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PROLOGUE

Somebody told me that Duck Dynasty had made me a celebrity, and I didn’t know exactly what that meant. I was told it meant I was famous—like the Kardashians or Charlie Sheen. Hey, if being a celebrity means I have to act like them, I don’t want any part of it, Jack!

Since Duck Dynasty launched in 2012, my life really hasn’t changed much. Sure, things are better for my family and me financially. Thanks to the Good Lord, we won’t have to worry about paying a bill ever again, and that beats having to wonder how I’m going to pay my mortgage or utility bills, which is how it was for much of my life.

Even though I might have a few more dollars in my bank account, I’m still the same guy. I like fishing and duck hunting, and I enjoy the beauty of what God created. I still attend church every Sunday morning to thank the Almighty for what He has done and what He will do, and I’m continuing to share the Good News with as many people as I can.

It’s my faith in God that helps me stay on an even keel. Hey, Jack, I learned a long time ago that I can count on His promise to be the same yesterday, today, and forever (Hebrews 13:8). He is the one who held our family together when I was a kid and money was scarce. He is the one who stood beside me through all the trauma I experienced in Vietnam. He was there when I had my heart attack. He was even there when all the hoopla started with Duck Dynasty. He had a plan all along, and I’m just on for the ride.

Not only is God the same yesterday, today, and forever—but being the same yesterday, today, and tomorrow is one of my own goals. Even though our lives are now on display for all to see, and even though we have more money in our pockets than we did before, I find peace in knowing who I am and Who I belong to—and that will never change.

And hey, I’m still madly in love with the woman I married in 1971—in fact, we renewed our wedding vows in May 2014. Even after all the Duck Dynasty “fame,” what I enjoy most is being with my wife, Christine, and the rest of my family—my brothers and sisters and their children, and my own kids and grandkids. Family is what matters most to me, and being with the Robertson family is what I love more than anything else in the world.

Even when we were children, my brothers and sisters and I were exceptionally close. Everything was centered at the dinner table. We ate together every night and discussed what happened during the day. Even today, we share many meals together.

I’ll never forget a conversation I had when I was stationed in Germany with the United States Army. One of the soldiers who worked with me had to fly home on emergency leave to attend his father’s funeral. He came back about a week later, and I could tell he was struggling emotionally.
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Because of my service in the Army during the Vietnam War, I’ve always had an interest in helping veterans and active soldiers.



“Hey, why don’t you go back home?” I said to him. “You still need time to grieve. You need to be with your family.”

“Why would I want to be at home?” he said. “Why would I want to be there, watching my brothers and sisters fight over what little money my dad made?”

That conversation saddened me then, and it saddens me today. A lot of people believed Duck Dynasty wouldn’t last as long as it has. They thought money and fame would rip our family apart, like it does to so many other families who appear on reality TV shows. But hey, they don’t know the Robertson family. Duck Dynasty started as a family affair—and it will end as a family affair. And at the center of it all is our faith in the Almighty.

One thing that has changed in my life is that I’m able to be more generous. The Good Lord has blessed my family and me mightily, and I’m so glad I now have the financial means to help others who are in need. You’ll read about some of the children’s charities and ministries I’m involved with in the chapters that follow. It warms my heart to help others, especially kids.

Even when I didn’t have a lot of money, I tried to help anyone I could. That might have meant fixing a neighbor’s roof, mowing an elderly woman’s lawn, or taking food to a needy family. Although I didn’t have much in terms of money and material possessions, I tried to assist others whenever possible. It’s what the Bible says we’re supposed to do. “Do not neglect to do good and to share what you have, for such sacrifices are pleasing to God” (Hebrews 13:16).

Our country has gotten away from helping each other, and I think America would be such a better place if we got back to taking care of each other. The love of God should compel us to help one another. How can we not share what God has entrusted to us?

I still have a hard time believing the plan God had in store for me. Honestly, I could have never imagined it being like this. In Ephesians 3:20, God tells us, “Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to his power that is at work within us, to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus throughout all generations, for ever and ever! Amen.”

Hey, it’s true. God has blessed me more than I could have ever imagined. I can’t believe the people I’ve met, the places I’ve been, and the things I’ve been able to do. Watching what the Almighty has done with my family and how He uses us strengthens my faith in Him even more, because I know that none of these good things would have happened without God’s hand.

The Robertson family has made it our life’s work to share the Good News. During the past few decades, we have baptized hundreds of people in the Ouachita River in front of my brother Phil’s house. It’s the most important thing we do as Christians. The fact that God put us on TV has enabled us to share His message with millions of people around the world. If that’s not God’s work, I don’t know what is.

Hey, Silas Merritt Robertson is a reality TV star. Think about that for a minute, Jack! I look in the mirror every morning, and I know it took divine intervention to make me an international star. I tell people that if they don’t believe in God, they need to look at the Robertson family. Look at what He had to work with, and look at what He has accomplished!

There were many times in my life when I was in a bind, either financially or physically, but came out okay. I’ll never forget a time right after Christine and I were married. We were broke and desperately needed money to pay our rent and utilities. We were about to be evicted from our home, and I didn’t know where I was going to get the money to pay the bills. I was feeling anything but peaceful and serene.

I dropped to my knees and prayed to God for help. It was the only thing I knew to do. When I checked the mail the next day, there was a check for five hundred dollars. I had accidentally overpaid my truck loan, and my credit union mailed me a refund. Looking back at it now, I believe it was part of God’s plan for me. He was testing my faith in Him.

Hey, there was another time when Phil and his wife, Kay, were in similar dire circumstances. Duck Commander was still in its infancy, and Phil wasn’t selling enough duck calls to pay his bills. He was behind on his mortgage and didn’t have money for groceries to feed his boys. “Well, I guess I better go to the bank and ask for a loan,” Kay told him.

“Nah, wait until the mail comes,” Phil told her. “I think there’s going to be a check in there.”

“Why would there be a check?” Kay asked him. “Nobody owes us any money.” But they reached out to our Heavenly Father in prayer, and He heard them.

When the mail arrived, there was an eight-hundred-dollar check from somebody in Japan who was ordering one hundred duck calls. Their prayers for help were answered.

Sure, having financial security is nice, but money and fame haven’t changed who I am. My faith is what brings me peace and si-renity.
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The peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.

—PHILIPPIANS 4:7 (NIV)





CHAPTER 1





SI-RENITY

In January 2005, I suffered a heart attack while duck hunting with my brother Phil and his sons. I knew something was very wrong with me, but I went home and climbed into bed. Hey, I’ll admit it wasn’t the smartest thing I’ve ever done. When I woke up the next morning, my chest pains were so severe that I told Christine to take me to the emergency room.

After doctors examined me and put a camera down my throat, they told me I needed open-heart surgery. My left main coronary artery was completely blocked. Doctors told me I had what they call a “widow-maker,” which could kill me any minute.

It’s a miracle I didn’t die. I smoked cigarettes for more than thirty years, and the bad habit finally caught up with me. I had ignored the warning signs for a long time. I had been suffering heartburn for quite a while, and I was eating antacids like they were M&M’s. Having heartburn didn’t really make sense because I’ve always had an cast-iron stomach. Despite my wife’s urging, I never went to the doctor to find out what was wrong.

So, there I was, lying in a hospital bed, not knowing if I was going to survive to see another sunrise. Surgeons were going to crack open my chest to save my life, and I was scared to death. I thought I might die right there in that hospital bed.

In fact, I was such a nervous wreck that my blood pressure was going through the roof. It was a Saturday, and the heart surgeon was hoping to wait until Monday to perform the procedure with his regular team of doctors.

“If you don’t settle down,” he told me, “I’ll have to take you in there right now and do it on my own. I promise, you don’t want that to happen.”

After hearing his warning, I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and tried to calm down.

This is stupid, I told myself. Here I am worried about something I can’t control. The Almighty has taken care of my family and me my entire life. He’s certainly going to take care of me now when I need him most.

Then I prayed to God: Hey, let me first say thank you. Thank You for bringing me into this world. Thank You for my parents, my brothers and sisters, my wife, and my children. Thank You for my job and my friends. You have watched over me my entire life, and I know You’re watching over me now. Hey, I’m just along for the ride, and it has been a good one.

Thankfully, my heart settled down with the help of medication, and then I fell asleep. I slept most of the next day and woke up just as nurses were preparing to take me in for surgery.

The procedure lasted several hours. The surgeons took a vein from my leg and used it to bypass a blockage and get blood to my heart. Thankfully, the Almighty sent very skilled surgeons, doctors, and nurses to save my life. It was another one of God’s miracles. Just as I’d prayed, the Lord watched over me and protected me.

After my surgery, I never picked up another cigarette. I promised my wife, children, and the rest of the Robertson clan that I would stop, and that’s exactly what I did. Overall, I’m in pretty good health for my age. I think it’s because of the work we do on Phil’s land. It’s great exercise and keeps me in good physical shape.

When I remember my conversation with God on that hospital bed, I’m reminded of the “Serenity Prayer,” which was written by Protestant theologian Reinhold Niebuhr in 1951. It has been adopted by Alcoholics Anonymous and is used to help a lot of addicts. I think it can help anyone who is searching for peace and tranquility.

God grant me the serenity

to accept the things I cannot change;

courage to change the things I can;

and wisdom to know the difference.

Living one day at a time; enjoying one moment at a time;

Accepting hardships as the pathway to peace;

Taking, as He did, this sinful world

as it is, not as I would have it;

Trusting that He will make all things right

if I surrender to His Will;

That I may be reasonably happy in this life

and supremely happy with Him

Forever in the next.

Amen.

Too many times, this sinful world tries to steal our joy with addictions, disease, suffering, and other problems. Hey, Jack, nobody is going to steal my joy. My joy comes from knowing that God is the Father and His Son is Jesus Christ. As it says in Romans 15:13: “May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace as you trust in him, so that you may overflow with hope by the power of the Holy Spirit.”

My faith is pretty simple: I believe Jesus Christ came to this earth and became flesh to save you and me from our sinful ways. Jesus left our Father’s side, came to the world as flesh, and died on the cross to pay for what you and I have done wrong. We’re weak and can’t help ourselves, so Jesus paid the ultimate price for our sins.

Three days after Jesus Christ died on the cross, He rose from the dead and walked out of his tomb. He spent forty days and forty nights with five hundred people to prove His resurrection. Some people even watched His body ascend to heaven.

It was all part of God’s plan. Jesus came to earth of His free will and knew what He had to do to save us. He paid for our sins and then ascended into the heavens. Right now, Jesus is sitting at our heavenly Father’s side.

That’s His story and it’s my story too, and it’s either true or false. For those of us who have researched it, we know that there’s more evidence for its being true than for its being false. Hey, I can simply look at creation and the constellations to know it’s true.

I can go out west to Montana, Wyoming, and South Dakota, far away from city lights and pollution, and see stars in the clear night sky. Some of them are millions of miles from Earth, but I can see that they’re perfectly aligned to form a man who is pulling back a bow and arrow (Sagittarius) or a man who is pouring water from a jug (Aquarius). If you look closely enough, you can see a lion (Leo), hunter (Orion), bull (Taurus), and scorpion (Scorpius). Those are designs, and that means there is a designer. God created everything, and Jesus came to planet Earth.

My faith in Jesus Christ is based on facts and eyewitness accounts, Jack! As I go through life, I share Jesus Christ’s story of death, burial, and resurrection with as many people as I can. That is what Matthew 28:19 tells us to do as Christians: “Therefore go and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.”

No matter my troubles or circumstances, I know the Almighty can bring me serenity, courage, and wisdom. God can do it for you too, but we have to surrender ourselves to Him and allow Him to do it. It doesn’t do us any good to get stressed out about situations we can’t control.

Hey, if God was going to take me after my heart attack, it was going to happen, and there wasn’t anything I could have done about it. Romans 8:28 taught me that God is in control of all things in my life. He is sovereign over all: “We know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him.”

My faith in the Almighty brings me more peace and si-renity than anything else in this life. As it says in 1 Peter 1:8, “Though you have not seen him, you love him; and even though you do not see him now, you believe in him and are filled with an inexpressible and glorious joy.”

I’ve come to know that I can only control my own actions. I can control what I think about and what my reactions will be to certain situations, but God controls everything else. Even though we might feel like life has thrown a truckload of heartache or trouble at us, we have to realize that we don’t have control over what’s happening around us and we don’t have control over others’ actions. We can’t change other people; they have to change themselves.

Hey, relax and don’t take things so seriously. Have fun and be joyful. People go through stress-filled lives trying to fill voids with sex, drugs, money, and careers. The only thing that can fill the voids in our lives is our faith in Jesus Christ.

My faith in the Almighty was never stronger than two years ago when I lost two of my brothers in the span of thirteen months. My brother Harold died of complications from Alzheimer’s disease on October 27, 2013. He was seventy-four years old. Then my oldest brother, Jimmy Frank, died of a sudden heart attack on November 21, 2014, at the age of seventy-eight.

These brothers were two of my heroes. Both of them served in the United States Air Force and attended Louisiana State University. Jimmy Frank served in the air force out of high school, and then used the GI Bill to pay his way through LSU. Harold went to LSU and then joined the air force after college.

Harold and Jimmy Frank proved to us younger kids that we were capable of escaping poverty and making better lives for ourselves. They were great role models. Hey, I give my parents, James and Merritt Robertson, a lot of credit for the way they raised us. Even though we were poor, they stressed the importance of education, especially my mother. I wish I had listened to her advice more closely over the years.

After Jimmy Frank and Harold graduated from LSU, my other older brothers, Tommy and Phil, enrolled at Louisiana Tech University in Ruston, Louisiana. They played on the football team together, and Phil graduated with a bachelor’s degree in physical education and a master’s degree in education. I enrolled at Louisiana Tech in 1967, but was more interested in having a good time while I was there. I dropped out of college after only three quarters, and then Uncle Sam sent me to Vietnam in October 1968.

Jimmy Frank earned a master’s degree in journalism from LSU and became an accomplished writer. He wrote for newspapers in Louisiana and Texas for more than fifty years, as well as trade publications and corporate magazines. He also wrote a book about Phil’s life—The Legend of the Duck Commander: The Life and Times of Phil Robertson. This book was revised to become Happy, Happy, Happy and was published in 2011. Jimmy Frank and his wife, Connie, lived in Elgin, Texas, and had six sons and eight grandchildren. Jimmy Frank was a caring man and loved being outdoors as much as we do.

Harold loved God, his family, the outdoors, and LSU football, probably in that order. He was an officer in the air force and had a successful professional career in many areas. Harold worked as a Boy Scout district executive, high school coach and administrator, plant manager, home health administrator, and politician. More than anything else, Harold loved people and had a gift for bringing them together and leading them. After Harold’s retirement, he became a preacher and shared the Good News with many folks in Farmerville, Louisiana.

Harold spent the last few months of his life at the War Veterans Home in Monroe, Louisiana. It pained me to see the toll that Alzheimer’s disease took on my big brother. Harold and his wife, Mary, were married for forty-six years and had two daughters and two grandchildren.

My siblings and I have always been very close. I put that at my mother’s feet. Whenever I fought with one of my brothers or sisters when I was a kid, which wasn’t very often, my momma liked to recite 1 John 4:20: “Whoever claims to love God yet hates a brother or sister is a liar. For whoever does not love their brother and sister, whom they have seen, cannot love God, whom they have not seen.” I loved my older brothers very much.

Even though I miss seeing Harold and Jimmy Frank and spending time with them, I don’t grieve their deaths. Both of my parents are gone, and my older sister Judy Gimber died of cancer in 2006. She was sixty-four. I mourned their deaths and was saddened when they left this earth, but I know in my heart that they trusted Jesus as their savior. Even though their bodies went into caskets and were buried in the ground, I know their spirits are with the Almighty.

I don’t remember the specific days my parents, brothers, and sisters died. Because of my faith, their deaths were not catastrophic events for me. It might seem callous to hear someone say it, but not to me. Did their deaths affect me? Yeah, they affected me, but not like death might affect others. I know in my heart that they passed from this earth, and that I will see them again in heaven.

Hey, my faith in God provides me with steadfast belief that my life on this physical earth is only the beginning. I know I will have eternal life with the Almighty. I’ve told my wife and children, “When I die, don’t go to my grave and mourn. My physical body might be there, but the essence of who I am will be with the Almighty.”

The neatest thing about Duck Dynasty is that it has strengthened my belief in God. Through all the opportunities I’ve been given, I’ve seen Him do amazing things. For example, we’ve had dozens of kids come to us through the Make-A-Wish Foundation. Some of those kids were stricken with cancer, and we prayed with them for mercy and for God to heal their bodies. In some cases, the kids were cured of cancer.

People ask us all the time, “Why don’t y’all get off the Gospel?” Hey, I’ve seen too much and experienced too much to not believe it and share it with others. I think Phil probably says it best: “All the money in the world will not get you out of the grave. All the fame in the world will not get you out of the grave. The only way to beat sin and death is by accepting Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior.”

Hey, Phil’s right—that’s the only way to beat the grave, Jack. It’s my story, and I’m sticking to it.



HALLU-SI-NATIONS

Si-Language

Hey, if you’re going to become part of my posse, you have to know two languages: English and Si-Language. The first one is easy enough to understand because it’s America’s native language. However, understanding Si-Language might be a little tricky for some. It’s unique in itself and it’s constantly evolving.

Of course, Si-Language is most famously known for its excessive use of “Hey,” the most important word in my vocabulary. It’s automatic. It’s like a fabric woven into my character. “Hey” comes out when I open my mouth. It’s a natural reflection.

Hey can mean yes, hey can mean maybe, hey can mean no, hey can mean next week. The bottom line is, you gotta understand me to understand hey. When you hear me say it, y’all give it the meaning you want it to have.

One of the most important aspects of understanding Si-Language is recognizing the emphasis of my words. Most of the time it’s not about what I say, but how I say it and when I say it. Hey, I’ll add the word “Jack” to the beginning, middle, or end of a lot of phrases. Depending on where I use it, Jack can mean a lot of things. I might say, “Best of luck with that, Jack” or “Hey, Jack, you can take that to the bank.”

One of the first things you have to understand about my lingo is that when I greet people, I’ll say, “What about it?” It basically means hello in passing, okay? It’s my informal way saying, “What’s up?” without really wanting to know the answer.

But if I’m talking to someone I have a prior relationship with, I might say, “All right, boys, what about it?” I’m basically asking my buddies what they’ve been doing lately. Have they killed any ducks or caught any fish? Have they watched any good TV crime dramas? When I open my greeting with “All right, boys,” that means I want them to answer. I want them to be specific with their answers.

Now, if I say, “Okay, okay, okay,” it means I might be nervous about something. It’s pretty easy to recognize, and I’m not nervous very often. However, my use of okay gets a little complicated at times. I might say, “Okay, okay, okay,” when I’m trying to prove my point. I use that approach quite often with my nephew Jase because his head is harder than concrete.

Another catchphrase I use a lot is “Yep, yep.” When I use a double yep, it means I’m not really that interested in what someone is telling me. When I say, “Yep, yep,” that means I’m ready for him or her to quit talking. If my sister-in-law Kay or nephew Alan is telling me a story that goes on forever, I’ll say, “Yep, yep.” That’s the signal for them to quit talking. The faster the yeps come out, the faster I want them to shut their traps.

Now, I might be yepping at someone, but then I’ll suddenly say, “Naw, naw.” That means they’ve somehow piqued my interest in what they’re telling me. When I say, “Hey, naw, naw,” that means I want them to finish telling me their story because I’m entertained.

Hey, when I start sharing a story with someone, I’ll usually start with, “No, no, hey.” That’s the cue for my boys to start listening because they’re about to be mesmerized by what they hear! Hey, look here, I tell stories like an M. Night Comealong movie. My buddies know I’m usually setting them up for a big twist. When they hear, “No, no, hey,” they realize they better start listening intently for details because the plot is about to get serious, Jack!

Of course, my wife, Christine, understands me better than anyone. When she’s with me, she usually works as my translator. Plus, she might be the only person in the world who has figured out how to make me stop talking. When Christine is telling me something and I rudely interrupt her, she’ll grab my hands and hold them down. Somehow, my mouth shuts. It’s the only way to keep me quiet. Hey, it’s easier said than done.
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