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Praise for
 SO YOU DON’T WANT TO GO TO CHURCH ANYMORE

“Jake has given me a voice and a vocabulary for things that have been stirring inside my heart for many years.”

—Stephen, graphic designer,  Chicago, Illinois

“I appreciate that this book is not church-bashing but that it is Christ-exalting. Thank you for giving words to feelings that I have had for so long yet have not been able to express.”

—Sarah, Phoenix, Arizona

“My husband read your story and is a changed man! He’s struggled with guilt and just not measuring up. He’s never gotten the relationship part of it. He’s got it now! He’s been on cloud nine the last few days.”

—Heather

“Terrific story! I am recommending it to our pioneer church planters around the world.”

—Brian, director of an international  missions organization

“Exceptional story that will make you laugh, cry, and be in awe of the love that the Father has for all His children! It will challenge you to rethink what ‘church’ is all about!”

—Chris, student at East Tennessee  State University

“To anyone who is wondering if God still moves among us as He did in the Bible, here is a story to show the truth—He does! It spoke to something so deep inside me that I couldn’t relax until I reached the end. And even then I knew it was just the beginning.”

—Jillene, camp director, New York

“This book has proven to be the most radically confirming piece of literature I have ever read.”

—Becky

“Searching for God’s truth is stranger than fiction.”

—Dottie, a searcher, Orlando, Florida

“I left my church after twelve years. I felt I needed to be in a church until I read your book and discovered it was not about going to church but being the church. And that is to be done everywhere I go and in everything I do.”

—Ronda, mother and caregiver, Canby, Oregon

“Inside every one of us there is a Jake Colsen screaming to get out. Here you will find all the big questions about our struggle to live in the world by the Spirit, and some of the big answers, too.”

—Rachael, nurse, Rugby, England

“This is not your typical Christian living book. I have never read anything like it before, but I certainly hope to again. I had my focus in the wrong place for a long time.”

—Cory, IT specialist, Idaho

“Your book has put words and answers to the feelings and questions we have had along this journey.”

—Michael, Prescott, Arizona

“This should be required reading for everyone. I can’t say enough about how it changed me, and my relationship with the Lord.”

—Pam, Indiana

“How could you know with such precision where we have come from, where we are, and what we are learning? You have put words to things deep in our hearts . . . too deep even to surface as thoughts, much less words.”

—Maria Wade, wife and mother,  Bloomington, Indiana

“This easy-to-read treatise on practical Christian thought and life points to the higher way of God’s Son and Servant, Jesus. Jesus calls to tender hearts who choose to trust Him and walk with Him.”

—Paul, handyman, Illinois

“I don’t have the words to express how much I have been touched by this story. I’m glad to know that I’m not going crazy or being disloyal to feel as I do.”

—Beth, Tennessee

“It got me hooked right from the start and God used it to bring me closer to Him. Thank you for showing me that His body is not one congregation, denomination, or group of people, but that those He calls His own can be anyone, anywhere.”

—Michelle, academic administrator,  Melbourne, Australia

“Your book is every conversation, thought, emotion, desire, and dream I have had for the past year. God really wants to wake up His church.”

—Carole, single parent and massage therapist,  Shildon, United Kingdom

“It’s better than any adventure movie I’ve ever seen!”

—Cynthia

“I received your book from a dear friend on Saturday. I couldn’t put it down! I didn’t go to work until I finished it! Something grand was lifted from me. Something I have been carrying around for fifty years.”

—-Jo-Anne, Realtor,  Kansas City, Missouri

“This is astounding! It sounds like the same journey I’m on but I grew tired of all the struggles. I want my relationship with my Father back.”

—Matt, father of nine,  Kalispell, Montana

“These writings are more than a book. They are a living two-edged sword, God revealing Himself in the midst of hungry souls that have attended church, only to find ourselves very needy and empty.”

—Joyce, Rochester, New York

“This book will cut through all the red tape of ‘religion.’ It will free you from yourself and allow you to believe and accept the love God has for you.”

—Cathey, sister, Florida

“It is exactly what I am looking for in confirming what God has started in me.”

—Chris, missionary, France

“I am spellbound!”

—Judy

“Little did I know that this book so far would be the catalyst to finally lay it all down. At first I thought this was going to be an antichurch book and I found out that it is so prochurch! How could I not see these things before?”

—Patricia, Massachusetts

“What a great read! This book really speaks to some issues that I have been struggling with over the past few years.”

—Bill, missionary, Wales

“I recommended this book to a friend as one of the best writings I have seen on practical Christian thinking. She wrote back to me that she could not stop reading it once she began, and afterwards she felt that she had been born again—again!”

—Paul

“To say I enjoyed it and was encouraged would be an understatement.”

—Brett, consultant, Durban, South Africa

“You express so clearly my concern and hope for Christ’s church today.”

—Richard, Alabama

“I was so compelled that I had to read through it in two days. I am absolutely speechless, also so excited at the same time—so many things confirmed and many truths learned.”

—Lysle, former pastor, England

“This is the best story with resounding truths that I have ever read. A huge weight has been lifted off my shoulders.”

—Kristopher, Texas

“It is so refreshing, sobering, and exciting to read such freeing words devoid of any manipulation or legalism.”

—Nick, Australia

“This book is a healing balm and I could not quit reading it until I had read it all. So much wonderful truth here and so simply stated.”

—Margie, Washington

“Thank you, from an almost-ready-to-give-up-being-a-Christian because nothing seemed to make much sense anymore and there was no life in my supposed ‘life’ in Christ.”

—Colleen

“I am flabbergasted! So are my husband and best friend. I am personally so excited to have the verbiage to express what God has been speaking to me for years. Everything you say is bang on! I feel like the weight of the world has been lifted off of me.”

—Gay

“Thanks for the beautiful and powerful story. Your writing really brought me closer to our awesome God and Father.”

—Rudolf, The Netherlands

“I can’t even begin to express what this work means for me. I’m beginning to see that everything I do can be done out of love for the Father and others and that obligation can be replaced.”

—Jeremy

“I’m totally hooked!”

—Michelle, Australia

“What I have read has blown me away completely. I can’t seem to get my mind around the point that all of the answers that John is giving seem to be those which I have been having, on those rare occasions when I seem to hear what the Holy Spirit is saying. And they have been the ones that I have been inclined to disregard as my imagination.”

—Denis, Australia
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Dedication

To the Blessed Ones—

those today and

throughout history

who have been insulted,

excluded, and lied about

for simply following the

Lamb beyond the accepted norms

of tradition and culture.

(See MATTHEW 5:11) 
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Stranger and Stranger Still

At that moment he was the last person I wanted to see. My day had been bad enough already; now I was certain it was about to get worse.

Yet there he was. A moment before he had poked his head into the cafeteria, walked over to the beverage station, and poured himself some fruit juice. I thought about ducking under the table but quickly realized I was too old for that. Maybe he wouldn’t see me back in the corner. I looked down and covered my face with my hands.

Out of the cracks between my fingers, I could see he had turned, leaned back against the counter, and took a drink while surveying the room. Then he squinted toward me as he realized he wasn’t alone and with a surprised look he started toward me. Of all nights, why here? Why now?

It had been our worst day ever in a long and torturous battle. Since three o’clock that afternoon, when the asthma made its first attempt that day to strangle Andrea, our twelve-year-old daughter, we had been on guard for her life. First we rushed her to the hospital watching her struggle for every breath. Then we watched as the doctors and nurses battled with her asthma for the use of her lungs.

I admit I do not deal with this well, although you’d think I would with all the practice I’ve had. My wife and I have watched our daughter suffer all of her life, never certain when a sudden, life-threatening attack would send us scurrying to the hospital. It makes me so angry to watch her suffer; no matter how much we’ve prayed for her and had others do the same, the asthma continues to get worse.

A couple of hours before, the medication had finally kicked in and she began to breathe more easily. My wife headed home to get some much-needed sleep and relieve her parents, who’d come to be with our other daughter. I stayed the night. Andrea finally fell asleep and I found my way to the cafeteria for something to drink and a quiet place to read. I was too wired to sleep.

Grateful to find the place deserted, I poured myself a cup of coffee and sat down in the shadows of a distant corner. I was so angry I couldn’t even think straight. What have I done so wrong that my daughter must suffer like this? Why does God ignore my desperate pleas for her healing? Other parents gripe about playing taxicab for all their children’s activities; I don’t even know if Andrea will survive her next asthma attack, and I worry that the steroids she’s on will stunt her growth.

Somewhere in the middle of a good wallow in my anger, he poked his head into my private sanctuary. Now he was walking over to my table and I honestly thought about punching him in the mouth if he dared to open it. Deep down, though, I knew I wouldn’t. I’m violent only on the inside, not on the outside where anyone else can see it.

I’ve never met anyone more frustrating than John. I was so excited when we first met, and honestly I’ve never met anyone as wise as he. But he’s brought me nothing but grief. Since he’s come into my life, I’ve lost my lifelong dream job, been ostracized from the church I’d helped to start fifteen years before, and even found my marriage in rougher waters than I’d ever known.

To understand just how frustrated I am, you would have to come back with me to the day I first met John. As incredible as the beginning was, it doesn’t compare to all we’ve been through since.

My wife and I celebrated our seventeenth wedding anniversary by taking a three-day trip to Pismo Beach on the central California coast. On our way home on Saturday, we stopped in downtown San Luis Obispo for lunch and shopping. Its revitalized downtown is a major draw for the area and on this sunny April day the streets were jammed.

After lunch we split up since our preferred browsing places are quite different. I went to loiter in the bookstores while she trolled the clothing stores and gift shops. Finishing before our scheduled rendezvous time, I had perched myself against the wall of a store while enjoying a chocolate ice-cream cone.

I couldn’t help but notice the heated argument going on a few feet up the street in front of The Gap. Four college aged students and two middle-aged men were holding bright blue handbills and gesturing wildly. I had seen the handbills earlier, tucked under windshield wipers and lying scattered in the gutter. It was an invitation to a play about the flames of hell that was being produced at a local church.

“Who’d want to go to this second-rate production?”

“I’ll never set foot in a church again!”

“The only thing I learned in church was how to feel guilty!”

“Been there, done that, got the scars, and ain’t going back!”

In the few moments since I had begun eavesdropping, I think every one of them threw in a comment. Another would jump in as if he was going to burst from the pressure if he couldn’t add their own venom.

“Where do these arrogant people get off thinking they can judge me?”

“I’d like to know what Jesus would think if he walked into one of these churches today!”

“I don’t think he’d go.”

“And if he did, he’d probably fall asleep.”

Laughter drowned him out.

“Or maybe he’d die laughing.”

“Or crying,” another voice offered, which caused everyone to pause and think a moment.

“Do you think he’d wear a suit?”

“Only to hide the whip he’d sneak in to do a little housecleaning.”

The increasing volume drew the attention of those passing by. Their pace would slow as they were drawn into the commotion. Some drawn by the passion and intrigued by the assault on something as sacred as religion joined in like puppies at the food bowl. Still others hung around on the fringes to listen. Some even asked me what was going on.

Then a full-fledged argument developed as some of the newcomers challenged the antichurch cynics. Accusations volleyed quickly in the crowd. Most of them I had heard before: complaints about extravagant facilities, hypocrites, boring sermons, always asking for money, and burnout from too many meetings. Those who sought to defend the church had to admit some of these weaknesses but tried to point out many good things churches have done.

That’s when I noticed him. He could have been anywhere from late thirties to early fifties. It was difficult to tell. He was short, perhaps only five foot four with dark, wavy hair and an unkempt beard. Both were peppered with streaks of gray. Wearing a faded green sweatshirt, jeans, and running shoes, he had a rugged look that made me wonder if he was a holdover from the rebellious sixties—except that he wasn’t shuffling by aimlessly.

In fact, what had caught my eye was the determined purpose of his gait, moving directly toward the growing debate. His face was as intense as a German shepherd when it’s pursuing an unfamiliar sound in the night. He seemed to melt into the crowd and then emerged in the center of it, surveying the more vocal ones. When his eyes turned in my direction, I was captured by their intensity. They were deep—and alive! I was riveted. He seemed to know something no one else did.

By this time the debate had turned hostile. Those who had attacked the church had turned their anger toward Jesus himself, mocking him as an impostor. As intended, that only made the churchgoers in the group more livid. “Wait until you have to look in his face as you sink into hell!” one said. I thought the combatants were going to start swinging at one another when the stranger floated his question into the crowd.

“You really have no idea what Jesus was like, do you?”

The words slipped off the man’s lips as gently as the breeze wafted through the trees overhead. They were in stark contrast to the heated argument that swirled around him. They were so softly spoken that I read them on his lips more than heard them. But their impact was not lost on the crowd. The noisy clamor subsided quickly as tension-filled faces gave way to puzzled expressions. Who said that? was the unspoken question that filled the eyes of their surprised faces as they scanned the others around them.

I chuckled under my breath because no one was looking at the man who had just spoken. For one thing, he was so short that it was easy to pass over him. But, intrigued by his demeanor, I had been watching him and the crowd for the last few moments.

As people were glancing around, he spoke again into the stunned silence. “Do you have any idea what he was like?”

This time all eyes turned downward toward the voice and were surprised to see the man who’d spoken.

“What do you know about it, old man?” one of them finally asked, his mockery dripping off each word until the disapproving gaze of the crowd silenced him. He laughed it off and looked away, embarrassed, grateful that their eyes had swung back to the stranger. But the stranger was in no hurry to speak. The resulting silence hung in the air, far beyond the point of awkwardness. A few nervous glances and shrugs shot through the crowd, but no one spoke and no one left. During this time the man scanned the crowd pausing to hold each person’s gaze for a brief second. When he caught my eye, everything inside seemed to melt. I looked away instantly. After a few moments I glanced back, hoping he was no longer looking in my direction.

After what seemed an insufferably long time, he spoke again. His first words were whispered directly to the man who had threatened the others with hell. “You really have no idea what motivates you, do you?” His tone was one of sorrow, and his words sounded like an invitation. There was not a trace of anger in them. Embarrassed, the man threw his hands up and rolled his eyes as if he didn’t understand the question.

The stranger let him twist in the gaze of the crowd briefly, then, looking around the circle, he began to speak again, his words flowing softly. “He was nothing special to look at. He could walk down this street today and not one of you would even notice him. In fact, he had the kind of face you would shy away from, certain he wouldn’t fit in with your crowd.

“But he was as gentle a man as one would ever know. He could silence detractors without ever raising his voice. He never bullied, never drew attention to himself, nor did he ever pretend to like what vexed his soul. He was real, to the very core.

“And at the core of that being was love.” The stranger paused and shook his head. “Wow! Did he love!” His eyes looked far past the crowd now, seeming to peer across the depths of time and space. “We didn’t even know what love was, until we saw it in him. It was everyone, too, even those who hated him. He still cared for them, hoping somehow they would find a way out of their self-inflicted souls to recognize who stood among them.

“And with all that love, he was completely honest. Yet even when his actions or words exposed people’s darkest motives, they didn’t feel shamed. They felt safe, really safe with him. His words conveyed not even a hint of judgment, simply an entreaty to come to God. There was no one you would trust more quickly with your deepest secrets. If someone was going to catch you at your worst moment, you’d want it to be him.

“He wasted no time mocking others, nor their religious trappings.” He glanced at those who had just done so. “If he had something to say to them, he’d say it and move on and you would know you’d been loved more than ever before.” Here the man stopped, his eyes closed and mouth clenched as  if choking back tears that would melt him in an instant if he gave in to them.

“I’m not talking about mamby-pamby sentimentalism, either. He loved, really loved. It didn’t matter if you were Pharisee or prostitute, disciple or blind beggar, Jew, Samaritan, or Gentile. His love held itself out for any to embrace. Most did, too, when they saw him. Though so few ended up following him, for the few moments his presence passed by them, they tasted a freshness and power they could never deny even years later. Somehow he seemed to know everything about them but loved them deeply all the same.”

He paused and scanned the crowd. In the last couple of moments perhaps as many as thirty more people had stopped to listen, their gaze firmly on the man and their mouths agape in bewilderment. I can record his words here but am bereft of an adequate description of their impact. No one within earshot could deny their power or their authenticity. They rang from the very depths of his soul.

“And when he hung there from that filthy cross”—the man’s eyes looked up into the trees that towered over us—“that love still poured down—on mocker and disillusioned friend alike. As he approached the dark chamber of death, wearied of the torture and feeling separated from his Father, he continued to drink from the cup that would finally consume our self-will and shame. There was no finer moment in all of human history. His anguish became the conduit for his life to be shared with us. This was no madman. This was God’s Son, poured out to the last breath, to open full and free access for you to his Father.”

As he spoke further, I was struck by the intimacy of his words. He talked like someone who had been with him. In fact, I remember thinking, This man is exactly how I would picture John the Disciple to be.

No sooner had the thought crossed my mind than he stopped midsentence. Turning to his right, his eyes seemed to seek something in the crowd. Suddenly his eyes locked on mine. The hair on the back of my neck stood up and my body quivered with a wave of chills. He held my gaze for a moment; then a brief but certain smile spread over his lips as he winked and nodded at me.

At least that’s the way I remember it now. I was shocked at the time. Is he acknowledging my thought? That would be silly. Even if he were John, he wouldn’t be a mind reader. What am I thinking? How could he be a two-thousand-year-old disciple? It’s just not possible.

As he turned away, I glanced behind me to see if anyone else could have been the target of his gaze. It didn’t look that way, and no one around me seemed to take notice of his wink and smile. I was stunned, feeling as if I’d just been hit in the head with an errant football. Electricity raked over my body as questions raced through my mind. I had to find out more about this stranger.

The crowd was swelling in size as more and more people poked their heads in, trying to figure out what was going on. Even the stranger seemed to grow increasingly uncomfortable with the spectacle the scene was quickly becoming.

“If I were you,” he said with a wink and a smile as his eyes swept over those who’d started the discussion, “I would waste far less time ragging on religion and find out just how much Jesus wants to be your friend without any strings attached. He will care for you and, if given a chance, will become more real to you than your best friend. You will cherish him more than anything else you desire. He will give you a purpose and a fullness of life that will carry you through every stress and pain and will change you from the inside to show you what true freedom and joy really are.”

With that he turned and made his way through the crowd in the opposite direction from where I was standing. No one moved or said anything for a moment, unsure just how to end the confrontation and break up.

I tried to move through the crowd so that I could talk to this man personally. Could he really have been John? If not, who was he? How did he know the things he seemed to speak about so confidently?

It was difficult to navigate through the pack of people and keep my eye on John. I pushed my way through just in time to see him turn down a gap between two buildings. He was headed up Bubble Gum Alley, a forty-yard stretch of brick wall that joined the shopping district with a parking lot behind. It had gotten its name from the thousands of chewed-up wads of gum that had been affixed to the wall during the years. The array of colors made for an impressive if somewhat grotesque sight.

He was only fifteen feet in front of me when he went out of sight. I was relieved to know I’d at least get a chance to talk with him, for no one else had pursued him. I rounded the corner, prepared to call out for him to stop, but instead stopped instantly upon looking down the alley.

It was empty. I turned back to the street confused. Had he really turned in there? I looked both directions up the sidewalk but didn’t see any green sweatshirts like the one he was wearing. No, he did go in there. I was certain of it. But he could not have covered the forty yards in the three seconds it had taken me to get to the alley.

My heart began to race. Fearful I would miss him. In a panic I finally ran down the alley past the brightly colored wads of gum. There was no doorway or nook where he could have gone. At the end I burst into the parking lot, scanning every direction at once. Nothing. A few people were getting out of their cars, but no sign of the stranger.

Confused, I ran back up the alley and into the street, surveying quickly for any green sweatshirts, all the time praying that I could find him again. I looked in nearby store windows and at passing cars, but to no avail. He was gone. I could have kicked myself for not having followed him more closely.

I finally sat down on a bench, a bit disoriented by the whole experience. I massaged my bowed forehead, trying to pull together a cohesive thought. I could hardly finish a sentence in my mind before another thought would intrude. Who was he, and what happened to him? His words had touched the deepest hungers of my heart and the thought of his wink at me still gave me the shivers.

I knew I’d never see him again and wrote off the whole morning as one of those inexplicable events in life that would never make any sense.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.
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A Walk in the Park

A thousand times in the weeks that followed I replayed the events of that morning in my mind—reconstructing the man’s words and my thoughts. The thought that he reminded me of John the Apostle had been a passing fancy, except that he seemed to acknowledge it with his penetrating wink.

But how could John still be alive after two thousand years? Could it have been a miraculous appearance, as when Moses and Elijah were transfigured in Jesus’ presence? Even if he was alive, could he have read my mind or disappeared so easily from view?

I even went back and reread Jesus’ puzzling words to Peter about John’s future. He had just warned Peter that the day would come when men would lead Peter to his death because of his friendship with Christ. Disturbed by the thought, and perhaps desiring not to go that way alone, Peter pointed to John and asked about his future. Jesus’ answer shocked everyone. “If I want him to remain alive until I return, what is that to you? You must follow me.”

John wrote that Jesus’ words had started a rumor among the other disciples that John would not die. But he went on to say that was not exactly what Jesus had said. Obviously the larger lesson of Jesus’ words was for Peter to follow the path the Lord laid out for him and without comparing himself to others. A worthy lesson, no doubt, but did Jesus mean anything more by that illustration?

I second-guessed everything about that morning. It didn’t help that when I told the story to my wife and one other close friend they hummed the theme music from The Twilight Zone and laughed it off. Their refusal to take me seriously made me far less certain of what had actually happened that day. What I could not deny, however, was that whoever that man was, his words had shaken me to the core of my Christianity.

I had never heard anyone talk about Jesus the way he did, and he had provoked an insatiable hunger within me to find out more about this Jesus I thought I knew. Over the next few weeks I read all of the Gospels again—this time looking beyond the lessons Jesus taught to see just what kind of person he was. I realized that although I had been a Christian for more than two decades, I had no concept of who Jesus was as a person and no idea how I could change that. The harder I tried, the more frustrated I became. I threw myself headlong into my ministry, hoping to bury the hunger and the questions that the stranger had triggered.

Four and a half months after that initial encounter, things were about to get even stranger. I had set apart one morning to study for an infrequent opportunity to teach in our Sunday morning services, but a series of crises prevented me from ever opening my books. First, the volunteer sound tech had a chance to go out of town and would not be there on Sunday. Could I find a replacement? Someone else stopped by who wanted to complain about how unfriendly our church was. She had been attending for two years and had not once been invited out by anyone.

Then Ben and Marsha Hopkins came by to tell me they wouldn’t be at home group that night. This was the third time in a row they were going to miss, not a good example for someone who was my assistant leader. When I pressed them, they finally told me that they weren’t happy with the church and were considering leaving. I tried to talk them out of it. I’d invested countless hours getting them ready to lead a home group on their own—-how could they leave now?

“Our children are enjoying a youth group at another church closer to our home and we’ve been uncomfortable for some time with how impersonal this church has become.” When they first came, they were almost ready for a divorce. I had spent hours with them helping them rekindle their marriage. Now just as they were getting to a place where they could give something back, they were running off to greener pastures.

Then finally, to top it all off, the pastor called right after lunch to cancel a meeting he had asked me to schedule with two of our elders who had some concerns about our building program. He said he just didn’t feel like dealing with it that day. It had taken three weeks for me to arrange that meeting. I was furious and had to get out for some fresh air.

My office door betrayed my frustration to the rest of the office as it slammed shut harder than I intended. It startled my secretary and drew looks from down the hallway. I motioned back to the door, exasperated, as if it had made all that noise on its own. As I looked back my eyes fixed on the ever-familiar sign: Jake Colsen, Associate Pastor.

I still remember the first day I walked through that door, surprised that the nameplate was already in place and awed by the responsibility it placed on my shoulders. I had never planned to enter full-time ministry, but the day I walked through that door I felt all my dreams had finally been fulfilled. Four years later those dreams proved as elusive as ever.

The son of working-class parents, I had grown up in church. Even through the tempestuous teenage years of the early seventies I never strayed far from my spiritual roots. Graduating from college in 1979 with a business degree, I ended up handling commercial real estate in Kingston, California, a sprawling metropolis in the fertile farmland of central California. The economy had exploded in the eighties and early nineties and I had built a lucrative practice and a stellar reputation.

My wife and I had helped found the congregation I now worked for. Fifteen years earlier a few families and some college students, disillusioned by the power games being played in the traditional church we attended, decided we’d do better starting a new one. We met in homes for a while, treasuring the fellowship we had together, but soon rented a building and hung out our shingle for the community. In the early days growth had been slow, but in the last ten years we’d grown to more than two thousand members, constructed our own building, and had a full complement of pastoral staff.

Imagine how flattered I was when the pastor invited me to join that staff to oversee the business affairs and to help with pastoral care. I was thirty-nine at the time, very comfortable in my profession and raising two young children. The adult Sunday school class I taught was one of the most popular on the schedule and I’d just completed two terms on the church board.

He told me how much I was needed, that I could free him from responsibilities he wasn’t gifted to meet. Even though I was making more than enough money in real estate, I knew it was just money—the “god of mammon,” as I’d heard it preached. Was I wasting my life on my own pleasures? What did my life really count for? I rarely had time for the things I thought most important, so I took the job, hoping I could finally put that nagging guilt to rest.
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