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  A man comes across an ancient enemy, beaten and left for dead. He lifts the wounded man onto the back of a donkey and takes him to an inn to tend to the man’s recovery. Jesus tells this story and instructs those who are listening to “go and do likewise.”




  Likewise books explore a compassionate, active faith lived out in real time. When we’re skeptical about the status quo, Likewise books challenge us to create culture responsibly. When we’re confused about who we are and what we’re supposed to be doing, Likewise books help us listen for God’s voice. When we’re discouraged by the troubled world we’ve inherited, Likewise books encourage us to hold onto hope.




  In this life we will face challenges that demand our response. Likewise books face those challenges with us so we can act on faith.
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  To Nathan—




  Seek first his kingdom




  and his righteousness.




  Everything else will be given.
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    Before We Start




    If you remain in me and I in you, you will bear much fruit; apart from me you can do nothing.




    Jesus, John 15:5




    Doug is one of my closest friends on the planet—though, given our differences, he really shouldn’t be. I grew up in the city. He grew up on a farm. I’m in full-time ministry. He’s a full-time military officer. I’m a flaming extrovert, while he can be happy buried in his books. I’m a skinny Korean guy of average height. At six-foot-four, he’s a gentler, sandy-brown-haired version of Gaston in Beauty and the Beast. Politically, our debates can get heated. But among the things we have in common, we’ve both played far too much Goldeneye on the Nintendo 64. And we both love Jesus and try to live out our faith each day.




    Our faith drew us together when Doug moved to Boston for graduate school and found a spiritual home in our newly planted church. Since then, we’ve supported each other through relational ups and downs, and he was instrumental in keeping me sane through my crisis of faith. We stood or served in each other’s weddings and became godfathers to each other’s firstborn sons. It’s a huge gift to have a friendship that I know will last the number of days we get to walk on the earth.




    Recently we were hunched over his dining table, propped up on our elbows, talking again far too late into the night. He said that everyone in his church’s small group had mourned recent losses. Some suffered pain because of their faithfulness to Jesus. They all had grown up in the church, but now, in their thirties, they found that their known spiritual routines provided little comfort or inspiration. In addition, Doug and his wife were both juggling time-consuming jobs while raising a towering giant of a toddler. Life was full and tough. With a sigh, Doug concluded, “We’re just not sure what the kingdom is supposed to mean in our everyday lives.”




    Jesus wants us to remain in him. He repeated it so often that it’s hard to miss his point: remaining in him is absolutely critical if we are to thrive in life. It’s the difference between spiritual life and death. If we remain, we can bear much fruit. If we don’t, we can do nothing. It doesn’t get much plainer than that.




    But what does it mean to remain today?




    Some of us conjure the miraculous to show up on Sunday mornings with infants wailing in our arms. Others manage to eke out times between overtime hours and family pressures to participate in the communal life of a church small group. Sometimes we’re given the strength to put down the textbooks and crack open our Bibles and pray. We do our best with what we have. Yet God still feels distant. Intimacy with God feels like an unkept promise.




    In the haze, our spiritual lives can lack direction. The next steps seem unclear. It’s like placing a runner in the middle of an open, grassy field and firing the starting gun, but there’s no lane or path to sprint on. We yell, “Run!” but she stands paralyzed, not knowing where to go. In the same way, we wait, all the while wondering if a vibrant spiritual life is actually out of reach.




    But why does the picture of the Christian life feel elusive and ephemeral? Shouldn’t it just make sense? I don’t mean that we’d have all the answers—far from it!—but perhaps we’d have at least a sense of what we’re supposed to work on or rest in next? If remaining in Jesus is so crucial, why is it so hard to figure out?




    It makes me wonder: Are we doing a good job of preparing the people of faith for the “long obedience in the same direction”? Are we possibly better at getting people to cross the starting line than getting them to break the tape at the finish? At our urging, our newly believing friends may start to read the Bible, pray each day and get plugged into Christian community. What happens after these rhythms fail to inspire? After a few years, will this remain a compelling picture of everyday life with Jesus for them?




    Is it still compelling for us?




    These questions lead to an even more fundamental one: What do we hope that every single Christian would be able to do or be? I’m not asking about the ideal of Christian perfection. The question is more toes-in-the-earth practical. What is the vision of life for the everyday Christian? It’s a question about discipleship: What does it mean to be a follower of Jesus today? What would Jesus ask us to do and be, if he lived in our time and place? Our answers to this question—or the lack of helpful, concrete ones—could have a butterfly effect on our ability to develop and empower believers over the long haul.




    I wonder if that’s a big reason why many people start to lose spiritual vitality, even leaving what they’ve known as faith altogether: they don’t have a practical vision of how their faith is supposed to develop today. So faith starts feeling irrelevant. As the old adage goes, if you aim at nothing, you’ll hit it every single time. “Just let God love you” can feel too vague and irrelevant to convince people to stick it out. “Love God, love others” is a great summary—after all, Jesus said it—but it still could leave a believer without an understanding of how to be a Christian today in practical ways.




    When we lack a clear vision of discipleship, the consequences are dire. It could be the difference between the eternal kind of life—real life—or apathy, if not outright rejection of faith. We need something more concrete, yet still simple enough to remember.




    My first book, True Story, provided a new way to share the old gospel in postmodern times. This book is the next step: If we trust in the gospel, then how do we live it out today? How do we serve those who become believers and help them become mature followers of Jesus?




    It would be a shame if after capturing a bigger and more biblical view of the gospel, and understanding the deep, deep goodness of our message, we went back to business as usual. A shift in the message should also produce a shift in the model. If we proclaim a faith that sends us out into the world—through the Spirit’s leading—to be agents of healing, then our discipleship models should reflect that new understanding. If we call people to be “sent together to heal,” but then on Sunday ask them to be small group leaders or to join the welcoming team, they may feel a strong disconnect without further explanation on how their participation in the church will be for the good of those beyond its walls. We will be speaking new things out of our mouths and yet still be doing old things with our actions. And we know that actions speak far louder than words.




    Along these lines, this book is a discipleship book. But it also differs in a couple of ways. First, it’s a discipleship model that starts well before someone actually comes to faith, breaking down a too-rigid dichotomy between evangelism and discipleship. One friend attempted to bring the two together by saying, “We do evangelism because Jesus might come tomorrow, but we do discipleship because he probably won’t.” It’s a funny quote, but even this idea divorces the two. Instead, what if our discipleship models included evangelism? What if these two were reconciled as deep partners of the same kind of thing: helping our friends—both unbelievers and believers—to trust Jesus more, to do what he did for the reasons he did them? That way, evangelism would merely be the early stages of discipleship for someone who is not yet a believer, and our witness could set our friends up well for a discipleship to come.




    Second, this book attempts to go further than a contemplative model of discipleship and into the mission beyond the church. Dallas Willard once expressed, “In a pluralistic world, a religion is valued by the benefits it brings to its nonadherents.” Thus, our discipleship models need to be more than just obtaining spiritual rhythms, or even merely becoming more like Jesus in his character, though these are great and needed things. Our practices of piety must connect to being salt and light in the world—not just at an individual level, but also in relational and societal ways as well.




    This book is also a leadership book. It’s not, however, solely about the tasks or skills of effective leadership. It’s not even about the character of a leader alone. There are plenty of excellent books on that. Instead, it’s about leadership development, about defining more precisely what we’re trying to do when we mentor others. In other words, it’s a book about disciplemaking. My hope is that discipleship and disciplemaking would flow as one river, to help all of God’s people reflect a deeper Christian maturity and be of greater nourishment and refreshment to the world around them.




    Following the pattern in True Story, we’ll start with a fictional narrative. Particularly when it comes to discipleship, the narrative forces us to crawl out of the shadows of the abstract into the bright, revealing light of the practical. It also highlights a new disciplemaking model—the “Real Life Continuum”—and shines a spotlight on experiences, feelings, questions, applications and generational insights as the characters try to learn and live out portions of the model in an everyday setting. A picture may be worth a thousand words, but a story invites us to experience things firsthand. The shorter and final portion of the book will leave the story and tread back through the details of the Real Life Continuum in a more straightforward manner. I hope that two different angles on the same ideas will help bring greater clarity and thus be of greater service and usefulness.




    All Christians are called to be disciples and make disciples. Yet the field-tested model in this book isn’t a guarantee. If you’re looking for a foolproof way to force people to grow in faith, this book isn’t for you. Instead, its intent is to remain simple yet robust enough to give anyone—from high school student to retiree—a vision of what it means to grow and to mentor others into Christian maturity. And by offering greater clarity of what discipleship could be—and thus what the Christian life is about—I hope and pray that our friends find a Christianity worth living out and grow into the fullness of who they were always meant to be.
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    (Again)
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    Prologue


     


    Generations




    Crash




    Stephen’s eyes couldn’t focus on the computer screen in front of him. He leaned forward in his office chair, banged the table with his fists and let out an unusually loud grunt. His boss’s most recent words pounded between his temples like jungle drums:




    Maybe until one or two in the morning. Could be later.




    “Another late night,” he grumbled to himself. It was the sixth one in the last two weeks. This time, one of their biggest clients had a problem with Mobiship’s tracking systems: tens of thousands of shipments disappeared from the electronic manifests, and they weren’t happy. It needed to be fixed right away, and since Stephen was the lead manager of that project, he and his team would need to debug the code and get the tracking system back online as soon as possible, even if that meant staying all night. To add insult to injury, the boss had already headed home.




    He swiveled around his chair and glossed again over the notes he’d just written on the wall-to-wall whiteboard, looking for a clue. Then, distracted, he turned his head toward the side wall full of pastel sticky notes—the timeline for his current project. He grimaced as he realized how far behind schedule they were, even as they prepared to stay the night to troubleshoot another problem. A stiffness took over his neck and shoulders, and his jaw muscles flexed unconsciously. He tried slowing down his breathing and stroking his goatee, but neither helped him relax much. He had a hard time pushing out the mental picture of his boss growing fat on his comfy couch, watching SportsCenter in his lavish home theater and then calling it an early night.




    So, so wrong, he kept thinking. He barely kept himself from muttering a curse under his breath when he heard a voice from the doorway into his office.




    “You alright, boss?”




    Stephen suddenly sat upright on his seat, eyes wide with embarrassment. He looked up to see Jared’s head poking in through the doorway. It only took a quick moment for him to recompose himself as he leaned his tall, slim frame back into his tilting chair. He let out a long sigh. Even though it was already 6:30 on a Thursday night, Jared’s smile was still infectious. Stephen grinned back and shook his head.




    “Sorry, man. Airspace Shipping just called and said that their manifest screens went blank a half hour ago. Package signals aren’t syncing up. I don’t think it’s a transmission problem: only a few’d go blank. But since they all did, either the receivers went down or the code crashed. The bad news is that we gotta figure this out right away. Could be a late night.” He ran his fingers through his hair as he let out another sigh.




    Jared came around Stephen’s desk and immediately began poring over Stephen’s computer screen. Jared was proof that the dress code at Mobiship was lenient: a T-shirt, cargo shorts and sandals. On his left arm, he had a tattoo of three horizontal bars that reminded Stephen of military stripes.




    As he studied the code, Jared asked with a knowing grin, “The big guy cut out again?”




    “Yeah,” Stephen said, exhaling strongly.




    “Don’t let it get to you, dude,” Jared said, jabbing him in the shoulder hard enough to make him wince. “We’ll get this done quicker than you think.”




    Star




    Jared was right. The blips on the screen came back to life just before eleven.




    He had been hired at Mobiship Technologies right out of college, just a couple of months earlier. But Mobiship was lucky to nab him. As a gifted coder from UCLA, he had his pick of firms in Silicon Valley and Seattle. But a couple of spring breaks in “America’s Finest City” had convinced him to seek San Diego’s endless summer and sugar-sand beaches. If Stephen had concerns about Jared’s youthfulness, he wasn’t worried about his talent. In short time, Jared was regarded as Mobiship’s star programmer, and Stephen circled around him like a mother eagle, keeping other teams from snatching his hatchling away.




    On this particular night, Stephen’s hunch was dead on: the problem was in the code, which had been written before Jared’s arrival. Under the perfect storm of circumstances, it had been known to lock up before. Even so, Jared was able to isolate the problem and have it fixed in a few hours. Stephen gave his team parting fist bumps, thanked Jared in front of the team and left the office.




    He did not have to take the freeway to get home, not that it mattered at this time of night. All he had to do was cross the 15 from his Rancho Bernardo office to Poway. In ten minutes, he would be in the arms of his wife, Misun. But Luke and Brandon would already be sleeping, and he felt a pang of guilt. His four-year-old and two-year-old weren’t getting much face time lately, and they weren’t getting any younger. Neither was he.




    Stephen pulled up to a red light. In the quiet of his hybrid engine, his thoughts turned back to work. He let a question rise to his mind, one that would haunt him again and again.




    Is this what I’m supposed to do with my life?




    He let out yet another long sigh. But this time, he was too tired to even try for a coherent answer, so he let his mind-numbed autopilot take him home.




    Thank God tomorrow’s Friday, he thought as he unlocked his front door. Only one more routine day to make it to the weekend. But Friday would be anything but routine.




    




    Rhythm




    Stephen took his seat in the cafeteria while others started to trickle in for lunch. As he started to open his meal, he heard sandals slapping loudly on the floor. He looked up to see Jared bounding fast toward him from the cashier’s line. He plopped down hard at Stephen’s table, eyes bulging, barely able to speak from the surging excitement. Stephen looked down and started to fiddle awkwardly with his lunch bag.




    “I knew it, I knew it!” Jared almost yelled.




    Stephen looked up at him, without a clue to what he was talking about.




    “You’re a Christian, aren’t you!” Jared asked repeatedly, too excited to be cautious. “I saw you praying for your lunch!”




    Stephen noticed that others were turning their heads to see the growing spectacle, so he tried to hush Jared with his gesturing hands. He didn’t need others to make assumptions about him at the office, especially given common opinions about Christians these days. He nodded quickly to Jared as he whispered, “Yeah. Why do you ask?”




    Jared jumped out of his chair, almost knocking it over. He clapped his hands loudly as he hopped around the table and bent down to give him a huge hug. Stephen unconsciously squirmed, feeling the stares in the cafeteria boring down on him. Jared grabbed him by the shoulders, stared straight into his eyes and said triumphantly: “Dude! This is a God-setup!” He started throwing his fists in the air, like he was celebrating a touchdown. Stephen found his lack of self-restraint unnerving.




    After Stephen finally coaxed him to sit down, Jared said, “Sorry, I get a little carried away sometimes.”




    “Really?” said Stephen with a glare.




    Jared then explained with less volume that he had become a Christian about eight months ago. He’d been praying for an older mentor at his new job so that he could learn how to be a faithful Christian at work. If Stephen was surprised by the first expressions of jubilation, he certainly wasn’t prepared for the next question.




    “So, when are we going to get started?”




    Stephen paused a bit, trying to understand the request. “Started with what?”




    “Discipling me, of course!” His arms were wide open, and Stephen feared another bear hug coming his direction. He unconsciously kicked his seat back a bit. He’d never discipled anyone before—at least not since college, and that was a long time ago.




    “Um, what would that look like?” asked Stephen.




    “I thought you would know. I was told to go find a discipler when I got to my new workplace. And here you are!” He pointed at him repeatedly with both hands and a huge smile, with enough verve to poke him all the way through.




    Stephen didn’t know what to say at that point, but he also didn’t want to crush the first flush of a new believer’s spiritual life. So he answered casually, not knowing what he was about to get into.




    “Okay. How about lunch next week? Tuesday. We can talk about what it looks like then.”




    “Right on,” Jared said as he got up and came around the table to jab him in the arm. “Tuesdays it is.”




    




    Odds




    Stephen tried to ignore the fact that Jared added an “s” at the end of Tuesday, but he didn’t have the heart to correct him. So they met week after week. With each passing week, he knew that he was supposed to help him grow in faith. But he couldn’t shake the feeling that he had no idea what he was doing.




    “So how do I know?” asked Jared on their third meeting. “How would I know if Jackie’s the one?”




    Stephen stared down at his turkey sandwich and his thoughts screamed at him: He’s seriously asking me about the one? How should I know? Shouldn’t we be talking about something else, like how his devotional times are going?




    He looked around the cafeteria for some sort of inspiration. It looked like the aftermath of Ikea invading an Asian-inspired frozen yogurt shop. Round white tables and white plastic dining chairs with orange seat cushions occupied most of the space in the cafeteria. The floors were made up of large and shiny rectangular tiles in a dark, speckly gray. But the smells of chicken soup, turkey paninis and French fries that wafted over from the kitchen felt out of place. Clearly, the interior decorator and the cook didn’t talk to each other.




    Nothing.




    “I don’t know,” said Stephen. He wasn’t trying that hard, wanting to move on to more spiritual topics.




    “What do you mean you don’t know?” Jared asked, with eyes widening in frustration.




    Stephen stared across at Jared, who still waited for an answer. His mind wandered a bit, trying to figure out where Jared was from. Jared was a darker shade of tan. Perhaps he was Latino. His eyes felt like they had a hint of Asian in them, but also seemed too round for that. He had dark, curly hair, but it looked too wavy to be of African descent. He was also a little shorter than average and of a stocky build, but that didn’t give him any more clues. Nothing lined up neatly. And he didn’t have the guts to ask point-blank. As his supervisor, he didn’t want to ask Jared anything that might slap him with a lawsuit.




    “Shouldn’t we be talking about something else?” asked Stephen bluntly, after he noticed the longer silence.




    “But dude, isn’t this important to my spiritual life?” he said with some urgency.




    Stephen had mentored a handful of people at work, particularly as a project manager. He helped them get more proficient at their jobs. But that’s so much clearer. He provided skill training and clear expectations. Spiritual mentoring, in contrast, felt vague.




    He thought back to college and wondered how effective his efforts at discipling had been. Of the twelve people in the small group he had led, five no longer followed Jesus. One rejected the faith to marry his husband in New York. He probably would’ve said that the faith rejected him. Another stopped going to church altogether after she lost her husband in a freak camping accident. A third just faded, never finding a church she could call home after college; after bouncing from this community to that, she finally decided that church didn’t have much to offer her. A fourth got really busy with his life as a lawyer, started dating someone who was skeptical toward anything religious and didn’t darken the doorway of a church ever again.




    Others still went to church, but when he talked with them he could’ve been hanging out with anyone. Nothing stood out about their lives.




    Only Stephanie seemed faithful and vibrant. She became a Christian in his small group and enjoyed being a professor of philosophy back on the East Coast. His soul found life talking with her: she talked about God in ways that made him feel real and close.




    One out of twelve. No one would invest on those odds.




    




    Sushi




    That evening, Stephen had to stay a little later at work. Again. But when he was able to peel away just before seven, he raced home. When he walked in through the garage door, he hugged his parents who had already come down from Mission Viejo, and he offered many thanks. Then he looked up the staircase just in time to catch his wife coming down in a black cocktail dress.




    Flirtatiously, he let his jaw go slack. Misun flipped her straight black hair knowingly and flashed a smile. She was ready for their first date in months, and after a quick kiss he rushed upstairs to grab a dark gray jacket.




    They made it on time for their reservation at Poway’s new sushi restaurant. The dining area was cavernous, decorated with the requisite faux-Asian artifacts hanging on the walls. And though the many Japanese fountains bubbled over with Zen-like regularity, the trance music overpowered any sense of peace and reminded them to be as hip as the restaurant tried to be.




    If Stephen and Misun felt a little out of place, they didn’t look it. They placed themselves in the chef’s hands, and each dish that came out topped the previous one. Neither one dared to let the yellowtail sashimi with sisho-infused miso sauce and balsamic vinegar or the kunamoto oyster topped with uni and caviar be soiled by soy sauce. Every bite had been perfected and didn’t need any embellishment.




    “Nice to get out of the house, right?” said Stephen, grinning. He unconsciously bobbed his head up and down with the music: un-ce, un-ce, un-ce, un-ce . . .




    Misun smiled back and nodded while savoring her last bite. Then she leaned in, “So, how are you doing these days?” She was thankful for an adult conversation.




    “I’m having fun thinking about the past these days. Remember when your parents used to call me ‘Mr. Bah-nah-nah’?”




    She laughed. “Yeah. They couldn’t pronounce Cavanaugh, so they called you Mr. Banana instead. You did good to win them over. I know lots of Korean parents who wouldn’t have budged.”




    “Well, here’s to eleven years!” he said, as he lifted his drink.




    “Eleven years,” she smiled back.




    After taking another mouthful of bluefin sashimi with truffles, Stephen said, “Let me ask you something. Would you support me in anything I wanted to do?”




    “Of course,” she said lightly.




    “Well, what if I’m not doing what I’m supposed to be doing? I’m thirty-eight, and I thought I’d be doing something different by now.”




    “Like what?” she said, as her hand reached out for the spicy tuna on crispy rice.




    “I don’t know. Maybe full-time ministry?”




    She almost choked on her tuna, thinking that he was joking. She sobered up quickly: “Oh, you’re being serious. Sorry, honey. Okay, I’m all ears. Why do you want to be in ministry?”




    “I know I’m not supposed to think this, but if we were really faithful to Jesus, wouldn’t we all go into full-time ministry?”




    “You know what I say after Pastor Rob’s sermons. Imagine me saying that to you every week,” she joked.




    He laughed and nodded. Then, he wistfully looked out over her shoulder at nothing in particular and said, “I just think I was made for something more than this. I’m coming home later and later. And for what? It’s just a paycheck . . .”




    She reached across the table and placed her hand on his arm. “It’s a helpful paycheck. We’ve got two kids and a mortgage to pay, and I’m not working yet. Give it a few years, when the kids go to school and when I’m working, and then we can figure something out.”




    “I know, I know,” he sighed. “I’m not planning to quit. I guess I’m just not that happy. I want to feel alive. Or feel something. I just don’t know what I’m supposed to be doing, but I’m pretty sure I’m not doing it.”




    Misun fought her temptation to put a few possible options forward and instead gripped his forearm reassuringly. “I just want you to know that I get it. I un-der-stand.” She said the last word slowly and with a mischievous smile, poking a little fun at his need for validation.




    He grinned back and let his shoulders relax. He knew it was a practiced line but still appreciated it.




    “I promise not to do anything drastic,” he offered.




    She thought for a moment, then suddenly brightened up with a huge smile, “Come on. Keep eating. You’ll feel better.”




    And he did. The food was amazing, and he even had fun when Misun forced him onto the dance floor. She was the better dancer, and he, well, did his best with what God gave him. As the house beat thumped louder and louder, there wasn’t much room left to think about the future or his calling.




    




    Tea




    Stephen and Misun walked through the garage door after one o’clock in the morning, knowing that his parents and the kids would be fast asleep. They giggled arm-in-arm and tiptoed upstairs to the bedroom.




    Misun was soon fast asleep, but Stephen had trouble finding slumber that night. He had tossed and turned for about an hour and then gave up. He went downstairs to make some tea, thinking that it would help him get to sleep.




    He sat down at the kitchen table with his steaming cup of chamomile tea and looked around. The dimmed recessed lights allowed him to see his spacious kitchen with its granite countertops and stainless steel appliances. When he looked past the sink, he could see his family room, with a large flat-screen television hanging off the wall. The speakers were built into the ceiling and the walls and could carry some serious sound. A tinge of guilt crept in.




    He couldn’t shake the sense that he was living out someone else’s dream. Engineering gave him a salary that allowed him to live well without financial worries, especially now that he was a project manager at the firm. He had a beautiful wife, two healthy kids and good enough credit to live in a decent suburb. He lived close to work and church, and his kids would end up in great schools once they were old enough. Sure, there was nothing particularly wrong with having all of this stuff, but he also felt too comfortable. Is this what it means to live in the kingdom?




    He could’ve chosen a life that was, in his mind, more devout. He thought back to a conversation that he had with his campus minister many years ago. Maybe I should’ve gone on staff, thought Stephen. It was his call to make: his parents were supportive either way. But he didn’t get a call from heaven. No dew on the fleece. No flash of lightning from the sky. So he made a practical decision.




    I could always go back to ministry, he thought then.




    But sixteen years later, he was still at the firm. And now he had a family to support. His salary had grown, so much so that it was painful just thinking about a pay cut to be in full-time ministry.




    And seminary? At my age?




    Yet he couldn’t help but think that maybe his faith would look different today if he had said yes to his staff worker all those years ago.




    Sure, he was an elder in the church, one of the youngest ones in the church’s history. He was generous and gave to various nonprofits. But he always felt pressed for time, and, more and more lately, his family and church were getting less of it.




    What is my faith supposed to look like today?




    In college, he felt like his faith was on fire. Now he wondered if his faith had any heat—that his neighbors or the community around him could feel—at all.




    




    Ball




    Bleary-eyed, Stephen reclined in his office chair. He already had two cups of coffee this Monday morning, and after answering some emails and planning out his week, his mind groped about for direction. If he didn’t have answers about his own life, he surely didn’t have any for Jared’s.




    He repeatedly shot a paper ball into the air, sighing. Four meetings with Jared had come and gone. Though Jared was still excited and eager, Stephen continued to have no idea how to channel that energy into something more productive. He couldn’t honestly think of anything more to recommend him. He had learned that Jared read his Bible every day. He prayed each morning. He went to church each weekend and had joined a young adult small group.




    What else was he supposed to do? What else am I supposed to teach him?




    Stephen, always prone to enjoy any fantasy about leaving Mob­iship, let himself be tempted with the thought of going to seminary: If I went, then maybe I would be able to help him.




    But there were other things that Stephen was worried about. Jared was always thinking about the ladies: who he liked, who he was interested in, who he was dating. It came up in every conversation. He’d only been in town for three months, and already he seemed to have been on nine or ten dates. Stephen couldn’t keep count.




    Even if Jared wasn’t girl-crazy, what else would he teach him? Jared knew the basics: he knew that his sins were forgiven through Jesus’ death on the cross. Now what? Just remember what was done for him? Should he learn more of the Bible? All of it? It’s a long book. Is it important for Jared to master every little detail? If not, what’s the most important? The stuff in red letters? The Epistles? Or should he teach some sort of systematic theology, or go through other Christian books? Stephen himself certainly was no master of biblical details, though he also gained a lot from the thirty-plus years of his own church upbringing. But Jared didn’t grow up in the church and really had a short time at his campus fellowship as well. So his familiarity with the Scriptures was comparatively low. Getting him up to speed seemed like a seminary professor’s job or, at least, a pastor’s job. Not his.




    I know I’m supposed to help him become like Jesus, he reassured himself as he continued to toss his paper ball into the air. But what does that mean? How would Jesus be and act today? Back in Jesus’ day, the number of occupations seemed so much more limited. There weren’t any computer programmers or electrical engineers then, right? Would Jesus be an engineer? He was, after all, a construction worker by trade. But it does take a lot of training to do today’s highly specialized professions: Would Jesus approve of the time spent? The firm also helps track the delivery of weapons. Is it okay to work here? Would Jesus contribute to the rampant militarism in our country? Or the materialism, for that matter? It’s simple, though not easy, to be like Jesus if we narrow it down to the fruit of the Spirit in our personal character, but aren’t we also supposed to love our neighbors and seek justice?




    He took a shot at a wastepaper basket across the room. He missed badly, and the paper ball rolled out into the hallway. He rubbed his face in his hands as he got up to get it.




    Yet another miss . . .




    Help




    Stephen bent over to pick up the paper ball, and when he stood back up, he felt the pain of a familiar greeting. He began to rub his shoulder while Jared grinned.




    “What’s going on?” he asked. They caught up about the weekend. Stephen mentioned his date, and Jared talked about both of his.




    “But I don’t think either of them are going to work out,” Jared said.




    “Okay, let’s talk more about them on Tuesday,” said Stephen, although he felt a twinge of regret immediately after the words left his mouth.




    He went back into his office, sank back into his chair and rolled forward to his computer screen. Online, he searched: discipleship. He ordered a few discipleship books that came up that were highly rated and seemed relevant. Then he opened his email client and finally sent off a desperate message to a friend at church.




    




    To: bridge@campusministries.org




    Subject: help!




    




    Idea




    Dinner was over and the grown-ups mingled freely in the vast living room. Just beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, tiny waves lapped in a large, lighted swimming pool.




    Stephen and Misun never got used to the approach to this house. From the front gate, the Taylors’ neighbors were unseen, even though it was a residential neighborhood just north of San Diego. When the buzzer sounded to let people in, the gate swung open to reveal a tree-lined, dirt driveway with a lagoon flowing into the Pacific on their left and a large pond on their right. The house was still out of sight. After a while, the driveway turned up into a cul-de-sac toward a large mission-style home, with curved, dirt-red adobe tiles for the roof. It felt like a resort, which was no accident. The Taylors amassed their wealth on a chain of high-end resorts that dotted the California coast, recently expanding into Phoenix, Las Vegas and Hawaii.




    Every once in a while, the Taylors would invite their friends over from church for a dinner and hangout. Eighteen adults and their children trekked over on this Friday evening, taking advantage of the free babysitting offered by one of the Taylor daughters.




    Stephen looked around and wondered for a moment: What would I do with all this? Would I have the courage to start giving it away as they have?




    “I haven’t said hi to you guys yet,” Bridget said with a huge smile, interrupting his thoughts. She hugged them both.




    “Bridge, I don’t know how you manage to look so good,” Misun said. Everyone called her Bridge.




    “Are you kidding? Look at you!” she replied, as her brown eyes looked admiringly through her hip black glasses. Bridge was quite stylish: she wore a dark blue patterned scarf over her white flowing blouse and dark jeans, and her salt-and-pepper hair was clipped short around her round face. For someone in her mid-fifties, she exuded youthful energy. It was probably the fruit of serving as a campus minister at the University of California, San Diego, over the past thirty years.




    Every Thursday night, over four hundred students gathered to worship where she served. She had been given many chances to rise up in the organizational ranks, to serve as a director over larger swaths of ministry. But she’d known by the time she was in her thirties that she would never leave direct ministry to college students. She wanted to be as close to them as possible, and moving up the ladder felt more like a curse than a promotion.




    “Did you get my email?” Stephen asked.




    “Yes, I did. Sorry, we had a large group last night, and every week it gets really busy right up to it. But it was epic.” That felt natural coming out of her mouth, in a way that few people her age could’ve pulled off.




    “What happened? How did the fellowship respond to the stuff happening on campus?”




    “There’s so much to tell, so I’ll update you soon,” she said. Stephen and Misun financially and prayerfully supported her ministry and received her email updates. “I’m still processing what happened. But why did you want to meet up?”




    “I wanted to pick your brain about something. This guy at work asked me to disciple him—a new believer who just graduated from college. But I have no idea what I’m doing. I was wondering if you could help me.”




    “Sure! It’s a huge question, eh? What would you like to know?”




    “I repeat,” he said in a robotic monotone, “I have no idea what I’m doing.”




    “Gotcha,” she said with a smile. “Have you ever discipled anyone before?”




    “Not really. Plus, these young guys seem really different these days.”




    




    Boomers




    Bridge pointed over to a corner of the immense living room, where a couple of plush leather chairs and a lamp on a round, dark-brown side table beckoned them to come and sit. Most of the furniture in the Taylors’ home were leftovers from their resorts.




    “Is this okay?” Stephen asked Misun.




    “Sure,” said Misun. “Bridge, I’ll talk to you later.” She joined another group near the middle of the room and, within a moment, was already laughing with the others.




    Stephen and Bridge slumped down into the cozy chairs.




    “So, you think the young folks are different than we were, eh?” Bridge asked, the last word betraying her Vancouver roots.




    “We?” said Stephen, flashing a grin.




    “Ouch!” she said, hands up in mock surrender. “Not right to tease your jie jie!” Stephen knew that the last two words meant big sister in Mandarin, since she said it often. “These young folks are different. I’ve been in ministry a long time. I’ve ministered to some Baby Boomers, but mostly Generation Xers and Millennials. I just gave a seminar on this, so it’s fresh in my mind. Want to hear about the differences?”
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