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			Praise for
Hero

			
				“Will the real men please stand up? These two brothers of mine, father and son, are standing up in purity, courage, and God-honoring strength. I am proud to know them! Read their story and be encouraged by encountering these modern-day heroes.”

				—REBECCA ST. JAMES, singer, songwriter, musician

			

			
				“This story is real. Fred and Jasen are indeed heroes in our time. And through God's grace, you can be too!”

				—DR. GARY ROSBERG, founder and CEO, America's Family Coaches, author of Secrets to a Lasting Love, and co-founder with wife, Barb, of TheGreatMarriageExperience.com

			

			
				“Hero is my favorite of Fred's books by far. Its keen biblical insights and practical applications are exactly what we need today. I can't stop going through it again and again! I have read many books on dating, but Hero easily tops them all. I urge you to read Hero. This book is that good. Fred and Jasen, thanks for being the kind of men many of us want to be.”

				—HEATH ADAMSON, youth evangelist, The Seven Project

			

			
				“Hero is not just another book about dating or purity. As I finished Hero, I came to the realization that this book is truly a message from God's heart to ours. I couldn't put it down. I was deeply challenged and inspired by Jasen's words, but most of all, I felt hopeful. As you read this book, I know you'll be changed forever.”

				—MICHAEL O‘BRIEN, former lead singer of Newsong

			

			
				“God has sounded the battle cry for the hearts of men. Do you hear it? Will you experience the powerful thrill of what it means to be a real man? She needs a hero. Let Fred and Jasen challenge you to become the hero she needs you to be.”

				—MATT MARKINS, director of the D6 Conference

			

			
				“In a culture nearly devoid of genuine heroes, I've had the honor to witness a few. Fred and Jason Stoeker are such men. Every man on planet Earth needs to read and apply the biblical lessons in this book.”

				—CLAY ALLEN, pastor, president, and founder of AVENUE Resource and author of Operation Destiny

			

			
				“Inspiring. Captivating. Thoroughly biblical. Fred and Jasen Stoeker cry out to the men and women of our generation and challenge them to joy-filled holiness. Hero invites us into the God-centered romance I long to see play out again and again.”

				—PAUL SABINO, family pastor, Cornerstone Church, Ames, Iowa

			

			
				“I love Hero ! As I began reading this thought-provoking book, tears filled my eyes and hope captured my soul. Hero delivers some jarring ‘reality’ reading, living proof that whatever the enemy means for harm, God uses for good. Anyone reading these pages will be thoroughly challenged to become a true hero.”

				—JAMES A. MONTERA, president of Mercy Seat Ministries Midwest, Inc. and founder of Refuge School of Ministry
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			From Fred:

			To Michael

			Thanks for stepping into your destiny, Son.
All men know a real man when they see one.
You are one, and there's no doubt about it.

			To the Lord
It's true.
You do far more for us than we can ask or even imagine in our wildest dreams.
There is no one like You, and there are no works like Your works.

			[image: ]

			From Jasen:

			To my cheerful, spunky wife, Rose
Without you, I would still be single, and quite unqualified to write this book.
And to our newest little Stoeker resting inside her, who is even now being formed
by the hand of God.
We can't wait to hold you!
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			INTRODUCTION

			From Fred:

			You may already know my story. At one point, one year after graduating from Stanford University, I was sleeping with three different girls and essentially engaged to marry two of them. Suffice it to say, I wasn't leaving girls better off for having known me.

			Although I eventually straightened things out and made some incredibly important changes, my testimony is one of failure and redemption. However, I can honestly say that the first person I've known who has left every girl better off for having known him is my oldest son, Jasen. Considering his bloodline, this has been a victory of almost unthinkable proportions—certainly beyond anything I could confidently hope for in my early days of fatherhood. But Jasen has been victorious, and that's the primary reason I've asked him to share his story with you in this book.

			Given his incredible story, you'd think this would have been a pretty obvious idea for me, but it wasn't. I didn't get the idea to team up with Jasen until after I got a call from the beautiful Glen Eyrie conference center in Colorado Springs, asking me to do five sessions on sexual purity for a father-son weekend.

			As I pondered what to share with the men, I suddenly realized it would be great for Jasen to share his story. The sons in the audience would love to hear from him, I mused. After all, he's not much older than most of them, and he just made it through eight years of public high school and a state university—exactly where many of them are currently struggling. Who knows more about the practical matters of true heroic purity in today's culture than him?

			Glen Eyrie was game, though their enthusiasm became a little guarded when I told the conference leader on the phone that Jasen had never spoken in public about this before. His first talk was scheduled on the Saturday morning of the conference, and as he stepped up to the podium and looked out over the expectant faces of the fathers and their sons around the room, I honestly had no idea what Jasen was planning to say or how he might do as a speaker.

			I needn't have been concerned. He hit one out of the park, sharing gripping, courageous accounts from his own battle for purity that even I'd never heard before—stories that left me as awed and speechless as the other guys in the room.

			I was an involved father who knew his son well, but even I had no idea what God had in store for all of us through Jasen's words that morning. Sure, I knew what I had taught him along the way, and I know those things gave him a leg up in the battle. But as he spoke on that brisk morning in the shadow of the majestic Pikes Peak, it became abundantly clear to me that Jasen had developed his own burning passion for purity, a passion so real and affecting that it hatched its own personal bevy of tools and creative tactics to keep him winning in his battle for purity—things he hadn't learned from me! I'd had no idea just how heroic he had been along the way in school, and as I sat there transfixed, listening to him nail his message home, I shook my head and thought, What a hero. What a man!

			That morning I became convinced that Jasen, then twenty-three years old and in his first year of marriage, would be the perfect one to join me in writing Hero, the book that would complete my trilogy for single guys. Every Man's Battle told my story. Hero tells “the rest of the story,” through Jasen. Here's how I first introduced Jasen to my readers in Every Man's Battle:

			
				My sixteen-year-old son, Jasen, is now a handsome, strapping, six-foot adolescent with an easy smile and friendly ways. Not long ago Jasen was with friends who had some pornography. He walked away. My son walked away. You don't understand what that means to me!1

			

			As I wrote that paragraph about a decade ago, I dreamed that God would one day break through the generational sin rooted in my family tree, though I had no idea whether that dream would finally come true or fizzle out miserably. Some readers, having briefly “met” Jasen through the pages of Every Man's Battle, have written me to ask, “Hey, whatever happened with Jasen? How did his battle turn out?”

			Well, if you like happy endings, Jasen's story delivers one for the ages. But if you're looking for a surprise ending, you're out of luck. Our great Father has been the ultimate promise keeper from age to age—He is the same yesterday, today, and forever. How surprised can we be when blessing follows obedience? Jasen's life and marriage are a testament to God's faithfulness for every man out there who still wonders whether heroic purity is really possible in today's culture.

			In the following pages, you'll learn some practical ideas from Jasen on how you can walk purely with the women God brings into your life. But what excites me most about Hero is what his testimony can do to strengthen your faith. “Worship God! For the testimony of Jesus is the spirit of prophecy” (Revelation 19:10).

			The original word for testimony can be translated “to do again.” And that's where its power lies. When you hear or read a testimony, an atmosphere of faith is created in your heart, and hope swirls through your soul: If God can do that for him, then He can do it again for me. That simple faith is all the Holy Spirit needs to duplicate that story in your life and work a major victory once more.

			In the end, that's why I believe Hero is the ultimate book for single guys. Every Young Man's Battle was my first book written to single men, confronting male sexuality within the context of you and your sexual vulnerabilities. It centered on Ephesians 5:3, “But among you there must not be even a hint of sexual immorality.” God calls all of us to shut down the sexual gratification we draw through our eyes and minds by “bouncing” our eyes and taking every lustful thought captive.

			Tactics, the second book, confronted sexuality within the context of your relationship with God and with your Christian brothers. It challenged you to deepen your intimacy with God and carry your brothers’ moral burdens by heeding Jesus's indelible words from the book of Matthew:

			
				“Teacher, which is the greatest commandment in the Law?” Jesus replied: “‘Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind.’ This is the first and greatest commandment. And the second is like it: ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.’ All the Law and the Prophets hang on these two commandments.” (22:36–40)

			

			Finding intimacy with God and with your neighbor changes every man's battle forever, primarily by replacing your hunger for the false intimacy of porn and masturbation with the genuine intimacy of true relationship with God and genuine connection with the men around you.

			In Hero, the context is your relationship with women. Our guiding verse this time is “Treat…younger women as sisters, with absolute purity” (1 Timothy 5:1–2).

			In this third book, the battle for purity comes full circle. Expanding on the theme from the final chapters of Every Young Man's Battle, we focus on this central question: are you leaving the women in your life better off for having known you? It's a vital question. That's precisely God's challenge to every man of any age. And it applies to all single men, whether you're seventeen or seventy.

			Leaving her better off for having known you is a heroic, even chivalrous goal. Yet the truth is, when it comes to women, most of us think very little about our level of heroism when dating. As guys, we tend to think first about how we can come across as the coolest guy on the planet, closely followed by how well we're honing that public perception of perfection: What should I wear? How should I act? What should I say?

			Trouble is, while being cool may catch a girl's eye, it's not the greatest strategy for winning her heart. This mind-set does little to keep you sexually pure during the relationship and ultimately only makes matters more difficult. In light of that, be honest with yourself for a moment. When it comes to your sexual purity, how has your quest for cool been working out for you in your dating relationships?

			If the results have been less than stellar, don't despair. I believe you can be both cool and heroic when it comes to your most significant relationships. But being godly and heroic must take precedence over being cool if you expect to stay pure while dating. And to help you see how that looks in practice, I'll be offering my firstborn son, Jasen, as Exhibit A. You'll hear a lot more about Jasen and from Jasen in the coming pages.

			As you read his testimony, we sincerely hope that a deep faith will arise in your soul, a belief that God will “do it again” in your life. We hope the Lord will turn your heart further toward Jesus in your approach to dating, and if you'll honor us a moment, we'd like to offer a prayer of dedication toward that end, here at the start of your journey through these pages:

			
				God, we come to You in Jesus's name, thanking You for these moments with our brother who now holds this book in his hands. We know You are hungry to speak to Your sons about their relationships, and at this particular moment, You are especially hungry to reach out to touch this brother's heart with Your great love. Capture him. Make Your intense desires his. Call him away from the darker desires that lurk around us all, and call out the heroic heart You've placed within him. As he stands up for You in his relationships, multiply the impact of his obedience across our nation and around our world. We ask a lot, Lord, because we know You yearn to do it. Encourage this man to seek You earnestly, Lord. Open his ears and his eyes, that He might find You.
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		VICTORY

		From Fred:

		The crowd's roar shocked me. It was similar to the shouts of triumph I'd heard many times at football games, after a last-second Hail Mary pass into the end zone, or an interception that propels the home team into the play-offs. I've heard it at baseball games, when the walk-off blast disappears into a whooping, surging sea of delirium in the left-field bleachers.

		But I'd never heard such raucous cheers at a wedding.

		The formal ceremony had been rapidly moving toward a close when a smiling Pastor Dave Olson cheerfully proclaimed, “Jasen, you may kiss your bride!”

		And that's when it happened. As my son happily wrapped his newly minted wife in his arms and their lips met for the first time, a spontaneous, ear-bursting roar grew into a frenzy as our exuberant guests leapt to their feet. They whooped and hollered as if they were witnessing a March Madness buzzer-beater, crowing and hugging and pumping their fists, their boisterous shouts and piercing whistles of jubilation ricocheting from the rafters.

		I stood there dumbfounded, a bobble-headed Fred doll with a silly grin plastered across my speechless face. My head bounced crazily about as I grappled to absorb everything at once in this confounding scene. I'd expected my emotions to swell in a flash flood of joyful tears at this point in the ceremony. But instead, I stood transfixed, motionless, mesmerized by the moment, frozen by a deep, still awe for the handsome young groom beaming radiantly into the luminous eyes of his lovely bride.

		Who was this guy? And why were they cheering him like Tiger Woods at the final hole of a major? This was my son, my firstborn, the culmination of my efforts, the one whose spiritual destiny had turned and twisted and joined with mine from our earliest days together.

		During the final days leading up to his wedding, I was like any groom's father, I suppose. My mind couldn't help replaying the great and poignant moments of our lives together. I was wildly emotional, especially as I recalled his toddler days when his shiny, loving eyes challenged me to the core and altered the destiny of our family tree.

		Such a cute little squirt, he was one great big ball of herky-jerky, drooling action. At times he'd amble awkwardly over to me with a drippy pacifier stuck loosely in his mouth, holding it in somehow while shooting me a goofy grin as big as the moon. Though he couldn't speak, I knew exactly what his eyes were saying, as clear as a bell: Daddy, you are my hero. I want to grow up to be just like you!

		Many times I'd simply sweep him into my arms and tickle him, I loved him so much. But other times, when we were home alone together, I'd burst into hopeless tears.

		No! I'd beg inside. Please don't become like me, Son!

		You see, I was no hero. The truth of my family's generational curse was all too familiar to me. My sexual sin would one day doom him to the same cold, heartless jail cell that sucked the life from my soul, the very same prison in which my dad and grandfathers writhed until death freed them from the icy chains. I'm not your hero, Son. If I was, I could save you from this prison. But I can't even save myself ! How will I ever save you?

		Sometimes, I'd lie awake wide-eyed near dawn, staring at the ceiling as silent screams pierced my soul. God, how can You be so cruel? Why did You give me a son? I'm not fit to raise him, and You know it! You've given me the spiritual responsibility for him, but I don't have what it takes to do the job. What were You thinking?

		He was likely thinking that He'd help me rise up to the challenge somehow, but I just couldn't envision Him pulling off that one, despite His omnipotence. Undeterred, the Lord somehow used a simple sermon one Sunday morning to launch a sizzling cascade of truth on me that changed the course of my life—and Jasen's—forever.

		I can remember the verses as if I'd just read them this morning:

		
			This is the word that came to Jeremiah from the LORD… “Go to the Recabite family and invite them to come to one of the side rooms of the house of the LORD and give them wine to drink.”… Then I set bowls full of wine and some cups before the men of the Recabite family and said to them, “Drink some wine.” But they replied, “We do not drink wine, because our forefather Jonadab son of Recab gave us this command: ‘Neither you nor your descendants must ever drink wine.…’ We have obeyed everything our forefather Jonadab son of Recab commanded us. Neither we nor our wives nor our sons and daughters have ever drunk wine.” (Jeremiah 35:1–2, 5–6, 8)

		

		Obedient children impress God, and He was so pleased with Jonadab's offspring that He used them as an example to His own people:

		
			This is what the LORD Almighty, the God of Israel, says: Go and tell the men of Judah and the people of Jerusalem, “Will you not learn a lesson and obey my words?” declares the LORD. “Jonadab son of Recab ordered his sons not to drink wine and this command has been kept. To this day they do not drink wine, because they obey their forefather's command. But I have spoken to you again and again, yet you have not obeyed me.” (Jeremiah 35:13–14)

		

		These are stern words, and worthy of our attention on any day. But these weren't the words that pummeled my soul that morning. No, I was hammered by a little-known fact about this passage, shared by my pastor from the pulpit. Do you know how much time had passed between the days of Jonadab and this day, when Jeremiah asked Jonadab's “sons” to drink wine with him? As many as three hundred years! Jonadab was such a great example of godliness that his descendants were still following his example three centuries later.

		My soul ignited. Can this work for my sexual sin? If I can manage to win this battle and teach my children to follow me this way, will my descendants still be saying three hundred years from now, “We don't look at pornography because our father Fred didn't look at porn” ?

		MY DEEPEST FEAR

		God's truth had seized my heart, and I began to wrestle with the possibilities. You can read the full story in my book Tactics, but all the grappling hinged on one uncertainty: even if I did manage to win the battle myself, how could I be sure that Jasen would follow? I couldn't change the destiny of my family tree by myself. Someone would have to step up to the challenge with me.

		Who must that someone be? Answer: that stubby-legged, drooling little kid who thought I was his hero. That was my deepest fear. How could I reach him or any other son I might have? I had no idea what kind of man he would become, and I wasn't too sure I was willing to risk all the effort to change my family tree with that kind of uncertainty hanging over me. I waffled seriously over this issue for months until my exasperated Father in heaven spoke this chilling challenge into my heart one morning: Are you going to drive the stake into the ground right here and change the destiny of your family tree, or will you be leaving the job for some man better than you, somewhere down the line?

		The exchange broke me into tears. I couldn't stand the kind of man I was, the kind that the Lord couldn't trust on the big things. I'd spent my whole life in sports and school trying to prove that I had what it takes to be a man, a guy you could count on in the clutch. Would I really slink back now, when it really mattered? Was I really going to let another male offspring “down the line” finish the job for me, some man who loved Him more, someone more committed to His purposes than I was? My heart writhed in grinding torment. It was my family tree and my battle to fight. What kind of tepid, fainthearted man depends on someone else to restore his family name?

		Worst of all, if I passed on this, I knew the Lord would one day lay that same challenge at Jasen's feet. Would my son become that man who was better than me? I didn't know the answer, but I wasn't about to leave such a brutal battle up to my precious son to fight alone. That sealed the deal for me, because that just wasn't going to happen. No matter how miserably I might fail in the battle, he was my boy, and he wouldn't have to battle this horrid thing by himself.

		I knew this was the defining moment of my life. I could either “man up” and pick a fight with this brutal taskmaster, or I could drift meekly into the same retreating rabble of Stoeker men and spend the rest of my days merely posing as a man, as they had.

		As a student of history, I already knew how real men thought in the face of battle. Teddy Roosevelt said sternly, “No man is worth calling a man who will not fight rather than submit to infamy or see those that are dear to him suffer wrong.” Winston Churchill declared resolutely, “What is the use of living, if it be not to strive for noble causes and to make this muddled world a better place for those who will live in it after we are gone?”

		Was I worth calling a “man”? And if not, what was the use of living?

		The time for posing and hiding was over. If I didn't step up and fight right now, I knew I would someday toss on my bed and fight off the desperate, hopeless regrets night after night, like so many other timid souls who flee from battle in this world. In the end, I couldn't stand that thought. I was desperate enough as it was, but at least there was still hope! I wanted freedom from sexual sin, and it was time to face up to the raging war at hand. My family's destiny depended upon it and, I knew, my own manhood as well.

		I finally engaged the battle for keeps just a few days later. Driving on Merle Hay Road near my house, I found myself lusting once more at a jogger, and I broke down one more time. Pounding my fists on the steering wheel, I shouted through my tears, “It stops here! I'm not going to live like this anymore! I don't know how to build a covenant with my eyes, but I'm going to learn! It stops here!” Within six weeks of fighting, the tide of battle turned decidedly in my favor, and by the end of three years, every rebellious skirmish had been put down. Against all odds, I stood victorious over my enemy in this ruthless fight, completing my part of the bargain. I'd driven that stake deeply into the ground.

		But now it was Jasen's turn. How would he respond?

		My first clue came when he turned eleven. We'd spent many treasured evenings together reading Dr. James Dobson's classic Preparing for Adolescence. When we came to the section on pornography, I told him, “Jace, looking at pornography is like taking drugs. When we look at women without their clothes on, there is a chemical reaction that happens in our brain that is much like the reaction the brain has to taking cocaine…the studies were even showing this way back when I was at Stanford. I watched some of my rich dorm friends blow thousands and thousands of dollars on cocaine in just a few days over spring break…they just couldn't get enough.”

		I let that thought settle in before continuing. “Jasen, I've never done cocaine, but I have viewed pornography, and once I did, I was hooked and wanted to see more and more, just like those guys with their drugs. It was a brutal habit to break, and I just don't want you to make the same mistake I did.”

		Wouldn't you know it? Two weeks later, Jasen's classmates brought some pornography to school—a Hustler magazine. They called him over to peek at the glossy pages.

		That night, when Jasen shared this amazing story with me, I was frozen by his words. Oh, no! This is it! His battle has begun. What did he do? As a Stoeker, my past should have been his prologue: getting hooked by porn at a young age, then getting caught up in premarital sex during high school and college, and perhaps later, if he was like his grandfather or great-grandfather, ditching his wife after committing numerous sexual affairs. He would be the fourth-generation Stoeker following in the family footsteps. Struggling to control my breath, I asked, “Son, what did you do?”

		“I walked away, Dad, just like you said I should.”

		I swallowed back the lump in my throat and sucked in a huge breath, grabbing him and hugging him before he ran off to his room. My heart soared. God ! I thought. You're doing it! My son walked away! Right there on the kitchen tile, I danced a little jig. Could this be the first crack in the generational curse? I could barely allow myself to hope, but I was gripped by the incredible thought, He could actually win this thing, God. God was clearly up to the challenge, and obviously, Jasen was too. Even at eleven, he heard my “Don't do as I did” counsel and wasn't afraid to walk away from the crowd when offered an easy opportunity to sin. My son was a stud.

		VICTORY MARCH

		That incident in the schoolyard turned out to be the first of hundreds of cracks that Jasen would hammer into the curse during his teens and early twenties. By the grace of God and by the promises He offers us all, that massive wall of corruption now sits in a pile of dusty rubble.

		Jasen stood atop that debris at his wedding, utterly victorious, and that's why a common, ordinary church wedding turned into a thunderous parade of triumph.

		As Jasen's celebratory march into matrimony passed before me that afternoon, my pride swelled and my mind raced wildly. As his comrade in that battle for our family destiny, let me offer some inside color commentary and a few action highlights from the wedding that day, which opened this way:

		
			On behalf of the Gibson and Stoeker families, it is an honor to welcome you to share this joyous occasion and to witness the vows of this precious couple.

		

		The first thought that had me sitting there marveling was, I can't believe this! Jasen actually got a girl! That may sound strange from his father, but as college graduation inched ever closer and Jasen still hadn't ever found a serious girlfriend, my heart moaned for him. I wondered if I'd been wrong to encourage such a strong stand against impurity. So few women are living this way! I thought. Have I doomed him to decades of loneliness?

		I'd always trusted God to take care of him, and I'd always told Jasen that God was completely trustworthy to find a mate for the man who takes Him at His Word when it comes to his purity. “God's blessing for you is sure, Son,” I promised. “God isn't God if He doesn't keep His Word.”

		And he believed me! His faith rarely wavered over finding such a woman who would willingly stand with him in purity. Sadly, behind the scenes my own confidence flagged miserably at times, and the same was true with my wife, Brenda. After all, his unrelenting, determined stand for purity ran counter to the widespread sensuality in the girls his age, even among those from Christian high schools and colleges.

		At times, I despaired. Are there any women left out there who care enough about their purity that they could live with Jasen's and God's standards? And even if there is one out there, how will Jasen ever find her? As graduation loomed ever larger on the horizon, my hope was fizzling. I'd have been grateful for any mousy, leftover girl God might toss his way.

		But not Jasen. And now as I looked up at my son standing so proudly at the altar while awaiting his bride, my thoughts turned to that impossibly perfect girl standing just outside the sanctuary, draped in satin and lace. Inside, I laughed at myself. What a dork you were, Fred! You despaired too soon, buddy! It turns out God is exactly as I'd tried to tell Jasen—faithful to the end. And even though I had some trouble fully believing it at times, all my preaching about His goodness had been spot on. God didn't mess around when it came to His boy Jasen. He didn't have just any girl for him.

		Let me tell you about the girl who entered the crowded hall that afternoon. Rose Gibson was a stunning catch, vivaciously bubbly, incredibly beautiful, and so alive in Christ. She was not only a high school homecoming queen but the pinnacle of a perfect match for Jasen. I never thought I'd ever meet another woman like the one I'd married, yet there she stood, about to marry my son.

		As Rose stepped and paused, stepped and paused her way down the center aisle, her regal manner overwhelmed me. This wasn't just another lovely bride walking up one more aisle. This was the unmatched, incandescent favor of the living God slipping by us, fittingly clothed in brilliant white.

		“Who gives this woman to be married to this man?”

		As David Gibson lifted his daughter's veil to kiss her goodbye, his countenance sparkled with pride and joy over his one and only precious daughter, just as mine did with Jasen. I glanced back at Jace, and I couldn't help thinking about the dad who wasn't there that day, my father who'd died seven years earlier. How would he have felt about this couple?

		He'd have thought you were chumps, I thought.

		Fred Stoeker Sr. was a great man. He was a man's man. An AAU heavyweight national champion wrestler, he could drain his opponent's will to win in mere moments. At the poker table, he could drain your wallet just as fast. He could out-fish, out-work, and out-charm nearly any man on earth—and he had a string of mistresses to prove it. In fact, nothing and no one that I know of ever got the best of my dad. Except for one thing.

		Sex.

		When it came to sex, there was only one truth for Dad: real men know women as early and as often as they can. It didn't matter whether you were married, or whether you claimed Christ. Dad knew the “real” truth about manhood, and he wasn't about to let the Bible or anything else get in the way.

		Fred Sr. paved his own path regardless of the consequences, and he raced with his truth all the way to his finish line. Just before his death, when it was finally apparent that even he couldn't out-bluff Father Time, he told me that divorcing my mom (because of his skirt chasing) was the dumbest decision he'd ever made in his life. “Your mom was a good woman, and I threw her away,” he admitted in a moment of candor. “And do you know what? I never recovered from that mistake, no matter how hard I tried. I never recovered financially, no matter how hard I worked. I never had another relationship any better than the one I had with your mom, though I've known many women. And worst of all, I've never been able to really rebuild my relationships with you kids like I wanted to because of the pain of that divorce.”

		When I asked why he chose to chase those other women, he said it just seemed like the thing to do in those days. It was the sixties, when sexual liberation was the war cry on college campuses and the nightly news. “It was the early days of the Playboy generation. Having a mistress was something men did to prove they were sophisticated, you know? To show they were with it, with the times. I never really thought it through, though, Son. That's really all it was.”

		So even though he'd never really thought his philosophies through and even though his “truth” had ruined relationship after relationship with women over the years, he somehow managed to remain certain it was always best to take your girlfriends to bed, especially if the relationship looked like things were heading for the altar. According to him, you needed to know if you were “sexually compatible” with your woman before you tied the knot. That is why he pulled me aside right after I'd announced my engagement to Brenda and shared this pocketful of advice: “Son, I know what the Bible says about premarital sex, and you and I are both Christians and everything. But sex is too important for you to get married without having intercourse with Brenda first. You can't afford to marry a frigid girl.”

		Dad was a great role model in many ways, but in the arena of sex, he was a disaster. And as I gazed up at Jasen on his great day of triumph, I was amused to think that if my father were still alive, the guy who had never owned his sexuality for a moment would be scoffing at his grandson who had always owned his.

		I glanced over at my younger son, Michael, standing next to Jasen as his best man. Just a year earlier, in his last year of middle school, Michael had already been jeered by his junior high classmates for avoiding PG-13 movies and derided by his teammates in the locker room for choosing to put off dating indefinitely. Michael owned his sexuality, yet he was being mocked by these middle-school guys who didn't own theirs, just like my father might have mocked Jasen that day at the wedding.

		Suddenly, it hit me. I realized that for all of my father's greatness in sports and business, he had never matured past these middle schoolers in regard to his sexuality, even knocking me, his own son, for waiting on sex until marriage. Weird, I thought. I wonder how many men get stuck in a junior-high mentality when it comes to sex?

		I returned my focus to Pastor Dave, who was preaching wonderfully on God's plan for marriage and expertly dissecting scriptural meaning behind the covenants involved. And then, all too soon my reverie was broken and those very vows were upon us, ready to be made. Jasen made his vows, and then Rose. “With this ring, I give myself to you, Jasen, to be your faithful wife. All that I have is yours. From this day forward, I will support you, as you lead our family to follow Christ.”

		Just then, I was struck by another thought. God's presence has been unbelievable during this ceremony. At first, I'd passed it off as parental pride skewing my perception. But as the proceedings continued, His powerful, holy presence in that sanctuary had grown unmistakable as Jasen and Rose exchanged their vows. Later at the reception, literally dozens of our friends and acquaintances mentioned that they had felt God's presence in that hall.

		I've never experienced a more powerful wedding ceremony. The Holy Spirit was clearly overjoyed with this young couple and their commitment to sexual purity, and as the ceremony neared its close, Pastor Dave shared his final words. I believe they explain why the Lord allowed His presence to be felt so deeply by so many of us that afternoon:

		
			Well, this is that special moment—the kiss—that we all look forward to at the end of every wedding. But before we do this, let me share something with you. This is certainly the moment we're always waiting for, but it's especially true in regards to this couple. Many of you may not realize that Jasen and Rose really have waited until marriage, and this is going to be their very first kiss. Some of you may already be aware of that, and you may feel it is a little silly and old-fashioned. But I think it's a beautiful thing, and I really believe that this is the way God intended it.

			We just talked about what a covenant relationship means before God, but now let's take a look at how the Lord's temple completes the picture of marital covenant for us. In the temple, there was a veil at the entrance to the Holy of Holies. In order to go beyond that veil and to worship the Lord, the high priest had to first enter into blood covenant with Him. What's interesting is that in the original language of Scripture, the word used for worship was proskuneo, or “kiss.” In other words, only the man in covenant with God could pass beyond the temple's veil and “kiss” the Lord in worship.

			“This couple's relationship has followed that same pattern as they've approached their marital covenant, and I think the Lord is very pleased with that. When it comes to relationships between men and women, God is clear that a man must be in covenant with a woman before he goes in to her. As a man, Jasen has willingly waited until this moment, the moment he's entered into covenant with Rose. He has accepted the position of high priest for her, and he has accepted the responsibility of representing her before the throne of God as leader of his family.

			Now that he has done so, his wait is finally over, and that special moment has arrived. Since Jasen has just entered into covenant with Rose, he can now go beyond the veil—her wedding veil—and kiss his bride.

			So now, it is with especially great pleasure that, in the power vested in me by Jesus Christ, His Church, and the state of Iowa, I now pronounce you man and wife. Jasen, you may kiss your bride.

		

		And then the great roar arose, surprising me and mesmerizing me at once. What was I feeling? Simple. Absolute, unadulterated awe for my son. Jasen had run his race. He had finished the course. From those unsettling earliest days of puberty to this grand, exultant moment at the altar, Jasen had never touched a woman's body in dishonor. Rose was the first girl he'd ever kissed, the first girl he'd ever seriously dated. He'd never left a girl worse off for having known him. He'd owned his sexuality completely.

		And my first and only thought at that moment was the one spoken silently in my heart, over and over again throughout the day. You're a greater man than I ever dreamed of being, Jace. You are the greatest man I know.

		I meant those words with every fiber of my being, and I still mean them today.

		Still, it does seem kind of funny if you stop to think about it. After all, all Jasen did was obey God's call to every man. Why is his story so remarkable?

		The answer is: because of what surrounds him—and you—every day. The sickness seething into every crevice of society—this evil virus bent on getting you to bow down before its unholy god, our great American idol—

		Baal.

	
		[image: ]

		BAAL

		Why do guys like Jasen come along so rarely? The answer has much to do with what we're sowing and reaping as a nation. The sexual climate wasn't always this hot in America, but then again, we only started “sowing the wind” about fifty years ago: “They sow the wind and reap the whirlwind. The stalk has no head; it will produce no flour. Were it to yield grain, foreigners would swallow it up” (Hosea 8:7). We're reaping the whirlwind, all right. And we're seeing things today many of us thought we'd never see, even in churches.

		Pastors used to advise us to keep our heads down whenever Hollywood opened fire on our sexuality. Today, way too many insecure, seeker-friendly youth pastors are leveling us with friendly fire in their sincere desire to be “relevant.” Although our male hard-wiring is prone to addictive lusts of the eyes, young Christian leaders often approve and even promote sensual movies that rev up guys’ sexual engines into the red zone. Some even share entertaining film clips during their services that would have made their grandparents blush and then throw kerosene on the fire by screening full-length R-rated and PG-13 movies in their small group get-togethers, in spite of the nudity and the embarrassing amounts of sexual innuendo. When asked how they justify showing such films to those they're mentoring, they shrug carelessly, “They're watching these movies anyway. Why not use them to connect with the guys?”

		Why not, indeed? No wonder the students on
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