

And now, here was my friend, 36 years later, openly sobbing as he 
recalled the event. “What is it,” I asked, “that so impacts you after 
all this time?” His eyes still brimming with tears, he replied, “In a 
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The Heart of the Matter

fresh way, it touched that deep longing that told me I wanted to 
be loved. I wanted to be accepted. I wanted to be hugged. I was so 
thirsty for that.”

You are, too. You are thirsty way down in the engine room of your 
heart. You are thirsty for the hug that will never be withdrawn no 
matter the circumstance. There is only one love like that, and it’s 
FREE!  When you receive it, something begins to happen in your 
soul. Your thirst is finally quenched; your heart is satisfied. The 
Bible even has a word for it. It’s called rest. Jesus says to us, Come 
to me, all who are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest  
(Matthew 11:28).

Do you have any idea how much time, energy, and money you 
spend just to be loved like that? Maybe you do a dance to get your 
parents’ hugs. Classmates may impose another dance for accep-
tance. Even well intentioned churches can pressure you to dance. 
Jesus is pleading with you, “Stop dancing!” And I agree. Look into 
the deep places of your heart; discover your thirst to be loved and 
accepted. Only when you uncover this raw thirst will you begin to 
experience a love that is free, full, and unconditional. It’s time to 
hang up your dancing shoes!	

A Thirst for a Love that is Strong

One Saturday afternoon, a fourteen-year-old girl name Kellie 
phoned me at home. Obviously distressed, she asked to meet with 
me at the pizza restaurant. As I drove to the meet her, I reflected on 
what had been happening in her life. 

A year earlier, her father gathered the family into their living room 
to make an announcement, a farewell speech if you will. He said, 
“I’ve decided to leave you.” He turned to his wife and said, “I’m 
leaving you for a younger woman with a better body.” Then, as he 
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was deserting his four kids, he turned to them and said the strang-
est thing, “I love you!” With those words still haunting her, Kellie 
and I talked.

I sat down next to this hurting girl, watching the tears pour down 
her face. She said, “Dave, I just came from the movie theatre. When 
the movie ended and the lights came back on, I stood to leave. As 
I looked across the row of seats, I saw my father for the first time 
since he left. He was with his lover and her daughter who seemed 
to be about my age.” Numb, I stood there and watched as my dad 
reached out to take that girl’s hand. With their fingers intertwined, 
they left the theater.” With rage in her eyes, Kellie looked strait at 
me and shouted, “David, the hand that my dad reached for should 
have been mine!”

She was right. Her dad sinned greatly against her and abandoned 
her through his weak love. The inner rage she felt was due to her 
thirst for a love that was strong and undeniable, a love that would 
always be there.

Have you ever been hurt like that? Have you been left or aban-
doned by one or both of your parents? Has your best friend sud-
denly turned her back on you? It should be unthinkable for a dad 
to walk out on his kids. It should be unheard of that a mom would 
leave for another man. But, we know it happens all the time. We 
have been wounded like this in some way. Even if our parents are 
still together, there have been times when their love has let us down. 
Why? It’s because human love is weak. In fact, our deepest wounds 
are given to us by expressions of this feeble love. Just when we need 
it the most, it fails us. We desperately need a love that is strong, 
an in-your-face love that will never let you go and that will never 
abandon you. 

There is only one place to find this love like this. Regardless of 
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how scared, confused, or abandoned we feel, God’s love will also 
be there for us. When King David was running for his life and his 
enemies were trying to kill him, he prayed this to God: 

Though my father and mother forsake me, the LORD will 
receive me. Teach me your way, O LORD; lead me in a 
straight path.

					     Psalm 27:10-11

David recognized how ridiculous it seems for parents to desert their 
children, but he knew that even if this happened, God would take 
him in. Literally, as a shepherd gathers little lambs into his arms, so 
God takes his kids into his tender, strong arms and leads them the 
way they should go.

I remember hunting with my father when I was a little kid. Since 
my legs were weak from polio, I was constantly falling down as 
we forged through the woods. Whenever we encountered rough 
terrain, I would grab my dad’s hand. As the hours past, my little 
hand would get too tired to hold on. Instead of letting me go, Dad 
simply grabbed my wrist and held it tight to make sure I was safe. 

This is how God holds on to us. No matter how tired we are, no 
matter how stupid we get, his love is always there. He will always 
hold onto us and lead us on level ground. Human love can and will 
abandon us, but God is our Daddy who cannot and will not ever let 
us go. He is the One who can indeed quench our thirst for a strong 
and powerful love. If you long for a love that is strong, it’s time to 
fall into the loving arms of your Father. 

A Thirst for a Reason to Live 

“Why do I even get up in the morning? What’s the point?” Have 
you ever asked yourself this question? Growing up, my mom would 
come into my room during the summer mornings and yell, “Get 
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up!  It’s eleven o’clock.” An hour later she would come back with 
the same message. The problem of getting out of bed had nothing 
to do with being sleepy or tired; I simply did not have a good reason 
to get up. If, however, I had planned something fun for the day, I 
would spring out of bed before my mom said a word. The reason 
made all the difference.

During my senior year of high school, one of my best friends, Larry, 
committed suicide. One day after school, Larry walked about three 
hundred yards off campus, drenched himself with highly flammable 
glue and lit a match. Not long after the funeral, his mother found 
a suicide note which read, “Mom, please forgive me for what I did. 
But I discovered this – not having a reason to live is a good enough 
reason to die.” Larry was bored, literally, to death.

In all my years of working with students, I have never once had a 
young person say to me, “Dave, the goal of my life is meaningless-
ness. If I could just waste my life, I would die happy. Please pray for 
me that I could live without any purpose whatsoever.” Our hearts 
thirst for a reason to get up in the morning. We were not created 
to be bored; we were created to live on the edge of adventure, chal-
lenge, and destiny. 

Before he ascended back to heaven, Jesus told his followers: 

All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me. 
Therefore, go and make disciples of all nations, baptizing 
them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the 
Holy Spirit…And surely I am with you always, to the very 
end of the age.	 					   
				          Matthew 28:18-20  

What could be more thrilling than joining the God of the universe 
to share his strong, accepting, and free love to the hurting world? 
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The Heart of the Matter

This might mean talking to your friends at school or caring for or-
phans in a foreign country. This point is this: an authentic life with 
Jesus is anything but boring. 

We all thirst for a reason to live. Into this deep thirst the voice of 
Jesus calls us to follow him as he changes the world and allows us 
to partner with him on the adventure. When I participate with 
him, my bored days virtually disappear. They are replaced with a 
breathless adventure that causes my heart to awaken and to come 
fully alive. Do you long for a reason to get out of bed each day? 
Quench this thirst as you give yourself to sharing God’s love with 
the world.

Conclusion	

We’re all thirsty. If we are honest with ourselves, we know there are 
unquenchable longings in our hearts. We spend our lives trying to 
dig wells that never satisfy. We’re tired. We’re frustrated. We’re ready 
to stop dancing and to stop hurting. We thirst for a reason to live.

Don’t let another day go by without confronting these thirsts. Take 
a look in your engine room. Get under the hood of your life and 
discover your thirsts. Check out your dashboard—is there a warn-
ing light that is blinking?  Be ruthlessly honest with yourself and 
about yourself. Take stock of how much energy you spend doing 
the dance for acceptance. Think about how desperately important 
other people’s opinions of you really are. Then ask yourself why 
that is so.

Get in touch with your desire to be loved with a love that is strong. 
Recall the times when you needed someone to be there for you and 
they failed. Let that pain be a light on the dashboard that confirms 
a real thirst on the inside. Face the boredom and lack of passion 
in your heart. You may be busy, but bored. If you see any of these 

32



thirsts, acknowledge them. Then run to Jesus, the source of the 
only water that can quench your soul. If any man is thirsty, let him 
come to Me and drink.

For Your Reflection  

Read John 6:25-35

1.  �What kind of food (or drink) are you dancing for to quench the 
thirst of your heart? 

2.  �Who are the people in your life for whom you feel like you need 
to dance to receive their love? What kind of dances are you do-
ing?

3.  �In what ways has the love of others failed you? Describe the pain 
you feel inside when you think about these experiences.

4.  �How would you characterize your relationship with Jesus? Do 
you feel he loves you and accepts you for free, or are you trying 
to earn his love?

5.  �If you could choose your purpose in life, what would it be? How 
does this align with God’s purpose for your life?

Spend some time in prayer releasing these thirsts to God and allow-
ing him to fill you with his strong, accepting, free love and with his 
purpose for you.
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