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Background and Introduction
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Hi, and thanks for reading my book on the evolution of religion.

Religion has evolved because our human ancestors likely had no religion when they emerged from the sea and for a very long time after that—it was developed over time.

I’m offering this book in both audiobook and e-book formats. If you have the e-book and read a statement saying “listening,” you are reading the text; I missed that when I edited the audio to electronic format.

I also found some words as I built my audiobook like read, as in "I read this book," that should sound red (as in the past participle), were mispronounced by my AI buddy. In those cases, I have changed the spelling to "r-e-d" in the example I'm using so that it sounds correct. I will try to fix those few instances for the e-book, but if you are reading the e-book and come across what looks like a typo, that is likely the case.

A little bit about myself: I live in Seattle with my wife, Gale. We’re animal lovers (though currently furry-less) and politically progressive. We love music, food, wine, live theater, and good books. Writing has been a long-time passion of mine. I have several self-published books, including the original version of this essay, which is now this audiobook format. I plan to convert some of my other works to audio to broaden my potential audience.

Furthermore, I maintain a website, irishmikedavis.com, where I post articles and showcase my books. You can also find me on Facebook under the Irish Mike Davis handle. Be forewarned: I'm a proud liberal, as most of my blog posts will demonstrate, but humor is also a mainstay on my site.

Alright, that's enough about me. Let's delve into our story about religion!
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Prologue
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The title of this book, From Coconut Trees To Religious Cults, references the evolutionary journey from when our ancestors climbed down from the trees to where we are today, including a few extreme examples of devotion bordering on cultism.

Everything in the known universe is in motion and changing. Our galaxy, solar system, and planet are in constant motion. Everything is evolving. Stars are exploding and imploding like popcorn kernels in a giant pot of boiling oil. Planets and galaxies disintegrate. The debris from these massive detonations coalesces into new planets. Solar systems and galaxies devour each other like a hotdog-eating contest at the state fair. And human spirituality is changing and evolving. 

In the beginning, some four and a half billion years ago, according to current science, our earth was a cauldron of liquefied rock, boiling oceans. There must have been devastating earthquakes. Immense atmospheric events of unimaginable proportions rendered life as we know it today almost impossible. 

In spite of the continuing earthquakes that today nudge the Earth’s continental plates one way or another, mighty volcanoes spewing layers of flowing lava and ash to blanket the Earth and create new land masses, typhoons, monsoons, tornadoes, and tsunamis, our Earth is quiet compared to its fiery beginnings.

All this activity is the essence of evolution. Everything in our universe is in motion and changing, including planets, galaxies, and atoms. So are human notions about faith and a supreme deity. 

Theories and beliefs about religions bump into each other, setting off a chain reaction of examination and debates. Whether you believe that a god, any god, or many gods are responsible for the creation of us and our universe or not, it seems evident that the first edition of God's work was far from perfect. What might someday be the finished product will most likely be the return of our planet to the cosmic dust from whence we came. 

Will another planet in our universe support life as we know it, and will our history begin all over again? That may have already happened somewhere in our vast universe. Scientists tell us our sun and planet will die. Whatever may happen to us is still billions of years into the future, but the end will come. 

Like our universe and our world, religion has evolved and is still evolving. Like our earth and the universe, religious evolution has often been quite violent. The evolution of religion and imagination is fascinating and bewildering. I will share with you some of that history and my thoughts on the topic.  

Warning! If you are devoutly religious, or even casually devout, and the questioning of the various teachings of faith or the idea of challenging the existence of God makes you go into an uncontrollable rage in search of high-powered automatic weapons, read no further.

It may seem to some that I am attacking religion. I am honestly not. What I am doing and have spent a significant portion of my life of eighty-two years doing is trying to understand the grip religion has on so many people.

Why does religion seem to mesmerize some and repulse others? Why do we seem to need religion to cope with the everyday ups and downs of life, birth, death, disaster, and winning Super Bowls? We have all heard athletes proclaim, "I want to thank Jesus Christ for leading us to victory." I have never heard a loser blame Jesus Christ or God for the loss. Can it be that God, if such an entity exists, is interested in a damn football game? 

While I may well be critical of religion, my disdain is aimed more at the people who perverted religion for their selfish gains.  

Most religions are not the problem, but rather the people who twist their philosophy to fit their political, psychological, or material needs. That includes Christians, Muslims, Jews, Buddhists, or anyone with any other spiritual pursuit. 

With some exceptions, the Old Testament of Christianity is born of the Jewish Torah, as is the Quran, and they seem to focus on vengeance and reprisal for the imperfection of humans.

Meanwhile, the New Testament, claiming to contain Jesus's words, emphasizes love and tolerance over hatred and intolerance. Having cited both the Torah and the Quran, I must admit that I have never read either text in its entirety; I have read a fair number of excerpts. Some may claim that what I say in this book qualifies as a type of religion since I am espousing what I believe has led to the state of modern-day religions.

One definition of religion in Webster is "an interest, a belief, or an activity that is very important to a person or group." I have both an interest and a belief that is very important to me: atheism. Any philosophy that informs your thoughts, behavior, and beliefs is, thus, a religion. So, I agree with that contention.

To the best of our knowledge, the rest of the animal kingdom has no concept of religion. They accept their fate in life without a higher power orchestrating their lives or their deaths. There is no evidence that they have a sense of the passage of time, save reacting to daylight and darkness by sleeping, awakening, and following other instinctive routines.

The cow might think the grass is greener on the other side of the fence, but they seem content to spend their day grazing in fields of grass, pooping mindlessly, and heading back to the barn for milking. 

However, animals have a sense of life or a value of life. Why else would the antelope run like hell when one of the large cats is in the neighborhood rather than lay down and become a meal? Every animal that is a tasty treat for a predator seems to be very aware of the danger of losing its life. But do they consider the prospect of an afterlife? There's no sign of this, and I doubt that they do. Still, life or the preservation of their life seems paramount.

If you are as fascinated as I am by mankind's journey on this earth, our evolving humanity, our inhumanity, our progress, our stumbles, and sociology, which has to include the story of religion and its central role in human development, then you might enjoy listening further. You may not agree with all my assumptions or conclusions, but hopefully, you will ponder some of what I have to say.

My hope in offering this audiobook is to engage minds in a philosophical, social, and historical examination of the evolution of religion. A narrative of the origins and effects of religion on the human experience. Some listeners might work to improve religion, and others may, like me, move away from faith.

I don't know if this audiobook is a narrative history, historical fiction, or a combination of both. I have done a good deal of reading and research, which might suggest that it is a narrative-historical approach. Yet, this is also full of my opinions, theories, and conclusions, many of which will be accepted by some and rejected by others. In some cases, there is little or no evidence to support my thesis, making it empirically based and, thus, historical fiction. I am okay with that.

I learned long ago that my role in life is to explore ideas and present them to others for consideration. While some may label me a lunatic or misguided, my intent is to engage others' minds and start them thinking and talking. From that, I hope we evolve a better understanding of each other and the world in which we live. A more peaceful world would be a wonderful thing.

Though not a sociologist by education or trade, I find that I've spent my life fascinated by who and what we are as a species. Being Irish, I suspect I have a genetic predisposition for that sort of thing, and since I'm a terrible poet, I resort to espousing my thoughts in a tutorial or lecture form.

Over history, many people more intelligent than I have pondered the enigma of religion, but few of them have been more consumed with the topic than I have been throughout my life. I'm not sure why I find it so fascinating; it is just who I am.

If I could begin again, knowing what I think I know now, which is not only impossible but may suggest I hold an inflated view of my knowledge, I might have pursued some form of sociology as my chosen career instead of an engineer, but alas, it is far too late for that. 

As I examine the topic of religion, I intend to employ a technique taken from journalism known as the 5 W's: Who? What? When? Where? & Why? Not necessarily in that order. There is a sort of sixth W, but the letter is at the end of the word, and that word is “How.” I may revisit one or more of those questions at times as I work my way through this mind-bending topic, and at other times, I may discuss more than one W within a chapter or section. You, dear listener, will have to deal with the vagaries of my mind. As humans, we seldom segregate into cleanly defined categories, and that necessitates the overlapping of the notions of who we are.

Founded on my own life experiences, this narrative is based on a fair amount of reading and study and a lifetime of observation, thought, and examining not only the beliefs and behavior of others but also my own beliefs and actions, which, while not always noble, have evolved. Where I am able to draw from the wealth of knowledge developed over several thousands of years, I plan to do just that. 

Anything I believe to be an original thought when, in fact, someone else has made the same point renders my failure to attribute to that source accidental, incidental, or coincidental. The truth is, few of us have original thoughts anymore. New ideas and philosophies are few and far between after all the millennia of human inquisition. 

While something I have considered, discussed, thought about, conjured up, or read over my many years might feel like a revelation to me, it is likely that someone, somewhere, has had the same idea or thought or something quite close to it. 

If I have not encountered their words or thoughts or hit on them through some mental osmosis and concluded the statements were my creation and fail to attribute the words to the original author, it is an honest mistake and not an effort to plagiarize the work of others.

These last couple of statements are intended to keep the lawyers at bay or, at a minimum, provide a defense against charges of plagiarism by an overzealous lawyer facing large car payments.

Before moving on, I would like to dedicate this book to some of the people who have played essential roles in my life and still do, and some who, because they existed, I now exist. My parents are the first of those in the existence column of attributes. 

My father, Clarence Edward Davis, whom I never knew and who is but a faint memory from one meeting on my fourth birthday, most certainly bears some responsibility for who I am on a genetic level. My mother, Goldie Cecelia Connolly, whom I knew for only a short time from my teen years to my early twenties before she died, is also a player. It is from her that I inherited my Irish tendencies to talk too much. So, she and my father are contributors by passing on their genes.

My parents and family played no role in shaping who I am through the nurturing process. I assume that my passion for philosophy, curiosity, and passion for examining life must come from my genetic makeup. 

I want to dedicate this to my wife, Gale, who, like me, has a passion for life, a need to find answers, and strong opinions on a wide range of topics. Putting up with my nonsense and unhinged sense of humor has required the spirit and endurance of a Joan of Arc. As I record this, we are approaching our fiftieth wedding anniversary, a feat neither of us ever dreamed possible when we first met.

Over the years, we have spent countless hours in deep and sometimes heated debate, most often with a glass of wine in hand, discussing all things related to the human condition. Gale has had to suffer hours of my pontification on one topic or another, and for that, among many other reasons, I love her more than I can express.

I often joke that I pull this train of soapboxes behind me as I travel through life, something like a toddler with a rope full of quacking wooden ducks. Given the opportunity, I will mount one of those soapboxes and begin quacking philosophically about the meaning of life.

Gale's intellect and willingness to challenge my conclusions have prevented me from closing my mind to new and different ideas or charging over a cliff of ignorance. Her steadfast love and patience have provided an invaluable grounding and kept me from doing more stupid things than I have done. She is my touchstone to reality.

And last but certainly not least, to my children, Tracy, Joey, and Sean. If they do not always agree with my conclusions or theories, they have a good deal of my curiosity and a penchant for questioning the status quo. Their love and support, in spite of my sporadic involvement in their formative years, is one of my true treasures. The life of an absent father is a complicated and emotionally draining one. I'm not asking for pity; I’m making an observation.
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My Story
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It seems logical to discuss my life's journey next, which will lead us to where I reside philosophically today.

While my story is relatively atypical—and it seems to me primarily dull—and I suspect most people think their personal story is boring, I believe it is relevant to who I am today, as are the formative years of most children.

I like to characterize small children as being like baby ducks who have lost their mother; they will attach themselves to any entity that comes along and appears to them to be a person or animal of authority and protection and follow those elders everywhere they go, even if that means the end of the earth. They understand instinctively that they are babies, and their survival depends on attaching themselves to another living being with the hope their chosen mentor can guide them through the gauntlet of life. If they pick wisely, they should do well; if not...well.

My purpose in sharing my particular story here is not to enlist any sympathy for my somewhat different childhood, but to provide a context or background for what I will share with listeners during this conversation about religion; it is relevant. I also prefer to think that I am still learning today at the somewhat advanced age of eighty-two, and some of these views, albeit a minority, could change in the future.

I was born curious, as I mentioned in acknowledging my parents. I have always sought answers to things I didn't understand. I have always looked for ways to improve virtually anything with which I came into contact, and I do not readily accept the status quo or statements like, "That is just the way it has always been." That statement will typically become a personal challenge for me to prove otherwise.

A case in point about my curiosity concerns an incident involving my grandfather when I was about four years old. He wasn't my grandfather by blood but rather my grandmother's cohabitating boyfriend, friend, or border. I never knew for sure which label was appropriate.

Information garnered later in life intimated that he may have been the father of an illegitimate child born to my grandmother long before I was born. This event likely led to her separation from my biological grandfather, whom I met once. It almost certainly produced a spate of gossip. Since no one can validate this, it lives on as a legend, as does much that is related to religion.

I called my grandfather Duck because that was what everyone else called him. I remember him as a hulk of a man who only wore bib overalls, under which was a shirt appropriate for the weather, and large, worn, dusty work boots. He didn't talk much, but when he did, you felt like you needed to listen to what he had to say.

This anecdote is not deep or intellectual; it is offered only to demonstrate that my life was one of discovery and continues to be that today.

Duck had a gold pocket watch, which he was pretty proud of, and must have shown it to me. Perhaps it was an award or simply a watch he inherited or purchased. He kept this prized possession in the top drawer of his dresser in his bedroom, a room carefully pointed out to me and my two brothers as off-limits to children.

While I have no recollection of a specific event, I assume Duck had shown me this watch and explained the inner workings of tiny and shiny gears, wheels, and springs, made up as watches were before the digital age. Perhaps he did this to educate me in mechanics, expecting me, like most males, to be fascinated by all things shiny and mechanical. It turns out he was more right than he imagined.

You probably have a good idea of where this story is going. Duck was off somewhere, perhaps fishing, one of his favorite pastimes. I mounted a chair and took the watch from his dresser. That violated rule number 1 ― don't go in Duck's bedroom.

Far from improving anything, as I claim I like to do, I took the watch outside and placed it on one of the stepping stones leading to the outhouse, and using a hammer I had taken from the tool shed ― broken rule number 2 ― do not go into the tool shed without Duck, I hammered that watch until it revealed every one of its shiny gold secrets.

I sat there, fascinated by all those shimmering parts, which looked like tiny golden lace doilies scattered on the stone between my legs. At some point, it must have dawned on me what I had done, but at this point in life, my obfuscation skills were sorrowfully underdeveloped, so I just sat there admiring my discovery until my grandmother came along. I don't recall the specifics, but she must have hyperventilated when she saw the bling-littered stepping stone.

I also don't recall Duck's reaction to what I had done, but having seen his temper in the past, I can conclude he must have been furious. I have no memory of my punishment, although there must have been consequences. Duck, who made his living cutting granite blocks at a tombstone manufacturing company, was not a man to be trifled with.

Fortunately, I had the advantage of being the baby brother. My next older brother, Bob, was six years older, and my oldest brother, Bill, was ten years older than me, making them about ten and fourteen, respectively, at the time of my untimely (pun intended) misadventure. My grandmother had protected me from Duck's wrath on multiple occasions. My brothers probably suffered on my behalf and for their misdeeds at different times.

As you can tell by that last allegory, I was reverse engineering before age five. Most of the trouble I got into in my youth stemmed from my curiosity and questioning ways, not any desire to be destructive or break the rules just to break them.

This tendency to investigate the unknown extended to my religious training, which commenced when I moved to The Omaha Home for Boys, a home for displaced boys in Omaha, Nebraska.

I went to the Home a week or two shy of my fifth birthday. Set on top of what was referred to as "Inspiration Hill," it commanded an impressive view of the surrounding valleys and Fontenelle Park, which bordered the Home's property on the east.

The Home was larger than anything I had ever seen, larger than grandma's clapboard cottage and surrounding property. At the same time, being new construction with no grass yet growing and a series of boards laid down in the mud between buildings for walkways, it had a cold and derelict appearance.

I had no idea what was coming my way on that chilly September day when my grandmother summoned me to the living room. A stranger, a man, sat on our couch. He had thinning red hair and a ruddy complexion and seemed incredibly nervous, which transferred to me.

I recall a conversation but not the details. There may have been an effort to tell me what was happening, but in no way asking my consent. At some point, the man took me by one wrist, and my grandmother took hold of me by the other, and they dragged and carried me kicking and screaming to the old green woody station wagon the man had arrived in.

I would come to understand later that my grandmother was extremely ill with diabetes and could not take care of us three boys any longer. Thus, I joined my two older brothers, who had earlier disappeared from my life with no explanation that I remember, finding them at the Masonic Home for Boys, as it was called at that time.

The superintendent of the Home, the man who had come to take me from the warm embrace of my grandmother, was one John R. Glassy. Either an ordained, defrocked, or self-proclaimed minister, I was never sure which. I seem to recall he was Presbyterian and was often referred to by us boys as the Reverend or just the Rev, but never to his face.

Ours was a very Christian-Protestant upbringing in the best of the WASP traditions that dominated the Bible Belt then, as it does now. We said grace before each meal and prayed on our knees next to our beds at night, all the things you might expect growing up in the heart of Bible country.

The first building in which I lived was called the Buck Building. Four other buildings or dormitories for the boys were also named after benefactors who had donated a large sum of money to help build the Home in its new location.

Our housemother, Mrs. Stoft, a woman who could have been one of my boot camp Drill Instructors later in my life, required that we read and memorize Bible verses. Having something of a gift for memorization, a talent more than a bit timeworn by now, as my wife would attest, I could recite several Bible verses by the time I was eight.

I attended Sunday school each Sunday from age five to around age twelve or thirteen. At that time, I began to skip out of the indoctrination that was becoming more difficult for me to sit through without questioning both the logic and integrity of what was being taught to me and other children.

I confess to a degree of disappointment as my doubts about religion grew. The fantastic stories of voices emanating from a burning bush, or Shepherd's staff turning into a snake, the parting of waters with the wave of a hand, people returning from death, and Jesus feeding a host of people from a magic basket containing only a couple of fish and a few loaves of bread, were as exciting as any fairy tale I had ever read or heard.

As a child, you want to believe in miracles and magic. As I grew older and more skeptical, it was similar to discovering that there was no Santa Claus or Easter Bunny. Life was much more fun as long as you could cling to your fantasies. The letdown was palpable. We like to call that growing up unless it's about religion, then we become heretics.

At some point, around age ten, I read the Bible from cover to cover. That may have been prompted by an adult suggestion or my thirst for knowledge; I am no longer sure.

In the interest of honesty, I admit that I skimmed or jumped over the begat stuff both times that I read the so-called good book. After my first reading of the Bible, the questions piled up in my mind, and I began to voice those in earnest at every opportunity, primarily at church.

There seemed to be a good deal of violence in the Old Testament, along with dire threats of retribution for those who didn't follow the word of God as prescribed therein. Severe punishments for behaviors that today are quite common and accepted in most societies.

But in the New Testament, Jesus talks of turning the other cheek and presents a strikingly different vision of God. It seemed he should know since he purportedly was the son of God.

I began to ask questions in Sunday school, much to the dismay of the teachers, who I now believe were adults in the community volunteering their time to teach children what they had been taught to believe unquestionably about their particular religious affiliation.

In the conservative Midwest in the early 1950s, in the heart of the WASP world into which I had been born, a ten-year-old boy questioning his Sunday School teachers and the accuracy of the Bible was tantamount to heresy. It smacked of something right out of Rosemary's Baby, a movie that was still twenty years in the future.

I asked about the Bible stories that seemed highly improbable, if not impossible. I wondered why the stories depicted what appeared to be an angry and vindictive God calling for the death of various offenders in the Old Testament. At the same time, Jesus preached that his Father would forgive all who believed in Him in the New Testament.

Even the least religious among us surely has heard the story of Cain killing his brother Abel in a fit of religious jealousy. God sends a plague on the Pharaoh and his family. God kills every man, woman, and child in Sodom and Gomorrah. God decides to kill Moses because his son has not been circumcised, although the details behind this particular anecdote seem a bit fuzzy. And, of course, there is the great flood He called down upon the world to destroy all He had made, save one older man who purportedly built an ark big enough to weather the storm and hold two of every animal that made our planet their Home.

I am sorry, but if God were a world leader behaving today as he did in the Old Testament, the United Nations would have him up on charges of crimes against humanity. The list of horrors He rained down on his subjects is long and would make the Brothers Grimm grimace, and probably, it did; it may have inspired some of their gruesome fairytales.

My questions about these, and many other stories, along with my questions about why these events had only happened during one short period over 2,000 years ago, not before or since, and not in the modern world, not in any world, were problematic. These questions went unanswered and were not welcome in classrooms meant to shape the unquestioned thinking of young minds. Had I chosen to check out a Catholic Church, an exorcism would likely have been in order.

As I grew older and pondered the mysteries of religion, I would understand the oxymorons between the Old and New Testaments. It was the evolution of religion at work. The Old Testament, at least the first five books, was written some 1,200 to 1,600 years before the birth of Jesus. Attributed in large part to Moses, who is supposed to have personally heard from God, they espoused a belief (a) by one man and (b) for a time much different than the world Jesus would be born to, let alone that of our modern world.

As I became more aware of fundamentalism and terrorism, terms that became a part of everyday life for most of us in the late 20th and early 21st century, I could see parallels in the thinking of fundamentalists subscribing to orthodoxies, whether Christian, Jew, Islam or any other religion.

Adherents are taught to close their minds to anything but a narrow interpretation of the written word. This type of groupthink or brainwashing often produces horrible consequences, encouraging adherents to despise or at least dislike those who do not share their zealotry. A harshness and rigidity of thought hardens the mind to anything but dogma.

My Christian Sunday school experience, I now see, bore a striking resemblance to some but not all the Islamic Madrasas where unfortunate young Muslims are taught one version of Islam and the Qur'an, and one quite different from what other Muslims believe. They learn of a worldview often twisted by the adults grooming a generation of fundamentalists, continually telling them not to question or look beyond their teachings for answers. They are to follow the word mindlessly.

I mentioned having read the Bible twice as a young boy. The second time was at the behest of a local minister who had come to the Boys Home one Sunday afternoon to express his concerns about me, my questions, and I suspect my endangered soul, to our minister and superintendent, the Reverend John R. Glassy.

By this time, I might point out that I had changed churches several times. Each Sunday morning, we were loaded on the Home's bus (originally a Diamond-T truck) and taken to the downtown area of the Benson district of Omaha.

There was a clutch of churches within several blocks of each other: Presbyterian, Lutheran, Episcopalian, Methodist, and Catholic. I don't recall whether there were any Jewish Synagogues, but I'm confident there were no Mosques. I would not have known what they were back then if they did exist. The religious educators were careful to stick to their scripts.

I started in the Presbyterian Sunday school at age five and was stuck there for a time because I was still relatively small, and there was always someone responsible for looking after me and making decisions for me. I was deposited there and told to stay put until someone gathered me for the return trip to the Home. I wasn't free at that young and tender age to choose where to spend Sunday mornings. I wouldn't have known what to do except chase butterflies.

At some point, around the time I completed my first reading of the Bible, around age twelve, the disillusionment began to set up like curing plaster. After a couple of birthdays had passed, I switched to being either a Lutheran or Methodist; I no longer recall which. After a time, I changed to another church to continue searching for greater meaning in what was being taught. I never tried the Episcopalian or Catholic religions because their conservatism and the Catholic costumes scared the hell out of me ― most likely their intent.

It didn't matter which temple I attended. Despite the variety of colorful vestments, the consuming of or abstention from wine at communion, and all the trappings inside and out that defined one church or another, I kept finding much the same dogma, words designed to bind your mind, accompanied by the same dire threats of condemnation and an eternity in hell for not adhering to one ideology or another. While preaching the love of Jesus, they held the threat of the Old Testament burning hell over your head.
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The Inquisition
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I was around thirteen when I was summoned to the Administration Building at the Home on that Sunday afternoon in the fall. Two men, Glassy and the minister from whichever hallowed institution I was attending at the time, sat somberly on the green leather sofa in the living room. Nothing burned in the darkened fireplace—they were only for decoration in most of the buildings, a practice I still don't understand.

They motioned me to a matching green leather chair across from them. Glassy cleared his throat, his steely eyes peering into my very soul. Then, they voiced their concerns about my obvious rejection of the general teachings of Christianity, suggesting that I read the Bible. I explained that I had read the Bible, which had given rise to many of my questions to begin with. 

I am sure that answer did not please Glassy or the Reverend. With a perceptible flushing of facial color to an even deeper red than usual, Glassy recommended that I reread the Bible. Though his guidance was in the form of a suggestion, his tone was more like an order. 

So, I read the Bible a second time. I must admit I may have read it this second time more to confirm my considerable doubts than to expect to find some revelation or enlightenment. In any case, it did nothing to alter my growing conviction that the stories in the Bible were mostly myths made up by some very pious, ignorant, and frightened people, and mostly men—check that, exclusively men.

Many myths and legends are probably based in some small part on reality, or what the weavers of these tales believed to be reality at the time. A legend is a story that's purported to be historical in nature, but that is without substantiation. Legend also refers to anything that inspires a body of stories or anything of lasting importance or fame. The story is handed down orally but continues to evolve with time.

King Arthur, Blackbeard, and Robin Hood are quite possibly based on real people who, while not as flamboyant and chivalrous as the legends, were nevertheless admirable people. Over the years of telling and retelling the stories of real people, these legends grew.

In the case of the Bible, the authors were likely convinced that all the stories passed down to them over the years were fact. Stories of mythical figures and miraculous occurrences, many of which we know today to be natural phenomena. Things like the parting of the sea. We know today that receding oceans can be the result of an inverted storm surge, a "negative surge." Severe storms can cause dramatic pressure changes. Reduced pressure pushing down on the ocean causes the ocean to expand upwards, resulting in rising water. Sea surface levels can drop when pressure increases, resulting in a negative surge.

"With the water dispersed, the Israelites were able to walk on dry ground and cross the sea, followed by the Egyptian army. Once the Israelites have safely crossed, Moses drops his staff, closing the sea and drowning the pursuing Egyptians."

Could it have happened as it was written, or did people see this natural phenomenon? As they wove their tales of the Jews escaping the Egyptians over the centuries, might the parting of the seas have become an imagined part of their harrowing tale? Though they probably lived too far south to see an aurora borealis, what might they have thought of that? They wanted to believe in the mystical or divine more than anything, even more than life itself.

Nothing more was ever said to me about my faith, or lack thereof, at the boys' Home. Still, I detected an increased coldness, even anger, toward me by the Reverend Glassy right up to the time he was finally dismissed for reasons never made public. An exhaustive search of the history of the boys' Home produced no mention of Glassy, a man you must have spent nearly ten years there as the superintendent.

It was rumored, however, and suspected that it was due to his cruel treatment of the older boys and the staff. Like the stories in the Bible, there was likely at least a germ of truth to the rumor. Glassy was never thought of as a Steiff Teddy Bear by anyone I knew, including a significant number of the staff.
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