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“O Lord, you have searched me and known me. You know when I sit down and when I rise up; you discern my thoughts from far away.” — Psalm 139:1-2 (NRSV)
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“We know where you are. We know where you’ve been. We can more or less know what you’re thinking about.” — Eric Schmidt, former CEO of Google

To those that still listen for the whisper in a world full of noise. 
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P.O.L. System Initialization: Welcome, Partner

[Version 7.4.2 // Spiritual Operating System] [Status: Optimized] [Atmospheric Scent: Active // Vanilla-Cedar]

Greetings, and welcome to your new life within the Synergy ecosystem.

You are reading this because our proprietary Pastoral Optimization Logic-matrix (P.O.L.) has identified you as a high-potential asset with a 92.4% probability of successful integration. You are no longer drifting in the Sub-Optimal world of legacy denominations. You have been acquired. You have been aligned. You are now part of the Architecture of Abundance.

At Synergy Church Inc., we have eliminated the inefficient mystery of faith. Why wonder if you are “right with God” when you can simply check your Spiritual Vitality Index? Why struggle with the silence of prayer when our MyPersonalSavior™ app provides real-time, algorithmically-verified comfort?

Please Note the Following Terms Of the Covenant:


	
Biometric Submission: By entering the Harmony Meadows campus, you consent to the monitoring of your heart rate, pupil dilation, and Relatable Joy facial metrics. This data is used solely to tune our worship frequencies to your specific emotional needs.

	
Privacy Disclaimer: There is no Inner Closet that P.O.L. cannot optimize. Private confessions entered into the digital grid are treated as high-value marketing leads to better serve your path to Prosperity.

	
Connectivity Requirement: A Connectivity Index of zero is considered a terminal system error. Do not disconnect. To leave the grid is to be deleted from the Ledger of Life.



Current Mission Objective: Prepare for the arrival of Asset #99-AGNT (Caleb Wright). Our analytics suggest his legacy background may introduce Narrative Friction. However, P.O.L. has calculated a 100% certainty that the System cannot be broken by a single man.

The upward arrow is blinking. Your ROI is trending toward the heavens.

STAY SYNERGIZED.
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The good Reverend Caleb Wright waited at the baggage claim, hoping he would fit in at Synergy Church, the largest mega-church in the Midwest. A veteran minister from the mainline American Covenant Church was the latest victim of his denomination’s decline, being laid off as congregations closed their doors.

Caleb had not even had the time to file for unemployment when a recruiter from Synergy contacted him about joining the ever-growing staff at its headquarters. He was unsure but decided that it was a win-win. He could bring his years of experience pastoring to a storied denomination while also benefiting from the new ideas and full embrace of technology that had catapulted Synergy.

I only have to stay long enough to serve, learn, and bring some of the spirit of growth to ACC. He pulled his black bag off the luggage carousel.

Caleb followed the signs to the pickup area, where he saw doors for taxis, rideshares, shuttles, and then a massive out-of-place sign, Get Synergized! The sign was a bizarre shade of blue-green, with a large circle and a stylized arrow pointing up.

Is that teal? He walked out the assigned door. As soon as he stepped outside, he heard ‌his shuttle before he saw it. A loud, upbeat but somehow generic Muzak boomed from a matching teal vehicle. It reminded Caleb of the ice cream trucks of his childhood. A holy-rolling version of the memory stood before him, drawing attention from everyone leaving the airport.

Then he saw a man in a matching teal polo with the same upward-pointing arrow inside a circle. The man’s smile stretched across his face, exposing large, ill-fitting dentures. But the ‌teeth weren’t the only thing that stood out. The driver was holding a large tablet, blinking the emblazoned words, Spiritual Integration Specialist: Caleb Wright.

Caleb’s face flushed as he approached the man. He felt the eyes of passersby being drawn to him as if he were responsible for the spectacle.

“Excuse me, sir, I am Reverend Caleb—”

“Oh, no need to be so formal; we’re part of the same family now!” The driver’s voice boomed with a cheerfulness that his performance review depended upon. His name was Verlin, and he pronounced P.O.L. as a single syllable that sounded suspiciously like the name of an apostle. The analytics had determined that his folksy demeanor and ill-fitting dentures tested exceptionally well with recruits from legacy denominations, projecting a 7.8% increase in first-year retention.

“I’m proud to be the first to welcome you to Synergy Church Inc!”

“Thank you very much, Verlin.” Caleb boarded the shuttle and the driver got in and mercifully turned off the loud music.

“So are you ready to Synergize?” he asked over his shoulder as he shifted into drive.

“Excuse me?” Caleb wiggled in his seat, unsure how to respond.

“Oh, it’s just something that they like us to ask the new recruits when we pick them up.”

Actually, the question was mandatory for every team member who came into contact with a recruit upon their arrival. The P.O.L. system determined that complete immersion into the culture and branding of the entity provided an 88% chance of successful assimilation.

Verlin hit the gas, weaving in and out of traffic on I-94 like he was driving a sports car. Every time he made a dramatic move, he looked at Caleb through the rearview mirror and smiled. The reverend fidgeted for the 30-minute drive, before a massive structure loomed in the distance. It was a spectacle, almost the size of a professional sports arena sprawling in all directions, vaulted with spires pointing to the heavens.

“There she is!” Verlin called over his shoulder.

“I’ve never seen a church that large.”

“It’s not just a church, you’ll see soon enough. It’s got everything, and you’ll never have to leave campus once you arrive.”

“Are we headed to the church to meet the senior pastor?”

“Nah, not yet. First, I’ll drop you off to meet with the Holy HOA Rep, Janice Peters.”

“Who?”

“Janice. She’ll get you squared away with a state-of-the-art unit in the Holy HOA.”

So I heard that right the first time.

Verlin exited the Interstate and weaved through the streets toward the campus. Caleb saw the name everywhere, including the logo and the teal color. First, it was the Synergy White as Snow Laundry, then the Synergy Manna From Heaven Bakery, and the Synergy Healing Hands Pharmacy.

“Welcome to Harmony Meadows, Caleb!” Verlin yelled.

“Thank you kindly, Verlin. It looks lovely.”

Caleb paused, looking at the greenest lawns he’d ever seen, each one a clone of the next.

“There she is, waiting for you just outside Unit 777.”

Verlin parked the shuttle, got out, and wobbled over to the door to let Caleb out.

“Thanks for the ride, Verlin!” Caleb tried to pass him a five.

Verlin raised his palms. “No, no, no...if you have any extra money to gift, add it to your tithe.”

Verlin wasn’t being humble. He would get a raise based on the tithes made by the new members with whom he had early and direct interactions. If Caleb stayed around long enough, he’d take the Synergy Multilevel Marketing curriculum.

As he gave a last wave to Verlin and started moving up the walkway to unit 777, Janice Peters smiled widely at the door as she waited. But then he stopped, knelt down, felt the grass, and it confirmed his suspicion. High-end Astroturf, perfectly sterile and dead.

“Greetings, and welcome to Harmony Meadows!” Janice said with an exaggerated singsong effect.

“Thank you, I’m happy to be here!”

“Well, isn’t that just grand?” Janice said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Let me show you your new state-of-the-art CLM!”

“My what?”

“My apologies,” Janice paused for a beat. “Let me show you your new state-of-the-art Covenant Living Module!”

One of the most significant hurdles to Janice’s job was being so deeply synergized for so long and then shifting her vocabulary so that a new member would understand.

“Oh.” Caleb nodded, resisting the urge to roll his eyes.

Janice finally opened the door to the unit with a sweeping arm flourish she had practiced every day to conform to the P.O.L. requirements, Part III, subsection 4(c), regarding the presentation of CLMs to a new member.

As he entered the unit, the first thing that drew his attention was a sleek card scanner with a display screen mounted just inside the front door.

TitheTap™ Station 3000

Leaving for the day? Don’t forget to invest in your eternity!

(TitheTap™ is a registered trademark of Synergy Church Inc.)

Caleb’s eyebrows rose, and the creases on his forehead deepened, all the while Janice cheerily continued with the tour as if he were still behind her. Caleb caught up, still bewildered.

“Everything looks brand new and...as you said, ‘state-of-the-art’.”

“Oh yes, each unit is very advanced and has superior technology to assist each member in their synergized journey.”

Caleb exhaled, not sure how to respond. “Well, it certainly has features I’ve never seen in a home before.”

“Quite right,” Janice chimed. “You’ll love these two features. She walked Caleb to what he assumed was a closet. What could be so special about a closet? Janice opened the door and again swept her arm toward the inside, wearing an almost comically enormous smile.

“In here, we have your Prayer Pod™. It’s not just a closet; it’s a soundproofed, tech-enabled spiritual wellness station.”

“A literal prayer closet,” Caleb whispered.

“So much more indeed!” Janice said without a pause. “The Prayer Pod™ is fully equipped with biometric sensors on the kneeler.”
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