













HERE’S WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT THIS BOOK!

I have often been saddened by my own lack of sincere passion and my strivings for self-protection. I am very aware that my human experiences have spoken louder than the gospel as it pertains to my understanding of love. Scotty Smith has given us a gift, not only in the poetry of his language, but also in the transparency of his story. Within these pages are words that stir the soul, guiding us on our journeys toward understanding the love of God—a love powerful enough to restore passion in the dark and weathered corners of our lives.

—DAN HASELTINE, Songwriter and Lead Singer of Jars of Clay

Scotty’s words flow like those of a man who has had a lifelong search quenched at the ever-deepening fountain of God’s love and grace. His words are an irresistible invitation to the soul to come and drink deeply along with him. I’m reminded as I read what a treasure his friendship is because he consistently makes me want to know Jesus better.

—STEVEN CURTIS CHAPMAN, Author, Songwriter, and Recording Artist

Although I have never met Scotty Smith, I feel as if I know him after reading the words of his testimony. Objects of His Affection describes the personal revival that I believe the average church member is desperate to experience. My prayer as you read this book is that your heart might break free from its spiritual twilight zone into the glorious light of God’s love.

—ANNE GRAHAM LOTZ, AnGelMinistries

Objects of His Affection is a dynamite book. It’s not a comfortable book, but then, dynamite hardly ever is. If you use it to blast away the concrete that is often defined as religion and propriety, you’re in for a surprise. You’ll discover a God who loves what is under the concrete far more than you ever believed. Then you’ll be free. Trust me on this: Read this book.

—STEVE BROWN, Professor of Preaching, Reformed Theological Seminary, Orlando, Florida Teacher, Key Life radio program

If the unexamined life is not worth living, then it is to Jesus we must go, asking him through his Word to illumine, magnify, and examine us. Scotty Smith has obviously asked Jesus, and he has answered.

—MICHAEL CARD, Author, Teacher, and Recording Artist

We all need to be reminded that God delights in us and wants us to delight in him. In person, Scotty Smith’s gentle spirit and pastor’s heart do just that. In this book, his words gracefully reveal not only his own heart, but also the heart of our loving Father.

—TWILA PARIS, Author, Songwriter, and Recording Artist

Scotty Smith is my pastor and has been for over ten years. I look to him as my pastor because of lines like this from his new book: “I’ve been such a bound man. I’ve been a pastor proclaiming freedom for the prisoners while I lay buried under the jail.” I am a weak, struggling human in need of so much guidance from God. Thanks, Scotty, for your courage to reveal your humanity in a quick-to-judge world. When our leaders are open and honest about their frailty, it gives courage to us, the sheep.

—PETER JENKINS, Author of A Walk across America and Looking for Alaska

I didn’t count the pages, but anyway you number them, Objects of His Affection is a big book. Big books enlarge the heart and mind. They work on you from the inside out. They make your eyes leak from all the truth and beauty filling up your insides. This is Scotty Smith’s “well done, bravo” book. It’s about a wounded healer writing in response to the overwhelming grace of God. Scotty gets very real, and every reader benefits.

—CHARLIE PEACOCK, Musician and Author of At the Crossroads

I’ve admired Scotty as a brilliant theologian for over a decade, but I never felt I really knew him until reading this book. With aching vulnerability he exposes his desperate need for hope and healing. And his poignant testimony of a little boy’s broken heart and the subsequent years of self-protective religiosity is a powerful reminder to trust God with our despair and run to him for refuge. I love this book!

—KIM HILL, Recording Artist

How lucky we are to have a man in this position present himself as he really is, a humble and broken man with a heart that is just now beginning to heal. Instead of trying to portray himself as a great man, his true greatness shines through as he shares his life experience in full color.

—ALISON KRAUS, Songwriter and Recording Artist

With his heart open wide, Scotty Smith shares his pain, shame, and joy in order to help our hearts open wide to the healing, mercy, and beauty of God’s grace. Through powerful, personal experiences and deep scriptural insight, Scotty leads those of us whom life has left shattered, callused, or numb into the renewing love and peace of Jesus.

—BRYAN CHAPELL, President, Covenant Theological Seminary
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SCOTTY SMITH serves as senior pastor of the growing Christ Community Church in Franklin, Tennessee, and mentor to many of Nashville’s Christian music artists. In 1986 Scotty and his wife, Darlene, along with five other couples, planted Christ Community; this church now has more than four thousand members. Scotty has coauthored two books, one with songwriter and musician Michael Card titled Unveiled Hope and one with his close friend Steven Curtis Chapman titled Speechless. He also serves as adjunct professor at Covenant Theological Seminary in St. Louis. He and Darlene were married in 1972 and have two children, Scott and Kristin.
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FOREWORD

A dear friend writes this book. I knew Scotty Smith when I was a young, irreverent seminarian who drifted into the study of theology propelled by the winds of the drug movement, seared by the acrid rage of tear gas, and as empty as the slogans of peace and love. I was thrown into a school that was robust in its academic demands and severe in its call to theological accuracy. Truth was true, knowable, and communicable—and one had better do it right. I was a former member of the SDS (and if you are too young to know what that stands for, think of Simon the Zealot) sitting with older, more mature men who bathed daily, had short hair, and used pot to cook soup. I was out of place. I was in trouble. 

I will never forget hearing an intense, cool, older student talking about the Bible in ways that were compelling and honest. His words were well crafted, but the rhythm of his speech and the call of his heart were marked with a reality, a depth, and a humanity that I may have missed in others but I could not escape in him. I became his friend. I recall wondering if the gospel would ever come to mean as much to me as it did to Scotty. 

Little did I know of his life, and even less did the idea of knowing about a human life seem important. What was important was truth. Truth changed the heart and turned the twisted currents of one’s past into the peaceful waters of life. I wish someone had told me the truth about truth and about life, but it seemed we were mostly caught up in knowing what to believe, not whether those beliefs really made that much difference in our relationships. Yet there was a hint of something extravagant, generous, and kind about Scotty that prompted intrigue and envy. He lived near the heat of life in ways that attracted and frightened me. I know him well. I know and love his wife, Darlene. I have had the privilege of countless discussions with them about life, theology, the human heart, and the great call of the Kingdom of God. His writing and preaching continue to shape my comprehension of the gospel. However, little of what I have written is why I think this book is compelling. 

Scotty is a broken fool. He has been a man caught up in the gospel yet lost in a flight from reality. His story is an odd adventure of how one can be thrilled by the gospel but unaware of God’s mad, wild, reckless pursuit of us. How tragic to know God’s love and not know the love of God! I confess these words are less a description of Scotty than they are of me. Yet it is this man’s courageous journey to face his own cowardice, fragility, and need that pierced my own disbelief and complacency. Kafka said a good book is like an ax blow that shatters the frozen parts of our heart. This is a good book. It is a piercing, inviting, awesome invitation to know what I know but I somehow fail to enjoy—being the object of God’s immense, irresistible, incomprehensible passion. I can simply promise—read and you will never be the same again. 

Dr. Dan B. Allender

President, Mars Hill Graduate School
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PROLOGUE
Game Boy in Paradise


Dear Dad, 

It seems a bit strange to open this book with a letter to you. But as I have been writing over the last year, my words feel more and more like a correspondence between hearts—yours and mine. Having signed a contract to write for new friends, I had no idea at the time what I had really signed on for. Though I started out with a commitment to put into written form some of the things I have been learning about the love of God, the God of love had a different agenda in mind. Dad, a big part of his plan involved you and me—our relationship. 

How can I express my joy for what has only recently been happening between us? You are eighty-one and I am fifty, and we are becoming friends. Two guys who have struggled with relationships all our lives are finally connecting with each other in a way we’ve both longed for. A father and son who have only lived side by side are tasting a little face-to-face relationship. And Dad, I am hungry for more. 

For all the ways I’ve made it difficult for us to get close until now, I am sorry. Please forgive me. It’s hard not to be weighted down with the anchor of old regrets and the fruitless world of fresh “if only’s.” Let’s make the best use of the time we have left. 

Stewards together of a life-shaping tragedy, we did the best we could. At best, we became survivors. I was eleven and you were forty-two. But now, we can finally talk about it. As you said, “The life went out of all of us on that day.” It’s true. It really did. But now, that which tore us apart is bringing us together. The wound is becoming the healer. 

In the Bible, fifty is an important number. Every fifty years Israel was to celebrate a year of Jubilee—a year in which debts would be cancelled and prisoners set free. It was to be a yearlong celebration of mercy, grace, and freedom. I have been a bound man for most of my fifty years, even as the debt to love well has continued to mount. Thanks for helping loose some of my chains. 

So, Dad, this book has emerged out of many stories, not the least of which is ours. In it, I tell the story of God’s love. You and I have never talked a whole lot about eternal things with each other, but I hope these words and stories will enable us to dialogue some about God, his world, and the way he pursues us for rich relationship. 

This past summer, Scott and I were invited by some good friends up to Seward, Alaska, to fish for salmon and halibut in Resurrection Bay. It was incredible! Not only did we bring back fifty pounds of the filet of glory, but the whole time we shamelessly acted like two little boys in a candy shop. 

One of the most lasting impressions of our trip, a memory I want to hold on to the rest of my days in this world, occurred on our train ride from Seward to Anchorage—the day we left to catch our flight back to Nashville. For three hours Scott and I fought for the camera as we ran back and forth on both sides of our panoramic train car trying to capture on film the display of glory before our eyes. You’ve been there—you know what I’m talking about. Anyway, right in the middle of all of our grandiose oohing and aahing, I looked down and almost tripped over a young boy, I’d say about ten or so, sitting on the floor playing with a hand-held computer game. On one of the most beautiful days in the history of the world, right in the midst of so much mind-boggling splendor, and he was playing Game Boy! 

He was oblivious to it all—totally absorbed in his little game. I wanted to rip the expensive toy out of his hands and say, “Wake up! What are you doing? Look all around you. How can you settle for Game Boy while riding through paradise?” But his mom was sitting next to him reading her fashion magazine, so I decided to mind my own business and keep fighting with Scott for our camera. 

I came away from that train ride thinking a whole lot about God and his love. Dad, there is no greater adventure I’Ve even attempted than exposing my heart to the wild affections of God. And yet I’ve had to realize how much we’re all like that young boy on the train. We get absorbed and content in our own various and sundry games while God bombards us with opportunities to discover the wonders of his love. And the amazing thing is, God is pursuing us with passion and delight. He actually enjoys us! 

Trying to get God’s love from my head to my heart has been a lifetime struggle. I think you’ll relate as you read, because so many of my stories involve stuff we’ve been through together. 

I’ve been able to make a little sense of all the unconscionable suffering in the world as I’ve taken the necessary time to reflect on Jesus’ death on the cross. It’s been the suffering Jesus who has kept me from despair and cynicism. And strangely enough, Dad, I’m finding more freedom to love other people only as I spend more time grieving my losses—make that our losses. Go figure! God’s love is as paradoxical as it is freeing. 

I love you and look forward to being with you soon.

Love,

Scotty


THE LORD DID NOT SET HIS affection ON YOU
AND CHOOSE YOU BECAUSE YOU WERE MORE
NUMEROUS THAN OTHER PEOPLES.
FOR YOU WERE THE FEWEST OF ALL PEOPLE.
BUT IT WAS BECAUSE THE LORD loved YOU.

—DEUTERONOMY 7:7-8
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Thy mercy my God, is the theme of my song,
The joy of my heart, and the boast of my tongue.
Thy free grace, alone from the first to the last,
Hath won my affection and bound my soul fast. 

Thy mercy is more than a match for my heart,
Which wonders to feel its own hardness depart.
Dissolved by Thy goodness, I fall to the ground
And weep to the praise of the mercy I’ve found. 

John Stocker (1777)





INTRODUCTION
Coming Alive to the Love of God


This book is a study and story of the heart’s journey in coming alive to the compelling love of God. The chapters that follow wrestle with many of the difficulties and delights of knowing “this love that surpasses knowledge” (Ephesians 3:19). It is very much a work in process, for I am a fellow traveler. I do not pretend to have written a systematic study of the love of God; rather, I write out of my own longing for greater joy and freedom in God’s love. I write with more desire than expertise, with more brokenness than togetherness. 

Throughout this study, we’ll come again and again to a passage in Zephaniah that shocks our sensibilities and fills our hearts with longing: 


Sing, O Daughter of Zion;

shout aloud, O Israel!

Be glad and rejoice with all your heart,

O Daughter of Jerusalem!

The LORD has taken away your punishment, 

he has turned back your enemy.

The LORD, the King of Israel, is with you; 

never again will you fear any harm.

On that day they will say to Jerusalem,

“Do not fear, O Zion;

do not let your hands hang limp.

The LORD your God is with you, 

he is mighty to save.

He will take great delight in you,

he will quiet you with his love,

he will rejoice over you with singing.”

(Zephaniah 3:14—17)



The promises of this incredible passage of scripture are unparalleled. But before we can savor the glory of God’s promises, we must first taste the paradox in Zephaniah’s magnificent announcement. Prior to this amazing expression of love, God’s prophet Zephaniah had blasted the Israelite people for their disobedience. 


I will stretch out my hand against Judah

and against all who live in Jerusalem….

At that time I will search Jerusalem with lamps

and punish those who are complacent,

who are like wine left on its dregs,

who think, “The LORD will do nothing, 

either good or bad.”

Their wealth will be plundered,

their houses demolished.

They will build houses

but not live in them;

they will plant vineyards

but not drink the wine.

(Zephaniah 1:4, 12-13)





To take hold of the communitarian love and joy of the Godhead is one thing. To accept God’s painful assessment of our hearts is another. As in Zephaniah’s day, so in ours: Very few of us really believe that we deserve God’s punishment. Many of us actually feel he owes us an apology or two. 

OUR DESPERATE NEED


We’ve become acclimated to a condition we should never have gotten used to: a stagnant pool of religious forms and sentimentality along with buckets full of cultural legalisms. Inoculated with enough “god-speak” to immunize our consciences, we can’t hear the thunderous river of God’s grace roaring invitingly in the Bibles we read and the hymns we sing—a grace that beckons us to enter, be washed, and set free. Let’s face it, apart from God’s Spirit mightily at work in our hearts, we’re morons! 

Either out of ignorance or unbelief or quite possibly both, we simply have precious little firsthand experience with the magnitude of our Father’s love for his people. And some of us are simply not concerned about the whole matter because we’ve been seduced and dulled by affairs of the heart. 

But lacking awareness of our need does not diminish its intensity. We desperately need to have the eyes of our hearts opened to the magnitude of God’s love revealed in Jesus Christ. 

Please don’t get the idea that this book will help you enter a state of spiritual bliss and carry you above the struggles of everyday life. To the contrary, God’s love takes us into the chaos of a broken world and messy relationships rather than providing a way of superspiritual escape. Only the gospel of God’s grace can keep us from despair. 

SOJOURNING TOGETHER


Are you ready for the journey? Indeed, how do our hearts come alive to the compelling love of God? I suggest the following elements: 

Spirit. Only the Holy Spirit can reveal both our needs and the supply of God’s love to meet our needs. Conviction is a work of the Spirit, and love is a fruit of the Spirit (Galatians 5:22). In fact, it is the Spirit’s work to inundate our hearts with God’s love for us: “And hope does not disappoint us, because God has poured out his love into our hearts by the Holy Spirit, whom he has given us” (Romans 5:5). In this verse, Paul chose the same word used in Acts 2:17 to describe the outpouring of the Holy Spirit on the Day of Pentecost. The Holy Spirit is not begrudging in making known the immensity of God’s love. Ask God’s Holy Spirit to be at work in your heart as you read; you might even ask a few other friends in Christ to pray for you in the coming weeks. You may want to consider reading the book with a few of your friends or in your small group, utilizing the discussion questions included in the back of the book. 

Scripture. Let us together give ourselves to the study of and reflection on the Scriptures. To know the love of God, we must seek the God of love’s instruction. The Bible is his book, revealing what he wants us to know about all things. Treat his words with far more respect than mine. 

Story. This book contains many stories—stories from my own life as well as stories from the lives of others whom I’ve met along my journey. It hasn’t been easy to be vulnerable regarding my weaknesses and failures in love. Writing this book has felt as if the zip file of my heart has been decompressed and turned loose before the face of God and many friends. I have never hurt so badly, nor have I ever felt so close to the Lord. Having just turned fifty, little did I realize that my Jubilee year would prove to be so intense; but freedom for the heart is not easily won. Jesus has come to set prisoners free, and I have had to confront the depth and the many forms of my own imprisonment. But if the Son sets you free, you are free indeed! 

My purpose in the use of storytelling is twofold: First, I pray it will help you uncover the hidden stories of your life. Often, it is as we remember our stories—painful as well as happy stories—that we discover our need for forgiveness, freedom, and healing. Second, I pray you will learn to access your own story in the context of God’s Story. Each of us is a part of a larger narrative that God is writing. Perhaps you and those friends I earlier recommended you read this book with can learn how to share your stories with one another as well. 

Silence. The hardest work this journey will require is making time for stillness. You can read this book in a few hours, but to reflect, journal, meditate, pray, and experience the quieting love of God will take time and quiet. 

Each chapter concludes with a prayer written to guide you in meditating upon and applying its main themes to your heart and life. I suggest you use these prayers to lead you into adoration and action. 

Surrender. As you read, you quite probably will experience profound moments as God begins to show you the height, depth, width, and breadth of his love for you in Jesus. God is committed to removing the obstacles in our hearts that keep us from loving well. We must be committed to surrendering our all to his love. We are to love as he loves us. 

In essence, this is the story of God’s pursuing and passionate mercy revealed in his Word and through his Son. It is the story of how subjects of futility and foolishness become objects of God’s affection. It’s about how God makes worshipers out of idolaters, a wife out of a whore. 

Wherever you find yourself in life, your loving Father is in hot pursuit of you. Open wide your heart. Dive into the depths of his love. Rest in his gentle embrace. Hear his invitation: 


Come, ye thirsty, come, and welcome,
God’s free bounty glorify;
True belief and true repentance,
Ev’ry grace that brings you nigh. 

Let not conscience make you linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream;
All the fitness he requireth
Is to feel your need of him. 

Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Lost and ruined by the fall;
If you tarry till you’re better,
You will never come at all. 

Lo! The incarnate God ascended,
Pleads the merit of his blood;
Venture on him, venture wholly;
Let no other trust intrude.

I will arise and go to Jesus,
He will embrace me in his arms;
In the arms of my dear Savior,
O there are ten thousand charms.1 




BUT THE Lord GOD CALLED TO THE MAN, “WHERE ARE YOU?”
HE ANSWERED,
“I HEARD YOU IN THE GARDEN,
AND I WAS afraid BECAUSE I WAS NAKED—SO I HID.”

—GENESIS 3:9-10
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O to grace how great a debtor
Daily I’m constrained to be!
Let Thy goodness like a fettor
Bind my wand’ring heart to Thee;
Prone to wander, Lord I feel it,
Prone to leave the God I love;
Here’s my heart, O take and seal it,
Seal it for Thy courts above. 

Robert Robinson (1735-1790)





CHAPTER ONE The Restlessness Begins


Can you tell me where Martha Amanda Ward Smith is buried?” Had I ever spoken her whole name out loud? 

“Who?”

“She’s my mother; she was buried here in 1961. Martha Ward Smith.” The attendant came back with a map on which he’d circled her grave and marked it with a yellow highlighter. I walked to the car feeling as if I’d just come from AAA with a map to a distant destination. How tacky: a map to my mother’s grave. My eyes were already damp, my heart pregnant with embarrassment and anticipation. 

Within two minutes, our car arrived at the designated spot. My wife, Darlene, and I walked to her grave. With my arm around Darlene, I looked down at the matured green grass. I eyed the dates of the marker: September 10, 1923-October 10, 1961. What a short life—barely thirty-eight years. Stunned by the math, I said, “Honey, she’s been dead longer than she lived.” By then, I was leaning on Darlene, my knees buckling beneath me. This was the first time I’d been to Mom’s grave since the day we buried her. 

My mind drifted back to a day thirty-nine years ago. It had been a crisp, fall day in Graham, North Carolina. I rode my bike home from school as fast as I could with the hope of catching some big bream or maybe a bass or two out of Johnson’s Pond about a half a mile from our home. I remember thinking it strange that my mother’s car wasn’t in the driveway. But it was Friday—the day Mom usually got her hair done in Greensboro—so I figured that maybe she’d stayed a little longer to visit friends. With a handful of cookies and a milk mustache, I grabbed my Zebco 33 Spinner and made a dash for my favorite fishing hole. 

Within twenty minutes my rod bent double under the weight of some hungry aquatic creature. It felt huge! With my heart pumping, I had visions of a ten-pound bass, while simply hoping it wasn’t one of those ugly snapping turtles that had taken up residence in our neighborhood pond. 

After a hearty struggle, my afternoon catch relented and surfaced. I had caught the biggest catfish of my life. I didn’t even know there were catfish in Johnson’s Pond. Escaping harm from my whiskered friend’s barbs, I unhooked him and ran a stick through his gills so I could take him home and show the spoils of my afternoon adventure to Mom. 

But as I got closer to the house with my rod in one hand and my slimy, big fish in the other, I could see that Mom’s 1960 white Rambler American still wasn’t in the driveway. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Mrs. Peters walking across her yard into ours. She was our pastor’s wife, and the church’s manse was just across the street from us. She didn’t look her normal cheerful self. 

“Scotty, something bad has happened today.”

Immediately—I don’t know why—I asked, “Is it Mom? Is she OK?”

“No, Scotty, she’s not. Your mother was killed in a car wreck late this morning as she was driving home from Greensboro. I am so sorry. Why don’t you come on home with me?” 

How does an eleven-year-old absorb such news? I remember the feeling of shock. I couldn’t cry. I didn’t want to ask questions. I just went numb. 

Before long, my only sibling, Moose (legally Steve, but nick named after the Archie’s comic-book character since the eighth grade), came to the Peters’ home after junior varsity football practice. Though as close as sixth grade and ninth grade brothers can be, we just kind of looked at each other. No tears, no words; we just sat there in silent aloneness. 

The sun went down, and Mrs. Peters made us supper while we waited for our dad to get home. As we sat at the kitchen table, the screen door opened and in walked Pop. “Boys, do you know what has happened?” 

We nodded yes. And then he walked right by us into his own paralyzing grief. We never touched, we never talked, we never teared—at least, not together. Never. 

To this day I have no idea what happened to my fish or to my Zebco 33 Spinner—but I do know what happened to my heart. That cool fall day, late in October 1961, represents the beginning of a journey the three of us took into denial, isolation, and survival. Nothing shaped each of us relationally more than the day Mom died. Nothing. 

LOUD NONSENSE


Reverend Peters tried his best to pastor me through the process. I wasn’t a Christian at the time, so his religious words offered little more than sentimental and superstitious comfort to me. “Scotty, your mother is in a better place. I know it’s hard, so hard. We will gather at the funeral home and …” 

As soon as he said the words “funeral home,” I got rigid. Nothing and no one could make me go to that eerie facility with people I didn’t want to be around to see my mother lying in a satin-lined box with her eyes closed. I simply refused to go to the funeral home—not even once. 




TO THIS DAY I HAVE NO IDEA WHAT HAPPENED TO MY FISH OR TO MY ZEBCO 33 SPINNER—BUT I DO KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TO MY HEART.





As we climbed into the black limousine on the day of the funeral, I wanted to disappear. I wanted to be anywhere other than sitting on the front row of my own mother’s funeral service, but I had no choice. I can remember repeating to myself, “Don’t look at the casket. Don’t look at the casket.” 

It felt so awful to be stared at and pitied by all those people as we walked into the church. I sat down, set my gaze on the floor, rocked my feet, and filled my mind with loud nonsense. Anything to survive the moment, anything to drown out the sounds and deny the sight of death.

When you are eleven and pushing early adolescence, crying is just about the most uncool thing in the world. When you are eleven and your mom is dead, crying is what you need to do most. 

I remember nothing about the service except the color red, the bright red of the carpet that covered the floor of our stately old sanctuary. Another limo ride—this time to the cemetery. I dreaded this more than the funeral itself. From that day on, I have hated and avoided all good-byes. Sitting pensively in my designated graveside chair, I simply “went somewhere else” during the burial service, defiantly ignoring the canvas-covered pile of dirt that would soon be shoveled upon my mom’s lifeless body. I tried my best to detach from the proceedings until I made it home and got out of those dreadful, uncomfortable “church clothes.” At home, I immediately shifted to another form of detachment: I busied myself with something. With what, I couldn’t tell you. It doesn’t really matter. 

As the day of the funeral came to a reprieveless end, each of us simply went to bed—not to sleep, but to bed. Once again, no talk, no touch, no tears were shared between us. I remember hearing the wails of my father and being afraid. 

From that day on, all three of us stayed busy, and we became increasingly restless. For the next thirty-nine years, Dad and I would not have a single conversation about Mom. Not one. 

I share with you, dear reader, the journey of my restless heart because I know that you, too—if not consumed with restlessness to the degree I was—hold restlessness in certain chambers of your heart.

SPIRITUAL VENEER


Eight years after Mom’s death, the phone rang. “Scotty, are you sitting down? I hate to be the one to tell you, but Debbie is dead. She rolled her Austin Healey going back to school last night. One of her friends also died in the wreck, and another is hurt really bad. Her folks want to know if you will be a pallbearer for the funeral.” 
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