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Notes to the Reader

• Chapters. Click or tap a chapter in the Table of Contents to jump to that location in the book.

• Footnotes. Some footnotes are verse references and some are written explanations. In the body of the book, click or tap a footnote number to display the footnote (an asterisk before the number indicates an explanation, no asterisk indicates a verse). Depending upon the e-reader, the footnote will either appear in a pop-up or be displayed in a list of footnotes (often being the first one at the top of the page).
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I write this book in hope—
in hope that the reader, 
a brother or sister in Christ, 
will realize in his or her own life 
the many contacts and interventions 
of the faithful God, 
and be drawn to that wonderful, loving Person 
with a freshened and deepened love, affection, 
and gratitude toward Him. 
How blessed we, His children, are! 
How His many blessings have been poured out 
upon all of us! How we long for that day 
when we will see Him face to face.


   

 

Introduction

Compelling Love

I am a little man. There’s nothing about me that is special. I may have been gifted with an above-average intelligence, but that is offset by my many deficiencies. I’m not special.

I never liked speaking. I never cared much for words or language, or for English. I can remember one instance when I was very young. We were sitting at the dinner table—my parents, my older brother, and myself. I wanted salt for my food. So I pointed at the salt and grunted! Point, point, point, grunt, grunt, grunt! My mother said, “What do you want? Tell us what you want. Say, Salt. Salt.” I recall thinking, “They know what I want. Why don’t they just give me the salt?” I suppose that although I’m really not special, I am and always have been somewhat peculiar. What I am is simply a common man. I’m one of so many common men. And although I’m mentioned many times in this book, this book is not about me. This book is about God, about a faithful God.

As I considered writing about my Christian life, I saw there were many ways I could approach it. I could have written about Christian experiences, or I could have detailed the failures and successes of my Christian life. I could have written about my relations with other Christians. There are many ways in which I could have presented important matters of my Christian life. However, as I looked back over the decades since I first came to the Lord, I knew that I had to testify of the faithful God. I had to tell others how the faithful God has interacted with me, touched me, and reached out to me again and again through dreams, words, verses, His presence, His touch to my heart, and even physical interventions.

He has done this not simply to accomplish something in my life and in the lives of those with whom I interact, but also out of His great love for us—out of His great love for me. His own deep, intense love has compelled Him to act and move in my life.

Consider the woman with an issue of blood who believed that if she simply touched the Lord’s garment she would be healed. And so she did, and so she was. Yet the Lord wouldn’t simply let her be healed. Rather, He asked, “Who is it that touched me?”1 He knew that virtue, healing power, had gone forth from Him. The woman came near and confessed what she’d done. The Lord told her, “Thy faith hath made thee whole. Go in peace.” As that woman left the Lord, how do you suppose she felt? She must have been deeply touched, deeply moved, deeply affected by the dear, compassionate words from Jesus. As she later looked back on that moment, her healing must have taken a very distant second place to the gentle, loving touch from the eternal, incarnate God. She must have recalled how kind and sweet His words were to her. 

So it is with me. As I look over my life and the years of my Christian experience, I see this sweet, kind, gentle, loving God contacting me again and again.

It’s about this faithful God that I must write. He has touched me, intervened in my life, and spoken to me and through me. In so many ways and at so many times, He has made Himself known. How can I—how can we—help but speak of such a marvelous Person!

The human life with its many stages mirrors that of the spiritual, divine Christian life. One who is born of God is first a babe in Christ. This one then grows in the divine life to be a child, then a teenager, then an adult, and finally a full-grown man.2 As a Christian passes through these stages, he goes from glory to glory, from one level or stage or intensity of glory to another. During the Christian life there’s seemingly no end to the dealings, the sufferings, the lessons, and the various types of operations (in the surgical sense) through which the Christian must pass. Through all these, the faithful God is always present, always near, always enabling and empowering, always one with us to bring us through what He has prepared for us. 

This book is about that God—our faithful God, the One I’ve come to know over these many years, the One I’ve come to love and long for.





Prologue

The Turning Point

I was raised in an Italian family—an Italian Catholic family. I was small and skinny, but intelligent.

My father was a medical doctor. He was given to alcohol excess. When he drank hard liquor, he could become quite mean and angry. I don’t doubt that this was due to his upbringing and disposition, for his father was given to excess in this area as well. To my recollection, I don’t recall my paternal grandfather ever smiling. 

At times my father was quite a bully, and it was easy for him to bully the children of the house and to try to bully my mother as well. However, he always provided well for us.

My mother was a nurse, but she gave up her nursing practice to take care of the family. She was raised during the Great Depression. The effects of that experience could be seen in her throughout the rest of her life. Whereas my father was quite generous with the money he earned as a doctor, my mother tended to pinch pennies. I don’t recall seeing her ever splurge on anything. She was a strong-willed woman. She was the firstborn of her family, as was my father.

I had a brother who was two and a half years older than I. He was of average intelligence, but fairly strong and well-built, and he worked out with weights. He was also quite good looking. In many ways he took after my father, though I could see my mother’s side of the family in him as well. He would often bully me, though I’m not sure whether he acted that way with others. He definitely had a mean streak. I could see the pleasure in his face when he would hurt me, cause me pain, and make me scream. However, he was my older brother, and I always wanted to spend time with him.

I had a second brother who arrived when I was ten and a half years old. I loved that little fellow dearly, though he was the most annoying little scamp imaginable. He would tease me incessantly until I chased him around the house, at which point he would run under a table and hide. (He’s pretty much still the same, although he no longer hides under tables.)

It seemed like there were bullies everywhere in my life, although as I look back on things, that’s no doubt an exaggeration. However, my father would bully, my older brother would bully, and the kids around where I went to school would also bully. At times at night I would lie on my bed in terror, afraid of what somebody, particularly my father, was going to do to me. I had no sense of safety and security.

Both my parents were stubborn, strong-willed Italians. They would clash frequently. It was a common thing to hear yelling in the house, my father yelling at my mother or vice versa. As you can imagine, I had serious psychological issues which were to multiply and grow as I became older.

Sixteen

I well remember one night when I was sixteen years old. After supper, my father, mother, older brother, and I were in the kitchen talking. My older brother, Larry, started asking me about Einstein’s theory of relativity. Being still in high school, I knew little about that, but I told him what I knew. When he continued to ask me about the theory, for some reason I became frustrated and upset. In anger I exclaimed, “You jerk!”

My father immediately intervened and rebuked me, telling me I had no cause to say that to my brother because he was simply asking me some questions. I stormed out of the kitchen and went up to the bedroom, which I shared with my older brother, and lay down on my bed. 

A short while later, my brother came up into the bedroom to change his clothes. He was going to drive a friend to his home. It wasn’t a long drive, perhaps ten or fifteen miles.

By that stage in our lives, the relationship between my brother and me had changed for the better, and we were actually fairly close. He would take me with him at times to do things, and we would talk frequently about the things young people talk about as they’re growing up. That night, he attempted to heal the situation between us, to smooth things over. “Come on,” he said, “don’t be like that.” I just lay on the bed with my back turned to him. I didn’t even respond.

I fell asleep on the bed. Around midnight I was awakened by my mother’s screams. It wasn’t uncommon to hear her screaming, but this time there was something different in her voice. These were not screams of anger or outrage, but of intense pain. They cut straight through to the marrow of one’s heart.

As I lay on my bed, I listened intently to the words being spoken below me. I learned that my brother had just been killed in an automobile accident. A drunken driver in a Cadillac had crossed a median strip, become airborne, and landed on top of my brother’s Austin-Healey, killing him instantly and killing my brother’s friend as well.

And the last thing I had said to my brother was “You jerk,” spoken in anger.

Finishing High School

My last two and a half years in high school were difficult. I had frequent headaches. I wanted everything to return to normal, but there was no normalcy. 

I did my best to ignore what was going on inside me. As I look back on my life at that time, it was as if my very foundations were slowly crumbling. The pain and grief from my brother’s death remained unhealed and inwardly overwhelming. My family situation was not good. There was no one among my friends who understood what was going on inside me. The teachers at the Catholic high school I attended did nothing to help. I began to rely heavily on my girlfriend. Being with her was the one place where I felt safe and loved.

For the most part, my grades didn’t suffer during my last years in high school in spite of what was going on within me. My ability to focus intently, along with my other capabilities, allowed me to finish high school with good grades. I was accepted into the Massachusetts Institute of Technology for the fall semester of 1967, and graduated from high school with highest honors. 

Inwardly, however, I was slowly collapsing.

On to College

My first couple of years at MIT were more trying academically than I could have imagined. It was a shock to be around so many people who were more intelligent than I, sometimes considerably more. Furthermore, in many cases the professors at MIT sought to make exams extremely difficult, so much so that even they couldn’t answer all the questions they asked. 

While I had friends, none of them understood what was happening inside me. Even I didn’t understand that. Furthermore, my relationship with my girlfriend, upon whom I was so dependent, began to deteriorate. By the summer of 1969 I was in deep despair. I was in great pain, and it seemed I had nowhere to turn. I’d caught my girlfriend lying to me a number of times. She and I could no longer communicate. I’d left Catholicism when I graduated from high school. I had no religious recourse. The situation with my parents was not good; I couldn’t speak with them. 

My despair became deeper and more intense. The pain within only increased. I felt powerless, unable to change my condition either outwardly or inwardly. 

I considered committing suicide. I remember sitting on the couch in my parents’ cottage, alone, in despair and desperation, with seemingly no one and nothing to help. In such a dark and horrible place I called out, “God, help me.”

Despair

Things didn’t seem to get any better after that. Actually, they seemed to get worse. I found my girlfriend with another young man she’d been seeing for some time while lying to me about it. That ended our relationship. It also added yet another severe wound to my heart. I was now a psychological cripple, unable to freely communicate with others, especially females. I was wounded, angry, bitter, outraged, and deeply lonely. My grades in school were suffering. I switched to another major and eventually to a third. I was aimless, lost, having no idea in which direction to head. I became an avowed atheist. I declared, “There is no God!”

My life during those days seemed to be a time of perpetual gloom. I felt as if a dark cloud encompassed me, following me at all times. When I awoke in the mornings I remembered the loss of the girl I loved and the pain of that loss. 

I was a man with no hope.

A Brief Respite

One day in the spring of 1970, as I was walking across campus, suddenly it was as if the dark clouds upon me parted and a bright blue sky appeared within me for the first time in my recollection. I felt that everything was going to be okay, that everything was all right. 

Just as quickly as that sensation came to me, it disappeared. The gloom returned upon my heart, the darkness enfolded me, and the despair was with me again. 

But there had been something about that experience—I couldn’t explain what had happened, but it affected me deeply. I felt touched in some way by something or someone beyond me. I didn’t understand what had happened, but deep within me a desire had been kindled for what I’d experienced. Whatever that was, I wanted it.

Wyoming

That summer, the summer of 1970, I decided to take time off from school and travel with a friend and fellow student from the Boston area to California. We took the back seat out of my car—a 1958 Cadillac—wrapped it in plastic, then strapped it to the roof of the car. We packed all our belongings in the trunk and into the backseat area. I was recuperating from a bout of mononucleosis, so traveling across country was a tough trip for me, and I frequently felt ill and feverish along the way.

We came into Wyoming late one afternoon and ate dinner there. In the early evening we headed further west. As we passed through the mountains, we encountered a violent thunderstorm. It was getting dark, it was raining, and frequent bolts of lightning were striking around us. We were both awed by the incredible show of lightning that was enveloping us. 

I was driving. As we came to a sweeping right bend in the road, a particularly brilliant flash of lightning struck just to the left of us. I exclaimed to my friend, “Did you see that?”

From my friend, sitting in the passenger seat, I heard only a terrified voice saying, “Look out! Look out!” 

I quickly looked ahead to see a herd of cattle crossing the road in front of us. We were traveling forty-five or fifty mph, perhaps even faster. With only a moment to react, I leaned on the horn, trying to get the cattle to move out of the way so we could pass through them. Instead, they closed together even more tightly. 

I vividly recall that moment. I was driving with my right hand on top of the steering wheel and my left hand on the bottom. We were only a second or two away from colliding with the cattle. There wasn’t even time to brace ourselves. 

At the speed we were traveling, only God knows whether my friend and I would have survived that collision. At a minimum, we both would have been severely hurt.

At the last possible instant, an invisible hand grabbed my right wrist. It yanked my hand first left, then right. This caused our car to swerve left, then right, through the midst of the cattle. Somehow, incredibly, we missed them.

I was stunned, shocked, flabbergasted. If I hadn’t known better and seen with my own eyes what had happened, I would have thought my friend grabbed my hand and moved it for me. But he was looking out the passenger window as the face of one of the cattle shot past him. 

My friend exclaimed, “Good driving!” I could only say, “It wasn’t me! It wasn’t me!” To this day, when I mention what happened in those mountains to my friend, he cannot understand what I’m saying. It’s as if I’m speaking to him in a foreign language. His eyes glaze over, and he simply cannot accept what I’m saying.3

I cannot say how many times I’ve considered over the years what happened that night, and how it happened. It has always been clear to me that there was intervention by some invisible being. It has also been clear to me that in some way God was involved in that event. But there have been questions to which I didn’t know the answer at the time. Why didn’t God just cause the cows not to be there? Why didn’t He cause us to take a different route? Why didn’t He just make the car swerve as if it were hitting a bump in the road? The answer to all these questions was always the same: God wanted me to know for a fact that there was an invisible, spiritual realm of which I was totally unaware. God also wanted me to know that He greatly cared for me and was looking out for me. The very God whom I’d rejected had intervened in my life.
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