
 We’ll start this journey with my baptism.  I was 13.  I remember the weightlessness as I 

lingered forever underwater waiting to be pulled up.  I remember looking at the ridiculously 

bright light on the ceiling through the water, a light that was only turned on for such an occasion.  

But most distinctly I remember the power, just real power I felt when I was pulled out of the 

water.  I remember wondering at the time if the rush I felt was adrenaline, some sort of real 

connection to God, or maybe just the gravity of the ceremony.  My parents live in a town in 

Central Appalachia of around 1500 people, with zero stoplights, a single gas station that doubles 

as a small grocery, a single restaurant which is named “Restaurant”, a tiny post office, and seven 

mostly full churches.  The short version is God is king there, and a baptism meant that overnight 

you went from a child to a leader within your church.  You start attending the adult lessons, you 

randomly get called on to lead a prayer during services, and you’re no longer sent to the nursery 

when church business is handled. 

 This is the environment in which my journey started.  My mother spends half of her week 

at church; learning, teaching, contributing.  Most men in my family have served as “deacons” 

which is a combination of the many vestry positions we have here at St. David’s.  I was so 

excited to join these adult level religious conversations and get my burning questions answered.  

However, what I found was that the recurring answer, albeit not a bad one for someone of 

stronger faith, was simple:  search the Bible for your answers, pray for guidance, and then just 

trust that God will handle it for you.   

 I was unable to accept this answer at the time because the answers mattered to me.  If this 

is God’s country, then where is he?  I had watched as our small community was overrun with 

prescription opioids and other drugs and all the primary job sources closed.  This, in a 

community which has a picture of Jesus in every home and wields prayer as the primary weapon 

against evil, suffering, and fear.  These were folks often with nothing, who so often gave 

everything, and in return received further hardship and unanswered prayers.  It reminded me of 

the story of Job, and a God who purposefully allowed the infliction of suffering upon one of the 

most “blameless and upright” among us.     

 Thus, during my young adult years, I vigorously sought my own answers, and, with 

obvious hubris, narrowed the previous question into 3 possibilities: 1) we’ve been praying to no 

one this whole time, 2) God hears us but is unable to answer our prayers, or 3) God is able to 

answer our prayers but chooses not to.  However, despite asking these hard questions, I 

continued to attend church, I continued to ask for guidance in prayer, and I continued to search 

for answers in the Bible, but with some supplementation from other sources.  For example, when 

I heard that there were other scriptures not included in the Bible, I looked for answers there, and 

writings from other early Christian sects that the internet could find for me.  I looked in history 

and archaeology, trying to find answers from researchers that were able to confirm the validity of 

the stories in the Bible with real evidence you could touch with your hands.  But where I truly 

found validation was in physics and life sciences:  1) How the Earth maintains a perfect oxygen 

level of 20.95%, despite all of the living and dying that happens on this planet.  2) How life is 

made from the same “dust” that makes stars and planets, you just have to add (we think) water, 

and (we think) maybe energy?  (The prevailing non-creation theory when I was in college, was 



that lightning must have hit a wet rock and kicked things off for life).  3) The complex structure 

of our DNA molecule, which, if created by accident, is the statistical equivalent of me repeatedly 

firing a canon at the forest that used to be here until I made this church.  4) The discovery of dark 

matter and dark energy in the universe, which essentially means something is moving and 

interacting with the known objects in our universe, but we have no idea what it is.  5) How when 

we smash atoms down to their smallest form, the human rules and theories of existence no longer 

offer answer or explanation.  Thus, for me the “study of creation” offered only one answer, that 

an existence more capable created and maintains this universe, an answer that was already 

provided thousands of years ago in the Book of Genesis. 

 After researching and being provided the reassurance of the existence of God, I thought it 

would give me peace and strengthen my faith, however, it mostly did the opposite.  I had also 

become convinced of the unlimited power of God shown through science and the Bible, leaving 

the only explanation for unanswered prayers being a conscious decision not to intervene. 

Because I was 100% sure God was there, it made it harder for me to watch people, whom I knew 

kept their faith, experience severe hardships.  It made it harder for me to rectify the passages in 

the Bible describing God’s unconditional love for us, and the suffering and death of small 

children (my daughter was born during this time period, so I also learned about unconditional 

love right at this same time).  But the most frustrating part for me was throughout my ridiculous 

effort to “find God” I had never stopped praying.  Praying each night to keep my wife and 

daughter safe and happy, but also praying for those whom I knew needed help, praying for 

strangers I read or heard needed help, and always finishing up asking God to provide me with the 

guidance to understand and execute what was asked of me.   

This was my same prayer routine every night for years until eventually there came a time 

where we needed help from God, where I had done everything I could and, like so many of my 

Appalachian brethren, I stepped back and left it in God’s hands.  I remember every word of that 

prayer, how it differed from the others all those years, how it had been so long since I had 

acknowledged I had no control, and how I held back tears as I felt closer to God than I had felt in 

years.  Unfortunately, this prayer was not answered and, as I knew it would, it crushed my young 

family, and left me scrambling to pick up the pieces.  As distinctly as I remember my baptism, I 

remember angrily mowing my yard and speaking to God as I took turns way too fast.  I thought 

about the miracles of Bible and how God never hesitated to show his power and might to our 

earthly kings.  But I also thought about how the most pious family I had known in my life 

watched their children fall prey to addiction and disappear with their grandchildren, and how 

they prayed every night to hear they were safe.  I thought about another family I knew, who’s 

grandchild died a terrible death because she had wandered outside alone while her parents had 

passed out.  I remember asking out loud “What do any of us have to do down here for you to 

help us?” which had I followed it up with “never mind it’s probably fine” would have made a 

decent psalm I think.  I truly reflected on any time in which I had seen God’s love in action, and 

coming up with no personal examples, I decided maybe this isn’t for me anymore.  To be clear, I 

was 100% sure that God was there, that the Bible contained the truth and the way to salvation 

and heaven, and I decided I was no longer interested in any of that. 



Years went by and as cliché as it seems, without St. David’s, that day on my mower may 

have been the end of my faith journey.  I didn’t go to church at all, or read the Bible, or have any 

interest in faith in general.  When visiting my mother, I would sometimes go to church with her, 

but I refused communion, and under no circumstances at any point did I pray.  However, I had 

stopped being angry with God and mostly just felt shame, guilt, and selfishness about openly and 

actively refusing this gift of salvation.  To add to the isolation, I never spoke to my wife or any 

family members about rejecting my faith, I just literally got off my mower that day, and refused 

to talk to God ever again.  However, it was my wife who began to push for a return to church and 

unilaterally picked St. David’s to try first in January 2019.  As the decided first Sunday 

approached, I began to be so uneasy about showing up.  Would I take communion?  Would I 

actually pray given the opportunity?  Was I worthy to do either?  And then like most stories, 

shortly before whatever big moment the plot has, there’s an epic fall that takes you back to the 

beginning. 

The Thursday before we were to come to here for the first time, I was reading articles on 

my phone while my wife watched whatever murder/cooking show she was into that night.  I 

came across an article about a decent sized snow in the northeast and a two-year-old little girl 

who had gone outside in the middle of the night and frozen to death at the bottom of her porch 

stairs, unable to climb back up.  I was so overcome with emotion at the unfairness of all of it, but 

I held it together until the girls went to bed and for the first time in years, I prayed.  I didn’t pray 

to glorify or feel God’s love, I prayed because I was angry.  So angry that this innocent child just 

needed a slight boost to save her from such a terrifying and lonely death.  So angry that, because 

no kings were there to see it, God’s power and love wasn’t extended to the weakest and most 

helpless amongst us.  But mostly I was angry that I had wrestled all week with whether or not I 

would reconsider my rejection of faith.  This was further reinforced the next day, when I read 

another article about a three-year-old boy in one of the Carolinas going missing.  He hadn’t come 

home with his older cousins from playing in the woods, and the forecast called for freezing 

temperatures, high winds, and rain. 

Sunday came and my wife made sure we loaded up and made it to the 11 a.m. service.  

Obviously, I under no circumstances actually wanted to go, but I didn’t want to deprive my wife 

and daughter of the opportunity to return to church, just because I wasn’t going to heaven didn’t 

mean they had to miss out on it too.  I went through the motions to the best of my ability, as I 

quickly found out that my Catholic wife also had no idea how to participate in an Episcopal 

service, and I was relieved that the prayers were just read out of a book for you, so I didn’t risk 

having to talk to God myself.  However, as I played on my phone while the robed people up 

front prepared communion, I noticed the article updated about the toddler in Carolina.  He had 

been trapped in thorns for two full days in freezing wind and rain but was pretty much unharmed 

when rescuers found him.  I wish I could describe to you how reading that jolted me, other than I 

felt and suppressed ridiculous emotional intensity.  The only comparable experience I had to 

draw on, was being pulled out of that water as a teenager all those years ago.  I tried so hard to 

downplay the timing, but the inside of my head kept screaming “this child was saved.”  Once I 

was able to get myself squared away, I regained focus just in time to hear the only words I 

remember hearing the entire service: “The Gifts of God for the People of God.  Take them in 



remembrance that Christ died for you, and feed on him in your hearts by faith, with 

Thanksgiving”.  My wife realizing communion was happening, looked over to figure out if we 

were participating or not, and without talking or thinking really, I just stood up and we went.  For 

the first time in my life, I knelt before the altar, and for the first time in almost 5 years I took that 

bread and I ate it.  I didn’t ponder on it, I didn’t analyze it, or even deem myself worthy of it.  I 

just kind of did it, because I felt it was what I was supposed to be doing, and in retrospect that 

seems awfully similar to that blind faith I was unable to accept all those years ago. 

As the year transpired, my confidence in that message, and some other smaller signs, has 

me convinced that, for some reason yet to be revealed, this is where I’m supposed to be.  I don’t 

know why or what the plan is here, or if it’s even the plan \for me (it’s probably for Aria), I’ve 

kind of just kept showing up and then engaging whatever opportunity presents itself (if you 

notice, I don’t say no to any of you).  Now, after over a full year at St. David’s, I participated in 

my first ever Ash Wednesday and Lent and instead of giving something up, I decided that I 

would try to pray every single night during Lent (I guess technically I’m giving up fear and 

shame for Lent?).  I’m still terrified to pray each night, something I did out loud for an entire 

congregation as a teenager but now I apparently struggle with in front of housecats; but when the 

night gets quiet and the opportunity presents itself, I just kind of get up and do it.   

I’ll finish this up by drawing from Elizabeth’s sermon earlier this week in Genesis 12 

because, like most of her sermons, this one had immediate application and impact for me.  

Elizabeth asked us to ponder on what we’re missing between verse 3 where God told Abraham to 

leave everything behind and go to a different country and verse 4 where Abraham subsequently 

left as instructed.  However, maybe Abraham didn’t ponder, question, or analyze it at all.  Maybe 

Abraham heard or felt God and then just kind of did it.  And maybe just listening without 

analyzing, questioning, or critiquing still counts as faith too. 

  


