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For those of you who don’t know me, there are a few things about my past that have remained hidden. You know what I mean, those skeletons rattling in the closet of your mind while you try to look so holy and pure in your church pew. Come on! Or while you’re standing praising God and your dirty laundry is slipping out your pants leg. We all have them, but they’re hard to see with that holy, Sunday morning game-face on. Oops! Sorry, straighten up that halo, it’s tilting slightly!
Excuse me for wandering off. I sometimes feel I need a dog leash around my puppy-dog mind to reel it back to reality. Now, what most of you don’t know is, at one time I was president of a very large but unknown ministry called Jerks for Jesus!  
Before we get to several definitions of this term, jerk, I must open the closet of my life and allow one of those moaning skeletons to crawl out.
Twenty-seven years ago, on a Thursday morning on my bedroom floor, I personally accepted Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior. My heart was pounding about a hundred miles per hour from an all night excursion on the dark side with my very close, intimate friend called cocaine. Most people get saved in church. I got saved one foot from the gates of hell.
Weeks before, a religious radical, like I was soon to become, gave me a piece of paper (tract) that presented the Gospel of Christ. I kept it in my wallet next to my gram of coke for future reference. As my addiction caused my life to spiral downward I knew the grim reaper had my address and was knocking at my door. 
I believed that if I straightened up my life a little bit Jesus would accept me. I, like many others, thought I needed to clean up my act first. 

Well, the best way I can put it is like this: you bring the sin and God brings the Savior. Give Him all your liabilities and He’ll give you all His assets. You can’t buy your way into heaven, baptize your way into heaven or work your way into heaven. You surrender your life to Him and allow Jesus to live His life through you. Hmmm…A second existence, how cool!
Here’s what happened at that time of my personal salvation: my human sprit was born again (Jn 3:3 and 3:6), my spirit man became a “new creation” in Christ (2 Cor 5:17) and my spirit was sealed with the Holy Spirit (Eph 4:30). 
But, what most Christians don’t understand is that my soul (mind, will and emotions) was not renewed, healed or regenerated. My soul was (and still is) in the process of being saved. This is the area where we are to “work out our own salvation with fear and trembling” (Phil 2:12). Hence, I was saved but soulish. Or better still, saved but still a jerk. 
Now, in its simplest form, being a jerk means being selfish. Taking it a bit further it means exhibiting any selfish thoughts or behavior that are ultimately harmful to someone. An even more encompassing definition of a jerk is anyone of any race, creed, sex or color who selfishly abuses human beings in any way, shape or form.
The belief at the root cause of jerkiness is “I deserve to act, be or have what I want. I deserve everything.” 
According to the best research of how little children think, from birth to 18 months the infant believes the mother is an extension of himself.
At 18 months children figure out that mom is a separate person, but she is now the child’s total slave and he wants her there to do every single thing he wants when he wants it. That’s why it’s called the “terrible twos.”
The unfortunate thing is that many grown men (I didn’t say mature) come to my office still in the “terrible twos” category. They just projected forward from mommy to wifey! Just so men don’t think I am picking on them only, there are jerkettes also. We will get to them in future weeks.
While we all have some level of jerkiness, we are ultimately working toward becoming the mature man or woman of God He wants us to be. If you feel you have no jerkiness, just ask the person sitting across the table eating dinner with you. They would love to play Holy Ghost and tell you the truth about yourself, in love of course!
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