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The Secret Life of a Fool reminds us of the rebellion created when we buy into the world’s definition of “kick ‘em up party fun.” It grooms a life of exponential selfishness, arrogance, and self-indulgence. I know because I’ve been there. The Secret Life of a Fool is the sometimes pitiful and sometimes shocking story of Andrew Palau, son of my good friend Luis Palau. But Andrew didn’t write this story for shock value. He has written it because of his overwhelming desire for everyone to know of God’s universal offer of love, forgiveness, freedom, blessing, hope, and purpose. This is a remarkable story of a radically changed life.

NORM MILLER
Chairman, Interstate Batteries

I have known the Palau family for over twenty years. I saw Luis’s pain—that of a father watching his son descend further and further from sight. But Andrew Palau’s story is one of good news, for it shows both the diligent work of a loving earthly father (and mother), as well as that of our heavenly Father, refusing to give up the search for his son. This is a remarkable rescue story that you won’t be able to put down, because we’ve either experienced it or are in the middle of it in our own ways—a loving God offering freedom from guilt and a hope for a future. I’m not surprised Andrew has finally penned his story, for every time I have heard it told, it is through the teary eyes of a broken man who only desires that others will understand the grace and mercy offered by our loving God.

JOHN DALTON
Former Secretary of the Navy

Here is a story in which we can each see our own story and be encouraged. There is hope. We are not alone in the universe. God is waiting to welcome us. Don’t wait a moment longer.

OS GUINNESS
Founder of Trinity Forum and author of Long Journey Home

Andrew Palau’s story is a gripping reminder of what happens when we live for ourselves. It’s the story of a young man descending into a deep pit of hopelessness and despair, only to be rescued under the most ironic of circumstances. Andrew’s story shows how a merciful, loving God offers to each of us forgiveness, peace, and a future. It is a powerful, engaging story of hope that will encourage every reader.

MIKE HUCKABEE
Former governor of Arkansas, New York Times best-selling author, radio and TV commentator

The safest way to navigate a minefield is to follow the guy who has already walked through it and survived. If your minefield is drugs, alcohol, or doing everything you can to run away from God, then Andrew Palau is your guide. Trust him; he knows the way out.

DAVE RAMSEY
New York Times best-selling author and nationally syndicated radio host

This book has both guts and grace. Andrew Palau guides us through his story with such a raw honesty—and yet all the dark moments and detours along the way are ultimately overshadowed by one thing: the beautiful grace of God. It’s a compelling read, and a wonderful reminder that there is no heart so distant that it cannot be reached by the majestic mercy of Jesus.

MATT REDMAN
Songwriter and worship leader

This is not just another bad-boy-finds-salvation-in-Jesus story. Rather, it is an honest account of God’s patience through the bad years. I’m happy to have this book in my personal library and can easily recommend it to others.

AL EGG
Beyond Victory Ministries, Portland Trailblazers team chaplain

Andrew Palau tells an extraordinary story. The son of one of the world’s most renowned evangelists, he drifted into a life of drugs and alcohol, only to find forgiveness and new life in Jesus Christ at one of his father’s missions. This is a story of hope.

REV. NICKY GUMBEL
Alpha chaplain, Vicar of Holy Trinity—Brompton, and author

Jesus once looked into the soul of a woman guilty of more than her share of sins. He saw something nobody around her could see—the reality that her years of sin made her more ready and grateful for God’s forgiveness than most. Andrew’s story is a lot like that. Through a lens of uncompromising honesty, he lets us look into a life enslaved to sin. The effect is heart-wrenching, but it reminds us that God’s forgiveness is limitless, and that those who’ve been forgiven much, love much . . . and are often those who proclaim Him most powerfully. Whether you’re the praying parent of a prodigal, a believer who hasn’t totally surrendered to God’s will, or a sinner seeking to be set free, Andrew’s “fool’s life” is sure to encourage and enable you to take the next necessary step with God.

PASTOR BOB COY
Calvary Chapel of Fort Lauderdale, Florida
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This book is dedicated to my mother, Patricia Palau.
Thanks, Mom! I love you.

But by the grace of God, I am what I am,
and His grace to me was not without effect.

1 Corinthians 15:10
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FOREWORD

ANDREW PALAU AND I are complete opposites; we go about most everything differently. Andrew dives in with pure passion, while I am a methodical perfectionist. Andrew plans life, while I let life plan me. Andrew truly rebelled early in life, while I truly wanted to please authority. He’s a West Coast kid—flannel shirts and fly fishing—while I’m all East Coast, baby. Andrew loves to serve his friends, while I love to be served. He is impatient, while I can be patient with his impatience. Andrew is quick-witted, while I’m still processing. He loves college football, and I’m an NFL’er. Andrew loves the great outdoors; I love a fast break on the hardwood floor.

We came together by marriage, with both of us marrying into the stratosphere, a.k.a. waaay above our heads. Two beautiful, God-loving Jamaican sisters. They are storybook, to be sure—from a family that has taught me so much about really walking with God in all that it is and all that it is not. But that’s another story for another time.

Every Christmas at our in-laws’ house in the hills of Kingston, Jamaica, Andrew and I would sit poolside, swapping stories and pondering life. I quickly learned that my “crazy” stories of being brought up in metropolitan DC and touring during my dc Talk days paled in comparison to Andrew’s upbringing in the great Northwest in the home of an evangelist. Honestly, I stopped telling and started listening, captivated by his amazingly irresponsible acts of recreation. Even his fairly innocent elementary school stories showed a creative deviance that demanded my respect. And as the stories kept pouring out of his mouth, I found myself somewhere between rolling on the floor in laughter and sitting in silence as Andrew would be suddenly overwhelmed with remorse. What struck me in those moments was that the same passion that drove those delinquent acts was now being turned into compassion for the pain he had caused and the people he had mistreated.

That’s when I began to really know Andrew and, more importantly, learn his story. A story that I’ve always felt he should share. When I encouraged him, he was reluctant, of course. Who wouldn’t be? Most of us can’t imagine the foolish acts of our youth being in black and white for all to see . . . Who wants to sit through a seven-year-old Michael Jordan “gettin’ it wrong” for hours on the court down the street from his house? We want to watch him in full bloom, winning championships and flying.

It’s kind of how I feel about dc Talk’s “I love rap music” video: some embarrassments simply aren’t meant for public consumption.

Nobody is comfortable with you listening to their immature sounds—a garage band is a garage band for a reason. Most of us burn our demo tapes when we sign a deal. Once we are properly made up and auto-tuned, we are presented to the public in a marketable fashion. But when someone is generous enough to allow you to look into the unedited raw footage of their life, it somehow offers us hope.

I love the way Eugene Peterson put it in his book, Christ Plays in Ten Thousand Places: “Our stories are verbal acts of hospitality.” Andrew, as a beautiful act of service, has invited us into his story. You may laugh; you may cringe; but I hope that, like myself, you are amazed by the patient, painstaking way in which God pursues us through other people.

tobyMac
January 2012 


ONE

FOUR SECONDS TO LIFE

Open your eyes, look within.
Are you satisfied with the life you’re living?

—Bob Marley

SOMETHING WAS WRONG. We were going too fast. Or it was raining too hard—the pilots couldn’t see. What was going on?

I knew that when there’s bad weather, pilots work the reverse thrusters extra hard, but something seemed off. I just couldn’t tell what. My eyes darted around the cabin from the other passengers to my family sitting in the seats on either side of me. Some passengers looked tense, some looked nonchalant, and some were even applauding the odd landing.

Are you kidding? You’re gonna clap for that landing?

Confusion and doubt fired through my mind. I knew this runway. I knew there was only a chain-link fence between the end of the pavement and the beginning of the Caribbean Sea.

Then it happened.

The impact was immense. My face slammed into the seat in front of me, gashing my forehead right above my nose. There was blood and pain and darkness.

Pitch black for three or four seconds, and then the lights flickered on. In the midst of the confusion, I felt as though I’d fallen asleep in a movie theater and awoken during a difficult scene. I couldn’t decipher fact from fiction. One moment everything was clean and tidy and in its place. Then, in an instant, everything changed. It was just wires, panels, and luggage strewn everywhere.

My first thought was, I’m alive. The next thought was the sickening horror of it: I’m alive, but is anyone else alive—my boys, my daughter, my wife? In that moment you don’t want to know the answer. Everything was quiet. My heart sank, and then leapt in my chest as movement came from under the pile of debris to my left. My boys were okay. I turned to find the girls alive as well. Next thought: Get out of here!

I could see some people beginning to move around. Most were still huddled in their seats. The dim emergency lighting flickered on, casting an eerie glow while rain blew into the exposed cabin. The massive 737 lay broken, the rain pounding on the three pieces.

The seconds it took to figure out what happened seemed like an eternity. But then the slow motion of time caught up with the reality of the situation. People began to panic.

“It’s going to be okay!” I shouted. “Take it easy. Leave everything. Let’s just get out of here. Everyone, stay calm!”

I tried to calm the situation but found little success against the mounting surge among the passengers that had turned to full panic. People began to realize what had happened. I helped my two boys, Christopher and Jonathan, out from the wires and panels on top of them.

Sadie, my two-year-old daughter, was in her car seat. We never travel with a car seat. For all the times coming to Jamaica with the boys, we never brought it along. The one time my wife, Wendy, convinced me to bring it, this happens. And to think how frustrated and obstinate I had been about bringing it.

I always thought, I have them; I can hold them. They’ll be okay. But in that instant I realized that nothing is safe and with all my strength I could never protect them from forces like a plane crash.

I think of what could have been if we had left the car seat behind. Wendy or I would have been holding Sadie. I think of my face—swollen and bleeding. If I had been holding her . . . my mind flashes through this scenario and I shudder. I’m thanking God. I’m grabbing Sadie. I’m gathering my family.

Rob, the soldier who sat behind me, is helping us out onto the wing. This is now. This is my reality.

But all the panic in the cabin didn’t last long. Rob took control.

“Okay. Take it easy, everyone. No pushing. Calm down and move toward the exits.” He delivered these lines as though he had experienced it all before. Rob was a hero in the moment, a serviceman coming home to his family for Christmas. Now, serving us—the panicked and afraid.

I gathered my family on the wing and we stood looking out into the night. How far down was it? Was it ten feet? Twenty feet? I couldn’t see. It was dark and rainy, but there I stood on an airplane wing with my family about to jump. I can’t believe I’m going to jump off the wing of this plane.

But I’ve always been ready to survive. When my brothers and I were younger we had our little metal lunchbox that we turned into our survival kit. We were survivors. Right? I was a long way from that survival kit. Survival wasn’t such a cool and innocent thing now. It was simple necessity.

Before my eyes adjusted to the depth of field, Jonathan noticed that the wing was only one foot off the ground. “What are we waiting for?” he asked.

I could see the landing gear and the jet engine on the right side had completely torn away. The plane lay on its belly and leaned to the right. We just had to step off the wing onto the jagged honeycomb rocks and sand.

Brilliant.

The sand? Where were we?

I was laughing at my thoughts, crying through the rain.

Thank You, God. Thank You, God. Thank You, God.

We were among the first to step foot on land—confusion behind us but uncertainty before us. I just wanted to huddle and hold my family. My mind kept racing as the rain soaked us.

A memory from my childhood popped into my racing thoughts. It was a bizarre memory to be emerging at this moment: a memory of a vision I had at my grandma’s house when I was a boy. My cousins came over to play with my brothers and me. Everyone ran inside to get a drink. As I lingered behind and found myself alone in the large yard, my eye caught something in the sky. I looked up and saw something incredible and golden up above Portland’s West Hills. I could not tell if it was real or just my imagination playing games with me. It was also Easter weekend, which made everything seem even stranger . . . or maybe stronger?

There was this breaking cloud and inside of the cloud I saw a golden city—fantasy-like in its simplicity. I was struck by how tangible the vision was. And so I waited for what seemed like an hour for one of my brothers or cousins to come back out and see this shimmering city with me. But no one came.

I didn’t want to take my eyes off it, but I finally ran into the house to get someone—anyone—to confirm it was real. But when I came back out the city had vanished. I’ve often thought about that childhood vision. It was a simple seed that God gave me as if to say, “This is what is real. I am real. Will you believe Me?”

In that harrowing moment after the crash, the glimmering city surfaced again. It invaded my consciousness, my life seeming to move in slow motion while my thoughts continued to run wild.

I had to get my bearings, but I had to get my family away from the wreckage—the smell of jet fuel was overpowering. Jonathan was only wearing socks. Would he injure his feet? Sadie was shivering in my arms—cold and wet. Was she going into shock? Was she cut or bleeding? With my sons in front of me, Wendy behind me, I carried Sadie and began moving us away from the plane.

Where are we? I thought. We were walking among the rocks and shrubs and sand. We must be on the beach. I kept walking, guiding my family further away from the wreckage. Sadie clung to me—her head buried in my neck.

Just as we began to gain confidence and picked up the pace of our escape, we discovered that we were mere feet from the ocean. The shoreline was right in front of us. The waves crashed violently at our feet. My family was safe with just minor scrapes and bruises. But we had to get farther away from the plane. Not only could I smell the jet fuel, I could see it pouring from the plane. More scared thoughts.

Many survive the crash but die in the fire.

We headed away from the sea toward what I thought looked like a gully. We slowed as we approached it. It looked deep and I could see water flowing in it. Then I saw lights in the distance.

Oh, it’s Palisadoes Road, I thought.

We were about fifteen feet
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“This book will keep you on the
edge of your seat, then deliver you
into the loving arms of God.”

—TOBY MAC,

MULTI-PLATINUM RECORDING ARTIST
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