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        I am larger, better than I thought.

        I did not know I held so much goodness.

        —Walt Whitman1

      

        

      
        You are the deep innerness of all things,

        The last word that can never be spoken.

        To each of us you reveal yourself differently:

        To the ship as coastline, to the shore as ship.

        —Rainer Maria Rilke2

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To Stephanie

        I couldn’t become who I needed to be

        without you

        and

        To my Children

        and their Children
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        Speak what we feel,

        not what we ought to say.

        —William Shakespeare1

      

      

      I was sitting in Father Walsh’s office for my counseling session. I’d been seeing him for two years and it had been three years since I resigned my pastorate and left ministry at the age of 43. I had been a part of the Evangelical Christian movement for 24 years. Though I wasn’t a Roman Catholic, Father Walsh was recommended to me by a close friend. Fr. Walsh was a local parish priest who also had a counseling practice.

      Earlier that week I had visited a different church hoping to find a new place I might occasionally attend. I left that church service feeling like a recovering alcoholic who had fallen off the wagon and had a relapse. I was a wreck; too many bad feelings dredged back up.

      After explaining this recent church experience to Fr. Walsh, he stopped me and said, “Phil, you need to not go to church for a long time, because it made you sick.”

      “What? Did I hear him correctly?” I thought.

      Imagine that—my Christian counselor, a Catholic Priest, a fellow professional Christian worker, and by then a good friend, telling me church had “made me sick” and I should not go to church for a long time.

      I knew what he meant, even if I couldn’t fully articulate it at the time. And I knew he was right. It wasn’t a sickness unto death, and it wasn’t a sickness for which I needed to be institutionalized or medicated. And though I had been on anti-depressants for about a nine-month stretch two years earlier, under Fr. Walsh’s referral, I didn’t need them anymore.

      Fr. Walsh knew me well. In fact, he probably saved my life in those first three years of turmoil and transition after I left ministry. This was a more subtle and more hidden sickness that he was referring to.

      This book is about why I was “sick” and how I got healthy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

          “IS IT OKAY?”

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dare to love God

        without mediator or veil.

        —Ralph Waldo Emerson1

      

      

      

      Sometimes I think I am the only one who nearly went crazy, the only one with this condition that I have come to call my “Jesus Doppelganger” and “Yahweh-Jesus” conundrum. Maybe I am the only one who invited Jesus into his heart and Yahweh and Jesus wound up crowding me out of my own house. Was I the only one who felt so overpowered psychologically by this Holy-Perfectionist-Savior Son of God within me that it messed with my head? This two-headed schizophrenic “Yahweh-Jesus” deity could mess with my mind: Yahweh, the Old Testament God of wrath, judgment, curses and blessings always seemed to overrule gentle Jesus (who wasn’t so gentle anymore). They were like an existential good cop-bad cop team that always won.

      It’s supposed to be the glorious “mystery” of Christianity and the Gospel: Christ in you. It’s right there in Paul’s letter to the Colossians: “the glory of this mystery…which is Christ in you” (Colossian 1:7).

      The Apostle Paul wrote, “I am crucified with Christ…nevertheless I live, yet not I…Christ liveth in me” and that we are “new creations” in Christ (Galatians 2:20-21; II Cor. 5:17). I had studied the Bible and theology at the highest and deepest levels as a layman, a seminarian, and then a pastor for years. How does one mentally, psychologically, and spiritually live with this “Divine Presence” within that I was taught wants to take over and control every aspect of my life? We are supposed to give Christ the Throne of our lives. It sounds ominous and it became threatening.

      For anyone truly serious about following Christ and Christianity (or any religious faith for that matter), you will face a gauntlet of challenges and choices that will test the limits of your innermost thoughts and the delicate balance of your psychology. For Christians, it’s a double-edged sword, because the very meaning of the word “Gospel” is “Good News.” The paradox of that became more and more disturbing to me. After years of Christian ministry, more and more of the details, doctrine and dogma of my Evangelical Christianity seemed to be bad news to me.

      Father Walsh would remind me more than once during our counseling sessions, “You’re not a Fundamentalist. And it’s okay.” Remembering that would always help me as I worked through leaving the fold and reconstructing my faith.

      WAS IT OKAY?

      But was it okay? I could repeat his words to myself when I needed to, but it wasn’t quite so easy to give myself permission to change my beliefs. Why was that? How is it that it took me quite a few years to allow myself to feel that “It’s okay”? I wasn’t leaving God. But was it okay to leave the church? To leave my first faith?

      For one thing, after 24 years of being a dedicated Evangelical layman and then professional, full-time minister, it’s not as easy as just changing churches. It’s not as simple as just switching membership from an Evangelical church to an Episcopal or Catholic Church, or whatever I might decide.

      My Christianity had become my profession, as well as my character and my belief system. If I had been a college professor teaching history or economics, my religious beliefs wouldn’t be an integral part of my job and I could change Universities as easily as one changes jobs. But being a Christian worker meant that it was all about my religious beliefs, my sincerity of conviction about them, and my character and performance.

      I knew I could go to any number of different denominational Christian churches if it was just a matter of the preference for a few different doctrines. I knew enough about all the differences of our theologies to know that I didn’t just want to swap a Ford for Chevy.

      What I was going through was a deconstructing of my beliefs and convictions and reconstructing different ones. I knew I couldn’t work that out while preaching or teaching in another church position or denomination.

      Deconstruction of my beliefs, conscience, and the inner workings of the spirit and soul made it all extremely personal and existential. I was a product of the Evangelical Movement that I committed myself to when I was 19 years old.

      After over twenty years in the movement, I realized that I didn’t like who I was becoming. I realized that some of the beliefs I used to think were so important were no longer important to me. After years as a Conservative Evangelical, I didn’t like where we were all headed and didn’t want to hang around and see where it led.

      More importantly, I felt in some ways betrayed by God and my beliefs. But was my beef with God? Or was it my beliefs, my image of God that I was wrestling with?

      My story (or journey) is about how I gave myself permission to be honest—I was no longer comfortable in the Christian circle and the Evangelical movement that I had lived in for most of my adult life.

      My journey had a whole second half as I came to terms with the changes in my beliefs and the nature of my faith that led me to leave Evangelicalism for a wider spiritual path. I never “left” or abandoned my pursuit of spiritual truth, authentic faith, and a desire for a connection with “The Presence”—a term I prefer over the generic name “God.”

      This book is organized into these general stages of my decades-long journey:

      
        	Faith at a Crossroads

        	Constructing my Faith—In these chapters I briefly review how I got involved in the movement and became a local church pastor.

        	Deconstructing my Faith—In this section I go through my years of reconsidering and being honest about my beliefs.

        	Reconstructing my Faith – In this section I review some of the steps and events that helped me put it back together for myself.

        	Enlarging my Faith—In these closing chapters I review where I am now.

      

      FAITH, DOGMA AND TRADITION

      In one of my favorite movies, “Fiddler on the Roof,” we watch Tevye as his three oldest daughters successively challenge his religious beliefs and traditions. Tevye is a local milkman whose family are Russian Jews living in a small rural village at the time of the Russian Revolution of 1905.

      Each daughter comes to him in succession to ask Tevye’s blessing on their romantic choices for partners. Each daughter’s choice causes Tevye to question whether he can give his blessing based upon Jewish beliefs and traditions. The first two daughters challenge his thinking and religious traditions, but he manages to distinguish between tradition and his core beliefs, so he gives them his blessing, however reluctantly.

      But by the time the third daughter comes to him, it is a leap too far for Tevye. She is breaking not just tradition, but what he believes is a core belief. So he refuses to give his blessing and effectively disowns his daughter for crossing a line he felt was etched in stone. But as the story ends, we know Tevye will find a way to show love to his third daughter, tradition or no.  We know Tevye now, so we know for him, love will ultimately win.

      It’s a wonderful character study of a devout, sincere, and good man, who has a conversational relationship with his God and who honestly applies his mind to these challenges to his faith.

      He compares his religious faith to a fiddler playing a tune while trying to keep his balance on a pitched rooftop without falling and breaking his neck. It’s an apt analogy for me as well.

      Tevye’s challenges are ones every spiritual person must face if we are to honestly and maturely distinguish a religious tradition or belief from an honest relationship with a Higher Being.

      It is so easy for religious people to fall back on their religious traditions, dogma etched in stone, and cultural applications of beliefs, thereby losing sight of the spirit of their religion. We tend to be compelled to defend the Letter of the Law at the expense of the Spirit of the Law.

      I’d like to think that Tevye, after initially rejecting his third daughter, remembered an Old Testament verse that sums up all of what God really wants:

      
        
        “What does the Lord require of thee, but to do justly, and to love mercy and to walk humbly with thy God?” (Micah 6:8).

      

      

      Was it okay if I left the Evangelical camp and those “orthodox” beliefs that I had codified, “concretized” and “deified” for another set of spiritual beliefs? I know for many it is never okay to “leave the fold” of their Faith, Church, Religion. For many Evangelicals and Fundamentalists there is no other way but their way.

      Was it okay for me to challenge these long held beliefs, deconstruct my belief system, and rebuild it in a way that I believed was truer to a bigger God than just the God of the Evangelicals, or the Protestants, or the Judeo-Christian Faith?

      It was not going to be easy for me to say: “It is okay that I am not an Evangelical or a Fundamentalist any longer.”

      What would God think?

      What would the Church think?

      I decided I didn’t care what the Church thought.

      I did care what God thought.

      I knew it would mean a wrestling match.
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            Here Be Dragons

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The ultimate leave-taking

        is the leaving of god for God.

        —Meister Eckhart1

      

      

      

      I have two close friends that went through a journey similar to mine. We have known each other for over 40 years now; we still live nearby and see each other often. All three of us made painful decisions to leave the fold and make major changes to the religious beliefs we had followed since we were young men.

      We all had a “born again” experience and became devout Christians before we were twenty. We were active in serving in ministries, in evangelism, in discipleship ministries, in weekly Bible studies and church leadership. Two of us were in full-time Christian ministries as paid staff. All of us served as deacons, one was a church elder, and one was a Pastor.

      Each of us came to a moment in life where we made major decisions to drastically change our spiritual paths, our beliefs, and our church affiliations. None of us were rejecting God. Each of us came to a point where we felt we had outgrown our churches and beliefs; we needed a spiritual life and faith that was not so confining. It would have been easier to stay and stuff it. It takes courage to think for yourself and question.

      Today, years later, all three of us feel much healthier spiritually and do not regret the changes we made. It wasn’t easy for any of us. Two of us went through divorces. All of us felt like outcasts and heretics during the initial period of leaving and searching. We were “shunned” by most of those who stayed. The church is not always kind toward people who dare to leave. A noted pastor once said: “The church is the only hospital that shoots its wounded.”

      A CULT OR A CULTIC EFFECT?

      Over the years since changing our courses and religious beliefs, my friends and I have shared and compared notes. There is one particular question that we answer differently. I asked them: “Do you think you were in a cult?” Both of them answered: Yes. My answer was: No.

      The reason I disagreed with them is that for me the churches and ministries we were part of are not considered cults. These churches and ministries were fairly standard conservative Evangelical churches. My friends’ answers reveal more about the effect their involvement had upon them. This is why I prefer to distinguish between being in a cult versus a church having a cultic effect upon a person. I would argue that none of the churches or ministries we were a part of would be considered cults by mainstream Christianity. However, it’s very easy for the ministry, church, or religion to have a cultic effect on you. In other words, the ministry or church has excessive control over you.

      I do not believe I was ever in a cult. But my two friends and I all had a great sense of needing to be reprogrammed.

      In recent years there have been more and more books published about the trauma of leaving the fold and changing one’s religious beliefs. Back when I was leaving in the early 1990’s I couldn’t find any books to help. I recently came across Marlene Winell’s book Leaving the Fold. I wish I had had her book when I left! She calls the experience for some a “shattered faith syndrome.” Some have talked about the abuse of some church groups, while others have talked about the experience of coming out as a kind of PTSD (post-traumatic stress syndrome) and have called it post-religious stress syndrome (PRSS).

      Winell writes:

      
        
        “…leaving a cherished faith is much like the end of a marriage. The symptoms of separation are quite similar—grief, anger, guilt, depression, lowered self-esteem, and social isolation.”2

      

      

      I was surprised at how much of Marlene Winell’s church experience when she left her fold was like mine. She writes:

      
        
        “Leaving the fold was then a long and wrenching process which tore at the fabric of my existence. ‘Losing’ God was like losing my parents.”3

      

      

      Winell researched her topic extensively, and she was able to recount numerous cases of people going through the trauma of leaving their fold. Reading her book helped me realize that my two close friends and I were not alone in the deconstruction and reconstruction of our faith.

      “People from a wide variety of religious groups were struggling with self-esteem and needed to reclaim the ability to think for themselves, to understand and accept their own feelings, and to take more responsibility for their own lives.”4

      I went through a few dark years initially after leaving. I went back to college in order to prepare for another profession. I went through a painful divorce; I was on medication for depression and suicidal ideation. I lost many “friends” who couldn’t accept what I was doing. I went to three different Christian counselors and did not feel like they helped. I finally found Father John Walsh, a local Catholic parish priest, and he helped save my life and my mental and spiritual state. But I was criticized by others from the old fold for seeing a Catholic priest! I met another woman, got married and wound up divorced again. It took a few years before I was able to feel stabilized again. I met another woman who was a Godsend. We have been together now for over 20 years.

      Out of respect for my first wife, the mother of my children, and personal privacy issues, I will not go into all the details of my divorce. It is enough for me to say that the personal struggles I was going through related to my faith and whether to continue a career as a pastor; the personal issues we were facing together culminated in a painful separation and divorce.

      TOXIC RELIGION

      My story is a cautionary tale. I take full responsibility for all the decisions, twists, turns and detours. If my religious experience had a cultic effect on me, that is because I allowed it to. No one twisted my arm or forced me to get involved in Christian ministries or become as committed as I did. I was honestly seeking and genuinely committed to Christ and Christianity.

      Perhaps that is part of the mystery. Sometimes religion can be hazardous to your health. What I hope to show is that each of us needs to think critically about the effects that our zeal, our faith, our dogma, and our religion and church involvement have upon us in a holistic way. Sadly, today in America, Jesus himself would not be welcomed in many of his churches.

      The psychology of our inner spiritual life is something that is not addressed often enough in churches and ministries. Most of my spiritual journey these last thirty years has been a path of discovery to understand and reconstruct a healthier relationship with God, the Presence.

      I found that the biggest obstacle was dogma and doctrine. When dogma becomes concretized or deeply entrenched, it can be exceedingly difficult to root out.

      Winell writes:

      
        
        “A dogmatic religion is one that does not truly honor the thoughts and feelings of the individual.”5

      

      

      I remember reaching the point in my life when the very first verse that brought me to Jesus and his Gospel message no longer rang true for me.

      What went wrong? Was it me or was it God? The church will always say it’s your fault.

      Before Europeans crossed the Atlantic, on some old maps, when many still thought the world was flat, at the edge of the known sea the mapmakers put a warning: here be dragons. It was their way of warning seafarers that no one yet knew what was in that unknown, uncharted part of the sea. They figured it was dangerous. That can also be said of the realms of the spirit, the mind, the soul.

      Those adventurous ancient explorers who went beyond the limits of the known maps of their day are not unlike spiritual seekers. Some men and women grow restless with the staid, predictable limits of safe domesticity. Some by nature want to take on the dragons or discover there are no dragons at all, only new and fascinating lands and seas yet to be discovered. For those brave enough to launch out into that uncharted sea, brave enough to face their own dragons and those tough questions of faith, there is a new land to be found. I think of the novelist Thomas Wolfe’s words:

      
        
        “To lose the earth you know, for greater knowing; to lose the life you have for greater life; to leave the friends you loved, for greater loving; to find a land more kind than home, more large than earth.”6

      

      

      I knew after twenty years in the Evangelical Movement that some things didn’t feel comfortable anymore. Some of the doubts I had that I never voiced were murmuring louder inside.
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        Only by embracing the truth

        of our past histories can any of us hope

        to be free of pain in the present.

        —Alice Miller1

      

      

      

      
        
        I’ll pick up in the middle of my story with three brief scenes.

      

      

      SCENE 1: AT THE BACK OF THE CHURCH (1992)

      I stood at the back of the storefront church we had converted into a sanctuary. I was the founding pastor who had planted the church six years earlier. It was Sunday and everyone had left but me. I was straightening up, cleaning up a bit, and then I walked back to the sound board to make sure it was turned off.

      I stood for a moment and scanned the room—the riser we’d built, the walls we’d painted, the curtains we’d hung, and I thought we’d made it a very welcoming place. I loved the particular blue that Linda had chosen for the curtains, and then I was amazed at how Marvin had matched the color with an identical blue in the paint he mixed by hand out of the back of his van. I had planted the church with only two other families, and we had grown to 125 people. It was slow going after six years.

      I stood there as a flood of snapshot memories and a kaleidoscopic of emotions rushed before my eyes—the way one sees their life pass by in that instant before a car crash.

      I was 43, husband and father of three children under 14 (twin boys and a ten-year-old daughter). I had been an ordained pastor for almost 12 years.  Two years earlier I had published my first Christian book and my second was in rewrites with the publisher; I had been interviewed on radio and TV about the book, and I was the guest speaker at a conference where I would be teaching from my book. Additionally, I had written and directed a successful missions video—I had spent two weeks in the Venezuelan Amazon jungle where,  as the director and second cameraman, I had had an adventurous time with the missionaries among three primitive tribal groups.

      Since the time I was a nineteen-year-old Airman, I had dedicated my life to Christ; I had served in ministries to get to this point. I was on a successful trajectory in a profession I felt called to as a conservative Evangelical minister.

      But standing at the back of the sanctuary that day, I knew something was shifting.  I didn’t really see it coming the way it did, but then again it had been brewing for a while.  It didn’t just happen. But like the big wooden bookcase wall in those movies where someone pulls the right book out and the bookcase revolves, revealing a secret doorway that opens to another room, the shift came. The bookcase was revolving.

      I formed the words that had been seeking expression:  “I don’t like who I am becoming.” This had more to do with the internal shifts that were going on than with my external accomplishments. I didn’t like who “Evangelicals” were becoming as a movement. I didn’t like who I was becoming as an Evangelical.

      I didn’t like the narrow confines of the theology, the Jesus-only myopia, the self-satisfaction and spiritual arrogance that our Evangelical elitism breeds, the judgmental eyes through which we profile people and shun them when we choose, the general close-mindedness of the average Christian toward those (writers, artists, philosophers, musicians, etc.) who are not of “our tribe,” and the cold, casual ease with which we dismiss and disparage those who “don’t see the light”—those we categorically write off as “pagans” who are “going to hell.” We were always “profiling” people, sizing them up based upon our litmus tests: are they saved, did they pray the prayer, are they carnal or spirit-filled, backslidden or, God-forbid, “lukewarm?”

      Evangelical/Fundamentalist Christianity has a dark shadow that few Evangelicals ever glimpse—nor do they recognize themselves as its breeding ground. I saw where all this is going now, and I didn’t really want to become that any more than I already had.

      I felt a great heaviness and sadness. It was as if a close friend was telling me: “I don’t like who you are anymore.” I didn’t form any other words in that trance—those were the only words.

      I knew what I had to do.  A few months later, I resigned and left the ministry.

      SCENE 2: AN OLD STUDY BIBLE (1993)

      A few months after leaving ministry, I sat on the edge of the bed holding my big leather study Bible I’d used for the last few years. I knew what I was going to do with the Bible. I was in the bedroom I was renting from a good friend, John, who was also going through some major life changes. I was separated from my wife and dealing with all the fall-out from leaving my position as a pastor of that church I planted.

      It was a time of great turmoil—personally, spiritually, socially, and career-wise. I knew it would be difficult, but that didn’t mean I was ready for all of the difficulties. People change careers all the time, but leaving “ministry” carries its own special baggage and recriminations, the biggest being the “tag” that one had failed God and ditched his “calling.”

      I sat on the bed, tears welling up in my eyes. I was angry, sad and felt betrayed by this “God” I’d constructed, this “Bible” I had embraced in my training and studies. I felt tired and unhappy with this “Yahweh-Jesus” that had dominated my adult life.

      Why had my 24 adult years of staid Christian living and ministry brought me to a place of unhappiness? How had it fractured my self? Why after years of what I thought was selfless ministry and following Jesus’ Great Commission did I find myself an outsider—alone and rejected?

      Leaving ministry, separating from my wife of 19 years, restarting my life and career were unbearably difficult. I was not regretting the decision to leave.  I was feeling uncertain about how it would all turn out. It really didn’t seem like there was anyone but myself to blame.

      Major tectonic spiritual shifts were taking place inside me.  What began at the back of the church in “Scene 1” was continuing.  Putting it all into words that others could understand at the time was nearly impossible.  I barely understood it myself.

      Sitting there on the edge of the bed, I began to calmly tear in half my thick, gold-edged study Bible, section by section. This was a ritual moment for me, a symbolic act to mark a moment.

      I tore chunks of the thin pages, slowly and deliberately. My tears flowed. I knew that some people view this act as blasphemous or sacrilegious. But deep down I knew the real God understood. This was between me and Him. In spite of my turmoil, my issues with God, and my anger, I knew or hoped the real God understood.

      I knew one thing for certain, one thing had to change: I needed to change the voice of “God” in my head. Somehow over the course of years of zealous, dedicated Christian service, that voice – a voice that had largely come from all my studies of Scripture, the Bible, and readings and interpretations – got distorted and it was not who God was. This was not a simple fix. How do I change my belief structure that had been ingrained in me for decades? Is God just my beliefs? Is God this Bible?

      I thought of those men who lived before there was a written Scripture that they could hold in their hands, a book, a Bible. I thought of Jacob who lived before Scripture and a Book. I thought of him wrestling the Angel of the Lord all night long, taking God to the mat, rolling around in the dust and dirt to get a blessing.

      “The Voice” that had filtered through to me from this book—this Bible—that I had studied for so many years, the “Voice” that I heard in my head as He had taken shape in my theological thought—that “God” no longer seemed like an accurate reflection of who I knew God must be. I knew that much. If that voice in my head was who God actually was, then I wanted it out of my head. I needed to change the voice of God in my head.

      I needed the voice of God to ring true in my head, but somehow, I had lost it. The Voice of God in my head had become more and more the annoying, grating voice of an old, angry, furrowed-brow, hard-nosed, impatient, judgmental, intolerant, never satisfied disciplinarian—a God of dogma and beliefs too narrow for such a transcendent being.

      All the initial reasons I was drawn to Christianity and Jesus—the grace, peace, love message—seemed hollow. I felt crushed and disillusioned. Though I had preached about God’s goodness and grace to others, I wasn’t experiencing that in my own head and heart. I believed that “Yahweh-Jesus” held me to a higher standard, and there was little grace or margin for error for me.

      I didn’t like who I had become and who I was becoming after years in this movement and I didn’t like who “my” God had become in my head.

      I sat and slowly tore my whole Bible in half, section by section, the thick Old and New Testaments, concordances and all.

      I would not read my Bible again for many years.

      SCENE 3: “WHY HAVEN’T I HEARD THIS BEFORE” (1994)

      I had gone to three different Christian counselors in the year since leaving ministry, hoping to find someone to help me make sense of what I was going through.

      After each successive counseling session with these three “Christian” counselors over a period of six months, I left feeling “tell me something I can’t tell myself.” It wasn’t out of arrogance. But I realized something about the three counselors and myself. We had all read the same books, taken similar approaches to counseling, and had similar views on human psychology from our similar Christian training. We were all part of the Evangelical Movement. They really couldn’t tell me much I couldn’t tell myself.

      Then my close friend John said, “You need to see Father Walsh.” He had been seeing Father Walsh for several months.  John and I had known each other for about 12 years through the same local churches.  We were both going through similar upheavals in our faith, divorces, leaving the church and looking for a more adequate, richer, real-life spirituality. He had been on Campus Crusade staff and I came up through The Navigators ministry. We were both parachurch converts and disciples who went on to have careers and ministries in the community church.

      So I found myself sitting in Father Walsh’s counseling office for my first session. Father Walsh was in his mid-sixties, a handsome Anthony Hopkins look-alike. He had a mellifluous baritone voice, nearly white gray hair, twinkling blue smiling eyes, and a calm presence that immediately set me at ease.

      I would come to know Father John Walsh as the most gracious, wise, and deeply spiritual person I’ve ever had the privilege to know and eventually call my good friend. He would become a major figure and mentor for me in the second half of my journey.

      After explaining my general situation and why I was sitting in his office, Fr. Walsh drew a simple diagram of my “inner self” on a flip chart. He clearly described how I got where I was. (I will return to this diagram and what he had to say about it later in this book.)

      I sat in disbelief at the clarity and wisdom of his words and the simple diagram (which I copied into my notebook there in his office). It seemed so simple, yet I had not heard it in such clear terms. Then as he finished his diagram and explanation, I stood up, almost unconsciously, pointed at the diagram and in disbelief (mixed with some long, pent-up anger), I said, “Why haven’t I heard this before?”

      

      Three brief scenes…and three key reasons why I decided to change my life course:

      
        
        Scene 1—I didn’t like who I was becoming.

        Scene 2—I didn’t like the voice of God in my head.

        Scene 3—What else did I miss?

      

      

      That session with Father Walsh began a long road to recovery.
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        If God lived on earth,

        people would break his windows.

        —Yente, the Matchmaker

        “Fiddler on the Roof”1

      

      

      

      You’ve probably seen them in movies. Those silvery pieces of tin dangling from beaded chains around U.S. soldiers’ necks.  We called them dog tags. Impressed into the thin steel metal of dog tags are the soldier’s name, serial number, blood type and religion. The G.I.’s in “Saving Private Ryan” casually sitting with a few stacks of dog tags looking for a “Ryan” needed to be reminded that each dog tag represented a dead or missing soldier. Sometimes when an American soldier dies, his dog tags are the only way he can be identified.

      Before receiving my dog tags as an Airman in the U. S. Air Force, I had to indicate officially that I was a “Protestant.” Back in 1968 the only choices I think I had for my dog tags were Protestant, Catholic, Jewish, or NO. So by default and my parents, I was Protestant. The choice had been made for me. I was 18 and grew up in Lutheran and Methodist churches on Long Island, New York. I was christened as an infant in a Presbyterian Church and attended confirmation classes in a Methodist Church.

      Recently, I was sitting with a friend having a casual lunch. We were talking about our spiritual paths and interests; we talked about prayer and trusting God. He grew up in India as Hindu and I grew up in America as a Christian. But neither of us used the particular language or “trappings” of our respective religions. We shared common ground and language in our spiritual seeking and in our similar spiritual disciplines, so we could talk freely about prayer or meditation or trusting God. It didn’t matter the particular names of our deity—we shared the common words, like Lord and God, and we both had spiritual foundations of faith.

      At our heart and soul levels our image of the Divine Being was that this divine being was good and benevolent. Our devotion and our desire for wisdom and truth were the same, and the way we prayed and meditated were similar. Our particular religions were just the external dressings. We both respected each other’s religion without any sense of one being superior to the other. The nature of spiritual life for both of us was similar, and the longing or desire to connect with a divine Presence were the same.

      My friend was born in India to Hindu Indian parents. I was born in America to Scottish-English-German Protestant parents. Did I choose my religion? Or did it choose me?

      Much of our initial and introductory religion comes to us based upon where and to whom we are born. Geography is a major part of the “starter religion” we are introduced to from our ethnic and religious family traditions.

      I was born and grew up on Long Island, New York, not a city kid, but a suburban baby-boomer kid back when just about everyone I knew went to church or synagogue. My ancestry is a heavy combination of English Puritan, German Lutheran, and Scottish Presbyterian. These are all Protestant Denominations, each originating from a specific ethnic and geographic place.

      I have to admit that, growing up on Long Island as a Protestant, I had the easiest gig as far as religion went. My Roman Catholic and Jewish friends had way more to do for their religion than I did. The Methodist and Lutheran Churches didn’t ask as much of me as the religions of some of my Catholic and Jewish friends asked of them. But there were times I envied my Catholic buddies because they had “confession.” They all seemed way more relaxed or unburdened after Friday confession. It seemed like it wiped the slate clean, and they were free to have fun again for a week.

      MY STARTER RELIGION

      Initially, my faith was constructed for me. Most of us wind up being handed a religion from our parents: a starter religion. My parents took me to church when I was young. When I was 13, I took Confirmation classes at the Methodist Church. The Pastor led a group of about 15 of us in studies of church history, the Old and New Testaments, and some church theology. It was all a blur to me partly because the girls at that time easily stole the show.

      I thought about becoming a minister because I liked Pastor Johnson; he was kind, warm and caring. The idea of the Confirmation process is that it gives youth who are “coming of age” a chance to make a commitment or confirm their beliefs in their church’s doctrine. For me as a Methodist, Confirmation was basically saying, “Yes, I’m a Methodist, like my parents.” But what did it mean beyond that? I wasn’t sure.

      After my Confirmation, my parents let me decide if I wanted to go to church any more. It was kind of cool they did that. For me, at the time, church wasn’t relevant. First off, my parents had stopped going, dad dropped us off at church and came back and picked us up when it was over. Second, there weren’t any cool youth groups at any of the churches in town, so why would I be interested? So at 13, having just memorized the order of all 66 books of the Bible and recited them in front of the whole church to receive my “Confirmation,” I decided not to go to church.

      My family officially became members of the C&E Club. We were nominal Protestant Christians, who mainly went to church on Christmas and Easter.

      My early religious construction of faith came fully constructed. I didn’t have to think about it. It was all figured out by others and all I had to do was sign up.

      SPIRITUAL DNA

      My religious DNA goes back to the first Davis Protestants who fled England and religious persecution, crossed an ocean, and settled in Massachusetts in the 1630’s.  I know from tracing my genealogy that my ancestors that came to America in the 1630’s were Puritans from Marlborough, England. They were among the earliest ships of Puritans that came to Massachusetts and settled along the coast. They were seekers of religious freedom.

      I literally have Puritan DNA in my blood. I have felt this deep Puritan strain in me my whole life. It’s like it came with the package—body, soul and mind. It is not something I consciously cultivated, but it seems it’s hard to drain out that strain.

      The genealogical search for my family roots had a big kick-start from a huge Family Bible handed down to me with birth and death records of the Davis side dating back to 1804. But its roots are not purely Puritan, as it turns out.

      The Davis family came from Marlborough, England, which is close to the ancient stone structures of Stonehenge and Amesbury. This area in distant times was inhabited by people who oriented their worship toward the stars and sun.

      At some point, the star worshippers gave way or gave into the Christian Roman Catholics and Protestants who took over the region. By the 1630’s, those Christian Puritans now found that their religion was under attack, so they crossed the Atlantic Ocean to Massachusetts for religious freedom.

      My early religious education and the imprint on my soul was Protestant Christianity; my scriptures were the Revised Standard Bible and the King James Bible, which included 66 books in the Old and New Testament. I was very much a product of my time, family, ethnicity, and geography.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 4


          

          
            In My Room

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Please Let Me Wonder

        —The Beach Boys1

      

      

      

      I’m looking at two old photographs, still trying to figure them out, without any real success for a few decades now. It’s like those perennial great mysteries of our planet—Easter Island, the Great Pyramids, the Lost City of Atlantis. Except my great mystery is a personal one. The only person in both photos is my father, Charles Davis. In one photo he is about 18 years old and in the other photo he is 48.

      In his younger photograph, he is surrounded by four of his buddies seated on a picnic table. My dad is the only one sitting on the bench, while the others are sitting on the picnic table around him. My dad looks happy, lean, athletic, and confident; and he is leaning back into the other guys with his arms draped over their knees and legs looking as comfortable as brothers. Dad was an only son, but I have a few photos of him and these same friends.

      In the second photograph, my dad is surrounded by his four sons. I am twenty years old dressed in my Air Force Uniform; my three younger brothers are 16, 8 and 4. My dad, in a white t-shirt, looks twenty years older than his 48 years, already a little stooped, muscles gone in his arms. He still has his hair in a pompadour, and it’s only thinning slightly. The illness that would take him down is already settling in. What strikes me about the photo is that none of us are touching.

      This contrast between two snapshots of my father remains a mystery to me to this day. What happened to that affectionate youthful Charles? How was it he could be so casual and affectionate with his buddies, but could barely put his hand on the shoulder of his young sons?

      I have many photographs of my father over the years. His parents took good photographs when he was young, and my dad became an excellent photographer who built his own darkroom in the basement of our home and developed his own photographs, teaching me photography along the way as a kid. I am fortunate to have a wealth of family photographs documenting my youth.

      My father passed away many years ago, before I was old enough to ask him all the questions I now wish I had known to ask earlier. But I didn’t know I had those questions then. So I am pondering in the dark, and staring at old photographs like some homicide detective looking for a hidden clue that I missed last time I looked at this photo.

      It’s clear from all the old photos of my dad before, during and right after his Army years, that my Dad was affectionate with his buddies. In one he seems proud and exuberant, with his arms around a friend on either side of him, like some proud dad with two grown sons as they pose on a bridge somewhere during WWII. In another shot with a few neighbors at his downstairs homemade bar, dad is the jovial bartender carousing with his own Rat Pack of suburban buddies in white shirts and ties with their whiskey, beers and Tom Collins. This was the dad that I never knew.

      The title of the first book I authored (The Father I Never Knew, NavPress, 1991) was based on my relationship with my father, which I felt was cut off abruptly when he died at 54.

      I know it is said of my dad’s generation, those men who grew up during the Depression of the early 1930’s, fought in World War II and gave birth to the Baby Boomers and the affluent 1950’s, that many of these fathers were not known for being affectionate or talkative, not given to expressing their inner thoughts. My dad didn’t talk much. But as the years have gone by, I realize my dad did a lot for me as I was growing up in his home.

      DEVELOPING AN INNER LIFE

      When I was twelve, my dad finished off one side of the attic and made it into a bedroom with its own bathroom (there was only one other bathroom in the house). I helped him with a lot of the remodeling. It was to be my room. With a fourth son on the way, the eldest son got the best room in the house—all to myself.

      I look back now and see how significant it was that in my adolescence my dad gave me my own bedroom and my own car.

      In 1963, the pop song “In My Room” by The Beach Boys became my bedroom hymn. Written by Brian Wilson, the sensitive genius of The Beach Boys, and Gary Usher, the song captures the emblematic youthful hymn-like sound that drew me to their music. Brian sings about his room as a haven, where he can get away and pray. I may have stopped going to church at 13, but I started praying in my room. The beautiful harmony and arrangements on those Beach Boy songs in the 1960’s conveyed a whole feeling to me. They felt to me like secular hymns about youth. They gave voice to something in my soul. There was a celebration of youth in the sounds.

      My Dad’s gift, my own bedroom, as I was coming of age gave me a chance to develop an inner life. In a rather small home with three younger brothers, there was rarely a place to get away to be alone. My father lost his father when he was twelve; he and his mother had it tough for a few years.

      This is what my dad put in my new bedroom: my own TV, my own record player, a large desk, a reel-to-reel tape recorder, an artist’s easel, a full-size bed. My room became a sanctuary and a studio. I could close out my younger brothers and all that was going on downstairs—which I did often.

      This was when I began to write stories, poems, and song lyrics, to take painting lessons, to read lots of books of my own choosing, and to listen to all kinds of music. There in my own bedroom I began to develop an interior life.

      Eventually I would learn how to play guitar in my room, start my first rock band, and start my first recordings with the reel-to-reel tape recorder my dad bought for me.

      When I was sixteen and could drive, my dad bought me a car. And it was not an old car, it was a beautiful 1963 Chevy Impala, the two-door cool coupe style. My car was the other world my dad gave me and entrusted to me.

      Looking back now, I see so much more of how my dad let me be me and gave me the two best things an adolescent coming-of-age kid could want: his own bedroom and a cool car.

      Like Brian sings in the song, my bedroom was where I could let loose, let down, sing out, think, and pray. At the time, I mainly prayed the only prayer I memorized from church, The Lord’s Prayer. I did start free-style prayer; simple requests about school tests, dates, girlfriends.

      In my room was where I consciously remembered praying at night before bed, right when I was turning thirteen. I didn’t really appreciate how significant it was for me at the time, but my own room gave me a chance to develop a private, inner world where I could think, where I could develop a private space to wonder and be myself.

      I remember that in that private space, alone, I watched movies on my own TV that made a deep impression. I remember being moved by some of the early “sword and sandal” movies; movies about Biblical times. I remember some famous actor in tears clutching the robe of Jesus at the Cross. Watching those movies alone in my room, I had a different reaction than if I had been downstairs with my little brothers running around or making noise. I shed some tears.

      This was the early and mid 1960’s, so rock and roll music made a big impression. I was building my own record album collection, learning guitar, and playing music with my friends. I was a huge fan of The Beach Boys, The Beatles, The Rolling Stones, Bob Dylan, Simon and Garfunkel, Neil Diamond, and on and on.

      However, it was a lesser-known song by Johnny Rivers that really hit me one day. We were all in the middle of a turbulent time in America with the assassinations of leaders, the Vietnam War, the civil rights movement, and the counterculture challenges. I was on course to graduate in June of 1968. I wasn’t at all sure what I would do. Would I go to college right away? Would I get drafted or should I enlist? It was a disconcerting time.

      Johnny Rivers sang a line that caught my attention. The title of the song said it all: “Look to your Soul.”2 It was as simple as just looking to your soul for the answers. It doesn’t sound so earth-shattering now, but at the time, looking to my soul was something I hadn’t heard put that way before, and I took it seriously. At the time, I wasn’t going to church and didn’t know any of my friends who were (unless they had to). The church in my hometown didn’t seem relevant. So how would I look to my soul? I wasn’t going to look for a conventional church-type solution. Rock music opened some doors.

      So, I made a mental note to continue to look inward, to be as spiritual a kind of person as I could. My bedroom, my private space and sanctuary, gave me a place apart, a place closed off from the rest of the house downstairs and the world outside to be alone, to wonder, to dream, cry over that broken date, ponder over lyrics from songs I listened to in the dark on my bed, and to pray.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 5


          

          
            Cigarettes or a Bible?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Gotta serve Somebody.

        —Bob Dylan”1

      

      

      BASIC TRAINING, AMARILLO AIR FORCE BASE, TEXAS

      I didn’t know what day it was. It was one of those days in the first week of basic training in the U.S. Air Force when it doesn’t matter what day it is. I felt like I was suddenly in someone else’s bad nightmare; drill instructors were shouting obscenities in between relentless orders and I’m being rudely awakened at all hours of the night for no good reason. I was in basic training at Amarillo Air Force Base, Texas.

      I was sitting in a chapel—or auditorium made to look like a chapel—and it was something called Chaplain’s Orientation. All I remember as I sat trying to get used to my new shaved head was that the Chaplain said, “You are allowed to carry this New Testament in the shirt pocket of your fatigues. So if you don’t smoke you can carry your Bible with you.”

      Cigarettes or the Bible? It was an easy choice for me since I didn’t smoke; I chose to put the little New Testament in my fatigue pocket. Johnny Rivers’ words rang in my head: “look to your soul.” I needed all the help I could get.

      I started reading “The Gospel of Matthew” that day. I remembered the order of books of the Bible from my confirmation class, and I knew Matthew was the first book and he was one of Jesus’ twelve disciples.

      I decided to enlist while in my senior year of high school during the Vietnam War. Most of my friends went off to college, but I decided to enlist in the Air Force for four years so I wouldn’t get drafted out of college, plus I could get the G.I. Bill and use it to pay for college after my four years’ service for Uncle Sam.

      Basic Training is designed to break you down and build you up, designed to get you to follow orders and jump when the drill sergeant says jump. I was 18 years old, far away from home for the first time and in a hostile military environment. It was disorienting. So I found myself praying more.

      THE LONGING

      A couple of friends who signed my high school yearbook wrote similar lines: “I hope you find what you’re looking for.” They saw it in me even more than I was aware of it in myself. I was looking for something. I was 18 and starting my adventure into the world, I was an idealist and a romantic in Air Force fatigues.

      I graduated high school the month Bobby Kennedy was assassinated, not long after Martin Luther King was assassinated in April, which was not long after the Tet Offensive upped the war effort in Vietnam. The social unrest, civil rights movements, the war in Vietnam, and the assassinations of our best and brightest left me feeling unmoored spiritually when I was launched out into the world the summer of 1968.

      The old barracks at Amarillo Air Force Base had big wooden lockers built into the walls of each of our rooms. In the lockers, above the drawers, in the large space for hanging our clothes and placing our shoes and boots, there was a sturdy place large enough for me to sit curled up and close the locker door, leaving it open just enough for the light to filter in so I could read.

      That pocket New Testament Bible from the Chaplain’s Office helped me. I read through the Gospel of Matthew in Basic Training. The verse that I underlined and stood out to me the most was:

      
        
        “Come unto me all ye who are burdened and heavy ladened and I will give you rest. For my burden is easy and my yoke is light.”2

      

      

      It represented to me Jesus’ main invitation. He was offering spirituality that is not based upon laws, traditions, and regulations. He was offering a spirituality that was not a burdensome religion but something that gave you rest, grace and comfort.

      This was in reality the first time I was making a decision as an adult to seek comfort from the religion of my youth. It was a step at constructing a faith that I could practice in private, with my own prayers and needs.

      THE PRESENCE AND “THE CRIPPLER”

      When I was five years old, I woke up one morning and I could not move. I was paralyzed and terrified. I had never experienced anything like this before. I was a typically active five-year-old boy. But that morning I couldn’t move from my neck down.

      Instead of calling out to mom, I prayed. This was at the height of the polio epidemic—“The Crippler” —that was hitting Long Island, and I had not yet been vaccinated. I immediately thought I had polio. I was terrified. So I prayed and asked God to take it away. Within moments I was able to move. I got up freely and was fine.

      I’m not claiming it was a miracle, but in my five-year-old brain it was God who responded and heard me pray that morning. God became personal for me that day.

      

      How do we construct our faith?

      For many of us our religion is constructed for us. We just decide to go with what the church decided. But at some point, we decide as adults what we will believe.

      It’s a decision at some point: (1) to acknowledge a Divine Presence and (2) to believe that the Divine is either personal or not. America’s Founding Fathers were said to have been “deists” as opposed to “theists.” Deists believe there is a Supreme Being, but don’t believe the creator intervenes in his creation. Theists believe that the Supreme Being does intervene in our world and is personally involved.

      I believed that had God intervened. He was personal from an early age. It is a religious construct that I chose. We don’t have empirical proof of the existence of a Divine Being, so it’s a mental decision. We can choose to believe scriptural texts that tell us about God.

      I wanted a spirituality that was more than a label on a Dog Tag. I wanted to find something personal in religion, so I started with what was most familiar, relevant, and appealing: Jesus’ words and message.

      The church may not have been cool when I was young, but Jesus was always kind of cool. He was the long-haired outsider who challenged the religious people of his day.

      Jesus made the Divine personal and human.
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            My Woodstock

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Far over the misty mountains cold

        To dungeons deep and caverns old

        We must away ere break of day

        To seek the pale enchanted gold.

        —J.R.R. Tolkien1

      

      

      COCOA BEACH, FLORIDA, MAY 1969

      I was sitting on a pristine beach a short walk from my barracks on my first Air Force duty assignment after ten months of training. Patrick Air Force Base, Cocoa Beach, Florida, sat on a narrow strip of a barrier island bounded by the Atlantic Ocean on the east and the inland waterways Banana River and Indian River Lagoon on the west. The land was not much more than a big stable sand bar, barely above sea level.

      The Apollo space program, just a few miles up the road, was a few weeks away from landing its first men on the moon. Cocoa Beach and Titusville were party towns for the area back then. I had my own room in the barracks which was probably a par five from the beach at what is now the main gate on A1A.

      It was my first week on base and I was sitting on the beach wondering why I had enlisted in the Air Force when all my friends were enjoying college life. I wasn’t sure what I’d do to occupy myself for the next three and a half years of being an Airman.

      That night one of the guys I worked with invited me to a party at a house on the dunes in Satellite Beach. As we pulled up in his car it was already dark and the small, concrete-block, one-story house sat on top of the modest dunes between the beach and A1A. Back in 1969, the beach coast from Vero Beach to Merritt Island had none of the condos or high-rises that have since sprung up.

      There were about twenty cars parked in haphazard fashion around this lone house that was bathed in dull light from a single light pole. Music was blaring from the house as we approached. I was told as I entered, that if there was anything I wanted, just ask…drugs, alcohol, sex…just ask. I walked through the house in what seemed to me something from a movie: every room was dark and filled with people on the floor and on furniture in various states of sexual activity, and alcohol or drug induced highs or lows.

      I lost the buddy I was with pretty quickly as he disappeared into a dark room. I meandered through the hallways and made my way out the back of the house to clear my breath. This was not for me. I waited outside and walked the beach alone until my ride was ready to leave.

      I quickly found out at Patrick AFB there were two basic paths Airmen were on: the drugs, alcohol and topless bars and houses on the dunes, or the straight and narrow.

      A KNOCK ON THE DOOR

      The following weekend on a Saturday morning, a knock on my door at 7:00 in the morning woke me. As I got up to open the door, I thought, “This better be important if somebody is waking me early on my day off.”

      I opened the door to see two blond guys, dressed nicely, with smiles on their faces. One of the guys said cheerfully: “We’re inviting guys to an informal Bible Study, volleyball, and free lunch at a home off the base. If you’d like to go, we meet at the Airmen’s Club at 8:00 and hop in a few cars.”

      They didn’t pressure me. I stood there and tried to fathom what had been said. First off, I’d never met guys my age who were interested in the Bible, let alone a Bible Study. Second, I thought, “If these guys have enough nerve to wake me this early on a Saturday, maybe I should check this out.” Third, the idea of volleyball and lunch at a family home sounded good enough. I said to the two guys, who would become my good friends (Ray and Bill), “Sure. I’ll see you over there.”

      That day changed my life. There were about twenty-five guys at the house, and we broke into five or six groups for a one-hour Bible Study. The guys were all young, friendly, and mostly current and ex-military guys. There were four married couples that directed the ministry. It was a parachurch ministry team who worked for The Navigators, a Christian organization similar to Campus Crusade and Young Life. We played volleyball for about two hours at a nearby park on the Indian River Lagoon in Eau Gallie. Then we had lunch and hung out for a while.

      In the afternoon, Ray (one of the guys who invited me) shared the Gospel with me and I prayed a prayer to invite Jesus into my heart. I’d never quite heard the Gospel message like this in my churches back home. I thought I was a Christian because of my family and I believed in Jesus (my dog tags indicated Protestant). But this idea of making a decision for Christ and asking him to come into my life was something I had not heard before.

      I came back to my barracks that afternoon feeling light and hopeful for the first time in months. For the next three and a half years that ministry fellowship became like family.

      THE APPALACHIAN FOOTHILLS, GEORGIA, AUGUST 1969

      Three months later, I was standing in a chapel in the north foothills of Georgia with about 200 others, mostly young men and women like myself. The building was modest, but had sliding glass doors on either side providing a gorgeous view of the pastoral setting: pine trees so tall that the view down to the mountain lake was blocked by their tall thin trunks. It was a sunny morning and the lake beyond the bed of pine needles at the foot of the hill was a peaceful, sparkling greenish-blue. We were singing hymns prior to a speaker’s lecture. I had never heard hymns sung so beautifully in person. I remember feeling this was possibly one of the most peaceful places I could be in that week.

      I was on leave attending a Christian Conference in the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains in north Georgia, a few clicks from the North Carolina state line. I came to the conference with a group of about twenty others from the ministry at Patrick Air Force Base.

      It was August, 1969, the Vietnam War was raging, there were protests against the war all around the country. The U.S. space program had successfully landed Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin on the moon, and somewhere upstate in my home state of New York there was a music festival taking place that I didn’t know much about at the time—Woodstock.

      We had caravanned in several cars to get to the Toccoa Falls conference grounds, which was actually a Bible College campus that became a retreat and conference center during the summer break. This was one of the regular Southeastern conferences sponsored by The Navigators, a parachurch ministry that worked primarily on ministry bases and college campuses (at that time).

      I was surprised at how close I felt in such a short time after meeting this collection of ministry people from the Base fellowship in Florida. I rode in Don’s late model green Oldsmobile that was as heavy as a tank. Don was from West Virginia; he had attended a couple of years of college before he enlisted. Ray, who rode with us, was from Connecticut. He too had a couple of college years under his belt. Both of them had become like brothers to me in three months.

      Standing there singing with all those voices of devotion and dedication was such a contrast to the singing in the churches I had grown up attending on Long Island. Back home it seemed the churches were poorly attended or were populated by mostly older people and only a handful of young people my age. People mumbled through the hymns, the men rarely sang, it seemed—if they were there at all.

      That morning and each of the sessions over the week-long conference reminded me that I was on a good path. These were good people, as friendly as I’d ever met, sincere, genuine, and good-humored. Some of the young guys who came with us from Florida were ex-military. Still in their twenties, they had been in the Air Force, Marines, Navy, or Army. A couple of the guys had been to Vietnam and a couple had been wounded in combat. During that week there were classes and workshops on things like the devotional life, prayer, Bible study, witnessing, discipleship, as well as plenty of free time for sports, volleyball, basketball, football. This was “muscular” Christianity, as some might say; heavy doses of sports and competition. But it was very relationship based as well. You made real friendships, and this was like a college fraternity of brothers and mentors.

      What I also liked about this ministry was that it was non-denominational; there were Presbyterians, Catholics, Baptists, Methodists, former agnostics, nonchurchgoers—you name it. It didn’t matter what church you were from or went to. This was about the basic Gospel and Christian message. It was Jesus that drew us together. We would have been called “Jesus Freaks,” as the term was used then, except we all had short, military-style haircuts. Even the ex-military guys kept their hair short.

      As I stood there singing that morning, it all seemed romantic in its own way: the pastoral setting, the nature retreat, the Walden Pond to walk around, the young people, the spiritual devotion, the idealism, the peacefulness of it all. It was a welcome contrast to the unsettling times happening in the world outside and faraway.

      Most of the hymns we sang were new to me. The one that really stuck with me was “The Sands of Time.” The melody and words seemed more poetic and a bit more modern than most of the typical dusty old and ancient hymns. This was the verse I remember:
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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