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I dedicate this book to Bear, my dog.

And to Jesus Christ, my God.

Both Shepherds.
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“The existence of God is not subjective. He either exists or he doesn’t. It’s not a matter of opinion. You can have your own opinions. But you can’t have your own facts.”

Ricky Gervais, comedian

“For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms.”

Ephesians 6:12

“If God can create everything in seven days, you can create a new life with Him in seven days.”
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Introduction



“I don’t even understand the connection with ‘died for your sins.’ He died for your sin, well, how does one affect the other? ‘I hit myself in the foot with a shovel for your mortgage’…”

Doug Stanhope, Comedian




When you were dead in your sins and in the uncircumcision of your flesh, God made you alive with Christ. He forgave us all our sins, having canceled the charge of our legal indebtedness, which stood against us and condemned us; he has taken it away, nailing it to the cross.

Colossians 2:13-16



“This book is for everybody” seems to me to be about the most grandiose statement any writer could make about their own work. So, we may as well start there. Not hubristically though, but from a place of brokenness and humility that I thought I’d never know.

x
The title of this book, How to Become a Christian in Seven Days, is figurative. It might take you longer, or you may already be Christian—you could, as I say, be anybody—because being Christian is not about you or even me, but about who loves us both.

I’ve spent, indeed it’s hard not to say “wasted,” my whole life trying to prize love from a loveless world on the basis of personal merits that I do not, and could not, possess.

Newly, and with a rawness that still hurts, that Love is now mine, and if one so hopeless as I can be the recipient of such Grace, then you can too.

In the Bible, the number seven means “complete” and “days” often means “distinct temporal movement”—as in Genesis’s “God made the world in seven days.” This cannot be intended to mean in seven twenty-four-hour periods, as of course, those periods are physically determined by the earth’s rotation on its axis and the relationship between its surface and the light source around which it orbits. See, this book has already paid for itself in cosmological bullion—“Now I know what a day is!”

The book you’ll ultimately have to read is the Bible; it contains the secrets of the universe and makes sense of everything, as much as things can ever really be made sense of. I mean, you could spend forever and a day quibbling about the absence of diplodocuses in Genesis or the lack of descriptions of supernovas in Leviticus, but it won’t help you a jot when it comes to the more pressing problem of nagging futility at the core of your being. The Bible is the book you must read to address that, if it comes to a choice between the Bible and this humble tome, then stop reading and chuck this out of the nearest window, or into a window if you’re outside. For the Bible is all about Jesus Christ, and my job is to use my experience to, gulp, lead you to Him. And I’ll tell you xinow that if this doesn’t make sense to you, welcome, we are in this boat, in this storm together, awaiting Him. This does not make sense in a conventional way and I am not here to demystify Christ; if anything, we must re-mystify Him.

Amidst the infinite, which is where even competing and elsewise opposed epistemologies place us, even universal laws are little more than local customs. When we say the Earth goes around the sun, which most people (but not all!) see as the basis of our galactic reality, within infinity (total unboundedness) this is about as relevant as saying, “In my house we eat Chinese food on Fridays.” It may be true, but in a reality with no observable end and only a speculative beginning, it is meaningless.

“Negentropic” is the word used for the temporary and spatial “suspension” of entropy, itself the observable tendency of the molecules that make up “matter” to “move apart.” This is often used to infer that we inhabit a “chaotic” reality. That there is no point to life, no point to anything. That nature contains itself and has no external inceptor, no creator. But that position requires faith too. As they say, we can’t know what happened “the Tuesday before the big bang.” We can’t know why we live in a localized system that seems to temporarily favor order—weather and climate systems, biology, gravity, and hundreds of other necessary rules that give rise to life in opposition to, and at odds with the wider assumption of meaningless, endless expansion.

Does this make you feel that, no matter what you do or say or get or lose, human existence, life, is meaningless without God? Somehow, I’ve always known this and since coming to Him, since my “coming-to” period, I can handle it.

In this book, I will offer you my humble testimony—what it was like, what happened, and what it’s like now. And, through my xiirichly blessed experience in “Recovery”—the process of getting clean and sober through 12-step programs—I have attempted to address, combine, and describe a profound, involuntary, and supernatural change in my state (coming to Christ) with a reliable and repeatable technique for creating the precondition and circumstance for such a change, the 12-step system.

You see, for me it didn’t take seven days or fifty years, it took an instant, an instant that He provided. He that is beyond space, time, and matter, for He created them all.

My testimony then is intercut with exercises, prayers, and questions, based on my 12-step experience—which while unique is broadly repeatable—in the hope that my conversion, which was theophanic (I just learned this word myself, don’t be embarrassed, it means “God came to me”) and therefore only detectable in silhouette, which by His Grace I will lapidarily (I’ve known this one a little longer, it means “written in stone”) trace in the only form available: language. Whether written or spoken, the horror of botched translation, that only the polylinguist knows, is as nothing compared to the ascending “Bends” that clench and wring the depressurizing lobes when attempting to convert the Word of God to the language of man. So, The Word was made flesh.

My previous book, Recovery, contained a personal account, diagnosis, and guide to using a—forgive the word—“tool” that I can claim no credit for creating. In a way, getting off drugs is like becoming Christian. Both procedures require a type of apostasy—a rejection of one’s prior faith. The faith that the best thing one can do to live in this world is to take drugs to numb, negate, and defer the weary, dreary awe of this thrilling, grilling, chilling, crushing life. The 12 steps masterly lead us out of that false belief system; this is how they sum up step 1:
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We admitted we were powerless over drugs/alcohol/whatever, and our lives had become unmanageable.



Those geniuses, of course, said “our” rather than “your” to soften the jab we feel when diagnosed so harshly as weak (powerless) and out of control (unmanageable). In Recovery, I abbreviated, perhaps at some cost, and no doubt with undue profanity, this elegantly composed piece of American folk prose to “Admit you’re f*cked.” I know, you’re welcome.

It’s easy to do that eventually when you’re a heroin addict or a drunk. In this book, How to Become a Christian in Seven Days, the “tool” I am directing you to is Jesus. The apostasy I’m suggesting you undertake, having just undertaken it myself, is from the world. The world. You are not joining a religion, you are leaving one. We are not coming to faith; we are coming home.

Having cringed at my own blasphemy when attempting to interpret the 12 steps, I’ve shown myself a hopeless literary recidivist by committing the only heresy that could be more grievous: I’m attempting to reinterpret the Bible. All Christians do that. It’s called testimony. Phew, for a minute I thought I was an out-of-control egomaniac trying to rewrite the Bible and charge you for the privilege.

When we recover from addiction, we first reject drugs and alcohol (or whatever), then, eventually the person, the “self” who is dependent upon them. The old man (or woman) must die so that we may be reborn.

Then we turn to God—as we see in the formal précis of step 2:


We came to believe a power greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity.
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I will show you how I began to see my whole reality as a type of drug and Jesus Christ as “the truth, the life and the way.” We are dealing with the supernatural, which is by definition difficult to comprehend.

Someone kindly assisting me with the writing of this book suggested that my moment of epiphany, or theophany, might be compared to the moment the great chef and excellent writer Anthony Bourdain knew that he loved food. Bourdain appropriately described this sensual experience using his senses, so his enjoyment of his cherry-popping oyster becomes something like, “the lolloping, vaginal slurp and sluice of briny, unclammed and shucked oyster juice.” Maybe even describing “the pinch of his new shoes” as he “neck-backed his gullet run,” or “what the wallpaper was like in the restaurant.” That’s not literally what he wrote, that’s me doing my best to write sensually, to show I can do it when it comes to mouth munchy din dins—a skill, but not the skill required here. Interfacing with the supernatural is not like a chef describing how they became a chef because eating food made them feel nice. Even though Anthony Bourdain, God rest his suicided soul, does as good a job of that as any man could. The supernatural is beyond words and beyond comprehension. Even James Joyce or Lewis Carroll in full “Jabberwocky” mode would struggle to capture the extra sensory onomatopoeia required to weave and unweave threads as fine as the shadow of smoke on a pane of light cast by a candle on a Sunday couch.

And Joyce and Carroll are alas, alack, no longer available. But we do have Saint Paul. Saint Paul says, “It may be glimpsed as if through a glass darkly.” What Paul is conjuring is what one might encounter if, when looking in a mirror, one began to sense that what was looking back was breaching without piercing a barely xvdetectable membrane, within, without, reflected, refracted, opaque and perfect—whose eyes do you suppose they are, looking back at you? Could this be Christ? We do not have an instrument to discern the flavor of this new light. The light by which all other light is seen. “Who is looking back at you from that mirror?” Saint Paul asks us. Elsewhere he is clear; indeed, it is Christ. You cannot think of yourself here. You cannot reason your way here, although Jesus is “Logos”—a supreme logical principle—the logic applied is not human, not fallen human at least. To see Him clearly we must bear His image once more. To do this, we cannot be in sin; to do this we must surrender. Then we will know “The peace which passeth all understanding,” or the peace that transcends “reason.”

So, by God‘s grace, and by the considerable work of those who have gone before, I have:


	Put the essence of the 12 steps into a seven-day program.

	Told my story of coming to Jesus.

	Sorted and sourced some exercises and questions—a bit like The Artist’s Way—which will give my testimony a structure and shape that you can follow and implement.



If you are in Christ, you already know that we seem to flicker in and out of this perfect presence; as with Paul’s mirror metaphor, Christ’s image is subverted by our own. If you are not in Christ, then you may begin to feel that deep down, through brokenness or unawareness, you actually worship yourself. Even if you hate yourself. We kneel at the altar of perverse self-worship and try to summon from our dead flesh something that is categorically not there.

xvi
May Christ find you.

When famous, I was an inadvertent priest and evangelist in the sick Church of our culture and its hedonistic creed. Have sex, be famous, worship yourself; what a silly boy. Maybe you are still cloistered and devoted to the culture’s sick liturgy of self? You already know that it will never work, but do you know there is a way out? I am sharing it with you because that is all there is for me now. And if one as sick, wretched, and broken as I can be rescued by Him, I know you can be too.

Here is my best attempt at showing you how.

How To Become a Christian in Seven Days.
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“The eye with which I see God is the same eye with which God sees me.”

Meister Eckhart


And he said to me, ”Son of man, eat what is before you, eat this scroll; then go speak to the people.”

Ezekiel 3:1




The 12 Steps.


	Step 1: Honesty – Admitting powerlessness over the addiction.

	Step 2: Hope – Believing that a Power greater than ourselves can restore us.

	Step 3: Faith – Deciding to turn our will and lives over to the care of God (as understood by the individual).

	Step 4: Courage – Making a searching and fearless moral inventory of ourselves.

	Step 5: Integrity – Admitting to God, ourselves, and another human being the exact nature of our wrongs.

	Step 6: Willingness – Becoming entirely ready to have God remove all these defects of character.

	Step 7: Humility – Humbly asking Him to remove our shortcomings.

	Step 8: Love (or Brotherly Love) – Making a list of all persons we had harmed and becoming willing to make amends.

	Step 9: Discipline (or Justice) – Making direct amends to such people wherever possible.

	xviiiStep 10: Perseverance – Continuing to take personal inventory and promptly admitting when we are wrong.

	Step 11: Spirituality – Seeking through prayer and meditation to improve our conscious contact with God.

	Step 12: Service – Having had a spiritual awakening, carrying this message to others and practicing these principles in all our affairs.
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The First Day: Honesty In the beginning:



“The Christian ideal has not been tried and found wanting. It has been found difficult; and left untried.”

G.K. Chesterton




Do you not know that your bodies are temples of the Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom you have received from God? You are not your own.

1 Corinthians 6:19



You feel it, too. The world is changing fast, too fast, and people are waking up with a start. Was it the pandemic? Partly. The death of Charlie Kirk? Somewhat. Renewed hostility in the Middle East? Is it technology? Minneapolis? The dreadful and 2bilious sense that every single bloody event causes conflict and conflagration? Even Bad Bunny dancing in a hedge at the Super Bowl brings the whole hollow culture to the brink. As Andrew Lawrence says, “The reason there is no harmony is because there is no melody.” Whether you are an atheist, a Muslim, or a Jew, you know that we are on the edge of a Great Revival, and you likely know there isn’t much time. This is the quickening, the reckoning. The awakening. Maybe even “the Second Coming is at hand” and the reason you’re reading this book is because you know we need to be Reborn.

Your life is broken, and you are broken.

Now, the last thing I wanted to be is a Christian. I’ve met Christians and I’ve seen them on the television. To me it seems that they’re either inept, sexless, and drab or so far the other way—intense, swivel-eyed, and that even if they don’t have halitosis, it sort of seems like they must. I can smell it through the screen.

The American ones spend too much time on their hair and the English ones not enough.

They all seem like they’re trying to tell you or sell you something.

The American ones keep getting caught with their pants down and the English ones seem like they’ve nothing going on in their pants.

The American ones seem like they’re using the Bible as a weapon, a leather-bound baton of bigotry, and the English ones are so weak-tea-gray-probably-gay-bad-teeth-tedious that, well, hell don’t seem so bad.

I mean do you remember (f*ckin’) Songs of Praise? If you’re American, please allow me to describe this televisual 3anti-propaganda, and tell you plain that if you were like people across Iraq right now, mysteriously encountering Christ in dreams, because the culture there tries to hide him, Songs of Praise would spin you one hundred and eighty degrees in the opposite direction. They made the Son of God as appealing as a cat-tongue enema. Let me unpack it: Every Sunday evening, as dreadful and inevitable as the tap of a ghoulish stepdad upon your bedroom door, this Mardi Gras of grayness would unfurl. “This week we’re in Rochester, Kent at St. Michael’s Cathedral and by the end of this half hour, we aim to convince you that the Creator of the universe coming to earth as a baby and being nailed to a cross to absolve your personal shame is as interesting as filling in a spreadsheet of household expenses for a neighbor you dislike.”

I also heard all about Jesus at school, how kind He was, and loving, and that He was the son of God and the reason we have Easter, Christmas and, come to that, secular humanitarianism. And I must say, I was unable separate the Holy Water from the bath water. So, I quickly learned not to trust anyone, or anything, based on reliable evidence and experience. You can’t trust school. You can’t trust TV. You can’t really even trust family. In fact, the first part of being Christian came to me for free: Reject the world.

Reject its systems, reject its ways, its patterns. I was shown that the world, its culture, and all its systems are bullsh*t. A trick, a distraction, a scam. It is the counterfeit world of the evil one, though I wouldn’t have framed it that way then. That took time. I dedicated myself to getting a better deck chair on the Titanic, instead of what I should’ve done—investigate who funded the Titanic and whether they actually ever intended for it to reach New York. Certainly, some very powerful interests benefitted from 4its “unsinkable” sinking. That happens a lot with crises, I’ve noticed. What’s a crisis for us is a boon time for the world’s most powerful elites.

I wonder what patterns that dichotomy might generate!? “They”* (we’ll get into “they” later) primarily want to dim, diminish, vanquish, or at least redirect your spirit, your personal power. Consider that within you (did you know?) there is a portion of the divine, shooting, roaming, spreading, and searching, and the function of the world is to entice, enchant, wrap, and shellac it, a new and choking womb. Enclosed in self. Trapped on an inward ricochet of solipsistic inner circuitry, caroming endlessly in here with constant wants and fears. The famed and ubiquitous “inner voice” (Who is this inner tormentor?), the relentless monologue of intermittent loathing and megalomania: “I’m fantastic.” “I’m awful.” “I’m the piece of shit around which the world revolves.” How did it get in there? Is it even possible to live another way?

I am broken. Are you broken? You’re not too clever, messed up or addicted, New Age or atheistic to turn “your life” over to Jesus. I want you to see why we need a spiritual experience. Why the world has prevented us from having one, and why Jesus is the only answer. If you’re already Christian, you may marvel at how slow I’ve been to get to the party but at least I’m here now and I’ve brought a bottle. If you’re one of the many people who frequently tell me that they’ve been praying for me, thank you and God bless you. It worked.

Now that I am a Christian (still shocks me) I know that I am no better than you in the eyes of the One who matters, and I am no worse than you. He has no favorites and He would have come to Earth and died on the cross just as easily and readily if you (or I, makes no difference to Him) had been the only person in the world.

5
“The creator of the simulation came and entered the simulation to show us how to survive, how to actually ‘be’ in the simulation.”

The definitive Christian idea is that God came to Earth and lived a human life, Jesus of Nazareth. He “went around doing good,” then, and this is an understatement, necessarily died on the cross to reconcile man to God. We can imagine this, thanks to accelerating technology as a “simulation,” a reality that has been constructed, or caused by a creator, who created us, only to enjoy and love us, that we might love Him. In the Bible we see how our necessary “free will” (for without it, what would be the point in creation?) led to sin. We, in the story of Adam and Eve, chose to be disobedient. We used our free will to activate self-will. Sin is not the act, it is the spiritual state that precedes the act. That is why Christ says, “If you look lustfully upon a woman you have committed adultery.” The supreme level of reality is not, as we assume, the material, the plane of action, but the “spiritual” plane of the ineffable (to us) spirit. Throughout the Old Testament, God’s chosen people are disobedient. They ignore, denigrate, and annoy God’s prophets and leaders until he has to reset reality himself, not with a punitive flood, but through redeeming blood. He himself must through His son achieve reconciliation with us, His supreme creation. To stop humans saying, “We can’t do this, it’s too hard.” He incarnated, brought into matter and flesh the Holy frequency that meant that less brokerage, more direct access than ever was viable. Through His atoning sacrifice on the cross. Now we live in a superstate of potentiality where we can either join Him, by collapsing our self-will, as Christ did—and as Mary, to a lesser degree, did—or we can, like Eve and Adam, reactivate our particular self-will. We still have a choice 6but it’s easier than it used to be and it’s open to all of us. When you read the Bible you will see that this applies to you. That the Bible is the voice of God and has infinite application. You will see music, geometry, and math threaded throughout the Word; indeed, the very existence of music, geometry, and math tells us that there is absolute meaning beyond subjectivity. These are the visible products of the embedded code. A code that we are not equipped to fully know because we are not God but we can be co-heirs with His Son. Our hardware is limited; His software is not.

When you only know your own pain and pleasure, in the end you feel like this:

The edges are closing in, you can feel it everywhere. Now I am a little bit dumb; I’m a fast thinker but a slow learner. I need big, clear, vivid lessons to absorb even the most basic facts. But like you, I was made for worship, and I never had a problem with that. Sometimes the love courses through me so quickly and so thickly that I feel like I could die. Man, I loved women. Man, I loved drugs. Man, I thought I knew a whole lot about everything; I thought I knew what was in the Bible based on a few trips to drab churches and a “one eye open” squint at daytime Charlton Heston movies. I did not consider Christianity to be a place where I might encounter the mystery—the mystery of my emptiness, the mystery of my loss, the mystery of precipitous awe, the gurgling and visceral need in me for comfort and love. No, not till sixteen and LSD and UFOs and Alex Jones did those queer inklings find a fuzzy and impermanent home. Not till Jung’s Red Book and Siddhartha or Autobiography of a Yogi did I begin to see that yes indeed there is more to this than me and what I want and don’t want. Not till I was cracked and smacked then uncracked and unsmacked and therapized and had been through Sartre and 7sutras and Nietzsche and sex creatures, until I’d turned my childhood shame into adult fame, only for that fame to metastasize once more into shame, only when I saw the false idols of sex and fame like two serpents, like two coiled helices turn with Murdoch’s venom, in foul and Faustian disgrace; “Oh, so you want to be famous do you? And have lots of sex? How about being portrayed as The Most Famous Rapist in the World? Ah Ha ha ha ha HA ha…”

And as the idol cracked open, as the serpent burst forth, as my son’s chest was carved open, as my wife’s breast milk bloomed, as we left the anesthesiologist’s room, as the dog leash loomed, a casual and accessible noose flung across the beam in the garage, as the paparazzi gathered like locusts at the end of the lane, amidst the offers of late-term abortion and fake accusation and the faces of longtime friends melted into blank and empty stares, as the snares snapped shut, in the twisting of the gut, the portcullis fell and the long awaited dread arrived, as the final hope that this world could ever deliver died, there He was.

At first, not even our Lord. At first it was His cross.

While walking the dog. My German Shepard, Bear.

On flat flood




Day One: Honesty


















	My children will die.

	I am getting old.

	No matter what happens in court, such as acquittal, or the evident presence of malign power, some people will always think I’m a rapist.

	I can never take drugs again.

	What if my wife leaves me?
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