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Soul and Spirit pt. 3 
 
 

A few weeks ago we started a series on soul and spirit.  Then we had a Christmas 
program…and then our Christmas Eve service the following week.  And so today I want 
to get back on that track and continue where we left off.  And I’ll probably let that bleed 
into a little bit of vision for this year, since it is January 1st.  
 
Review: 

¥ Difference between soul and spirit 
¥ How soul can be moved and motivated apart from Spirit 

 
Today I want to talk about the soul and its connection to the old creation.  If you’ve been 
with us for a while, you’re probably quite familiar with what the old creation is, but lets 
just review that for a minute.  
 
The old creation is all that is natural, of the earth.  The old creation is a creation made for 
Adam, the first man and his kind.  It is a creation that is based on natural things, natural 
senses, earthly realities, and is accessed and experienced by the five natural senses of 
man.  You can see it with your natural eyes, hear it with your natural ears, etc.  It is 
earthy.  It is of earth.  It is not spiritual.  It is not eternal.   
 
When I speak of the old creation, I’m not just talking about ugly earthly things.   I’m 
talking about all things that are only earthly.  All things that are only natural.  I’m not just 
talking about what the natural mind calls “evil” or “ungodly”.  I’m talking about what the 
natural mind can see period.   I’m talking about everything that is not the spiritual 
substance of the new creation in Christ.  
 
Why is it called the old creation?  Because there is a new creation.  New – not with 
referenced to time.  The new creation is not “new” because its “newer” or “more recent”.  
Its newer in quality.  It is something entirely different, something other than the old.  Its 
not like the new creation is like a new pair of shoes.  The same as the old, but more 
recent.  No, the new creation is something altogether different and other than the old.  
Something that the old pointed to, but could never be.   
 
The old creation is natural.  The new creation is spiritual.  The old creation is earthy, the 
new creation is heavenly (and I don’t mean a geographic location).  The old creation is 
known by the natural senses.  The new creation is known by spiritual revealing, spiritual 
beholding – in other words, “faith”.  The old creation is a habitation for one kind of man, 
Adam.  The new creation is a habitation for Another kind of Man – Christ, and His 
body…in fact, that’s what the new creation is – one new man.  Zion.  The City of God.     
 



And what I want to emphasize today is that the soul of man, without a spiritual unveiling 
of the new, only knows the old.   The soul is intricately, intimately entangled with the old 
creation.  Because, until something else is unveiled to it, the old creation is all that the 
soul knows.   
 
And so, even after we are born again, we are entirely, thoroughly attached to, enthralled 
with the old creation.  Though we have been born of spirit, our soul still finds its purpose 
in the old creation.  The soul still sees the old creation.  Still has all of its goals lodged 
there.  Still has all of its desires, its emotions, its sentimentality, its reality, its 
understanding…all of it lodged in, and part of, the old creation. 
 
Friends, this is hugely important.  We, even after we are born again, even after we come 
to live by the spirit, are still incredibly tangled up in the old creation.  Our souls have 
known nothing else.  Our souls have known nothing of spirit, of newness of life, of new 
creation.  And what we then try to do, in our ignorance, is order the old creation to look 
like our imagination of the new.   Oh that the Lord would just stop us right here and show 
us the immeasurable extent to which this is true in each of our Christian lives.   We try to 
make the old look like the new, rather than manifest the new in the old.   
 
That’s horrible, but that’s not where I’m heading today.  But think about that.  The 
eternal purpose of God was established through the cross in a new creation.  His purpose 
for us is to dwell in, become the dwelling place of the new creation.  It is not to try to turn 
the old creation into a man-made replica of the new.  And we do that in 308 different 
ways.  Religion does that in so many ways.  Through movements, and causes, and 
politics, and missionary enterprises.  I know that I lost some of you there, but the Lord is 
dealing with some of you right there.  The Lord is always trying to manifest the new, the 
kingdom that has come, in the midst of the old.  Not turn the old into the new.   
 
Anyway, the soul knows only the natural, the earthly, the material, the sense-based, until 
something “other” is unveiled.  It knows only how to dwell in the earth, live by the 
senses, seek after the material, until Christ is revealed.  And until then…a Christian soul, 
a religious soul, thinks that Christ and His purposes are found there…until the new 
creation is seen.  This  is so horrible, and I am so guilty of it….because of my lack of 
understanding, I seek to bring the purposes of God back into the old, rather than see them 
accomplished in the new and dwell there.  That is an affront to the cross.  
 
But I must move on from that.  Well, maybe not yet.  The soul knows the old creation.  
The soul takes the IDEA of a new creation, and tries to establish it in the familiar old.  
The soul takes the IDEA of a new life, the CONCEPT of new life, and tries to make it 
into an improvement of the old – rather than the replacement of the old.  The soul takes 
the IDEA, the CONCEPT, of Jesus and turns Him into doctrines, theologies, beliefs, so 
that it can continue to live among the dead.   
 
Ok…anyway, the soul loves the old creation.  Knows the old creation.  And this past 
week of Christmas, I was seeing that in such a clear way that it actually became quite 
painful and uncomfortable to me.  Now, forgive me if this is something you don’t want to 



hear this morning.  But I waited until after Christmas to really dump this on you so I 
wouldn’t spoil your holiday.  I might ruin next Christmas, but I let you have this one.  !  
 
Listen, I was looking around at stuff over the holiday.  And I see a lot of sentimentality, a 
lot of tradition, a lot of emotions, families, meals, fake smiles, real smiles, masks, 
activities, etc.  I see all of this.  And I’m not saying that it is evil, I’m not saying that it is 
bad.  But something deep down in my gut begins to cry out.  I had to, on several 
occasions, get alone all by myself and grown.   
 
Why was I groaning?  Because I saw something horrible, so incredibly overwhelming, so 
devastatingly real.  What’s that?  Just this:  It seems so basic, and yet it hit me with a 
clarity that rattled me to the core –  here is nothing of Life or permanence, or 
significance, in anything other than Christ and the New Creation.   
 
Oh God, it cut me like a gigantic flint knife.  Nothing of life or permanence or 
significance in anything other than that which is of Christ and His new creation.   It was 
such a blow.   I had seen it before, but it really came into focus for me.   
 
And I went down in my basement and got under a blanket and said “Father, I can hardly 
bare to see it, but show me more.  Don’t allow me to remain in love with an illusion.  
Father part of me doesn’t even want to see, but don’t let me remain entangled with, 
entirely attached to something you have disassociated with.”   
 
Friends…I’m talking about the entire old creation here.  I’m not talking about so-called 
“bad things”.  I’m talking about the entire illusion that there is life in the old.  
 
And he began to show me more and more how the soul of man loves the old creation.  
And how we refuse to allow the cross to crucify us to the world because it is still the 
source of nearly all of our gain.   And how we will try to bring his name into it, but 
we will not come out of it.  And how we will try to make it all about Him, but we will 
not come out of it and dwell in Him.  And how we refuse to disassociate with that 
which he has put away.  How much we love the illusion.   
 
The illusion that there is something of Life in it.  The illusion that there is permanence in 
it.  The illusion.  This horrible matrix-like illusion.   
 
And, friends…it was quite painful for me to see it.  I am not against tradition and 
sentiment and families getting together and laughing.  That is as good as the world gets.  
But here’s what got me right in the heart…what of it lasts more than the moment?  What 
of any of it has any permanence?  What of it has any spiritual substance apart from 
Christ, something that will last through the evening?  Through the tradition?  Through the 
meal? 
 
I walked around the house I grew up in this week.  And I looked at everything that was so 
familiar to me for many, many years.  So many memories attached to everything. And 
pictures everywhere I looked.  So much emotion.  So much sentiment.  So many family 



traditions.  So much time given to all of it.  It was overwhelming.  But what was even 
more overwhelming was the fact that all of it exists today only in memory.  Only in 
pictures.   
 
And the memories and the pictures have no substance to them.  And they lie.  I looked at 
the pictures and somehow I found myself missing those days.  Somehow I longed for 
those days in the pictures.  But there was nothing about those days that was any more 
Life giving than any other day.  And, I’m sure that in those days, I longed for a better day 
in the future, or a better day in the past.  
 
The dinner party in that picture seems like the good-ol-days when I look back on it…but 
how quickly you forget Aunt Bertha’s bad attitude, the ongoing family feud, the 
unspoken awkwardness between sisters, the competition between brothers.   
 
It wasn’t as good as the picture…that’s my point.  But even if it was.  Even if the picture 
captured a perfect moment…that moment is gone.  That person is maybe gone.  If not 
yet, then one day.  Do you see what I’m saying.  Something in me began to groan afresh 
for something permanent.  Something that is the same yesterday, today, and forever.  
Something that I don’t need a picture of because it dwells within me.  And everything I 
have experienced of it, gained of it, is everlasting.   
 
My heart began to long for the new creation.  For the eternal person of Christ.  For the 
substance of salvation.   Something that a memory doesn’t need to hold onto because 
there is more today then ever before.   
 
And again, I began to see the deception.  The deception – how the soul looks to the old 
creation for Life.  How we think we will find life in things.   Any THINGS.  Events, 
gatherings, friends, family, traditions.  Again, I’m not against these things.  I probably 
don’t have to qualify myself so frequently, most of you know my heart.   
 
But there is no life in anything except for the life of Christ that you bring into that thing, 
and the measure of His life that you share with His body.   Now that is never changing, 
and besides that unchanging rock, EVERYTHING is constantly slipping away.  
 
I saw my experience of everything in the old creation like putting my hand in a river.  
Sure, I could feel the water, but it was constantly passing me by, and at no point could I 
ever grab onto it and make it stay put.  At no point could I hold on to what I liked.  Good 
and bad was coming and going.  Such is the old creation.   I can take a picture of it, but 
its still gone.  I can tell a story about it, and that is all.   
 
And it reminded me of Paul the Apostle who said “May it be that I would never boast 
except in the cross of Christ which crucified the world to me, and I to the world”.  Hey 
Paul, what was cut off from you in that crucifixion?  Was it your bad things that you did?  
Yeah, but it was much more than that. Was it your dead religion?  Yeah, but it was far 
more than that.  Was it your bad attitude?  It was the entire world. The entire first 
creation.  Crucified to me and me to it.   



 
Well, what’s it like now?  Well, for me to live is Christ – who is the same yesterday, 
today, and forever.  What I gain of Him I never lose.  What I share of Him always 
remains.  To the measure that His life is formed in my soul, it is never taken away.  To 
the extent that His life become the nature of my relationships, it will never ever change.  
It is never taken away. To the extent that my soul dwells in the new creation, it has found 
its permanent home.  To the extent that I see the life of Christ, then I see that which is 
Everlasting Rock.  To the measure that my church grows up in all things into Him, that 
measure will never be taken from them.   Its like Mary Magdalene staring at the face of 
Jesus, he turns to Martha and says “Martha, Mary’s chosen the one good thing….and 
what she’s chosen will never be taken from her.” 
 
But who can accept this?  Who can except such a circumcision?  Such a cutting away.  
Who will stand still and allow the flint knife of the Lord to cut away the entire first 
creation from your heart?  Who will do it?   
 
And I must say to you that, though I say yes…I know that there is still much in my heart 
that says, Father you can cut to here…but cut no further.   There is still a place in me 
where I want His life, but I cling to the old, to the dead, to the temporary, to dung.  The 
dung of the old creation.   
 
There is still a place in me where I refuse to disassociate with that which God has put 
away.  Where I refuse to face the reality that old creation is non-existent in Christ.  I will 
accept it to a point, but I will not allow him to take everything from me.  I’ll let him 
crucify my lust for pornography…because that was getting me into trouble with my 
wife…but I wont let the cross cut off the whole world from me.    I’ll let him crucify my 
overeating…but don’t take the old creation.   Heck, I’ll even let him take my dead 
religion…but give me a place in the old creation where I can make my own land.   
 
Its like the 2 !  tribes of Israel that wouldn’t enter the Land.  Hey, I’ll even help you guys 
enter into the land and fight your battles with you, as long as I can pitch my tents on the 
other side of the Jordan.   I’m not going into a Land where the only remaining Seed  is 
the Seed of Abraham.  
 
How far will allow his knife to cut?  What if there is more useless flesh then you’re 
willing to allow to be chopped.   
 
I was talking with a friend the other day about  the revealing of Christ in us.  This 
particular brother said that he was convinced from the Scripture of the reality of what 
we’re preaching, but then went on to say that he had been asking God to reveal Christ in 
Him, but it wasn’t working.   
 
He then went on to describe his experience like learning to bowl.  He said, “Jason…I feel 
like I’m in a bowling ally and all I want to do is be a good bowler.  But every time I 
throw the ball, it goes right into the gutter.   And you’re here, and you keep telling me a 
better way to throw the ball…but the more I try it, the more I just keep throwing gutter 



balls.  And its getting frustrating.  I am willing to adjust my swing, my throw, any way 
that is wrong, but no matter what I try…nothing is working.”   
 
And I said to this brother, “how wrong are you willing to be?”  He asked what I meant.  I 
said “how much of your bowling experience are you willing to be a misunderstanding.  
How wrong are you willing to be”.  He said “I’ll do anything, just tell me how to throw 
the ball better”.   
 
I replied…what if the way you throw the ball isn’t the whole problem.  What if I told you 
that wasn’t really a bowling ball in your hand.  What if I told you that those weren’t pins.  
What If I told you this isn’t really even a bowling alley.  What if I told you that you were 
trying to bowl in the wrong place, with the wrong ball, and the wrong shoes.   How 
wrong are you willing to be? 
 
And that’s our problem.  The cross of Christ cuts off all of the old creation.  And yet our 
soul is intricately attached, enthralled, entangled with it.  And God has established a new 
creation.  God has established a new man.  God has established a resurrected Life.  And 
all that is new must be formed in us TO THE DISPLACEMENT of the old, to the 
displacement of the first.  But we won’t allow that cut.   
 
And I need to tell you this as a pastor.  I often come to places where I wonder why I don’t 
seem to be growing in the Lord.  I wonder what is the matter.   I wonder why I’m stuck 
and don’t seem to be progressing.    
 
And it always comes down to one thing.  Now, I don’t always realize it is this thing for a 
while…but its always one thing.  Its always that I’m asking him for the very thing I’m 
resisting.  I’m asking for more of Him and simultaneously, and often unknowingly, 
demanding the continuance of myself.   In other words, I’m asking to gain his life 
and keep mine.  IN other words, I’m asking that He fill my soul with the knowledge 
of Him, but I wont let go of the old creation which is to my gain.  In other words, out 
of one side of my mouth I say “not I, but Christ”, and out of the other I refuse to be 
displaced.   
 
Now, as I said, I am not often conscious that I’m doing that. I’m not usually aware that it 
is happening.  Usually, I’m only aware that I keep praying “Father, show me how throw 
this bowling ball better”.  And the Father whispers to my heart “Son, that’s not even a 
bowling ball”.  And I say “I rebuke you, devil”.  And get on my knees and say, “Father, 
how many times must I ask you to teach me how to bowl”.  And the Father says “Son, 
you haven’t even seen my bowling alley”.  And I say “that doesn’t make sense”.   
 
How wrong are you willing to be?  How far are you willing to let the knife cut?  How 
much of the old creation is your soul clinging to?  How much of the good of the old will 
you refuse to disassociate with?   
 



My dear friends…and you are truly my dearest friends.  You are my family.  We must 
allow the knife of the Lord (the cross) to cut all the way, or this will always be a good 
message, and never a resurrection life.   
 
And that is my goal for 2006.  Some people ask me about my vision.  Jason, what is your 
vision for this church?  What is your vision for this year?   To be very frank, my primary 
vision is to not have a vision.   I know that may sound weird.   
 
But the only vision that a body needs is the vision of its own head.  It doesn’t need the 
vision of the finger to dictate its direction.  It needs only the mind of the head.  It needs 
only the sight of the head, the vision of the head.  And I am not the Head of this body.  I 
am only a member, like you.   
 
And so, the only purpose that the body has is to come to know the Head’s vision.  And 
that is through coming to share His mind, his faith, his knowledge.  And all of that 
through the revealing of Christ.  So I would not pretend to tell you what my vision is for 
2006, or for this church in general, other than that we become the body, the living 
expression, of His Head.  And all of that through the circumcision, the working of the 
cross.  
 
And that is why I said that the only real goal that I can think of for 2006 is to, with 
honesty of heart and true sincerity, to turn myself to the Lord and allow the knife to cut.  
Cut it all Father.  Cut it all away.  All that is not Christ.  


