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  Praise for After Shock


  “Kent Annan walks his readers through the rubble of the earthquake that hit Haiti unforgettably. I have known Kent for eight years since he and his wife first moved here to Haiti and lived with a family in the countryside to learn and experience Haitian life. After Shock tells the story of all of us who have lived through this terrible event.”


  Jean Claude Cerin, TearfundHaiti


  “Kent Annan struggles with his faith existentially. This is no simple attempt to excuse God for non-interference in the suffering that pervades Port-au-Prince following a devastating earthquake. Instead, it is the poetic confession of a Christian who faces his doubts and questions about God, and yet goes beyond them to find a newer, stronger faith.”


  Tony Campolo, Professor Emeritus, Eastern University


  “Annan has put into words the questions many of us wrestle with in silence, and done so with such humanity and humility, it’s impossible to walk away unchanged. This is a raw, beautiful and courageous book, brimming with truth on every page.”


  Rachel Held Evans, author of Evolving in Monkey Town


  “Like Kent Annan, I’ve walked through the devastation of Port-au-Prince and its surrounding mountains in the wake of the January 2010 earthquake. Like Kent I’ve seen and smelled the tragedy, and shaking questions have met my soul. In After Shock he describes palpably how Christ’s broken, resurrected body meets our brokenness in a tangible, fragile, personal way—a way so essential to a lasting faith. After Shock will summon you to a journey of real, vibrant, honest faith in the holy God who promises to be with us always, even in the bruised and broken circumstances of life.”


  Benjamin Homan, president of John Stott Ministries and former president of Food for the Hungry


  “Page after page in After Shock, I’ve been blown away by Kent Annan’s raw honesty, risky vulnerability and human sensitivity. On top of that there’s his robust and clear writing style. And there’s the simple fact of where he’s been, what he’s seen and felt, what he’s asked and refused to accept, and how he’s struggled to make sense of it all. It yields a rich book that has the chance, with your cooperation, to make you a better Christian, a better human being.”


  Brian McLaren, author/activist


  “This is no ivory-tower exploration of faith and doubt. In After Shock, Kent Annan offers a muscular, gritty and devastatingly hopeful model of a faith lived between the questions. Like Haiti after the earthquake, it recoils from quick-fix inspiration or a sappy resolution. Instead it offers something much more powerful: truth.”


  Jason Boyett, author of O Me of Little Faith and Pocket Guide to the Afterlife
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  PART ONE
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  Confronting

  a Crisis of Faith
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  Faith can seem certain. A sense of peace or clarity, the mysterious beauty of life, or the transformations seen in yourself, in someone else, in a community—it couldn’t be other than God.


  But there are also shocks to the system when God seems either absent or negligent. Do we ignore these shocks and their aftershocks?


  Sometimes a crisis of faith happens in an instant; other times it’s a drift into uncertainty.


  Welcome confirmations of faith. And just as important, pay attention to the crises of doubt or unanswered questions. Honest faith doesn’t deny God, but it doesn’t deny the uncertain and painful reality of life either.


  1
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  The World Crashes All

  the Time
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  How long, O Lord?


  Psalm 13:1


  Living in this world means it might crash down on you at any moment. We’re vulnerable. It can happen emotionally or physically, economically or spiritually. It can happen to us or to someone we love. It can happen to me, which I don’t like. It can happen to my young daughter or son, which I hate.


  And God is responsible—or to put it another way, to blame. The more theologically correct formulation is that God created what was good, love required a certain freedom, and we made/make a mess of it. I kind of believe that. But it’s also clear from our daily reality—even confessing the suffering, resurrection and hope of Christ—that we’ve been set loose in a deeply flawed system.


  It’s not that I’m ungrateful. I recognize God is to blame for every good thing too. But sometimes suffering eclipses the good. The earthquake of Port-au-Prince was among the world’s most dramatic crashes of the past hundred years. Less dramatic crashes happen too, all around us: People in our church in Florida have lost their jobs and homes in the past year. Children die in car accidents. Friends are diagnosed with cancer. A tornado tears through my sister-in-law’s town. Fractured relationships and disappointments surround.


  In response to these crashes, I’ve been in a cold war with God, setting up a demilitarized zone between God and me, like between North and South Korea. There are occasional diplomatic excursions (over bread and wine) or small flare-ups (angry prayers), but too often my strategy is silence and avoidance. And as these things tend to go, the main result of my brilliant approach is that I feel my soul/spirit/heart atrophying.


  There has to be a better way. The psalmists somehow got away with celebrating the God who is, while sneaking in cries for a different God than the one we have, one whose justice is more active, who is more present, who takes our frailty more compassionately into account. They praised God for loving everyone, but then sang about revenge fantasies of smashing babies against rocks. The Psalms aren’t a self-help manual that smoothes out the edges and navigates clearly through uncertainty. Rather, I find the Psalms uniquely honest as they are in turn faithful or doubt-riddled, cringe-inducing or exuberantly worshipful, polished or raw, holy or irreverent.


  In short, they’re alive.


  So how to make our way through the rubble in this crash-prone world without becoming bitter or indifferent—or being willfully blind to reality as a way to cope? In short, how can we be alive with honest faith?


  I realize I’m losing this cold war. The space between God and me (which, in faith, we call a soul) feels at the moment like a barren, dusty, no-man’s land. I want the life I see in the Psalms. How can I find it amidst the rubble and dust? At minimum, how do I make this cold war hot, which would at least be a sign of life? It seems a soda vendor named Blaise might help—Blaise and my friend Enel, who found himself suddenly under the collapsed concrete in Haiti.
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  On January 12, 2010, Enel is working in our office just off Rue Delmas, a main street of Port-au-Prince that runs up the middle of the city, past the boys who rub your windshield with a dirty rag for change, past a couple of grocery stores for the small middle- and upper-class, past the gas stations, and ends where it forks on either side of the Petionville cemetery.


  He leaves the office, walks up the street a block and climbs the stairs to the third floor of a six-floor university building for an afternoon class on pedagogy. The professor is late, so Enel goes to the back to talk with a couple of friends about missed homework. Twenty-five classmates chat and wait.


  The building starts to shake. Then more violently.


  Enel grabs the iron bars over the open window beside him.


  Shaking and shaking, stronger and stronger.


  The building comes crashing down with all of them inside. The crunching of collapsing concrete. The screams.


  Enel grasps the window bars as he falls.


  A large slab of concrete—one of the walls or a section of ceiling—smashes into his back, but then likely saves his life as he lays shielded under it.


  Three more stories come crashing down.


  The two friends he was talking with are also alive. They each dig themselves out in about fifteen minutes and then scatter, as they’re able, to find loved ones. Crushed classmates are strewn nearby. Others are unseen, buried. Cries of “Amway!” Help! come from different directions in the rubble.


  Enel can barely walk. At first he thinks only their building fell. A stranger is walking down the street through the dust and past the car smashed under a collapsed wall. He puts an arm around Enel to help him limp two blocks to the place where he’d normally catch a bus toward his home outside the city. At the corner they pass a girl with her hand reaching out through the concrete, calling out, “Sove m! Sove m!” Save me! Save me! and he can only limp by. He realizes as they go that it’s not just his building, or his block, or that neighborhood. Something vast has happened.


  A fault line jolts a wide, jagged line of victims simultaneously. A tsunami crashes in along the shore, hits in an instant all in its path. But consciousness of horror like this spreads more like concentric waves moving out from a pebble—or gigantic boulder—dropped in a lake.


  Enel arrives at an intersection normally jostling with vehicles and pedestrians. Now it’s filling with people who are stunned and injured, people who are lying streetside, some with crushed limbs, some newly dead. Enel sits, then lies down. He realizes he can’t get up. His adrenaline reserves are spent.


  Enel’s face (like in those eerie, early pictures) is covered with fine concrete dust from the collapsed school, from the dust that rose after a city of two million people was shaken like an old rug.


  And he is thirsty. So thirsty. Dusk is settling in. He doesn’t think he will make it through the night because his mouth and throat are caked with dust. It feels hard to breathe. Soon after he thinks about this, a different stranger walking by pauses, holds a four-ounce bag of treated drinking water, pours some to gently wipe the caked dust off Enel’s face, then gives him the rest of the water to drink. The stranger continues on his way.


  Night is arriving. Hundreds of people assemble in the public square where Enel is lying, because their homes have collapsed or are unsafe. Just across the intersection, a mutual friend and colleague of mine and Enel’s, Guilloteau, is also spending the night in the square with his wife and young son, Max. Guilloteau had been in his church, which didn’t collapse. An elementary school across the street did. Guilloteau and others immediately started helping to pull children out of the school.


  In the middle of helping, Guilloteau suddenly thought of his wife and young son. He took off sprinting through the city’s devastated streets, past more people crying out for help, running many blocks in his
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  Notes


  Tectonic Plates


   Killed about 230,001: The number of people who died can only be estimated and so rounded off, but adding the one seems like a way to try to hold onto the personal scale of loss.


  Chapter 4: Don’t Turn Away


   Looked threatening: It might have been briefly dangerous for us, but the situation in the city was awful for so many others. In postdisaster situations, some organizations come in and focus on protection of women and children, because they’re vulnerable (to abuse, to rape, to theft) in chaos and because men can take advantage of the situation—and/or take out their own frustration and suffering on those who are weaker around them. Our organization partners on some projects with a courageous group of Haitian women, all victims of rape, who have banded together to work on victim care and on rape prevention. Some horrific things were happening in the tent camps in the months after the earthquake.


  Chapter 5: Feel


   Researched crying at The Mood and Emotion Lab at the University of South Florida: The people in the lab deserve credit for the basic insights but aren’t responsible for what I’ve done with them. The professor’s study is serious and clinical, but I appropriate it in a personal way.


  About the Author


  Kent Annan is author of Following Jesus Through the Eye of the Needle and codirector of Haiti Partners. He began working in Haiti in 2003 after previously working with refugee ministries in western Europe, Albania and Kosovo. A graduate of Princeton Theological Seminary, he now travels regularly to Haiti from Florida, where he lives with his wife, Shelly, and their children, Simone and Cormac. One hundred percent of the author’s proceeds from this book go to education in Haiti through Haiti Partners.


  For more about Kent, his work with Haiti Partners and his books:


  www.KentAnnan.com


  www.HaitiPartners.com


  facebook.com/kentannan


  twitter.com/kentannan
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  My wife and I attended this church a dozen times when we first moved to Haiti in 2003. Only the front wall was left standing after the January 2010 earthquake. It’s devastating for that church community, most of whom also lost their homes in this town. And as you move through rubble like this, it’s hard to not occasionally be struck by the question: in suffering—whether on a catastrophic scale or something very personal—which part of our faith stays standing?


  This question is relevant in rural Haiti, in suburban America and anywhere in between.


  A few seconds after my friend took this photo, several kids came riding through that church door on a donkey. Then later when we came by, some kids were playing back just behind this wall. The foundation was all that was left—and it was perfect for kicking around a patched-up, half-deflated soccer ball. We went and played (and laughed) with them. Life goes on even after your world crashes. Life goes on in the midst of suffering. If we’re still going to believe, then one of the questions is how to have honest faith along the way.


  Another Book by Kent Annan


  Following Jesus Through the Eye of the Needle: Living Fully, Loving Dangerously


  Kent Annan left behind his comfortable life in the United States to face the world beyond its gates. In Following Jesus Through the Eye of the Needle you’ll vividly enter into Annan’s adventure of moving to Haiti—beginning when he and his wife moved into a tin-roofed, no-electricity, no-running-water home with a Haitian family. Ultimately you’ll be inspired to search after God in uncharted territory on a path that may lead to your local soup kitchen—or to the other side of the world. It’s an unflinchingly honest look at love and service, and the stumbles and joys along the way.


  “Filled with the hope that there is a God who can set free both the oppressed and the oppressors.”


  Shane Claiborne, bestselling author and activist


  “This wonderful book is as much about faith and commitment and service and love and love of service as it is about the author and about Haiti. Please read it. You will be uplifted and you will be inspired, but most of all you will enjoy it.”


  Edwidge Danticat, author of Brother, I’m Dying and National Book Award finalist

OEBPS/Images/9780830868360.jpg
KENT ANNAN

ahor of Falowin s Thvohhe e ofhe Neoe

SEARCHING FOR HONEST FAITH

WHEN YOUR WORLD IS SHAKEN






OEBPS/Images/SceneSep.jpg
E 3





OEBPS/Images/ShortLine.jpg





OEBPS/Images/CoverChurch.jpg





OEBPS/Images/IVP_Books_Quarter.jpg
VP Books





