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As a pastor for over twenty 
years now, the most intriguing 
element of what I do is listening 
to people's stories of how they 
came to a life-changing faith in 
the Living God. The stories are 
as varied as the people telling 
them, although they are often 
weighted with a salient point of 
decision, spurred by some crisis 
or long-standing trial.

In my case, however, there were 
no crises, no tragedies, and no 
intellectual grappling with the 
concept of a God who is all-
knowing, all-powerful and 
everywhere all at once.  As I 
gaze over the sweep of my life, 
as well as the lives of others, I 
usually tear up thinking of all 
the times that God was so near, 
real, and personal to me. Yet I 
was not raised in a home where 
God was part of our family life.

So how is it that I
cannot point to a 

particular time of 
decision when I 
"made God my 
Savior," yet the 

pilgrimage to 
surrendering my 

life to God (which 
was always His in

the first place) was as natural
and anti-climactic as meeting

the woman of my dreams?

There was never a time in my life 
that I did not believe in the God 
of the universe. From my earliest 
memories, I had conversational 
chats with the God who made 
something as beautiful as a 
dandelion, or as wondrous as the 
Trigger fish. I loved the outdoors 

and thanked God for the splendor 
of snow sticking to trees, creating 
a magical world that reminded 
me of what heaven must be like 
— everything pristine, brilliant 
white, and still, with a palpable 
peacefulness. In the evening or 
the morning or both, I talked with 
this great Creator, thanking Him 
for what He made.

This majestic presence of God im-
pacted my moral character as well.  
Through high school I made de-
cisions not to indulge in the allure 
of hallucinogens along with my 
friends; God would know and He 
wouldn't be pleased. It wasn't a 
fearful kind of decision, but the 
grateful kind, where you want to 
make someone proud of you.

I entered the military during the 
Viet Nam War and noted on my 
military forms that I was "Christ-
ian." I knew who Jesus was by 

virtue of living in a Judeo-
Christian culture where religion 
is broadcast in such abundance 
that it would be hard to miss 
Him. Still, I knew only the bare 
essentials. I was a sinner who 
had prayed the ‘sinner’s prayer’ 
many times in life without ever 
knowing that it had a name: 
"God, I am so sorry that my sins 
hurt you. But thank you for for-
giving me. Thank you, Jesus."  
No discussion, no hand wring-
ing moment of truth, no wrest-
ling with all the yeahs, buts, and 
what ifs. I could not gaze at the 
black night sky of Ft. Campbell, 
KY, without falling in worship 
to the One who had created it all.

"The heavens are telling of the glory 
of God; and their expanse is declar-
ing the work of His hands," writes 
the psalmist (Psalm 19:1) It would 
have taken great effort not to be-
lieve. Yet Jesus was distant. Then 
late one night in my barracks I 
was reading a book that describ-
ed so clearly Jesus’ substitution-
ary life, death, and resurrection 
on my behalf, that the Jesus 
whom I’d known from a distance 
became up close and personal.

I describe that moment as one 
who has seen, read, and heard 
about silhouettes of someone 
their whole life, but has never 
met them face to face. That night 
He came out of the shadows 
of wonder as if to say, "Hello. 
I have waited twenty-one years 
to say that to your face."

The apostle writes that "men 
suppress the truth in unright-
eousness because that which is 
known about God is evident within 
them; for God made it evident to 
them. For since the creation of the 
world His invisible attributes, His 
eternal power and divine nature, 
have been clearly seen, being un-
derstood through what has been 
made, so that they are without 
excuse." (Romans 1:19-20)
It baffles me to this day that 
so many people choose to dis-
believe the "obvious."  To me, 
that is the greatest mystery of all.
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