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COME BACK SLOW

Finding Your Way Back to Jesus Christ One Step at a Time
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For every soul who has wondered if it is too late to come home.

It is not.
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Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.

— Matthew 11:28

I'm still here. Take your time.

— Snowenvy, "Come Back Slow"
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Author's Note

I did not set out to write a book for people who have everything figured out. I set out to write for the rest of us — the ones who have stumbled, stalled, walked away, walked back, and walked away again. The ones who carry guilt in one pocket and longing in the other. The ones who love Jesus Christ but are not sure He still loves them quite the same way back.

I wrote this book because I have been all of those people at one time or another. Most members of the Church have been, even if they will not say so out loud. We sit on a pew next to someone who looks composed and we assume the journey has been easy for them. It rarely has. Most disciples of Christ are limping in some quiet way.

The songs from Snowenvy that you will see at the beginning of every chapter were written for myself, for friends of mine and for people in exactly that place — tired, overwhelmed, drifting, or unsure whether they still have permission to come back. Some of those songs are written from the perspective of the Savior speaking to a weary soul. I prayed about whether to include them, and the Spirit confirmed to me that they belong here. They are not scripture, and I do not present them as such. But they carry the same invitation the Savior has always given: Come.

I have also drawn on the words of modern prophets and apostles throughout this book. The voice of the living oracles is one of the great gifts God has given His Church in our time, and I have leaned on it gratefully. Where I have quoted from General Conference, I have done so with reverence and care. Any errors of attribution or wording are mine, and I will correct them in future editions if any are found.

If you are tired tonight, this book is for you.

If you have not been to church in a long time, this book is for you.

If you cannot remember the last time you prayed and meant it, this book is especially for you.

If you feel broken, or maimed, or limping, or so worn out that you cannot move at all — this book is for you most of all. The Savior wants you whether you walk in upright or whether you have to be carried. There is no version of you He does not want.

The Savior is not standing at the finish line tapping His foot. He is walking the road with you.

Come back slow.

— A. Howard North
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A Note on the Snowenvy Songs

Every chapter of this book opens with a lyric excerpt from songs released by the band Snowenvy as a series of singles for people who are trying to come back to faith, or who feel overwhelmed by life. The songs are used here with attribution at the end of each excerpt. They are quoted for emotional and spiritual mood, not as doctrine. Some are written from the perspective of Jesus Christ speaking to a weary soul; I include them prayerfully and with conviction that they may bless readers who need to hear the Savior's voice in a register that feels close to them.

These songs are separate from my own gospel music released under the name A. Howard North.
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Chapter 1: The Long Way Home
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I was walking with my head down low
Cold night air, nowhere to go
Every step felt like I was late
Lost between fear and faith
Then I heard You say my name
Not too loud, but just the same
Like You'd been there all along
Waiting for me to come back home
— Snowenvy, "He Left the 99 for Me"


There is a parable the Savior told that almost everyone knows, even people who never read the Bible. It is the story of the prodigal son. We hear it so often that we sometimes stop hearing it. But if you listen to it again — slowly, the way the Savior meant it to be heard — it may be the most important story you ever read about coming home.

Luke records it this way:


And he said, A certain man had two sons: And the younger of them said to his father, Father, give me the portion of goods that falleth to me. And he divided unto them his living. And not many days after the younger son gathered all together, and took his journey into a far country, and there wasted his substance with riotous living.

And when he had spent all, there arose a mighty famine in that land; and he began to be in want. And he went and joined himself to a citizen of that country; and he sent him into his fields to feed swine. And he would fain have filled his belly with the husks that the swine did eat: and no man gave unto him. (Luke 15:11–16)


Notice what Jesus does not say. He does not say the boy was stupid. He does not say the boy was wicked beyond saving. He says the boy was hungry. He says the boy was in want. He says no man gave unto him.

That is what happens to most of us when we drift. It is not usually one great catastrophe. It is a long, slow leaving. We take a portion of what God has given us — our time, our energy, our covenants, our agency — and we spend it on things that promised more than they delivered. And then one day we look up and realize the world has not loved us back. Whatever we ran toward, we ran past.

And then comes the most beautiful verse in the New Testament.


And when he came to himself, he said, How many hired servants of my father's have bread enough and to spare, and I perish with hunger! I will arise and go to my father, and will say unto him, Father, I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, And am no more worthy to be called thy son: make me as one of thy hired servants. (Luke 15:17–19)


When he came to himself.

Some translations render that as when he came to his senses. I love the old phrasing better. When he came to himself. Because the truth is that sin and distance and exhaustion do not just take us away from God. They take us away from us. The person God created — the person you really are — gets buried under what you have been told you are, what you have done, what you fear you have become.

Coming back to Christ is, in part, coming back to yourself.

The boy decides to go home. He does not have a speech ready that will impress his father. He does not promise to be perfect. He does not say he will repay every dime. He simply says, I will arise and go to my father. He starts walking.

And here is what the Savior wants you to see most of all:


And he arose, and came to his father. But when he was yet a great way off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him. (Luke 15:20)


When he was yet a great way off.

The father did not wait for the son to arrive on the doorstep. He did not wait for the apology. He did not wait for proof of repentance. He saw him in the distance — saw him while he was still dirty, still rehearsing his speech, still ashamed — and the father ran.

In the culture of the ancient Near East, dignified men did not run. Running required hiking up your robes and showing your legs, and it was beneath a man of standing. But this father did not care. He hiked up his robe and he ran toward his boy. Because the boy was coming home, and nothing else mattered.

That is what Jesus Christ is like.

President Dieter F. Uchtdorf, in an October 2011 conference address called You Matter to Him, taught this truth with characteristic tenderness. He said that "compared to God, man is nothing; yet we are everything to God." He reminded us that "though we may see ourselves as only specks in the vast expanse of eternity, we matter to our Heavenly Father." That is the doctrine in this parable. The boy thought he had become no more worthy to be called thy son. The Father did not see it that way. The Father saw him as everything.

Maybe you have been gone a long time. Maybe you have been gone in ways nobody in your ward knows about. Maybe you have been gone in ways your family does not understand. Maybe you have been gone in ways you cannot even explain to yourself. Maybe what you broke cannot be put back together by you, and you have stopped trying.

I want you to hear something carefully.

The Savior is not standing at the door with His arms folded. He is watching the horizon. He is watching for the first sign that you are turning. And the moment He sees you facing the right direction — the moment your foot turns toward home — He starts to run.

You do not have to have the speech ready. You do not have to have every problem solved. You do not have to come back with all the answers. You just have to come back.

And you do not have to come back quickly.

The prodigal son walked home. He did not sprint. He did not arrive in one day. The road between the far country and the father's house was the same long road he had taken in the other direction, and now he had to walk it back. We sometimes imagine repentance as a sudden, dramatic event — a single tearful prayer that fixes everything. Sometimes it is. But more often, repentance is a long walk in a new direction. The Hebrew word for repentance, shuv, simply means to turn. The Greek word, metanoia, means to change one's mind. Neither word says anything about how fast you have to move.

Turn. Face the right direction. Take the next step.

That is repentance.

That is coming home.

Some of us have been taught to be afraid of God the Father. We have been taught that He is disappointed in us, that He keeps a running list of our failures, that He is waiting for us to slip up one more time so He can finally turn away. That is not the Father Jesus Christ revealed to us. The Father Jesus revealed to us is the one in this parable. The one who watches the road. The one who runs.

In the Book of Mormon, the prophet Alma teaches:


Yea, and as often as my people repent will I
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