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I grew up going to church with my parents. I think they stopped going at some point, but I seem to 

remember that I continued. I know I wanted to attend youth group cause you could meet girls. I was a 

Boy Scout, and, to some degree I think you might say that that label kind of fit.  

About 70% of men at Bucknell University joined a fraternity and I went with the majority. Fraternities 

had a pattern of inviting a floor from a women’s dorm to the house for dinner; and they generally came, 

perhaps to get a better meal than served in the dorm; or maybe they had as much interest in men as the 

men had in them. Anyway, on such an occasion a freshman girl caught my eye and we got married at the 

end of her junior year. After the honeymoon I took her back to Bucknell and I drove back to Ft. Devens, 

MA, an 8 hour trip away, a situation which we would not recommend to anyone else as a way to start a 

marriage; but we are still making working at it.  

We drifted from church attendance; but when our son was born, we decided that we should give him a 

church background. Our neighbors were attending the Methodist church, so we tried that and found 

that we really liked the pastor. As I think of the Methodist church today, and even then, he actually 

didn’t fit the mold all that well. He made contact with a Catholic church and began joint classes of the 

Holy Spirit seminars. That was when I learned that there was more to church than just going to church.  

I have been embarrassed at times to note that I can not give you a date and time that I accepted the 

Lord as many others can. I do, however, have a strong memory of a point at which I consider that I 

accepted Christ as Lord and Savior, not because I said those words, though, but because of what 

happened and how I felt. I was the lead negotiator for the teachers at Pittsfield High and on my way 

home from a night meeting I pulled into a parking lot and sat there feeling really angry about the way 

the school board had treated us, telling us if we wanted a salary increase we should get a job 

somewhere else. I was angry and I had mean thoughts towards them, but at some point I remember 

deciding that I was called to love everyone, and I began to pray for them, rather than hate them. Matthe 

5:43-44, “You have heard it said,  ‘You shall love your neighbor and hate your enemy,’ but I say to you, 

‘Love your enemies and pray for those who persecute you.” I was in tears and I will tell you that it was 

only through the power of Holy Spirit that I was able to do that.  

I would tell you that I have been growing ever since, but I have had some ups and downs and some real 

low points along the way. Another thing that I am sometimes embarrassed to admit is that I have had 

my struggles with depression. I know many people do and that Christians are not immune to the 

disease, but I know that I personally did not look to the Lord at times and in ways that could have made 

a difference. I have, however, now determined that sharing that information is important in that 

someone else may have that same “Christians can’t suffer from depression” idea and make themselves 

feel worse for those thoughts. Sadly, we don’t always take care of our physical health the way we 

should, eat too much, don’t exercise, maybe don’t recognize or acknowledge that there’s something 

wrong; and the same can be true of our mental health. Yes, God has the cure. He also has the cure for 

asthma, heart disease, and even cancer; but as I’m sure you know, He has allowed medical professionals 

and others to assist Him in many ways. If you, or someone you know, is feeling some of those negative 

feelings that can drag someone down, I hope you can walk beside that person and ultimately direct 



them to the real source of healing. Please note that the only way you can provide the proper direction is 

to walk beside them.  

I’d like to share another point for which I can’t give you a date and time, but in this case I don’t see that 

as significant. I’m sure it came to me over time, but I kind of look at it as something that came upon me 

suddenly. I came to the realization that the Bible is true, completely true. Not everyone I have known 

who has called themselves Christian has come to that conclusion. The Bible is where you learn that 

Christ is the Son of God, that he took all of our sins on Himself, was crucified and buried but rose from 

the dead and now sits at the right hand of the Father.  

When Josh first checked in with me to see if I would consider becoming an elder, my first reaction was 

to say no, I’m not good enough.  He gave me a book that went into the expectations of an elder from a 

Biblical perspective and that seemed to confirm it, that I couldn’t measure up. I have too many 

weaknesses. As I continued to think about it, though, I realized that no one is perfect, that other men 

have weaknesses, too; and I then began to think about what I would need to do if I became an elder. I 

would have to seek God’s direction for more and more decisions, and I decided that that’s what I should 

be doing anyway regardless of the role I might have at FCBC. I now look at being an elder as part of the 

process of growing, for me and for anyone else who might fill the role. If I am selected, I will need to 

bring everything to HIm and rely on the power of the Holy Spirit to direct my thinking.  

In Matthew 22:36-39 we can read, “Teacher, which is the great commandment in the Law?” And He said 

to them, “You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul, and with all your 

mind. This is the first and great commandment. And a second is like it: you shall love your neighbor as 

yourself.”  So, it’s all about love, loving God and loving others; and we know how he characterizes love—

not just loving those who would welcome your love and perhaps love you back, but loving those whom 

you might consider unlovable. That’s a unique and rare kind of love. Which brings me back to my first 

point, loving those that at that time I considered my enemies.  

 

 


