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Told in a warm, personal way, Murtagh’s pilgrimage is laced with evidence, argumentation, and fair assessment of the evidence for and against belief. A real strength of the book is its use of bullet points to highlight the central questions and issues that were at the core of Murtagh's quest . . . Proof of Divine will engage the reader, challenge unbelievers, and strengthen believers. I highly recommend it. 

 

—J. P. Moreland, distinguished professor of philosophy, Talbot School of Theology, Biola University

 

This wonderfully written account is that of a man pursuing the journey of life in a quest to find ultimate meaning in the universe. It was exceptionally difficult to put down—I raced through it in one sitting. Weaving apologetics skillfully into a life story filled with ice hockey, college studies, marriage, and beginning to raise a family, Murtagh knows how to punch the right buttons . . . There is something here for everyone, and I recommend it highly.

 

—Gary R. Habermas, distinguished research professor and chair, Department of Philosophy and Theology, Liberty University

 

Murtagh’s book is a nice mix of apologetic data and warm story-telling. This is a good book for someone wanting to brush up on theological argument without losing the soul of the story of Christ.

 

—John Wilkinson, author of No Argument For God

If you're on the hunt for answers to life's biggest questions, then Murtagh is your guy. Andrew takes complex questions and serves up creative digestible answers. This book is story filled, content rich, and could change your life forever.

 

—Bobby Conway, One Minute Apologist and lead pastor, Life Fellowship Church, Huntersville, NC

 

I love this book and the intellectual honesty and humility of the author . . . The caution and finesse with which the author stayed within the limits of science and logic was impressive . . . Andrew is a storyteller par excellence, and when he weaves these stories with science using his keen intellect as an engineer, it becomes a must-read. 

 

—Steve A. Johnson, professor of psychology and theology, Columbia International University

 

In a society where we’re conditioned to believe that the intelligent operate by reason and the simple-minded by faith, Andrew Murtagh has done an excellent job debunking this fallacy.

 

—Joe Mathews, author of The Meaning of Life Project



 

This book is for all those who love the toughest of all questions: “how” and “why.”

 


Introduction

 

If you would be a real seeker after truth, it is necessary that at least once in your life you doubt, as far as possible, all things.1

—Rene Descartes

 

Has science and reason killed God?

I was recently invited to speak to a group of students about this book. I wanted to engage the students, so as opposed to just sharing my story, I decided to put out a call for questions in advance. I wanted to learn about the questions they had regarding how faith, science and reason intersect. I was cautiously optimistic that their responses would provide the foundation for a meaningful discussion. 

When I received the packet of responses, I was overwhelmed by 181 profound, meaningful, and thought-provoking questions. I was humbled by the depth and maturity of these students. At the start of my journey, many of these questions were my own. Continuing along the path, many still are. The above question was one of many posed, though the spirit of this question was by far the underlying theme.

I divided all the questions into five general categories and calculated the number of questions by category:

 


	The existence of God (10%)



	The character of God and His relationship with us (50%)



	Time, life, and miracles (26%)



	The nature of heaven and hell (12%)



	Evil and suffering (2%)





 

It was interesting to note that the question of God’s character was by far the majority shareholder. This issue, within itself, cannibalized half of the questions. The next realization was that the remainder of the questions ultimately fell under the mechanics of God. The questions came from all angles, but all fell into either the “who” or “how” of God. It seems as much as were challenged by the “how,” we’re even more challenged by the “who”—considering the character of God and if this is a God worth loving. 

So, has science and reason killed God? Let’s consider: if a tree falls in the woods, and no one is around, does it make a sound? If we define sound as something sensed, then the answer is “no.” But what if we rephrase the question? If a tree falls, and no one is around, is a noise emitted? Now we have an entirely different answer. We can’t see the vast majority of the electromagnetic spectrum—does that mean that only visible frequencies exist? Of course not, perception is independent of existence. The inability to make sense of God does not mean He does not exist. And yet, the inability to make sense of something does not mean that God is the answer.  

The beauty of a sunset, a musical note that travels from our ears to our souls, a timeless moment with the ones we love—couldn’t these things just “be?” As conscious human beings, are we merely addicted to invoking gods for cause and meaning?

In the words of Pontius Pilate: 

 

“What is truth?”

 

I’ve grown cynical—not of the far right or far left but of the bias of the closed-minded. Many claim knowledge of truth; others claim knowledge is attained only with the realization that there is no truth. Lines become drawn; cliques form—enter prejudice and the party lines. 

Where are the true freethinkers? If science and logic killed God, then let’s be on with it. If it hasn’t, let’s have a discussion. If there is a God, then He is not threatened by science and logic. 

Let’s be free to explore some of life’s most important questions. Let’s turn down the volume and evaluate the facts on their own merits, doing so without bias and fear. What is the faith of the faithful, the skepticism of the skeptic? Is God irrational? He may very well be. But does that mean He does not exist? 

And so we begin our journey . . . 

 

The number π is a mathematical constant that is the ratio of a circle’s circumference to its diameter. The constant, sometimes written pi, is approximately equal to 3.14159 . . . An irrational number, which means it cannot be expressed exactly as a ratio of two integer . . . Its decimal representation never ends and never repeats . . . A transcendental number—a number that is not the root of any nonzero polynomial having rational coefficients . . . For thousands of years, mathematicians have attempted to extend their understanding of π . . . The ubiquitous nature of π makes it one of the most widely known mathematical constants, both inside and outside the scientific community . . . 2


Chapter 1

Seeing Is Believing

 

You will seek Me and find Me when you seek Me with all your heart.1 (Jer. 29:13)

 

It was a snowy December day in Rochester, New York. My wife, son, father, mother, sister, and I were all making a trip back east to visit family and friends for Christmas and New Year’s. Though we had planned to stop at a number of destinations on that trip, there was one in particular I was eagerly awaiting. I wanted to see the world’s greatest grandmother.

Doris Murtagh was the type of grandmother who did everything for her grandchildren. Movies, cards, video games, Monopoly, politics, philosophy, religion—whatever was on the agenda, she was right there with you, toe to toe. I still remember bike riding with her around our development in Houston. She picked up a little too much steam down a small decline and took a nasty spill over a curb and into the grass. I rushed to her, expecting to have to call an ambulance, but she hopped right back on like a champ. 

I cherished her visits. When I got home from school, she would help me with my homework, and we would go outside for a bike ride or throw the ball around. At my baseball or hockey games, I can still recall the cheer of my name with that warm, familiar voice. After dinner, when many would be winding down, we’d be just getting started. We would, of course, have to have a bowl of ice cream, watch a movie, and chat about life—past, present, and future. I will always remember those moments. 

It came as a shock to all of her family when she announced her decision to become a Carmelite nun. Of all the religious movements, she picked the one that required a vow of separation. Visits required approval from the other nuns and were limited in time and manner. A typical visit involved seeing her only through a separated partition. Like a captive, she no longer belonged to herself, though strangely the arrangement was voluntary. Bottom line, we all had to say good-bye to the mother and grandmother we once knew. 

I was in high school when she made the decision and had not seen her since then. Her decision just years after my grandfather passed away, and the family’s reactions to it were mixed, to put it kindly. I never quite understood why one would make the decision to completely separate oneself from friends and family to serve God. Even if you were a devout believer, does God require such an act? Either way, I missed my grandma, and I couldn’t wait to see her. I couldn’t wait to interview her for this book. 

I had done a lot of growing up since I had seen her last. I’d gone from teenager to husband to father. I couldn’t help feeling strange as we pulled up to the convent. We walked into a small room that was separated by bars. It felt as if we were visiting someone in prison. Within minutes, two figures appeared behind the partition. I could barely recognize her, but those familiar eyes revealed to me the grandmother I had lost years before. 

Seeing her in the cloth was odd, to say the least. She had aged and the surroundings were distracting, nearly overwhelming, but through it all I found that familiar face. Although it was customary at the convent to allow visits only behind a partition and with another nun, in certain circumstances, she could obtain permission to briefly leave the premises with family. On this day, she was given permission to ride with us in the car to her new quarters, where we would all catch up, have lunch, and spend the afternoon together. 

We waited for her in the lobby, and she came out a side door. We all embraced. It was a strange emotion. It was bittersweet—sweet in that I got to see the world’s greatest grandmother and introduce her to my wife and son; bitter in that I knew this might be the last time I would ever see her. Despite the situation, we didn’t miss a step. Under all the pomp and circumstance, she was still the world’s greatest grandmother. It was just like old times. We all had so much to discuss with her. It had been so long for each of us. 

Besides just catching up and enjoying her company, I had been waiting a long time to discuss something with her. Growing up, I recalled a story that my father would seldom tell me—a story about my grandfather in the war. I waited to pick my moment—I would find it. In these moments, the story unfolded.

France, 1944

Though most Americans would jump at the chance to visit France, World War II is what summoned in John Murtagh. A skinny Irish kid from the neighborhood of Washington Heights in Manhattan, his entire class of St. Agnes Boys High School would be drafted without him. His father died at a young age and as the only male member of his family, he had to beg his mother to let him enlist. His eventual assignment: Tank Division, US Army.

He landed at Utah Beach a few days after the invasion of Normandy. I remember watching that now-famous scene in Saving Private Ryan. I could only imagine the terror and bloodshed. When you think about your own grandfather being there, it really hits home. I wonder to this day how much death my grandfather saw in his lifetime. It was something he rarely discussed with his children, even long after the war.

One particular day, on a mission to recover the body of an American soldier killed in action from a supposedly abandoned village, my grandfather caught a glimpse of a French farmer running from him. “Avez vous des ouefs?” said my grandfather, asking for some eggs. He was detailing with John Rivers, a stocky Native American solider. Frankly, if I were a French farmer and was approached by the likes of these two, I probably would have run too. Nevertheless, the farmer gave my grandfather two eggs and pointed to a nearby house in the village.

My grandfather and John Rivers entered, finding only an abandoned village home. Trying to make the most of his scouting trip, he and his squad mate took a look around. He made his way over to the kitchen and noticed an Our Lady of Sorrows font, a receptacle for holy water that he thought would make a nice souvenir for his mother. This house in particular was a small village home with no glass on the windows—they were covered only by curtains and shutters. Both were open at the time, so the kitchen was visible to the outside. 

The squad of German soldiers had a simple mission: find and kill Americans. For the most part, the village was quiet, yet there was anxious tension because the Americans had advanced considerably from their attacks on Normandy and Utah. A Nazi soldier, positioned on a roof, caught a glimpse of enemy presence through the open curtains and shutters of a village home below. He drew his weapon and scanned for a target.	

My grandfather imagined how much his mother would love the holy font, but as he approached it, the solider took aim. As my grandfather reached for the font, it fell from the nail that had held it to the wall. At the same time, the soldier, rifle drawn and the American in sight, pulled the trigger. As my grandfather bent to grab the font, a bullet with his name on it passed over his head.

John Rivers, out of sight, told my grandfather to stay down as they took stock of exactly what they had walked into. I can only imagine the thoughts going through my grandfather’s head as he lay there on the ground. The seconds must have felt like hours. They heard Nazi soldiers speaking and approaching their position and quickly realized their predicament: outnumbered and surrounded by the enemy, they would soon be taking their last breaths. 

John Rivers and my grandfather both lay out of sight, motionless on the floor. John Rivers calmly told my grandfather, “Stay down and draw your pistol. When they enter, we’ll open fire.” Though imminent death would follow, dying without a fight was not an option for these two American soldiers.

A truck pulled up in front of the house, and footsteps approached the door. The footsteps grew closer as the soldier arrived at the doormat. As he reached for the knob, a voice barked, “Hans!” I can only assume the soldier and his squad were moving on to another location, because no solider entered that door.

If John Rivers had been spotted, if the font had not fallen or if my grandfather had been half a second later in reaching for it, or if Hans had entered that door—I would not be writing this story. 

Where Did We Come From, and Where Are We Going?

Since the advent of consciousness, there has never been a more controversial issue. A beautiful sunrise, the birth of a child, the death of a loved one—we wonder if there is something greater than ourselves. For some, this is it. For others, there is something more. Both positions, however, cannot be true. 

Was it an act of God that saved my grandfather or just a sentimental good-luck story? I heard the story growing up many times. It carried a special meaning for me—that we’re all here for a reason.

By the fall of 2006, I had done a lot of growing up, and as with most of us, the stories heard in my childhood had started to fade. Things were different now. I was no longer a kid. I was a husband and father, working to pay bills, put food on the table, and grow my career. 

The meaning of the story was all but lost, but a drive through the Western Arizona desert would help me find it. It was a drive that would bring everything into question. My story is nothing like my grandfather’s, but it was a day I will never forget. 

The Drive 

I was working in Las Vegas as a field clinical representative in the cardiac rhythm management division of one of Fortune’s most admired companies. 

In my industry, I have the unique privilege of spending my day programming implantable pacemakers and defibrillators in the operating room with the implanting physicians. I am also present at the follow-up clinics to test and reprogram the devices, as well as providing the diagnostic information that the device has recorded. High technology meets cardiac electrophysiology; I had it made. 

My wife and I had just purchased our first home in Summerlin, the new and premier master-planned community in Las Vegas. I had a great job and a new house, and money was good. We lived about twenty minutes away from my mother and father. I had what I thought at the time was a solid marriage. My career was progressing. I had the company car, elegant business trips, and five-star dining and hotel accommodations.

Life was good.

There was a pacemaker implant scheduled the following morning in Western Arizona, which was a good two-hour drive from Las Vegas. I drove to the hotel and arrived late that Sunday evening.	

Although pacemaker implantation was once only possible with open-heart surgery, the growth of minimally invasive surgical techniques and medical technology now allows pacemaker and implantable defibrillator implants to be conducted routinely, quickly, and with minimal complications. 

The routine was the same: test and program the device before the surgery, based on the patient’s need and the physician’s recommendation. The physician would stick the patient’s vein near the collarbone and deliver one to three pacing leads into the patient’s heart through this vein. 

The implanting physician would then deliver the
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