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Praise for The Cost of My Faith





“Jack Phillips is a very courageous and patriotic American who is a splendid example of what it will take to preserve the freedoms that we so often take for granted in this country. The reader of this book will quickly realize that God never sent you into a battle without equipping you to win. We cannot be the land of the free if we are not the home of the brave.”


—Benjamin S. Carson Sr., M.D., former United States Secretary of Housing and Urban Development


“Inspired by Civil War leadership examples, Jack Phillips boldly stepped out in faith and launched his now-legendary Masterpiece Cakeshop. His dazzling artistry has included a bust of Denver Broncos quarterback John Elway and a portrait of Billy Graham, but he will forever be known as the creative genius who lived out his faith with kindness toward all while faithfully honoring biblical principles as a man of conscience. He will cheerfully serve one and all in ‘an environment in which anyone and everyone could feel welcome.’ But he will not violate his deeply held beliefs or convey a message through artistic creations that runs afoul of conscience. An instructional saga revealing modern-day challenges to our constitutional order, Jack Phillips’s important book is an inspiring modern-day profile in courageous servanthood.”


—Ken Starr, former president of Baylor University


“My friend Jack Phillips is an easygoing man, but that doesn’t mean he hides his light under a bushel basket in the midst of darkness. Jack is living the Christian life as Scripture describes: ‘As bold as a lion’ (Proverbs 28:1). His book lays out a journey that has taken him from his Masterpiece Cakeshop in Colorado all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court in Washington, D.C. You will be amazed by his story and encouraged to see why God often allows trouble to come knocking. Jack’s personal experience caused him to see that while society may be hostile to Christ’s message, God uses it to give extraordinary platforms from which to testify to His power and His great salvation, often leading us along pathways we never would have sought. There is a cost for freedom, and Jesus ultimately paid the greatest price to win the souls of mankind. This book will open your eyes to the cost of your faith and the hope that Christ gives.”


—Franklin Graham, president and CEO of the Billy Graham Evangelistic Association and Samaritan’s Purse


“Take it from a family that knows what it’s like to have people come after you for your beliefs: the only way you survive attacks on faith in our culture is to stand firm in Jesus Christ. Jack Phillips knows what it’s like to pay a cost for his beliefs, and he shares his amazing story in The Cost of My Faith. We pray that reading this book, you will be inspired as much as we were.”


—Phil and Kay Robertson, New York Times bestselling author (Phil) of The Theft of America’s Soul


“To meet Jack Phillips is to meet a meek and loving man of God. His story in The Cost of My Faith relays his love for everyone and his conviction in Jesus Christ and the Holy Scriptures. We encourage you to read this book, follow this man’s example, and be challenged to pay your cost for the kingdom of God when the moment arrives.”


—Al and Lisa Robertson, co-authors of Desperate Forgiveness


“My friend Jack Phillips just wants to serve others and honor God through his business. But when he chose not to use his creative skills to celebrate something that violates his biblical convictions, he paid a heavy price. Jack took a courageous stand, and by not backing down, he became a modern-day hero of the faith. Now he’s captured his story in this inspiring book. Jack’s account has lessons for us all in today’s culture. It’s a must-read!”


—Jim Daly, president of Focus on the Family


“The author of Hebrews says about the faithful, some identified by name and others identified by only deed, that ‘of whom the world was not worthy.’ With quiet strength, Jack Phillips has loved both God and neighbor through a series of trials and tribulations, lawsuits and lost business, that would do in most of us. His story is a defining one of our time. It needed to be told, and it now has been in this great book, The Cost of My Faith. The implications of Jack’s story must be reckoned with.”


—John Stonestreet, host of BreakPoint and president of the Colson Center


“Jack Phillips’s book begins as a great American story: hard work and hard-won lessons in Middle America. But Jack, an average American small-business owner, was attacked by massive forces that tried to destroy his livelihood and his reputation. This book is a testimony to Jack’s faith in Christ and an opportunity for Him to share the Good News. A must-read!”


—Eric Patterson, Ph.D., executive vice president of the Religious Freedom Institute


“Jack Phillips is a soft-spoken, sensitive, humble man of great integrity. You cannot help loving him as he reflects God’s love to all people he meets. Jack is also an artist—but not in ways you might expect. His ‘canvas’ is the beautiful cakes he designs, sculpts, and ‘paints’ with radiant colors to help people celebrate momentous events in their lives. Jack’s cakes are indeed Masterpieces. But what is of preeminent importance to Jack is that he is a follower of Jesus. It was Jack’s expression of his love for God’s Word in a brief encounter with two men who wanted Jack to create a wedding cake that led him on the journey he describes in his book, The Cost of My Faith. It is the story of Jack’s unwavering faith that sustained him during his long battle to exercise his constitutional rights and honor God. Jack’s book will challenge you in your own journey of faith as well.”


—Michael J. Norton, former Colorado United States Attorney


“Jack Phillips never intended to be a cultural warrior. But what are ordinary Christians to do in extraordinary times? The Cost of My Faith is Jack’s story that includes both courage and conviction. The book has additional benefits for every person who values personal freedom, religious freedom, and artistic expression. Those benefits include inspiration, instruction, and encouragement. There may come a time when you might need to make a hard choice, a costly choice, a sacrificial choice, because you believe in immutable principles. Jack’s story might be your story in the not too distant future.”


—Pastor Gino Geraci, Salem Media talk show host and president and founder of Scripture Says


“From God meeting Jack in an old blue ’66 Mustang, through all the ups and downs of starting his own business, to facing death threats, and eventually a six-year battle to a U.S. Supreme Court victory, The Cost of My Faith is the story of God’s faithfulness to use an obedient man. Because of Jack Phillips, religious freedom is strengthened and America’s future is brighter.


“America’s success is because average men and women are courageous enough to stand strong for our founding principles. Jack Phillips faced tremendous hostility because of his religious values, responded with compassion and love, and God used all of it to make our country stronger. The Cost of My Faith is a must-read for all Americans!


“The Cost of My Faith is a behind-the-scenes look at America’s most famous baker. The challenges he faced, the compassion and love he showed his persecutors, and the victory he had at the U.S. Supreme Court. Most importantly, the book provides insight into Jack’s testimony. How God met him in an old blue ’66 Mustang, and has been a constant presence in his life ever since.”


—Jeffrey Hunt, director of the Centennial Institute at Colorado Christian University
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I gladly dedicate this book to my wife, Debi.


Her love, perseverance, and patience throughout these years (all of these years, not just the years of the legal battles) has been an amazing evidence of God’s grace in our lives. She has stood behind me, and, more importantly, she has stood beside me and supported and loved me through good times and—thankfully—through the times where I have definitely not been worth the energy and patience.










Prologue


Twenty seconds.


And one decision.


That’s all it took to change my life forever. To turn the lives of my family members upside down, transform the future of my business, and even impact the laws of my country.


Because of those few seconds—and that one decision—I’ve gone from being a quiet cake artist with a strip-mall cake shop in the Denver suburb of Lakewood to an unlikely public figure who has been interviewed by national journalists, grilled by the women of The View, and judged and psychoanalyzed by countless men and women around kitchen tables and watercoolers all over America. I’ve had my life threatened, my name defamed, and my deepest beliefs judged by the Supreme Court of the United States.


And yet, that one decision was really only one in a long line of decisions—some of which seemed pretty critical at the moment, some of which did not—that together have brought my life to where it is today and prepared me for all the decisions I have yet to make.


For me, this book is my way of revisiting some of those decisions… in part, to better understand why I made them and to more fully realize their impact on my own life and on the lives of so many others. But I’m also hoping that this book may help you as you come to terms with some of the most important and far-reaching decisions of your own life—and as you try to prepare for what may turn out to be even more important choices still to come.


None of us, after all, know what’s coming around the corner in these days of escalating social conflict and violence. (There’s an old saying that “it’s hard to predict things—especially the future.”) I used to think, What can happen? I’ve got my family, my friends, a good job, food on the table, a nice place to live.


But that was before those twenty seconds.


And that one decision.


In the Bible, Jesus warned His disciples that they are headed into dangerous, uncharted territory. “I send you out as sheep in the midst of wolves,” He said.1 And after the last few years, I feel like I know what He meant.


But thankfully, He adds this assurance:




You will be brought before governors and kings for My sake, as a testimony to them… but when they deliver you up, do not worry about how or what you should speak. For it will be given to you in that hour what you should speak; for it is not you who speak, but the Spirit of your Father who speaks in you.2 (emphasis mine)





I can testify now to the truth of that promise. Because of one decision, I have stood “before governors and kings.” And time after time, He has given me the words to say.


I wrote this book in part for my children and grandchildren, so they would have my record of what happened and some sense of how I felt while it was happening. I also wrote it for all of those who are curious about the truth behind what I said, what I meant, and what I’ve experienced in the crowded years since.


Fair warning as you read: I quote a lot of Bible verses—not to sound holier than thou, but because those verses are the foundation upon which I’ve built my beliefs, my attitude, and my life. I didn’t do or say anything worth remembering on my own, and I didn’t make my decisions in a vacuum. This book is my testimony of how God led me, decision by decision, to where I am today.


It’s not the whole story, of course, any more than the gospels tell us the whole story of all that Jesus said and did in His time on the earth.3 “Jesus did many other miraculous signs in the presence of His disciples,” the Bible says, “but these are written so that you may believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God, and that by believing, you may have life in His name.”4


That’s the main reason I’ve written this book: to share some of what God has done in my life, so that you may trust Him for what He wants to do in yours. You have your own talents, your own circumstances, your own opportunities to make decisions. I believe God wants to bless you, lead you, and help you with all of those things, as surely as He has for me.


The Bible tells us how some of the Apostle Paul’s decisions led him to stand before kings—actual kings—with whom he shared his life story. One king, Agrippa, after hearing Paul’s testimony, said, “You almost persuade me to be a Christian.” To which Paul replied, “I would to God that not only you, but also all who hear me today, might become both almost and altogether such as I am, except for these chains.”5


That’s how I feel in writing this book. I wish everyone who reads it could know God’s love as clearly as I do—but without having to be condemned by your state government officials or to spend most of a decade defending your beliefs.


If you are already a follower of Christ—and even if you aren’t—there’s a good chance He’s leading you to some unknown places too. To some unpredictable situations. To choices whose impact you can hardly imagine.


I hope this book will be a blessing to you, a help and encouragement to you, as you make those coming decisions.










1 The Conversation That Changed My Life



It was a hot and typically unpredictable July afternoon—the kind that can build into severe thunderstorms, hail, or just sunshine and straight-up heat on Colorado’s Front Range. For me, this particular afternoon would bring both. And I wouldn’t even have to go outside; today’s heat and storms came from the wedding desk.


As usual, I was in the back part of my shop with my hands full baking, icing, and setting up cakes to be decorated, so my daughter Lisa and another female employee were taking care of customers up at the counter. At some point, I glanced up to see how things were going out front, and one of the women caught my eye. She nodded toward the wedding desk.


That is where I meet with couples looking to order something special in the way of wedding cakes—something carefully, creatively designed to delight their guests and communicate a message about their relationship. About twenty cakes were on display there to give customers an idea of how my imagination and artistry could bring their ideas and requests to life.


Two men were seated at the desk. One of our portfolios was open in front of them.


I slipped around the counter and into my seat behind the desk, ready to greet them.


“I’m David,” said the gentleman on my right. The other man said something I didn’t quite catch. I politely asked him to repeat it.


“I’m Charlie,” he said, smiling broadly. He was holding a folder in his lap.


“I’m Jack,” I said. “How can I help you?”


David, also smiling broadly, said, “We’re here to look at wedding cakes.”


“It’s for our wedding,” Charlie added.


I shifted uneasily in my seat, knowing instantly what my answer was to their request. What I wasn’t sure of was how best to say it. Or how they would respond when I did.


“Sorry, guys,” I said after a moment. “I don’t do cakes for same-sex weddings.”


For a moment, the two men just stared at me. They didn’t say a word. As if they hadn’t heard me or hadn’t quite understood—or had heard and understood, but just couldn’t believe I’d actually said what they’d just heard me say.


I chose my next words carefully.


“I’ll sell you birthday cakes, shower cakes, cookies, or brownies. I just don’t do cakes for same-sex weddings.”


I explained that I didn’t create cakes for same-sex weddings, that the two of them were welcome to anything else in my shop—birthday cakes, shower cakes, cookies, or brownies—but I couldn’t prepare a wedding cake for them.


That brief exchange instantly tipped a long, long line of dominoes that have been falling ever since.





Charlie was still gripping the folder in front of him. I was to learn later that it contained their ideas for a custom wedding cake.


David suddenly leaped to his feet, yelling profanities that turned every head in the room. He flipped me off, spun on his heels, and stormed out of the nearest door, cursing all the way.


Charlie, still clenching his folder, stood up and turned without saying anything. He walked over to an older woman sitting at a nearby table. (She was his mother, it turned out.) She stood up too, and together they barged out the other door of the shop.


Nineteen words, approximately twenty seconds. That’s all it took.





I was stunned.


I immediately realized that my answer wasn’t necessarily the most complete or comprehensive one I could have offered, but their abrupt departure didn’t allow for more explanation, or even any more conversation, which I would have preferred. Nevertheless, I felt that my answer was clear, honest, and to the point.


Still, I sat there, wondering if there was something else I could have said that would have expressed my intentions better before they stormed out. To this day, I don’t know how I could have stated my thoughts more clearly. I only wish that we had been able to talk for a minute or two so I could have tried to explain to them that I gladly welcome and serve everyone, regardless of sexual orientation, race, religion, ethnicity, or gender identity. I really do serve everyone. Some cakes and designs I cannot create because of the content of the message that the imagery or words on the cake might convey, but I never make those decisions based on the identity of the person asking for the cake. On other occasions when I’d been asked to create something I could not in good conscience provide, I had at least been given the opportunity to talk it over with the customer, and we had always resolved the difference of opinion amicably.


That’s right: this wasn’t the first time I’d had to say no to a would-be customer’s request. I’ve even turned down requests from people very close to me who’ve asked for designs I’m not willing to create. But that July afternoon was one of the few times I hadn’t been able to talk through my reasons with the person asking and come to some kind of mutual understanding. Sad to say, it wouldn’t be the last.





Fifteen or twenty minutes went by. Things settled down. Customers returned to their purchases, and my employees went back to their projects. I went back to my work in the kitchen. Then the phone rang.


I glanced up—both of the women working behind the counter still had their hands full. I motioned to them that I’d take care of the call as I reached for the phone.


“Masterpiece Cakeshop, this is Jack. Can I help you?”


“Yeah—you the guy that just refused to serve two gay men?”


That was quick.


“I’m not sure what you mean,” I replied. I was scrambling, trying to discern where this was going. “I’d never refuse to serve anyone. Or to sell anything in my shop to anyone who—”


“But you did refuse to sell them a wedding cake, didn’t you?”


I paused, then started over, measuring my words as carefully as the ingredients for one of my cakes.


“I sell anything in my shop to anyone. It’s just that I can’t create or design custom cakes that celebrate events—”


The caller interrupted with a slew of profanity. Then the phone went dead.


I was stunned. Again.


I’d probably have been a lot more stunned had I known that—almost a decade later—I’d still be saying these same words, in pretty much the same way, almost every day… trying to help people understand my decision.


Moments later, the phone rang again, and even though Lisa was free to answer it, I let her know I would take this call as well.


“Masterpiece Cakeshop, this is Jack. Can I help you?”


Profanity spewed from the phone. When the caller hung up, I let the women working with me know that I’d be answering the phone for the rest of the day. I took a few more angry, obscene calls before I closed up shop at 6:00 p.m. Even then, the phone kept ringing—I just stopped answering it, which was more than unusual for me. For almost twenty years, I had made it a point to try to answer every phone call or open the door to anyone, no matter what time it was.





On the way home, I stopped by the grocery store to pick up a few things. Looking back, I was probably driving, parking, and walking on autopilot, my mind preoccupied with the events of the last few hours.


I walked through the double doors of the grocery store and froze. Everyone suddenly seemed to be staring at me. I felt the whole world closing in.


They hate me, I thought, imagining the dark thoughts behind all those glaring faces. They all hate me. Fear breathed a chill along the back of my neck. I wasn’t sure what to do.


And then, just as suddenly, the words came to me… words the Apostle Paul wrote in 2 Timothy 1:7: “God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power, and of love, and of a sound mind.”


The “sound mind” part was the Lord’s way of reassuring me, telling me that He was in control. I suddenly realized that I had no reason to fear. I looked around—no one was giving me a second glance, much less a cold stare. I was just another customer shopping for a few things for dinner. God was bigger than a few phone calls, than a lot of curse words, than two disappointed would-be customers.


I would continue to trust the only One worthy of my trust.










2 A Threat and an Opportunity



The day of my meeting with David and Charlie marked a new era for Masterpiece Cakeshop in more ways than one. For one thing, from that day to this, I became the primary person to answer the phone. I felt a responsibility to protect my employees from the horrific calls that began to flood our shop.


The phone was already ringing when I unlocked the shop door the next morning, and it kept ringing pretty much nonstop. I made myself wait to answer it—a first—until we opened for business at seven. From then on, the calls continued unabated until I stopped answering them again at 6:00 p.m. Virtually every call was hateful, profane, or threatening. I marveled at how quickly word of yesterday’s incident had spread and at how many people were eager to verbally attack someone they’d never met or heard of before.


How angry (or hurting) do you have to be, I wondered, to wake up with this kind of hate? Think about it. The alarm goes off, you grab a shower, get the kids ready for school, take a sip of coffee, chew a bite of toast—see an email, read a tweet—and see that a little cake shop out in Colorado isn’t creating cakes for same-sex weddings. And that tears it.


You’re suddenly so angry that you can’t do anything until you’ve given that shop owner a piece of your mind. He’s got it coming! In fact, you’re going to tell your friends to do the same: call him and let him have an earful.


Or email him. By the time I woke up that day, a couple hundred emails were already sitting in my inbox, and that number grew all day long. And—again—almost every one was hateful. (I’d offer you a few examples, but as a reporter later said while scrolling through them, “Everything here is too vile to put on the [TV] screen.”)


The next few days offered more of the same. Hour after hour after hour. I began to really wonder how long this might go on.





After a few days of this, I answered another phone call, bracing myself for yet another vitriolic earful.


“Masterpiece Cakeshop, this is Jack. Can I help you?”


“You the owner?”


“I am,” I said, smiling into the receiver. I had made a conscious decision to be friendly and cheerful, no matter what came next. My faith in Christ teaches me that everyone is valuable and loved by God, and I want to treat them with love and respect.


“I’m in my car, and I’m heading to your shop.” The voice was flat but menacing in a way that made me stop what I was doing and listen closely to what he said. “I’ve got a gun, and I’m coming to your store to blow your head off.” He hung up.


Was this for real, or just another crazy call? I’d had so many of the latter those last few days. But Lisa was working in the back that morning, and my four-year-old granddaughter was with her. I decided to err on the side of caution.


“What’s up, Dad?” Lisa’s voice was apprehensive.


“I just got another call,” I said. “But this one sounds as if it might be dangerous.” I paused, letting it sink in for both of us.


“Some guy says he’s got a gun and he’s on his way here. I want you to stay in the back and don’t come out until I tell you it’s safe. I’m gonna call the police.”


Lisa took her little girl’s hand and did as I asked. I dialed 911 and explained my situation to the dispatcher. She said she would send an officer right away.


The phone rang again. It was the same caller renewing his threat, telling me how close he was, even naming the streets. Then again: he said something that indicated to me that he knew my daughter was in the shop. And so the calls kept coming, every few seconds—each more menacing than the last—while I waited with one eye on the clock and one on the parking lot.


Finally, a police cruiser pulled up outside. The officer came to the door.


I thanked him for coming, then explained the situation, the conversation of a few days earlier, and all that had transpired after that. As we were talking, the phone rang—and caller ID confirmed it was the same man, once again. This time, the policeman answered, but the caller merely hung up. He continued doing that for a few minutes: call, hang up, call, hang up. He never stayed on the line long enough for the policeman to trace his number.


That made me wonder if he was just a crank, making empty threats. Or had he been serious but changed his mind when he saw the officer’s car in our parking lot? I’ll never know. But he certainly prompted me to rethink the seriousness of some of the other calls and emails I’d been getting. Soon, we’d be installing an alarm system and surveillance cameras—something my little cake shop had never needed before.


By God’s grace, to my knowledge, I never heard from that particular caller again. And I wish I could say the threats of physical violence ended there too. But they’ve continued, off and on, through the years—including one man who made it a point, for quite a long while, to call me up at regular intervals to tell me I wasn’t fit to live, that he owned a machete, and that one of these days he’d be coming in to chop me into little pieces. So far, he hasn’t done that.





Even when talking to the guy with the machete, I have tried to keep a smile in my voice. I always hope that, if given the chance, I might be able to share God’s love and grace with him. Yes, even him. Where else is he going to hear it? On TV? The internet? Read it in a newspaper? From his closest friends? Does he have any close friends? That man—like every one of the rest of us—needs to hear about God’s grace and how Jesus came and died on a cross to pay the penalty for our sins and restore our broken relationship with the Father.


Actually, I have prayed for that opportunity with everyone who calls, and quite a few times, I have gotten that chance. Just two days after David and Charlie came through my shop, I took a call from a man who said he was an atheist from up in the Northwest. He wanted to talk about what had happened. He was polite, genuinely interested, and we talked for most of an hour. I explained exactly what had happened between the two men and myself, that I was happy to serve them and happy to sell them anything else in my shop, or to create other custom work for them. It was just the iconic nature of the wedding cake itself that was problematic. I also took the opportunity to share what I believe is the best news in the world: The Bible says we are separated from God the Father by our sin. It says clearly that Jesus Christ left His throne in Heaven and became a man. He lived a sinless life and took the punishment for our sin when He died on the cross. He was buried, and when He rose from the dead, He proved that He had power over both sin and death, as well as the authority to restore our relationship with the Father.





The atheist on the phone was kind enough to let me share many aspects of my faith in Christ with him, and I gave him room to explain some of his lack of faith to me. We ended the call on friendly terms, and for me, at least, it was something of a life-changing conversation.


Before the events of that week opened the door to so many visits with people of vastly different points of view, I’d always thought of sharing my faith as something God might give me a special opportunity to do once in a great while. After my phone call with the atheist, though, I suddenly realized that those kinds of opportunities were probably around me all the time, every day—I’d just never looked for them, much less taken advantage of them.


Starting that Saturday, I began looking. I always wanted to be alert, able, and willing to share Christ with anyone I met. What’s the point of suddenly being on so many people’s radars if you can’t use those moments to share with them your deepest beliefs? That, for me, is the best news in the whole world: the love of Jesus Christ.


My opportunities, I soon learned, were about to begin in earnest.










3 Protests and Publicity



Not long after David and Charlie paid me their visit, I heard they’d be coming to see me again.


More specifically, they were coming as part of a protest that would take place in front of my shop. The protestors showed up on a Saturday, and even though they were few in number, they still drew some local media, who soon made the men’s complaints more widely known. Those reporters announced another protest was scheduled for the following weekend.


This one, we were promised, would bring out a really big crowd.


One of the reporters covering one of the protests outside my shop made his way inside to fill me in on what was coming and to ask if I’d like to tell my side of the story.


I wasn’t sure that was such a good idea and frankly told him so. I’d been interviewed on television only once before, many years earlier, when I demonstrated cake decorating live on a local news show. I didn’t know much about microphones, and I tended to talk with my hands. Every time the producers cut to me to ask a few questions, I made some movement that produced a crackling sound on the mic they’d attached to my shirt. Nobody could understand a thing I said.


I had learned a good bit from that experience, but I also realized the subject was a little more serious this time around.


I didn’t want to commit, but I also didn’t want to back away. I tried to excuse myself. “I’m not sure…” I told the reporter. “If I say something stupid, I’m stuck with it.”


He assured me that if I was unhappy with anything I said, he would let me redo it until I was satisfied. I believed him. We did the interview, and he was true to his word.


Later on, as my situation became a full-fledged court case working its way, step by step, up through the judicial system to the U.S. Supreme Court, I would take considerable care in crafting exactly what I did and didn’t want to say. That day, though, I was still pretty much just speaking what was on my heart in the moment, and thankfully, God gave me—on the very first take—the words to say exactly what I wanted to communicate.


I told the reporter I was a follower of Jesus Christ, that I believe the biblical definition of a true marriage is the union of one man and one woman, and that I couldn’t create or design a custom cake that celebrated any other concept of marriage.


I also assured him that I had nothing against the two men who disagreed with me, that they were welcome in my shop anytime, and that they were welcome to purchase anything available in my showcases. I added that I would even create other custom cakes for them—just not one that featured a message so contrary to my beliefs.


As I watched the interview when it aired that evening, I was satisfied that the reporter and his producers had sincerely tried to understand what I wanted to articulate. And even though they weren’t able to play the entire conversation in such a short soundbite, I felt they did a good job of communicating my perspective.





Along with the phone calls and emails, I was now beginning to receive more visits from people in my shop who wanted to talk to me about my decision not to make the cake for David and Charlie. Some of them wanted to tell me how despicable I was; some of them wanted to commend my courage. Some of them wanted to debate my theology or just hear my reasoning from my own lips.


“You’ve been making my cakes for nearly twenty years,” one woman told me. “But I’ll never buy another one.” I asked her why. “Because you’re a bigot!” she said.


I asked her what made her think so. We wound up talking about our beliefs for a few minutes—but she’s never been back to buy another cake.


Some of them tried to tell me the Bible endorses or allows for same-sex marriage. I gently expressed my disagreement… but told them I admired their boldness for coming in and talking with me face to face.


One guy who came through the door was a big, big man—220 pounds, tattoos everywhere, muscles everywhere—ex-military, Special Ops, he said. He told me of his service years ago in the Vietnam War. Then, with tears in his eyes, he told me I was one of the heroes of his life, pulled out a medal he’d received for his service, and gave it to me.


I’ve actually had several visits like that from veterans—some from Korea, some from Kuwait, some, like that man, from Vietnam. Somehow, they always seem a little larger than life, and they usually grow teary as we talk. And so do I.





As I considered the approaching protest, I remembered that some people coming into the shop had told me of a social media post David and Charlie had made after they left my shop. The post, they said, had “gone viral.” That could mean that thousands of people from every state and all over the world were rallying to their cause. If so, I had no idea what to expect from the coming protest.


The following week, true to their word, David and Charlie appeared with their “thousands” of fellow protestors. Actually, only about eighteen or twenty people showed up; I’m not sure of the exact number.


The media showed up though: all of Denver’s top TV stations, the Denver Post, and a large independent newspaper were all on hand. Watching the news that night, you’d have thought from the camera angles that there were quite a few more lined up to oppose us—shouting, waving rainbow flags, holding up signs with phrases like “Let them eat cake.” It was an important lesson in how those who control the media could greatly impact perceptions of my character, my beliefs, and—soon—my legal case.


OEBPS/e9781684510993/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Chapter 1: The Conversation That Changed My Life



		Chapter 2: A Threat and an Opportunity



		Chapter 3: Protests and Publicity



		Chapter 4: Growing Up



		Chapter 5: Learning



		Chapter 6: My Dream Girl



		Chapter 7: Meeting God



		Chapter 8: Gaining Experience, Gaining Wisdom



		Chapter 9: Opening the Shop



		Chapter 10: Masterpiece Cakeshop



		Chapter 11: The Legal Challenge



		Chapter 12: The Thing about Weddings



		Chapter 13: Taking On the Government



		Chapter 14: The Hammer Falls



		Chapter 15: Cruelty and Contempt



		Chapter 16: Appealing Opportunities



		Chapter 17: Trying for the Supreme Court



		Chapter 18: Media Blitz



		Chapter 19: At the Supreme Court



		Chapter 20: Oral Arguments



		Chapter 21: Aftermath



		Chapter 22: Victory



		Chapter 23: ‘Masterpiece II’



		Chapter 24: Dueling with the Civil Rights Division



		Chapter 25: A Lively Day in Court



		Chapter 26: Another Win



		Chapter 27: ‘Masterpiece III’



		Chapter 28: Lessons Learned



		Appendix: Our Client and Our Friend, Jack Phillips



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Notes



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Start of Content



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Appendix



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Notes



		Copyright













		I



		II



		III



		IV



		V



		VI



		VII



		VIII



		IX



		XI



		XII



		XIII



		XIV



		XV



		XVI



		XVII



		XVIII



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206











OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/RobotoCondensed-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/images/9781684510993.jpg
The C()St of

My Faith

How a Decision
in My Gake Shop
Took Me to the
Supreme Court






OEBPS/e9781684510993/images/title.jpg
The C()St of

HOW A DECISION IN MY CAKE SHOP
TOOK ME TO THE SUPREME COURT

Jack Phillips

OOOOO
nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn
Washington, D.C.





OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684510993/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


