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To seekers and pilgrims who need to think out loud,

others who would like to,

and those who value and support them.

***

And to my family—already and not yet.





Concerning the Bible . . . 

“The human qualities of the raw materials show through. Naïvety, error, contradiction, even (as in the cursing Psalms) wickedness are not removed. The total result is not ‘the Word of God’ in the sense that every passage, in itself, gives impeccable science or history. It carries the Word of God; and we (under grace, with attention to tradition and to interpreters wiser than ourselves, and with the use of such intelligence and learning as we may have) receive that word from it not by using it as an encyclopedia or an encyclical but by steeping ourselves in its tone or temper and so learning its overall message.”

***

“We might have expected, we may think we should have preferred, an unrefracted light giving us ultimate truth in systematic form—something we could have tabulated and memorized and relied on like the multiplication table. . . . But there is one argument which we should beware of using . . .: 

God must have done what is best, this is best, therefore God has done this. For we are mortals and do not know what is best for us, and it is dangerous to prescribe what God must have done—especially when we cannot, for the life of us, see that He has after all done it.”

C. S. Lewis, Reflections on the Psalms
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Author’s Note

A word about how this book is laid out.

I refer to the Bible a lot, and almost all of the citations (chapter and verse) are collected toward the end of the book in an easy-to-use section, “Where in the Bible Were We? (In Order of Appearance).” I assume you’re as distracted as I am when you’re reading along in a book, having a good time, and you come across something like “(Isaiah 58:9–10; Luke 4:10; John 12:1–3, 7–11, and 15)” and you stop dead in your tracks, wondering “Where did the words go?” So I collected all that in the back of the book. You’ll also find in that section a few references to other books and articles I used as sources.

It’s hard to talk about the Bible without dates, so you’ll notice a few popping up here and there. I’ve kept them to a minimum and collected them at the end of the book in a crisp and clear timeline, “Some Dates I Keep Referring To (And a Few Others).” You’ll also find at the end a list of books that you might find helpful if you want to keep reading a bit (“In Case You Don’t Believe Me and Want to Read More”).

The Bible translation I use throughout the book is the New Revised Standard Version. Just because. I like it.
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I’ll Take Door Number Three





When the Bible Doesn’t Behave

The Bible.

It’s been around in one form or another for twenty-five hundred years or so, and, by anyone’s standards, it’s had quite a run.

From its murky beginnings as ancient stories and poems written by obscure peoples living along the eastern Mediterranean coast in a plot of land the size of New Jersey, it became a worldwide sacred and revered text, the Holy Bible, the Word of God, read in hundreds of languages and dialects, the number one bestselling book of all time, with billions of copies sold and a hundred million more sold each year.

The Bible isn’t going anywhere. Christians have been reading it ever since there have been Christians. It remains the main way for Christians today to learn about God, the go-to sourcebook for spiritual comfort, guidance, and insight.

Count me among them. I am a Christian, and the Bible has shaped and continues to shape my life and my faith. I love the Bible, because I meet God in its pages. I teach the Bible because I want to help others meet God, too.

So what’s the problem?

Many Christians have been taught that the Bible is Truth downloaded from heaven, God’s rulebook, a heavenly instructional manual—follow the directions and out pops a true believer; deviate from the script and God will come crashing down on you with full force.

If anyone challenges this view, the faithful are taught to “defend the Bible” against these anti-God attacks. Problem solved.

That is, until you actually read the Bible. Then you see that this rulebook view of the Bible is like a knockoff Chanel handbag—fine as long as it’s kept at a distance, away from curious and probing eyes. 

What I discovered, and what I want to pass along to you in this book, is that this view of the Bible does not come from the Bible but from an anxiety over protecting the Bible and so regulating the faith of those who read it.

Why do I say this? The Bible tells me so.

I will tell you my story soon, but in sum I would say this: When you read the Bible on its own terms, you discover that it doesn’t behave itself like a holy rulebook should. It is definitely inspiring and uplifting—it wouldn’t have the shelf life it does otherwise. But just as often it’s a challenging book that leaves you with more questions than answers.

For one thing, you don’t have to go beyond the first two books of the Bible, Genesis and Exodus, to find stories that are hard to take at face value and read more like scripts for a fairy tale.

Adam and Eve, the two first humans, live in a garden paradise with not one but two magical trees, and lurking nearby is a talking serpent with an ax to grind. God shows up on a semiregular basis and chats with humans—as if, what could be more normal? A sea parts down the middle so Israelite slaves can escape Egypt on dry land. Fire comes out of the sky. God slays sea monsters.

Christians know deep down that these stories, as part of the Holy Bible, need to be taken seriously. But still. If we read these sorts of episodes outside of the Bible, from another ancient culture, we wouldn’t blink an eye. We’d know right away we were dealing with the kinds of stories people wrote long ago and far away, not things that happened, and certainly nothing to invest too much of ourselves in.

Yet this stuff is in the Bible, the Holy Bible, the book that we are told gives the faithful sure spiritual guidance and relays absolutely reliable information about God. It’s not supposed to feel like Norse sagas or the SyFy Channel.

So what are we supposed to do with a Bible like this?

Another challenging part for Christian readers who see the Bible as an unerring rulebook is the many laws God gave the Israelites on Mount Sinai (with Moses as the go-between). These laws are at the heart and center of Israel’s story, the Old Testament,1 which makes up three-fourths of the Christian Bible. 



 I will use the conventional Christian term “Old Testament” when talking about the sacred writings of the ancient Israelites—a.k.a. the Hebrew Bible or Tanakh, an acronym for the three sections of the Jewish Bible, Torah (five books of Moses), Nevi’im (prophets), and Kethuvim (writings).



But for Christians many of these laws are completely out of touch with their day-to-day spiritual reality, and it’s hard to know whether we should take them seriously or move along without making eye contact.

Animals are sacrificed on a regular basis to appease God, with very specific instructions given by God about what kind of animals and when to sacrifice them to keep him1 calm. Other laws are just plain weird. Wet dreams, contact with mold and bodily discharges, and eating pork, dolphin, and lobster make you “unclean,” an ancient notion about being unfit to be in the company of God and fellow Israelites. The blind, disfigured, hunchbacked, dwarfed, and those with crushed testicles (I suppose it could happen) are barred from the priesthood. Strictly speaking, the Americans with Disabilities Act is unbiblical.



 I do not believe that the God of the universe is male or female, but, following the biblical convention, I will use male pronouns when speaking of God. We will be looking at a lot of passages from the Bible, and adjusting the language at each point could get distracting and become the unintended focus. I realize—and respect—that not all would agree with me in this decision, but I just want to be clear about what I am doing and why.



There’s a reason pastors’ sermons and Bible study groups don’t spend a lot of time in these sections: it’s hard to know what to do with all this, and there doesn’t seem to be a lot of payoff in investing the effort to try.

Other parts of the Bible are shocking to read, even barbaric, and hard to defend as the Word of God in civil adult conversation. God either orders a lot of killing or does it himself—and even comes across as a bit touchy. You only have to get to the sixth chapter of the Bible to see God drown all but two of every living creature on earth in a forty-day tsunami because humanity was wicked and evil (except for Noah). Later God drowned (what is it with water?) the entire Egyptian army in the Red Sea after the Israelites passed through safely.

Then (as we’ll see in the next chapter), to take occupation of their new homeland, the land of Canaan—the Promised Land—God commanded the Israelites to go from town to town and exterminate the current residents—men, women, children, and animals—and move in. If we read this anywhere else, we would call it genocide. Later, for much of Israel’s history, warfare with other nations was as common as football in October, and defeating Israel’s enemies wasn’t a necessary evil but brought God glory and honor. And when provoked, God wasn’t bashful about killing or plaguing his own people. The God of the universe often comes across like a tribal warlord.

All this is part of the Christian Bible that Christians are often taught to take without question as God speaking to them.

What are we supposed to do with a Bible like this?

What are we supposed to do with a God like this?

***

Taking the Bible seriously enough to read it carefully, as many Christians can testify to, can generate more than its share of uh-oh moments. The Bible can become a challenge to one’s faith in God rather than the source of faith, a problem to be overcome rather than the answer to our problems.

The Holy Bible, the sourcebook for spiritual comfort, guidance, and insight, makes you squirm—or at least fidget. It just won’t do to make believe otherwise. In fact, it’s good to come clean about it and clear the air. The question is what to do about it.





The Bible Isn’t the Problem

Christians who look to the entire Bible as God’s Word, and so take the time and effort to respect the Bible enough to read it carefully, often find their faith deeply challenged—even stretched to the breaking point. Feeling like you are losing your handle on your faith and on God produces stress.

No one likes stress. We want to get rid of it, or at least take it down a few notches. To cope we often ignore or push down the stress and go along with life on autopilot, acting as if everything is okay. But “keeping it together” uses up a lot of energy and eventually takes its toll.

Think of a relationship where something is clearly not right, but facing the problem is too emotionally risky. We come up with all sorts of ways to convince ourselves that so-and-so really is a thoughtful sweetheart deep down and not a narcissistic sarcastic dipwad. Holding on tooth and nail to something that’s not working, denying that nagging undercurrent of tension, that feeling that you know something’s just not right, and just going on with life—well, that’s hard, stressful work.

Plus, stress erodes basic people skills we learned in kindergarten. It makes us edgy, angry, nasty, and passive-aggressive. We kick the dog, yell at the kids, and make ourselves and those around us miserable.

I know many Christians who deal with this stress every day—sometimes they don’t even know it’s happening until some unexpected experience snaps them out of the stupor and connects them with their heart. I’ve been there. Sometimes I still am.

The real shame is that it’s hard to talk about Bible-induced stress with the very people you’d think you should be able to talk to—religious leaders, teachers, and church friends. It’s risky to let them in on your little secret, what you’re really thinking, because you’re afraid they’ll look at you like you have a massive zit on your nose. Or worse, you’ll be scolded like a misbehaved child or shamed and shunned for your faithlessness.

And for good reason: we have all heard of stories where people have become casualties for asking questions about scripture. So, you go it alone, doomed to a lifelong sound track of nagging doubt and stress, or you just leave your faith on the curbside with the rest of the week’s trash.

And now for some good news: I believe God wants us to take the Bible seriously, but I don’t believe he wants us to suppress our questions about it.

I don’t believe he wants us to be in constant crisis, in a stress-reduction mode of having to smooth over mass floods, talking animals, or genocide.

I don’t believe God wants us to live our lives wringing our hands over how to make the Bible behave itself, expending energy 24/7 to make the Bible into something it’s not, and calling that “serving God.”

The problem isn’t the Bible.

The problem is coming to the Bible with expectations it’s not set up to bear.

If we come to the Bible expecting something like a spiritual owner’s manual complete with handy index, a step-by-step field guide to the life of faith, an absolutely sure answer-book to unlock the mystery of God and the meaning of life, then conflict and stress follow right behind and, like a leech, find a place in your heart and soul to latch on.

When we are taught that the Bible has to meet these unrealistic expectations for our faith to be genuine, the end product is a fragile, nervous faith. Faith like that produces stress, because it has to be tended and defended with 24/7 vigilance in order to survive—like an abandoned baby robin in a shoebox. And even with constant tending, it still may not survive.

Is a life of faith in God truly supposed to be this stressful? Is this what God wants for us? I don’t think so. So let’s stop making it that way by setting the Bible up to be something it’s not prepared to be and then anxiously smoothing over the rough parts to make it fit false expectations. The cost is too high.

So here’s my not so radical thought: What if the Bible is just fine the way it is? What if it doesn’t need to be protected from itself? What if it doesn’t need to be bathed and perfumed before going out in public?

And what if God is actually fine with the Bible just as it is without needing anyone to stand guard over it? Not the well-behaved-everything-is-in-order version we create, but the messy, troubling, weird, and ancient Bible that we actually have? 

Maybe this Bible has something to show us about our own sacred journey of faith, and maybe God wants us to wander off the beach blanket to discover what that is.

Sweating bullets to line up the Bible with our exhausting expectations, to make the Bible something it’s not meant to be, isn’t a pious act of faith, even if it looks that way on the surface. It’s actually thinly masked fear of losing control and certainty, a mirror of an inner disquiet, a warning signal that deep down we do not really trust God at all.

A Bible like that isn’t a sure foundation of faith but a barrier to true faith. Creating a Bible that behaves itself doesn’t support the spiritual journey. It cripples it.

The Bible just as it is isn’t a problem to be fixed. It’s an invitation.





My Life, in Brief, and Such as It Is

I’ve been on a journey of rediscovering the Bible and the God behind it for over thirty years and I don’t see that journey ending any time soon.

Parts of my journey are specific to people like me who “do Bible” for a living, though I’d bet good money (I’m a professor, so let’s start the bidding low) that my story will ring a bell for others—whether you are Christian, used to be, are on the way out, or are thinking about it but can’t get over the Bible hump.

My parents were German immigrants, straight out of central casting, who settled in New Jersey and raised me to know God in a genuine but European “don’t let it get out of hand” sort of way. They sent me to two years of Lutheran confirmation classes during junior high school, but not a lot of it stuck at the time—though the cross I received as a gift at my confirmation now hangs on my study wall.

My religiously benign childhood took a more dramatic turn one Sunday while in high school. I found myself in an evangelistic church service, where I “raised my hand and went forward” because “If I died tonight,” I was pretty sure I was headed straight to hell, and raising my hand, apparently, was what I needed to do to keep that from happening. For the next couple of years I alternated between imposing that same terror on my friends (with little effect) and acting cool and all high-schooly, as if nothing had happened.

I wound up at a small evangelical Christian college a few hours from home. I wanted to find someplace where I could grow in my faith, but I wound up spending most of my time trying to get this girl to like me (eventually successful—I married her) and trying to locate my fastball (very unsuccessful—I hold the school record for wild pitches). My faith was on autopilot.

Things began to change the fall after graduation. It was a November morning in 1982, and as I was taking a walk, deep in prayer, in a trance, in my third day of fasting, and having just given all my worldly possessions to the poor, I looked up and, behold, a great light, and a voice spoketh forth unto me saying. . . .

Not quite. God met me in a mundane and unexpected moment.

I attended my high school Thanksgiving homecoming football game with an old friend. He had also graduated from a Christian college, but unlike me he learned something. In the parking lot we ran into an old classmate, an atheist, smart as a whip, with a degree in philosophy.

We talked for a bit and, for some reason I can’t recall, the topic turned to Christianity. Both my friends—the smart atheist and the smart Christian—were going at it like it was the Lincoln-Douglas debates. I stood there, an idiot in the middle of something clearly over my head, acting like I was tracking deeply but just choosing to be silent.

Funny how things happen, but that brief chance conversation with friends changed the course of my life. It hit me that I knew nothing about what I said I believed—and that after going to a Christian college with all the mandatory Bible classes, chapel services, and same-sex dorms.

To sum up, I felt stupid and humiliated.

I had come to Turning Point Number 1.

Right then and there, feeling ashamed for being so utterly dumb about my faith, I vowed, “If I’m going to do this Jesus thing, I’m going to know what I’m talking about.” It’s not always the best idea to begin your spiritual quest driven by shame and a desire for intellectual power, but if that’s what it takes, so be it. And like I said, God tends to meet us where we are—in my case, throwing an intellectual temper tantrum.

I had no idea what I was in for, but such is the bliss of ignorant (and arrogant) youth. 

I started reading. I read the Bible cover to cover several times over the next three years along with books about the Bible. I read books on theology, church history, philosophy, and anything else I could find, with a dictionary always close by. I also got to know a new friend, C. S. Lewis, and read for the first time his beloved children’s books The Chronicles of Narnia—as a twenty-two-year-old, sitting on my childhood bed, an apt metaphor for my spiritual state.

I don’t remember exactly when, but one day it dawned on me that I was becoming . . . a reader—and that distant thud you just heard was the sound of the fainting bodies of everyone who ever knew me. And not just a reader, but the reclusive “I’m fine not showering just leave me alone I’m reading” sort of reader. Not bad for a guy whose youth consisted mainly of sports and Gilligan’s Island reruns. I had read voluntarily a grand total of one book in junior high school (The Chosen), another one in high school (Dracula), and two more in college (I don’t remember). Now I couldn’t stop. I think my friends may have tried an intervention.

I suppose the next step was inevitable. Three years out of college I left the world of the living and went to seminary, a conservative but sane Calvinist (Presbyterian) seminary my pastor recommended. I was never interested in training to become a pastor, and frankly I cannot imagine a worse plight upon the Christian world. I was there for a higher and more noble purpose: to figure things out, such as God, Jesus, the Bible, my faith, the meaning of life, time-space continuum, existence, things like that.

I eventually wound up settling on Old Testament studies, mainly because of some inspiring teachers, two of dear and blessed memory, who led me to see that Christians who are serious about studying the Bible need to get a handle on all the begats, lists of animal sacrifices, laws, and those long, tedious, repetitive stories that don’t know when to stop. As one professor told me, “Three-quarters of our own Bible is the Old Testament, so you need to learn what to do with it.” Valid point. And it set my career path.

Owing to my obsession for controlling the universe through my brain, coupled with deep insecurities I only came to understand decades later, I was a straight “A” student. I applied to several Ph.D. programs and was admitted to the Near Eastern Languages and Civilizations program at Harvard University. To this day I’m still not sure how I got in. Maybe I was the fifth caller.

What I do know is that I was about to be challenged for the next few years far more than I could have understood at the time, and I would grow much more than I knew was possible. My journey was approaching . . .

Turning Point Number 2.





Concerning Camels’ Backs and Beach Balls

I learned a lot in seminary and matured as a person and a Christian. But at a conservative Protestant school founded at the height of American fundamentalism in the early twentieth century (think Scopes monkey trial), a lot of things about the Bible—those parts that don’t behave—were either nervously kept from the students or handled awkwardly.

The real suspects, our archenemies, were mainstream biblical scholars outside our conservative walls, sweepingly referred to as “liberals.” We were often told they were “unfaithful” to the Bible, or “denied” what the Bible “plainly” said. Some professors cautioned us to mine only “safe” bits and pieces of what they said, and if we wandered too far down that liberal path, our confidence in the Bible would erode and we might wind up as atheists, warlocks, or worse—mainline Presbyterians.

But that kind of protective thinking only works if you stay within the castle walls. Biblical scholarship “out there” might not sit well with conservative thinking, but it’s pretty darn persuasive to just about everyone else who studies the Bible.

At Harvard I experienced no Jason Bourne–like conspiracy to destroy Christianity, as some warned me. No one was tempting me to come over to the dark side and become a godless freethinking Ivy League tweed-and-turtleneck anarchist. My professors really didn’t care what I believed. They just went about their business, modeling for me intellectual freedom and deep learning, and much of what they said made a whole lot of sense.

The more I read, listened, and thought, the more the Bible came together in new and compelling ways.

I never felt lied to by my seminary professors. They were good people and I will always have deep respect for them. But looking back, it seems we were all caught up in a system that exerted a deep, subliminal pressure on its members to conform—a system that apparently couldn’t hold it together without exercising some serious information control.

It was getting harder to pretend that the old way would still work if I just gave it more time and applied some touch-up paint here and there. I was beginning to sense that the default conservatism of my seminary, and energetically defended by the ecclesiastical bodies that supported it, needed a well-behaved Bible, was bent on making sure it got one, didn’t do a good job handling evidence to the contrary, and wasn’t above shaming, shunning, or demonizing those who didn’t play by the rules.

I was also beginning to mourn the fact that my life, filled with church, Christian college, and even seminary, produced a set of beliefs that could so quickly melt away simply by paying attention to a few lectures and reading some books over the course of a few months. I felt then, as I do more strongly now, that something was very wrong with that picture.

Still, shifting my thinking on the Bible did not mean I was losing my faith in God. In fact, I had the growing sense that God was inviting me down this path, encouraging it even. I was having my own uh-oh moments that would eventually lead to a transformation of my faith, not its death. I was in the very early stages of processing new information against the background of my familiar faith—which was both exciting and unnerving. Journeys tend to be that way.

A big transformative moment snuck up on me one afternoon—again, as most big moments do—when I was just sitting there minding my own business, unaware I was about to run into . . .

Turning Point Number 3.

In my second year of doctoral work, I made some money as a teaching assistant for a course of six hundred undergraduates called “The Bible and Its Interpreters.” The professor was Jewish, the first Jewish professor who ever taught me the Bible. He wore a kippa, ate kosher, and read Hebrew as quickly and easily as I scan the sports page. Being taught by Jewish professors had a lasting and hugely positive impact on me (we’ll come back to that later).

In this class, he would walk the students through some of the major stories of the Old Testament, starting with the creation story in Genesis, Adam and Eve, and so forth, and explain how Jewish interpreters of the Bible living a century or two before the time of Christ understood these stories.

I know that sounds obscure. I felt the same way at the time. Give it a minute.

On the fateful day in question, the topic was an odd episode in the story of Moses. The Israelites had just begun their famous forty-year sojourn through the desert after they had been liberated from Egyptian slavery. Water was a problem, seeing that they were in the desert and all. To solve the problem, at the beginning of the forty years at a place called Rephidim, Moses struck a rock with his staff and miraculously water poured out. Then, forty years later at the end of their wilderness period, in an entirely different location (Kadesh), Moses did it again.

This raises a question: Did they just get water twice, forty years apart? Surely they must have gotten water in between. I mean, they got the manna (bread from heaven) every day. So how did they get water in their forty-year desert journey between Rephidim and Kadesh? The Bible never tells us.

And here is where things get bizarre, and we are now full speed ahead to Turning Point Number 3.

Some creative, ancient Jewish interpreters came up with the perfectly insane idea that the rock at the beginning and the rock at the end were actually one and the same rock. “How can that be?” (asks any normal person). “Simple” (say these ancient Jewish interpreters of the Bible): that one rock had “obviously” been following the Israelites around in the desert for forty years, sort of like a movable drinking fountain.

What, you don’t see that? Ha, neither did I. I sat there shaking my head, wondering if parents knew this was costing them over $50,000 a year.

Then it happened. 

The professor asked the class to turn to the New Testament, to a passage in one of the apostle Paul’s letters. To be clear, we were now in my part of the Bible, the Jesus part.

In 1 Corinthians 10:4, the apostle Paul mentions—as if it’s no big deal and everyone’s on board—this very same idea of a rock following the Israelites around in the desert supplying water. He writes, “For they drank from the spiritual rock that followed them, and the rock was Christ.” And not only was there a rock in the desert tagging along with Moses, but the rock, Paul says, was Jesus.

Uh-oh.

I had officially arrived at Turning Point Number 3. I felt like I was watching my whole view of the Bible collapse like a house of cards—there one minute, familiar and looking stable, and then gone the next minute with a good stiff wind.

Why was this moment so significant and unsettling for me? These early Jewish interpreters were interesting to read about, maybe even a little entertaining, like when they talked about a movable water-producing rock. But Paul?! No, not Paul!! He’s a Christian. He’s on our side. He is speaking for God and so he’s not supposed to say stupid things like rocks follow people around in the desert to give them a drink.

I had met Paul for the first time, it seemed, and it struck me that this Paul probably wouldn’t be allowed to teach biblical interpretation at the seminary that first introduced me to Paul.

This moment was the straw that broke the camel’s back. All those beach balls I had managed to keep down below the surface now burst up through the water and shot into the air. Or, if you’re not tired of my metaphors yet, I saw I could no longer keep the sheep in the pen. I had stepped over a threshold into the light (next to last metaphor) and was staring plainly right into the face of a Bible (final metaphor) that wasn’t behaving itself and that I now knew I could no longer make behave.

The Bible seemed, well, exposed, stripped of its designer power suit and replaced with off-the-rack sweatpants from Marshalls. It wasn’t as special anymore, a book kept by God at a safe distance from every other kind of book, acting according to the attractive trifold color brochure that church and seminary had handed me.

Call me a slow learner, but this Bible—including now the Jesus part—suddenly seemed disturbingly at home in its ancient world.

I left the huge lecture hall of Sanders Theater, spiritually and emotionally disoriented, and made my way to the bicycle rack—either to go home or ride into traffic, I can’t remember which. I swung my knapsack over my shoulder and said—and this is an exact quote—“Toto, I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore.”

In a moment of crystal clarity, I knew I had a decision to make.





Door Number Three

Three doors were standing before me.

Door number one: I could ignore what I just heard that day in Sanders Theater, make believe that what just happened to me didn’t happen, and go on with my life on spiritual and intellectual autopilot, keeping all those balls submerged somehow under water.

Door number two: I could take the door my tradition expected of me, which is to push back against what I just heard. I could become a “Bible defender,” swimming against the stream to protect at all costs the demands of a faith that needs a well-behaved Bible. I could dedicate my life to “proving” somehow that, despite appearances, Paul would never actually buy in to such a silly idea about a rock that became a portable drinking fountain.

Door number three: I could face what I just saw, accept the challenge, and start thinking differently about the Bible. I could learn to ask ancient questions of the Bible rather than impose my own, trust God rather than myself, and embark on a long journey that would lead who knows where.

Doors one and two were not an option for me. In an instant, that ship had sailed and was long gone over the horizon. I knew I’d never be able to maintain my integrity if I walked through those doors. And I’d be staring at a lifetime of stress holding the Bible together and making it behave.

So that afternoon in the spring
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