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For Joe and Tom who know

Iwant to see what happens in that chrysalis. It’s the
only part of the transformation I'm not privy to. I can
watch the caterpillar chomp on milkweed. I can
watch it shed its outer layers of skin. I can watch it
weave a connection to a flat surface and hang in a
“J"--waiting to change. I can even watch the
caterpillar begin to shed that last layer and become a
chrysalis. But then...I can no longer see anything. 1
wait. The most amazing transformations are
happening at that point in the process. What once
was a caterpillar mouth with jaws and “teeth”--in
the chrysalis becomes a butterfly’s tongue--no
chewing leaves, only an apparatus for sucking nectar
from flowers. Legs turn to wings. Thick and pudgy
turns into light and free. But in the meantime, all
there is to see is an emerald green sack dotted with
shimmering gold “buttons.” No movement. No
changes. I have no window to peek in. No matter how
long I stare, or how many different angles I look
from, or how many different people I get to check the
chrysalis...I can see nothing happening. Even the 12
days of a caterpillar melting in a chrysalis crucible
are too sacred for us to know.

I wait.

From the Blog, “Promise of Paradox” by Alethea,
http://www.promiseofparadox.blogspot.com,
Sacred Silence, Tuesday, September 05, 2006.
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Chapter One

Dear Professor Norton:

Well, do you have all the answers yet?

Strange to be writing to a future, imagined self
twice my age—let’s say turning 50! Like a relative
I've never met. Okay, this presumes that you actually
survived that long!

I like that verse in Proverbs 16:9, “A man’s
heart deviseth his way.: but the LORD directeth his
steps.” Man proposes. God disposes. Man denkt.
Gott lenkt. I wonder how many languages that
proverb is in? A kind of Christian fatalism when you
think of it. Only, as Uncle Joe keeps saying, God
makes no mistakes. Just men do. So, in spite of God’s
“disposing,” who knows where you are at 50 except
you?

1 hope you enjoy looking back, as much as I like
the anticipation of this exercise I hope to keep up. It
seems  appropriate to  have  begun  this
correspondence with my future self at a time of the
first major transition ever in my life.

For as you well know, your previous self is about
to embark upon a two-year short-term missionary
experience in West Berlin, beginning with six months
of advance training. You know it well, because you
will have been shaped by it. Will the memories still be
vivid twenty-five years later or will they have receded
along with that hairline? I'm willing to bet on the
contrary that this experience will be a kind of
watershed or at least significantly transformative.

Notice I have written “Professor.” I can well
imagine that you taught high school a few years then
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went for your PhD in something—likely literature or
languages-related. That’s sure a break from the norm
at Carriage Street Gospel Chapel. Good on you. And
you have had an interesting career, I'm sure. Have you
navigated the “publish or perish” syndrome? Are you
still in the faith? I'm sure you are, if I know you at all...

There’s so much else to catch up on but I must
run. Take care. Don’t worry about writing. I'll keep
you posted...

Sincerely

Andy



Chapter Two

Lorraine Takahashi was what Andy’s high school
friend Chris would call a “stunner.” It was an original,
used only by him and Andy. Andy found it worked
for an elite few girls he had met. Andy himself
possessed a tall lithe frame and sturdy looks.

Lorraine was one of only two girls with whom
Andy had ever pursued more than a platonic
relationship. The first was not a stunner. Lorraine
decidedly was.

She was a psychology major, one year behind
Andy when he first met her at Inter-Varsity. A
Canadian-born Japanese, she was gorgeous in an
understated way. She wore mostly unremarkable
clothes and rarely put on make-up. That didn’t matter.
She was... simply stunning. Beauty may be in the “eye
of the beholder,” but in this case, it was the “bull’s
eye.”

Andy had begun his fourth year with a firm,
almost penitent, resolve to steer clear of girls after
initiating a break-up with a girlfriend in his third year.
But in his fourth year, he had plugged into Inter-
Varsity Christian Fellowship for the first time, and
there she was...

Through the first semester, he watched her
longingly from afar. In the New Year, she and Andy
served together on the Outreach Committee. He
began looking for opportunities to be alone with her:
offering her rides home in his dad’s car after
meetings, volunteering on the same special projects,
and so on. All of this in spite of himself. With no
apparent reciprocation. And with virtually no success.
He gathered that there had been some other guy in the
recent past (Surprise!), but he was fading, so Andy
perceived, thank the good Lord. The intense yearning
built to near crescendo over the year. Yet, by year’s
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end, he had not talked to her alone for any sustained
time.

After thinking he’d never see her again, at the last
minute she joined an IVCF-related Christian
commune forming for part of the summer in
Kitchener. Andy had already reached a similar
decision and was euphoric when he heard the news.
He doubted she knew of his secret infatuation, so he
formed no illusions.

They were only into the second week of the
commune experiment when there were some
plumbing problems at the expansive rented house.
The plumbing crisis was perhaps premonition of not
a few plugged relationships yet to develop that
summer. A ditch had been partially dug around one
side of the yard. Right after supper, Andy went out to
investigate. Moments later, the screen door swung
open, and there she was coming toward him.

Andy’s mind churned furiously as he
nonchalantly (he hoped) said hello.

“I thought I’d look at the scar too,” Lorraine said.
“What are they doing, Andy?”

Ask Andy about plumbing? Or anything else
mechanical?

“Apparently the ‘snake’ they use to clean out
the... ummm... guck in the toilet just didn’t cut
through the... ummm the...”

“Shit, Andy! Go ahead, you can say it!”” Lorraine
supplied mockingly.

“Wash your mouth out with soap!” Andy shot
back, smiling. Where did that come from? Why was
he suddenly so at ease?

He looked at her up close and gulped. She had
changed into more casual clothes since her job
searching that day. A tight white T-shirt accentuated
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her full bosom. Denims flaring into bell-bottoms
completed the pose. Could anyone look more...
Words failed.

“Did your mom do that?” She asked.

“Uh, what Lorraine?”” He racked his brains for the
antecedent.

“Wash your mouth out with soap.”

“Oh! No. Never had to. But my sister got it once.
Just once!”

Andy turned to look back at the ditch. His train of
thought kept derailing. She’d either put on more
perfume or an earlier application remained potent.
What had they been talking about? Ah yes... ummm...
He couldn’t even say the word to himself.

“So,” Andy soldiered on, “they suspected a
broken pipe or something, as Jim explained to me.
They’ll finish everything tomorrow.” He hoped she
wouldn’t ask for anything more technical than that.
He’d just shot his entire wad.

He waited. So did she.

Crows shrieked in the backyard chestnut tree. A
kid next door screamed, “You’re it!” A squirrel
chattered furiously, possibly at those same kids
playing tag. Then the whole world grew silent.

He was on a cliff of dizzying heights now. He had
to jump or perish. “Lorraine,” he began, “Lawrence
of Arabia is showing right now. If [ were to ask you
to go see it sometime, would you consider it? It’s on
for a couple of weeks apparently. You may have seen
it before. And I can go with someone else. Jim, for
instance, really wants to see it...”

His life played out before him as he waited for her
to answer.

“I’d love to, Andy. It’s likely too late this evening.

How about tomorrow night?” Her smile was pure
enchantment.
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Had it really been just that easy? He pinched
himself on the way back inside.

The next night, they walked the several blocks to
the theatre. They cut through Victoria Park, always
peaceful and beautiful on a warm summer evening.
Older ornate houses, meticulously kept lawns, and
towering trees presented agreeably in all directions.
Andy offered to carry Lorraine’s jacket. (“Because of
the air conditioning,” she explained.) A gaggle of
geese scurried into the huge pond people skated on in
winter. Majestic white swans floated effortlessly, like
Andy on his magic carpet. Cumulus clouds billowed.
The sun still shone brightly. Squirrels and pigeons
abounded, beneficiaries of many willing feeders.

Andy studiously kept his hands in his pockets,
even though carrying Lorraine’s jacket. How could he
break the ice as they set out in silence?

“Years ago, we used to have a whole family of
squirrels we taught to feed from us,” he began. “Then
one day, my brother actually got one to come through
the back door into the kitchen. Before the summer
was over, we had all of them actually coming to get
peanuts from us through the kitchen, down the hall,
all the way to the couch in our living room. It was
quite amazing that these creatures would trust us
enough to come right into our house repeatedly.

“I wonder sometimes how we build trust with
people. One simple thing learned from the squirrels:
Never betray it. Another: Have something they want,
then give it freely.

Silence.

He continued: “We never had a crop of peanuts
in our yard from that summer. Not for want of trying
by those squirrels. Dad dug them up by accident in
the garden several times. And we found them tucked
under grass tufts, fallen bark, you name it.”
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“Andy,” Lorraine said, “I’'m glad we’re doing
this. I was so shocked to hear you were staying at the
commune, too. I wondered what kind of summer I
was going to have... Whatever happened to your
thoughts of working in London at Kellogg’s?”

She remembered? She had paid him some
attention after all?

“My uncle works there, and he got me to put in
an application. So far, no bites,” Andy replied. “But
I’m pretty committed to staying here for the summer,
now...”

The intonation came from nowhere.

“Today I got a phone call from St. Matthew’s
Parish. They’re starting a summer Day Camp in two
weeks and still need workers. Someone at [VCF had
told them I’d worked the last several summers as a
camp counsellor. They have some government grants,
so the pay is not that bad. It lasts until the last week
of August. Interested?”

He barely hoped.

“Are you?” was the return question.

“I said I’d drop by to pick up an application form
tomorrow. One for you, too?”

“Yes. One for me, too, Andy,” she said as she
brushed against him lightly. He caught another scent
of her delectable perfume.

“So, what did you think?” Andy asked upon
rejoining her in the lobby after the film. He had just
returned from the bathroom. On the way over, he saw
some guys looking her over. She’s mine tonight;
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he almost swaggered, and then chided himself
immediately.

“Awfully violent, Andy!” was her first comment.
“But I liked it. Shows some really interesting history
I knew nothing about. Did the British ever live up to
Lawrence’s ideals?”

“Is the pope Protestant?”” Andy heard himself say.
“I read a long review about the historical background.
The British weren’t very nice in the end. Suffice it to
say. What empire ever is?”

The evening was still quite warm, though
Lorraine kept her jacket on. The streetlights exuded a
soft glow as they headed home. Once away from the
theatre, there was virtually no traffic. Horns honked
in the distance. Leaves stirred gently. The moon,
almost full, was rising. Andy’s hands were not in his
pockets.

Andy continued: “But that’s the stuff of history.
Really. I remember once my second year French
professor said ‘Civilization, in fact, has never been!’
To quote Mahatma Gandhi’s answer to the question,
‘What do you think of Western civilization?” he said,
‘I think it would be a great idea.” Or something like
that.”

“What do you suppose he meant, exactly?”
Lorraine sounded intrigued.

“I guess every empire but Christ’s gives way to
greed and violence in the end,” Andy said. He was
surprised at this observation. Maybe his French prof’s
numerous digressions had worked the ground more
than he realized. “My prof even called the United
States an expansionist empire like the Soviets and
warned that Nixon’s election would be a move toward
fascism, which he claimed was a mirror image of
Communism.” Andy had always been fairly clueless,
even less interested, about world events, but some of
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this was coming back.

They strolled a while in silence.

As they went to cross a street, a car seemed to
come out of nowhere. Instinctively, Andy grabbed
Lorraine’s hand and pulled her back.

“Trying to get us killed?,” he asked in mock
remonstrance. They proceeded across the street,
hands still clasped.

Then suddenly, self-consciously, “I never
asked...” “Yes,” came the dreamy reply. “I like
that you ask.”

The moon shimmered off Victoria Park pond
now. There seemed to be no one around as they cut
across toward 101 David Street.

“Andy,” Lorraine spoke suddenly, “I love staring
at the moon. Can we sit and watch it for a while?”

Did the moon brighten noticeably?

A breeze ruffled the water. She snuggled close.
“Aren’t you cold, Andy?”

“Not anymore,” he said boldly. He moved his arm
to scratch his leg.

“Yes,” she answered again.

His arm slid around her shoulder.

“Andy,” Lorraine spoke softly after several
minutes’ silence, “don’t you wish the whole world
could be like this and stay that way? Everything so
deliciously peaceful you can taste it. I love it! I just
wish...” The thought hung fire.

Andy had no idea what to say, afraid to break the
spell with words. Her comments could remain
rhetorical.

A man out walking his dog finally interrupted
their reverie. The playful Sheltie ran right up to them
before the owner knew anyone was there.

“I’'m sorry,  had no idea,” he said as he chased the
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canine to their park bench. “C’mon Mikki,” he called,
and the dog bolted away again.

“Well,” Andy said, “two nights ago I’d never in
my wildest dreams...”

“Me neither, Andy. Let’s just say you weren’t the
only one ‘noticing’ last year...”

Andy was blown away. “Did you?”

“No, I had no idea you would be in Kitchener this
summer, let alone join this commune. I thought with
luck I might bump into you or sometime, that’s all...”

He was staring into her eyes. She reciprocated.

“Yes,” she answered once more. They kissed
silently.

“Wow!” was all the vocabulary Andy could
muster as they climbed the porch stairs at last. Then,
“Thank you.”

“Wow!” was all Andy entered into his diary later
that night. Except to add: “More later.”

“How was the movie, you guys?” Came the
gleeful greeting from Jim as the entered the house.
“You’ll take me the next time, Andy—though I grant
I’m a poor second choice!” His countenance laughed.
Jim was married and acted as commune leader.

“Care to come upstairs for some cookies and
coffee to discuss it?” He asked. Andy looked at
Lorraine, and they agreed.

They entered Jim’s and Marcia’s apartment to
strains of the Love Story theme so popular that year.
Who orchestrates this stuff? Andy wondered.

Later that night, Andy could not get the song out
of his head.



Chapter Three

It turned out Lorraine had also been a counsellor
for two summers at a Baptist camp near Toronto. She
proved to be a talented pianist as well, constantly
surprising Andy with her abilities. The camp board
was equally impressed and asked her to co-direct the
camp with Andy. He could never have planned
something so perfect. And the pay, for university
students, was not all that bad.

Needless to say, Andy’s relationship with Lorraine
took off. So much so that a few days later, Jim
suggested very gently that they allot a prescribed
amount of time with each other and stick to it. He said
they should do this not only for their own sakes but also
for others at the commune who were observing. There
was more, Andy sensed, but Jim did not say.

Walking home from the Anglican church with
Lorraine the following week, Andy felt emboldened
to suggest a “one-kiss-a-night” policy. From previous
experience, he wanted to savour this relationship, not
swamp it.

“I want to get to know you, Lorraine, for all the
wonderful you, you are!,” he said as they waited for a
stoplight to turn green. He added recklessly, “But I
don’t mean in the biblical way... Yet! So I won’t be
asking for any more ‘yeses,’ I think you agree?” He
felt his face tingle. Where had that come? She
certainly elicited boldness.

The light changed, and they started across. “Yes,”
Lorraine answered. Nothing more. Her purposeful
irony was not lost on Andy. But what else was her
face saying? He looked intently, nearly tripping on
the curb as he did so. Then she added: “No
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Dustin Hoffman stunts either, Andy,” which was
utterly lost on him. He said as much.

“I’ll remind you after Little Big Man, or maybe
you’ll remember yourself,” was all she’d say.

Andy told his parents he would not be attending
their home assembly on Sundays. He would attend the
Anglican church that was running the day camp
instead. He knew they would not be pleased. After all,
brethren followed the “New Testament pattern.”
Some of the first brethren in mid-1800s Plymouth,
England were disgruntled Anglican priests who had
left the “dead formalism” of Anglicanism to join this
new exciting “restorationist” movement of God’s
Spirit. Why would Andy go back to the dead
formalism?

He was polite but firm, citing practical
considerations such as the lack of good bus service on
Sundays and the fact that he didn’t own a car.

When he found out his sister Susan was coming
home the last weekend of July—in part to see the
commune “and your new girl,” she said—Andy
decided he would bring Lorraine along to meet the
family. Susan would stay at their commune Saturday
night then drive them all to Carriage Street Gospel
Chapel the next morning.



Susan, a recently employed nurse at the Toronto
General Hospital, worked until early evening. She
barely made it in time to watch Little Big Man with
them. She’d raved about it after seeing it in Toronto
and suggested watching it again with them when
Andy had asked for ideas on what to do. This was no
small step for Andy. The first movie he’d ever seen
was The Sound of Music, only in the past year, and

13 CHRYSALIS CRUCIBLE

that with a group of IVCF friends. Cinema was “of
the devil” in brethren circles. Though Billy Graham’s
Christian movies were exceptions...

“You must be Susan from Andy’s description,”
Lorraine said. She was sitting on the front porch as
Susan roared up in her used yellow Mustang, for
which she could barely maintain the payments. She
was late, and Andy was impatient. He had just
stepped inside but came back out as soon as he heard
the car.

Susan, two years Andy’s senior, was much taller
than her mom, over whom Andy towered. Andy
would never think of her as a “stunner” (he was her
brother!) but for years, the guys had called her a real
looker.” That’s about all they got, a look, at least all
through high school.



Susan had auburn hair, cheekbones that
accentuated playful brown eyes, and a trim figure
maintained through regular athletics. She was the
family jock. She especially shone at racket sports. She
played circles around Andy in tennis and badminton,
which used to bug him. But whenever Andy thought
of her, he thought of fun. Susan loved having fun.

“And you’re definitely Lorraine!” Susan
responded. “I know that from Andy’s description,
too. Though he hardly mentioned you were Oriental,”
she added impishly. Lorraine did not blush, though
Andy did. Both girls saw it and laughed.

“My brother always claimed he had a good eye,”
Susan said gaily. “But I thought he meant in target
practice.”

“So you’re suggesting that Andy was stalking me,
like big game!” Lorraine spoke with an affected
Japanese accent, something she could summon on
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command. “For how long?”” She was so quick-witted,
too. Then Andy thought he saw a fleeting facial
shadow.

“C’mon the two of you!” it was Andy’s turn to display
feigned hurt. “Besides, if we don’t get going, we’ll
miss the previews. I like those, too. And we’re
walking, Susie Q. Let’s go!”

The movie was quite violent once again with
what looked like very realistic blood and gore in the
shooting scenes. For Andy, the film’s “raw” sex
scenes were also not a little shocking. Then he
remembered Lorraine’s comment. No Dustin
Hoffman stunts indeed, Lorraine, we’re trying to be
Christian here! He caught himself. Why in this
context did that suddenly seem a tad judgmental?

“Doesn’t the violence bug you, Susan?” Andy
asked. They were at The Merry Malt ice cream parlour,
which was adjacent to the theatre. It was Susan’s treat.
She and Lorraine had been chatting up Toronto for
some time. Susan had landed a job there about eight
months prior and was still on her honeymoon with the
city. Lorraine was second generation Torontonian and
knew the city well. Andy was gratified and not
surprised they were hitting it off. Both had similar
mettle. Maybe that’s why I like Lorraine, he thought...
Finally, they said something about Dustin Hoffman



in another role, which allowed Andy to manoeuvre
the conversation back to Little Big Man. He
wondered whether—hoped—Lorraine would say
something again.

“Not really, Andy. It’s part of life, and fitted
naturally into the movie,” came Susan’s reply. She
looked at Lorraine for affirmation. There was none.
Lorraine may have missed the cue.
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“Well, just don’t mention to Mom and Dad that
we saw it. Mom can hardly handle swearing, okay
Susan?”

Andy knew Susan did not mind shocking her
parents. Lorraine still made no comment.

Their time together went quickly. “Oh my gosh!”
Susan exclaimed suddenly. “It’s past eleven o’ clock!
If I don’t get some sleep now, I will fall asleep you
know where. Even worse than swearing would be
snoring during Morning Meeting.

“Church and me are a sore point with mom and
dad right now as it is. Though I must say, sitting
through two church services tomorrow is going to be
no small shock to my system. But I guess we’re into
keeping Mom and Dad happy, aren’t we?” She spoke
with not a little chagrin.
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The next morning, they barely left in time.
Arriving late for service was another major offence.
Susan commented, “Better I get a speeding ticket than
make it late to Breaking of Bread. There are so many
‘dos’ and ‘don’ts around church.” Then self-
consciously, “Lorraine, Mom and Dad are truly
wonderful, don’t get me wrong. They’re just picky
about some things, I guess. So be on your best
behaviour.”

Was that a nervous laugh, Andy wondered as
Susan ran a yellow light? It was almost as if she were
going to her first job interview.

Thankfully, Susan had brought a second head
covering for Lorraine. Lorraine had been briefed
about the need to “cover up,” as though her gorgeous
jet-black hair on its own was indecent at church. They
also warned her she would be grilled at the front door
about her faith. One didn’t just show up unannounced
at the most sacred hour of the brethren week. It was a
privilege of immense proportions. If someone was
visiting, there was due protocol of (ideally) a letter of
commendation to present from one’s home
fellowship. But since that practice was unknown in
other traditions (That being the very point, his
cousins’ grandpa would say disdainfully, “They are
mere traditions of men!”), there was some allowance,
though little margin, for visitors.



The church building was hardly recognizable as
such. It was plain on the outside, simple brick, no
slanting roof and spire. This was intentional.
“Reminds me of our doctor’s office,” Lorraine
whispered to Andy as they went up the steps.

Andy’s dad was greeting at the front door. “Dad,
I’d like to introduce Lorraine Takahashi to you,”
Andy said, then immediately spelled the name.

Andy’s dad was not a big man, over six inches
shorter than Andy and an inch (“and a half,” his mom
would add sometimes) shorter than his wife, who was
a tall woman. Mr. Norton possessed a handsome face
and a ruddy complexion that only deepened
throughout the summer from long hours in the garden.
His nostrils flared as he jotted down her name. Andy
had neglected to mention Lorraine’s surname or
ethnicity to him before.

Andy could tell this had been a mistake. In that
initial wordless response, his dad had taken, if not
given, offence. But what? She was appropriately
dressed, sported the requisite head covering, held out
her hand demurely. “Very pleased to meet you, sir,”
was all she said with a (knock-out) smile.

Susan stepped up and gave her dad a hug and kiss.
Diversion tactic, whatever else. Thank you, sis!

How was Lorraine handling it?

Andy’s mind exploded like a Fourth of July sky.
As he moved down the aisle with Lorraine, she



whispered, “Andy, your dad didn’t ask me a thing
about my faith journey like you warned me. Do we
have to go back?”
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“No, he knew that from me already, and I guess it
was enough,” Andy replied, covering up. He’d only
told his dad she was a Christian he’d met at IVCF.
Andy was at a loss. His dad’s behaviour was so
inexplicable. Unless... Surely not.

The inside of the church was as unadorned as
women were supposed to be. Several matching
plaques on the wall sported scriptures, such as: “For
whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall
be saved,” “Behold, now is the day of salvation,” and
“But of the times and the seasons, brethren, ye have
no need that I write unto you. For yourselves know
perfectly that the day of the Lord so cometh as a thief
in the night,” all with chapter and verse. The front of
the chapel boldly if unimaginatively declared in Old
English script, “WE PREACH JESUS
CHRIST CRUCIFIED, RISESHN, AND
coMING A6AIN. MIGHTY TO SAYE,
ABLE TO KEEPR.”

There was a pulpit, an organ to the right, piano on
the left (all deliberately silent in the Morning
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Meeting). A baptismal tank was built into the front
wall with Sunday school rooms beyond.

They sat down directly behind Andy’s mom. She
turned, smiled, and held out a hand to Lorraine. It
was quite a concession for her, Andy realized, who
was so religiously “collected” before the service
began, head bowed and covered. He watched for a
reaction, his antennae now probing everything. Her
face remained inscrutable. Years of practice at these
services, he knew.

His mom also had a very pretty face. One of her
first jobs as a teenager was sitting as a live model in a
department store window. The manager had hired her
on the spot. She worked there until her strict Baptist
dad heard about it and forced her to quit—the next
day.

Andy’s uncle Joe told him that story. Thirty years
later she still turned heads, though she never wore a
hint of make-up. When he was young, Andy believed
she had been a movie star—until she had gotten
saved, of course.

Susan followed Andy after he had directed
Lorraine to sit down first. “Andy, didn’t dad fly
missions over Japan with the RCAF?” Susan
whispered very quietly into his ear. “Wow, Susan.
Wow!” Andy whispered back. Then again, “Wow!”

“And I'd like to welcome back our daughter,
Susan, and Andy’s friend Lorraine Takahashi, if 1



pronounced that right,” his dad said, part of the ritual
to get the meeting underway. What was not right was
nothing more was said about her. Was Andy alone
holding his breath?

Whatever Lorraine, his sister, mom and dad got
out of the service, Andy was far, far away, sometimes
over the skies of 1940’s Japan. His dad had never
talked about the War years. Not once. So maybe his
sister was wrong. Wasn’t Japan an American theatre
of war? If so, why would the RCAF fly there? His dad
had not been a pilot. He read instruments or
something. He knew that much from his mom, who
told him so when he was doing a school project on the
War.

Andy knew the Japanese had done some pretty
horrific things in the War. He also knew the Canadian
government had forcefully relocated lots of Japanese
living on the West Coast, which was not so nice
either.
his mind turned to Lorraine. How had she taken this
(to him) diplomatic disaster of first encounter of his
parents, mediated in a church setting? It would have
been better to have just taken her over one night for a
visit. Then again, what if his dad had been even more
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embarrassing in private? At least this service
provided a buffer.

“Please turn in your hymnals to...”

Andy obeyed mechanically. Likewise, he opened
his Bible several times when asked, bowed in prayer,
turned to more hymns, even tried singing them—but
with no zest. All the time trying to help Lorraine get
through the service.

The moment things reverted to silence, which
was mercifully often in brethren worship, his mind
revisited the debacle. At one point, he found himself
seething with anger. In church of all places! But there
it was. The anger tasted good, sweeter, he had to
admit, than the bread or wine that morning...

Andy felt mad at the world for its enormous
prejudices and wars. It wasn’t his fault he’d fallen for
a Japanese girl whose kin his dad could have bombed
during the War. So why this apparent visitation of the
“sins of the fathers”?

He retraced all the coaching he and Susan had
done for Lorraine the night before. He remembered
one of his sister’s harsh warnings: “Whatever you do,
Lorraine, don’t convert to brethrenism the way my
mom did from your same faith group, the Baptists!
Mom looks on this as her ‘new freedom.” We kids—
Right Andy?—felt it was more like bondage...”

She went on to describe the rules laid on to the
rules already accepted by the Baptists and other
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fundamentalists about no smoking, no drinking, no
swearing, no going to movies, no playing cards. “In
addition, there 1s,” her voice reached a crescendo, “no
talking in church (for women), no uncovered hair for us
either, no truck with Christians of other stripes, and
certainly no concourse with the world; in sum, no
tolerance.” She paused a moment, then added:
“Capping it all, there was one Supreme Rule of
brethrenism: NO FUN!” Then she lightened up,
smiling wryly, “But they did allow sex, if only ‘the
missionary position,” or by now, plain and simple,
they would have to face the inevitable: No brethren!
Right, Andy?”

The kitchen clock had a loud tick to it. Andy
heard several seconds click by...

He turned to Lorraine and forced a smile. “My
sister is a bit battle-scarred from church, I’'m afraid. I
don’t quite see it that way. Then again, she came first
and maybe blunted a few edges, at least with Mom
and Dad.” He wondered again at her bitterness.
Otherwise, she seemed so carefree.

He rehashed Lorraine’s response: “Strange that
something Christians talk about all the time in terms
of freedom should turn out to be such a terrible
burden!” Andy didn’t feel up to responding, though
his mind tried. He just turned off the ignition.

Tabula rasa. That was the safest state for his
overheated mind at present. What to do though after



the engine cooled down? Abandon the vehicle
altogether? What would that mean? Then he realized
his mind was still sputtering, like those engines that
run on even after turned off. Please!

Brother Swanson gave out a closing hymn. Had
things really gone by so quickly? Relief again. But
this wasn’t exactly how morning worship was
supposed to be. Self-recrimination. A quick prayer for
forgiveness.

Roast beef dinner at the Norton’s was about as
revered a tradition as the Morning Meeting itself. His
favourite meat, his favourite (done-around-the-roast)
potatoes, his favourite vegetable (corn), his favourite
dessert (apple pie), and his favourite anticipation
afterwards: the proverbial Sunday afternoon nap.
He’d
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forego that last this time, however. His mind gladly
turned aside to such anticipation.

Susan broke the ice. She had noticed, she
indicated, one change to the front of the church—new
curtains on the baptismal tank—and immediately set to
talking about them. How long had they taken to
decide? What colours were considered? Why did they
choose the ones they did? Who did the work?



They survived the ordeal! By mid-afternoon, with
naps beckoning his parents, Andy, Susan, and
Lorraine took their leave. Susan had Monday off and
had promised to help her mom with some canning. So
she’d be back after the evening service, she’d said
emphatically, to spend the night.

“Well, Lorraine, you did it!”” Susan said once they
had pulled out of the driveway.

“Did what?” Lorraine asked.

“Created a great impression on mom and dad. No
small feat. I know, I’ve been trying for years.”
Susan’s laugh, which accompanied the comment, did
not quite come off.,

“I really liked them both, I can honestly say,”
Lorraine responded. “I noticed your dad listening
intently when I mentioned part of our family was
originally from Tokyo. He seemed a little familiar
with that part of the world. Has he traveled there?”

“Apparently,” was all Andy said. “We don’t
know much about Dad’s past,” he added. Susan was
silent.

They spent the rest of the afternoon driving
around old haunts: the elementary and high schools
Susan and Andy attended, Susan’s nursing school,
and the university. It was all great reminiscing. In
many ways, they’d had an idyllic childhood, both
Susan and Andy expressed. Lorraine seemed near
tears in response.
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Andy was nonplussed.

No one had felt like eating supper, so they ended
up in the park sipping tea and just talking until it was
time for Susan to leave. She seemed loathe to go.
“I’ve had such a good day,” she repeated once more
as she stepped into her car.

Lorraine and Andy had some preparation to do
for camp the next day. About an hour later, they
emerged for their nightly walk. Victoria Park had
become a familiar site by then. They went almost
immediately to their favourite bench.

The moon was advancing toward full, though still
more crescent than orb. They wore jackets since the
air was a touch cool. The bench was off the main
pathway, right at water’s edge. People rarely
“happened” by them. Just dogs. That entire summer,
no one was ever at “their spot” when they wanted it.

“Andy,” Lorraine began, “I need to tell you more
about myself. To begin with, have you wondered
why I don’t offer to take you to meet my mom and
dad?” Her voice cracked, and suddenly, she was
engulfed in tears.

Andy was at a loss.



Chapter Four

The next morning, waking up was as intolerable
for Andy as sleep had been the night before.

“The morning after,” indeed, but there had not
been delirious joy the night before. Her story invaded
every self-conscious moment like shards of glass. It
was an all-pervasive London smog. Where had he
heard, “If something’s too good to be true, it likely
is”? There had not even been a perfunctory peck from
him as they separated to their rooms. How could there
have been? He just wanted to scream and scream, or
retch and retch, or... His mind revolted in pure
disgust. And she said she’d spared him most of the
details!

Visit her parents? I guess not. Her dad, God bless
those Baptist deacons, had started the touching when
she was about five. Sometimes right after church
when she’d go down for a nap. But usually at night
when he’d go in to settle her. She was sure her mom
and brothers knew nothing about it for years. Then
there was denial.

She had tried to make herself invulnerable. To
shield herself. Even to crawl into a crack in the wall
beside her bed, she imagined, whenever he’d come in.
It was their “special secret,” he’d say. No one ever need
know. It only stopped when she came to Kitchener to
study. At last!

“Intercourse is dirty and sin,” he’d say. But
everything else was fair game. Afterwards she’d wash
and wash her hands like they had been rummaging
through putrid garbage.

Relationship with a guy? Revolting. When she hit
puberty, he began to label her “dirty.”
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“He said no boy would ever... would ever...” she
couldn’t complete the sentence at first. “He said,”
sonorous sobs, “he said ‘No boy would ever... want
me... when he found out... the things I did... he made
me do!” ““ She screamed at the end.

Andy had no categories for this. He was at a
complete loss. Where was this in the Bible? What would
Uncle Joe have said? What would he have done? What
might Francis Schaeffer have advised? How would Jim
have responded? Above all, he had wished his sister—
that great fun loving maddening cynic—could have
been there. She’d have known what to do. Instead, he
had been it. The man of the hour. Ha! The Knight in
Shining Armour...

At last, the thought came: What would Jesus do?
He put his arm around her.

How long could anyone sob? How many tears do
our bodies contain? He held on. He did not know what
else to do...

On their way to camp that morning, Andy said,
“Lorraine, I just need some space, 1...” He had no
more words. The walk home was also silent. Andy did
not make eye contact the whole day. Even some of the
kids noticed.

He excused himself before the communal supper,
saying he was not hungry, and went out for a long
walk.

There was a message for him to call his sister
when he returned. Lorraine was nowhere to be seen.
Just as well. He was in an angry reckless mood.
Susan’s message read, “Urgent.”

His sister’s voice began, “Andy, I’ll be blunt. I found
out from Mom that Dad is really upset about you and
Lorraine. He said nothing at suppertime, but loads



CHRYSALIS CRUCIBLE 31

to Mom before I got there. Mom kept saying to me,
‘It’d be their kids, Susan. Can you imagine?’

“But dad was harsher. The RCAF didn’t bomb
Japan, but they did bomb Germany. Dad was part of
the Dresden bombing, Mom told me, a month before
they hit Tokyo. At the time, they used to chant, ‘The
only good Nazi is a dead one. The only good Jap is a
fried one. A roasted Wop is the pope’s nose,” or
something like that. You get the idea. Germans,
Japanese, and Italians were viciously hated.

“Then Mom said, ‘At least if she was an Italian or
German it wouldn’t show...” Apparently Mrs.
Swanson had a few words for Mom on the phone
yesterday, though Mom didn’t say, exactly what.

“A question, Andy: Do any Japanese families live
in Kitchener? I honestly have to admit I don’t know
of any. I told Mom this was a different world. I know
we had a few Orientals in nursing. And I work with
quite a few foreigners right here at the Toronto
General.”

Andy was listening more intently than she knew.

“I guess the short of it,” she summed up, “is
you’ve got two very upset parents. Sheesh, Andy, |
thought / was the troublemaker!”

The phone was in a hallway on the second floor.

There was another one downstairs in the kitchen.

Andy could hear people in the living room

downstairs. He wasn’t sure who might be on his

floor. The single girls’ bedrooms were on the
third floor. Was Lorraine in hers?

“Sis, I need to talk with you more. I can’t say a
lot now. Any chance of you driving out here again in
the next few days? I know that’s asking a lot.”

They hit upon Friday night. It would have to do.
She was done another shift rotation and off the next
day so didn’t mind being up late. Andy had a bright
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idea. Why didn’t he catch a bus to Toronto and have
her pick him up? He could stay the night and return
the next day. “It’s about time I saw your digs
anyway,” he added. “And you wouldn’t have to do
so much driving.”

“What about Lorraine?”” Susan responded.

“We need a break anyway,” Andy responded.

After hanging up, Andy wandered downstairs for
a cup of tea and a snack.

One of the other commune members, Paul, a
recently graduated law student who was articling that
summer, wandered through. “Hi Andy. Thought you
and Lorraine would be doing your evening stroll by
now. About that time, isn’t it?”

The phone rang just as Andy opened his mouth
to respond. Paul, who was standing right by it,
picked up the receiver then promptly handed it to
Andy. “It’s for you. See you around.” He wandered
out of the kitchen.

It was Andy’s uncle Reg. Turns out the job at
Kellogg’s had come through. Uncle Reg had worked
at Kellogg’s in London for ever. He’d gotten his dad
his first job there years ago when they were fishing
buddies. At that time, Andy’s dad met Reg’s sister,
and the rest was history. He told Andy they’d be
calling him tomorrow, sight unseen, though he’d put
in an application. It helped that Uncle Reg worked in
Personnel.

“Oh man, Uncle Reg! That’s mighty tempting,
and a lot more than I’m making now. Thanks so
much. I’ll be around at this time tomorrow night to
give you my answer. Hey, thanks a lot!”

Andy hung up and promptly dialled Susan
collect. She was surprised and a little chagrined.
“Andy, I’'m not made of money, you know...”
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Andy interjected. “Susie. There’s a pay phone in
Victoria Park. I’'m sure there’s a number there. Can I
call you collect from there once more, give you the
number, and you phone me there? I really need to talk
to you right now!”

Andy looked at his watch. It was just after 9:00.
For the last three weeks, at this hour, Lorraine and
Andy would be normally on their walk. It felt strange.
He wondered again where she could be. He also
hadn’t seen Jim and Marcia all evening.

The phone booth did have a number, sure enough.
Andy told Susan his story. Last night at this time, he
suddenly realized, Lorraine was recounting hers. Was
it really only 24 hours ago? And was it less than a
month ago they’d first sat together in Victoria Park
under an enchanted moon?

There was a long pause after Andy’s rendition
was over.

“Andy,” came Susan’s measured response at the
other end, “I think you’re still the praying sort. I hope
you’re praying. And I really liked her. Add that to
what Mom and Dad already said, and you’re up
against a... [ don’t know. You’re up against it, that’s
all!”

As if Andy did not know.

The darkened sky was not unlike the night before,
except Andy could not see the moon from where he
stood. He wished he could sit down. He had to go to
the bathroom. In his haste, he had not taken his jacket,
and the air was cool.

“Susan, I should let you go. Here’s what I think:
Lorraine and I need space from each other. Kellogg’s
pays really well. Uncle Reg thinks I can likely stay on
into the fall. He’s even offered me his downstairs
room for free. I can find someone to replace me here
for the summer. I think I should go for it.
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“It’s just that... | mean, wouldn’t this really hurt
you if I suddenly ducked out of your life as a
boyfriend when I, I mean, when you needed me
perhaps the most?”’

“Andy,” came Susan’s reply, “Lorraine needs a
lot more than you can offer right now. Sure, she needs
you to care for her. And it would be nice if you could
care, like a nurse or something. But I can tell you right
now; this could easily be the first time she’s ever
talked to anyone about this stuff. You’re not a
therapist. It’s way over your head. Bowing out right
now may be the kindest thing you can do, even if she
can’t see it. I don’t know...”

Euphoric heights, abject depths, all inside a
month. What had just happened to Andy’s safe little
world?

“I think I’ll phone Mom and Dad, Susan—not to
talk about Lorraine. They don’t dare, I don’t think, at
least on the phone, and neither do I. I’ll see in general
what they think of me moving to London and working
at Kellogg’s. They might jump at it, without saying
s0, as a way of nipping my love for a ‘strange woman’
in the bud.”

Was there not some bitterness to his tone?

When Andy contacted his parents, nothing was
said about Lorraine, though Andy knew he did a bit
of dancing around that topic when asked how it
would impact things there?” were he to move
suddenly to London.

“You could be a good witness to Uncle Reg and
Aunt Marion even,” said his mom.

“And to your cousins,” his dad chimed in, “And
be a reason for us to visit more often.”

His cousins had not been raised in the
church. His uncle and aunt had walked away



from it in their teens—she a former Catholic, he
a Baptist.
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Periodically, Andy’s mom tried to get Uncle Reg to
attend evangelistic crusades in London. Once, she
phoned him and pleaded with him to attend a Billy
Graham crusade in Toronto. He steadfastly refused.
“If he could just come under the sound of the Gospel
once more,” she’d say wistfully. She desperately
wanted to ensure her brother’s safe passage to
eternity.

They said and asked nothing about Lorraine.

“Son, I popped some literature from Gospel
Outreach into the mail for you today. You might find
it interesting. They’re organizing a team next year to
evangelize in Germany. With your language skills,
you’d be a shoe-in.”

“Thanks, Dad,” came Andy’s nonchalant reply.
“I’ll definitely have a look at it. Oh, and Susie Q sends
greetings. I talked to her earlier tonight. Gotta go—in
more ways than one! Bye.”



Chapter Five

Lorraine made the first move. Literally.

There was a quiet knock at Andy’s bedroom
door not much after six the next morning. It opened
uninvited, and Jim walked in.

“Andy,” Jim whispered, “can you get dressed
and come down to our apartment?” Andy was in the
bottom bunk of a three-person bedroom. Five
minutes later he stole out of his room down to the
only first floor apartment.

Both Jim and Marcia were up with the coffee on.
Jim was bookish with round-rimmed glasses that
made him think of Dietrich Bonhoeffer. Jim was
finishing off a PhD dissertation in philosophy and had
been a leader at IVCF for some years. Andy always
felt a little intimidated by Jim. He seemed to have
read everything Andy had—and so much more.

Marcia was warm and exuded caring. She was
obviously in the right line of study, completing her
Masters in counselling psychology that year. She
was amply built, had medium length brown hair, and
wore large-rimmed glasses.

“Care for some coffee, Andy?” She asked.

Andy felt wary. What was going on?

Homemade muffins were passed to him.

“Marcia and I just got back from Toronto a
couple of hours ago, Andy. So forgive us if we look
a little baggy under the eyes. We took Lorraine to
stay at her aunt’s.”

Lorraine, back to Toronto? He remembered a
slight commotion on the stairwell during the night.
The steps squeaked no matter how softly descended.

“We really tried to talk her out of it,” Marcia said.
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“I didn’t see Lorraine all last night. Nor you
guys...”

“Lorraine took me aside right after supper—
which you skipped—and asked to talk to us in
private,” Jim began. “So we headed off to the
university. Marcia has an office in the psych
department.

“She told us her story, Andy, the one she had just
told you the night before. She’d never told anyone
before, Andy, you have no idea..” Jim did not
complete the sentence.

“I think you have a very good idea, Andy,”
Marcia interjected, “of what Lorraine might be going
through.” She paused. “I wonder how you’re doing...”

“I’m at an utter loss!” Andy responded. “What
should I do? What would you do?” his voice turned
plaintive.

“We’ll pray, for starters,” Jim piped up. “I will in
a moment. But Andy, can you run the Day Camp on
your own today? Lorraine thinks she has simply
abandoned you. And if you leave at the end of this
week, too, our poor priest! I guess that’s why they pay
him the big bucks.”

Jim prayed for them all. Then, “Andy, one last
thing, from Lorraine..” He handed Andy an
envelope. “I know you’ll want to read it right away.
Only she knows what’s in it. Hope we’ve left you
enough time to get to Day Camp.”

“Thanks,” Andy said. Where did the tears come
from? He averted his head and walked through the
door. Marcia squeezed his hand as he did, and said,
“Good on you!” Moments later, Andy read the letter
in his room.
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My dearest Andy:

You're owed an explanation. Where do I begin?
1 feel so fucked up right now!

Andy recoiled as though he’d fired a shotgun.

There. I said it! Didn’t know I could. “Nice
Christians” don’t talk that way, do they Andy? Well,
like my dad always said, “You're not a nice Christian
girl, Lorrie dear.” (Not like those other pristine pure
Sunday school girls.) That’s right, he had a few pet
names for me, like [ was his little puppy or something.
Doesn’t Hugh Heffner have little puppies, too? [
mean ‘“bunnies,” right? You know why I know?
Because I used to look through my dad’s Playboy’s
he kept stashed in a secret place I saw him go to once.

Well, fuck Hugh Heffner and all his goddamned
little bunnies! And fuck my dad—’cause he sure
FUCKED ME UP BIG TIME!!! (Though never
intercourse. No, no, that was “sin.” Besides, | wonder
now, there could have been evidence. I might have
gotten pregnant!) But he, but he... Ah shit! Andy, I'll
spare you the details.

Maybe if your mom reads this she’ll want to
clean my mouth out with soap. That’s not fair, Andy.
Sorry. I like your mom. Not mine, though. In the end,
Andy, she knew. She had to! And she did nothing,
nothing, NOTHING to protect me! That’s not right!
Moms nurture and protect, not propagate to let dads
copulate. (Funny saying, eh?)

AND I HATE, | HATE, | HATE MY DAD!!! I can
never tire of writing that.

That’s not right either, eh, Andy? Children are
supposed to “honour and obey.” Dad quoted that
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repeatedly as I began to find out this wasn’t normal.
But I let him keep his little secret, didn’t [? Way too
long! So I'm just as bad as he is. No, worse, ‘cause
Eve tempted Adam, after all. We're the seductresses,
Andy.

1 could have undressed right in front of you that
first night on the park bench, Andy. At least enough
to make your blood boil to fever pitch! I saw it happen
with my dad enough times! (Only I never agreed! He
always had to force me!) Then I could have dragged
you off into the bushes and made you do it! You’'d
have been out of control by that point, Andy. I don’t
care how much Bible is stuffed into your brain! And
you’d have been under my control, my spell, my
power!

1 came to that, finally! Hey, I realized, I'm really
the one in control here. With all the power, I’d mock
my dad ‘til he’d turn red in the face (funny colour for
us Japanese). I started to threaten, right at the very
end before I moved to university, about telling the
secret. He got so angry, Andy, it was delicious! He
dared not hit me though. “Evidence” again, I suspect.

Then suddenly I was gone! I had scholarships
the first year so I didn’t need his money. And I came
into a small inheritance the next year from an uncle’s
estate. It was in my name and my dad couldn’t touch
it.

I never go back home, though I really miss my
brothers. Then I imagine sometimes they’re turning
out just like him! My widow aunt stays in touch
regularly. She’s really nice, like a real mother to me.
She really loves me. I've never told her my story. She’s
also a good Christian, a really good one. Doesn’t say
much, just “does”. I'll be at her place when you read
this letter.



Until Sunday night, I'd never told my story to
anyone! “It” always told me not to. I can see why
now, though for different reasons.

For four years at university, I prayed that God
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would help me understand. I took psychology for that
reason. I understand lots now, but I still don’t know
how one human can treat another like that. And my
own dad!

Well, “it” had so brainwashed me, I thought no
one would ever pay attention to me unless to undress
me with their eyes and worse. I heard again and again
I was no good for anyone! That made it easy to stay
clear of guys.

But I came into my fourth year thinking, okay;
maybe I'll say yes just once to try it out. Then we ended
up together on the outreach committee in the New
Year. I loved something about your hands right off- 1
could never imagine them doing... I fell in love with
those hands, Andy. That’s why I said “Yes” twice,
before you really even asked. And I knew that maybe
someday, maybe... I'm glad you didn 't ask for another
“Yes.” On the contrary! That’s what really told me
about your hands, Andy. Then I knew for sure. I knew.
Imagine! A man’s hands that were safe like that crack
in the wall I always imagined crawling into... How can
I expect you to get that? Can you? I guess I can only
write it and pray you do. It’s all the difference, all the
difference in the world.

What 1 liked next, how can I put it, was your
“innocence.” Not that you were just naive (you are!),
but innocently so. How can I explain? You didn’t have
to be suave, or something. I noticed you noticing me,
Andy. In my abnormal psych course they say some
victims react by making themselves ugly. I didn’t. 1
couldn’t. I mean (sounds like I'm bragging), I
wouldn’t. Some victims (surprise!) end up hating the
opposite sex with a passion. Funny, I never did. It took
me four years to let out enough poison to say I'm
maybe ready. And there you were... And you never
undressed me with your eyes,
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Andy. So I knew you wouldn’t do so without my
permission with your hands. (Back to those hands— and
maybe the same thing said a different way.) See what 1
mean by “innocence?” It’s everything, Andy!

1 guess where I miscalculated was thinking it safe
to tell you my story. I couldn’t lead you on any
further, Andy! It was tell or break things off. That
simple. Turned out the same thing anyhow.

I'm sorry. I'll be all right. I've survived this far.
My aunt said I can stay as long as I need. I guess I'll
finally tell her what happened.

L'l find work in Toronto. Always have. Could have
been a great summer. It had been... My best ever... MY
BEST EVER!!! You need to know that, Andy.

I'm really sorry.

Take care, Andy. I can’t say, “I love you,” because
L can’t say that! How can I ever? But I would, Andy, if
could. Maybe some day...

Lorraine.
P.S. Andy: I still really love those hands!



Chapter Six

“Hello,” Andy said simply at their first meeting
in the Gospel Outreach (GO) parking lot. “I’m Andy.
Can I help you with any of your things?”

He felt mesmerized. Auburn blonde hair long to
the shoulders, features that converged like some well-
executed dance. Her eyes veritably sparkled, invited,
tantalized. She simply replied, “Yes, thank you. My
name’s Fiona.”

South Carolina? South Dakota?

“No, Texas,” she said and laughed.

“I’m from Canada myself,” he replied. “We don’t
have states but—"

“Provinces,” she chimed in. “I know. I’ve been
boning up on my Canadian geography since [ knew I
was coming here. The closest I ever got to Canada
until now was having a pen pal from Guelph. Ever
heard of it?”

He nodded. “Just a stone’s throw away from
Kitchener, which, interestingly, was called ‘Berlin’
until the First World War.”

“I remember the name,” she drawled back. “But
that was ten years ago.”

All the right vocabulary, Andy mused, only the
tape had been slowed down.

“Ever seen a hockey game on TV?” Andy asked.
“Almost every pro player is Canadian, even if most of
the teams are not.”

“Really?” Her perfect teeth sparkled a

smile. Wow.

She was used to guys, Andy was certain.
Probably had been dating the last several years.
Maybe had a
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steady in Bible School preparing for full-time

ministry. And she was off to serve the Lord with

Gospel Outreach for the same two years. Perhaps they

were engaged. (Andy had not yet learned the trick of

looking at the ring-finger; he who with all his 22 years

had with two exceptions only noticed girls from afar.)
His diary entry that night was cryptic:

I met Fiona today. What can I say? Infatuation at
first sight. She’s gorgeous. Do I think she noticed
me? Hope springs eternal...

At his official send-off the weekend before,
Andy’s Uncle Joe, like everyone else at Carriage
Street Gospel Chapel in Kitchener, wished him well.
Andy had grown up in that church, had been saved
at four, and had basically done all the right things
ever since—short of getting married. But he did not
feel a sense of urgency just yet. The Lord would
supply the right girl in His own time.

A new graduate of the University of Waterloo,
Andy was proud of his Honours French and German
degree and had been impatient to put his language
skills to practical use. What better way than to serve
the Lord in Germany with Gospel Outreach, founded
by George Elwin Moore, one of Andy’s faith heroes?

“G. E,” as George Elwin Moore was known
affectionately, had come up through the ranks of the
brethren, Andy’s denomination. Born in Scotland
(impeccable pedigree), upon his emigration to
America he had become a noted youth leader for
several churches in the Chicago area. From there he
studied at Emmaus Bible School and subsequently
headed up its worldwide Bible correspondence
course program for two years.
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Then he spent a year on an Operation
Mobilization evangelistic team in India. There had
begun the stirrings. As he recounted often and warmly
to each successive wave of GO recruits, it was on the
streets of Calcutta that the vision for GO had come.
While slipping tracts under the gutter dying—in the
event they might roll over, read, and be saved—he
conceived the vision of the future of brethren
missions. New Wineskins (as one of his later books
was entitled) would be needed to contain the new
waves of dedicated brethren youth. Just give them a
taste of short-term missions and not only would a
majority return full-time (70% or better the statistics
proved to be), but it would be a great shot-in-the-arm
to local churches as well.

Andy came to wonder how many of those Indian
beggars dying on the streets ever did enter heaven,
perhaps clutching the tract like some theatre ticket,
dutifully collected by St. Peter at the pearly gates.
Visions of Mother Teresa’s House of the Dying
invariably accompanied this imagining, a strange
juxtaposition. Perhaps for some, her house proved to
be heaven enough....

“I’m so honoured to meet you,” Andy said while
sitting in G. E.’s spacious office during his first
week of studies. His eyes took in the collected works
of C.H. Spurgeon on an ornate bookshelf. It was
accompanied by a systematic theology by Lewis
Sperry Shaffer, several works of apologetics
(including some by Francis Schaeffer, which made
Andy’s heart leap), and what looked to be shelves
and shelves on Christian mission. Wow, this guy
reads, Andy thought enviously.

G. E. had invited Andy in because of his dad,
Andy was sure, who was a noted brethren leader in



Ontario. So G. E. was also a good strategist, came the
cynical
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thought, though Andy revelled in the attention.

G. E. shook his hand warmly, even clasping a
second over the first to underscore his pleasure. He
maintained that posture while sizing Andy up.

“A strapping, good-looking young man!” G. E.
said at last. “Just to look at you does your father proud.
He held Andy’s hand a bit longer then released it at
last and, slapping him on the back, directed him to a
chair.

“It’s such a pleasure to meet you—though not for
the first time. I remember well ten years ago a
seemingly shy youngster with his dad at Guelph Bible
Conference Grounds, right? It was just after I had
given a talk on prophecy, and your dad wanted to
meet me. I remember you were a great fan of A. J.
Boswell and proudly displayed a brand new Scofield
Reference Bible. Well, I'm one of his fans, too. I
understand he’s from your home assembly, though
you obviously don’t see him much.”

Andy remembered the meeting well. “What |
liked about that lecture, sir, was how you made such
a compelling case for the identification of the
Antichrist ‘system’ with Communism. I’ve read lots
since about Communist Europe. It looks like some of
that reading might pay off in West Berlin.”

“I think, Andy, you and I will hit it off just fine. I
saw you take in my library. These hold pride of place,
though my study at home is bulging, too. I understand
you’re quite a scholar in your own right, both from
the degree you just completed, and your transcripts.”

Andy blushed slightly.

“Now, how is your dad? The last time I heard he
was embroiled in that inerrancy controversy in
Windsor. But more importantly, I presume he’ll visit
us at last now that his son is here!”

“Between regular work, a heavy preaching
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schedule, and some writing projects, he’s not too
likely to come until Easter,” came Andy’s reply. “At
least, that’s what Dad told me.”

G. E. seemed pleased at the prospect. “Then we
shall wait until then to roll out the Red Carpet.”

At that, the phone rang. Andy waited politely as
G. E. was caught up immediately in the conversation.
Andy still waited. Had G. E. forgotten him already?
Andy stood up to scan the bookshelves more closely.

With that, G. E. put his hand over the receiver.
“Andy, I’'m sorry. It was great to share. There will be
lots more occasions, I trust. This is long distance, and
I should attend to it.”

Suddenly, Andy was in the hallway outside G.
E.’s closed door. He remembered a professor who
encouraged students to take all the time with him they
wanted. Remarkably, no student ever needed more
than five minutes...

G. E.’s vision for GO had expanded to three
overseas teams in training that year: a France team, a
Spain team, and a German team. Students converged
on the Go Center on that Labour Day weekend of
September 1971. They were mainly from the States,
but several, like Andy, came from central Ontario. The
multicolour brochures highlighting each projected
team location—Nice, Madrid, and West Berlin—
might have been created by each city’s Chamber of
Commerce, they were so attractively produced. The
glamour was interwoven with soundings on the
countless lost in each metropolis, the great need, the
shortage of labourers.

The West Berlin intonation ran like this, “See the
Brandenburg Gate through which Napoleon and Hitler
marched their triumphant armies. Take up the



challenge to recruit a different kind of army for
Christ!” It went
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on to explain that with West Berlin’s two universities
and an exemption from military service included for
students there, the city teemed with young people
desperately in need of the Good News but tragically
more likely to hear only the Bad News of Marx and
Lenin.

The Jesus Movement was at its zenith that year,
with Time, Newsweek, and Life all doing feature
articles on it. Whether largely a media event or a bona
fide groundswell of youth getting high on Jesus with
staying power, the word was out. As one book put it,
The Jesus People Are Coming! Presumably, out in
front was Jesus himself, trumpets blaring. Then,
depending on one’s eschatology but certainly
according to theirs, all hell would break loose.

The GO students that year were high on the wave
themselves, index finger recurrently jutting skyward
and responding endlessly to the “Let’s-hear-it-for-
Jesus!” cheerleaders. The challenge was to take this
great outpouring of God’s Spirit to the uttermost
corners of the earth. Presumably, the target cities—
or at least their satanic minions—were bracing for
the onslaught.

There was some haphazardness to the layout of the
GO headquarters. A wealthy couple had bequeathed
the grounds in trust to their home assembly, Oak Street
Gospel Chapel in Arlington Heights, Illinois. They
were to be used for the Lord’s work. The buildings
more or less sprawled out at will, with only the six
missionary (“mish”) houses built in line with the
preceding. The Admin Building, the shed, and the
cafeteria seemed to have simply sprouted
unaccountably.

G. E. had returned from his year’s evangelistic
work with O. M. afire with his new vision for brethren



youth. The elders at Oak Street had been praying
during
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the preceding year about what to do with the beautiful
estate, and the conviction had grown that their title
and Moore’s vision were in sync. So it happened that
G. E, invariably beaming with bright ideas, was
presented with the option of using the land. After due
exercise before the Lord, Gospel Outreach was born.
G. E. was thirty-five then. Twelve years later, he and
GO were still glowing brightly.

Twenty-one young people had come to the first
GO training course. The men were all whiskerless and
sported those short-cropped brush-cuts. The women
had spiral hairdos like Dairy Queen ice-cream cones.
Their group picture proudly occupied a central place
in the “rogues’ gallery” of GO teams. Beneath it in
beautiful Old English text was the KJV version of
Matthew 28:19: “@ao pe therefore, and teach all nations,
baptising them in the name of the Ffather, and of the
Son, and of the Holy Ghost.”

And gone they had! Back to Calcutta’s teeming
throngs. And whether only two years after G. E.’s
initial time there they rolled any of the same beggars
or passed some of the same tracts, no one knew.

Andy met Janys the first day of classes, her name
spelled, she was quietly emphatic, with a “y.” On the
surface, it was perhaps the most arresting feature of
Janys Thane (“Plain Thane,” as her school friends and
enemies called her, much to her endless childhood
chagrin). He met her at the cafeteria over lunch.
Virtually all weekday and weekend lunches were
taken there, although each mish house had a full
kitchen.

Janys’ physical presence was undistinguished.
She had a face that was not unpleasant but which
made Andy wonder at how unremarkable one could



actually be when all the same elements—eyes, nose,
throat
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and skin—were common to all. Perhaps he had too
much Lorraine as comparison in mind. Janys had a
small figure that came off similarly: like a pitcher
who threw imperfect curves, though the loose clothes
she wore probably did not help.

She laughed as they shared a little of growing up
in Ontario. She was easy with guys, too. “I’ve always
been a Tomboy,” Janys told him that first day.
“Clothes, make-up, manicures, all that girly stuff were
of no interest to me. I guess I’'m still somewhat that
way.”

Also on the debit side was dark brown hair she
had curled into a bun, likely still respectful of the
brethren rule about women not cutting their hair,
though lots did. She sported large, dark-rimmed
glasses that were a little too overbearing for her petite
face. Bottom line, apparently she did not care too
much about how she looked. Her personality at first
blush also seemed so mild as to hardly register.
However, that perception quickly changed.

At least she was safe, Andy thought that first day.
For other reasons, too, she became Andy’s best friend
those first weeks at the Centre. He knew right away
she had the smarts.

It was the second week of September, with a touch
of fall in the warm air. Janys suggested they go
outside. A sudden gust teased her hair, threatening to
unmoor it. That’s sexy, Andy thought in spite of
himself. Wonder whether she’s ever done anything
except wear her hair tied up? They sat under a chestnut
tree on a bench.

“We might get beaned,” Andy warned. “We used
to collect these by the thousands every fall. We’d
carve ‘em, throw ‘em, save ‘em, trade ‘em. Auburn
gold.” He unshelled a few that had fallen.



“I don’t really know why I’'m here,” Janys began.
She was answering a question Andy had put to her
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earlier. “I’d like to think it was the Lord’s will, but it
was as much my dad’s as God’s, I’'m sure. I also have
an older brother preparing for the mission field, so,
all in all, it seemed the thing to do when I graduated
this spring.”

“How do you know if it was the Lord’s will?”
Andy quizzed, wincing as one of the spiked shells
pierced his skin.

“Doesn’t Paul Little say somewhere that God’s
will boils down to two commands in the Bible: ‘Love
God and love your neighbour’?” came her response.
“So I guess you get on with it and muddle through
what you don’t know in life, which is just about
everything.

“Besides, I’ve decided to do my own little
research project on how missionaries really act far
away from home. My working hypothesis is the
nearer home, the more effusive the God-talk. The
farther away, it’s just the inverse—except in prayer
letters asking for support. So you seven, well, I’ll
throw myself in—we eight— are my guinea pigs.
Every time I hear you pray, I’ll be peeking to see
what’s really going on just beneath.”

She flashed an impish grin. Andy liked that. Had
she ever done anything to her face, he wondered.
There was general brethren prohibition against “self-
adornment.”

“I thought you were supposed to ‘judge not,
Andy replied, feigning shock.

“You stick to your agenda, I’ll stick to mine,”
came her quick response.

A jet streamed by overhead. Another impish grin
flashed. Andy did not want the lunch break to end.

“So what are we all about coming here, Janys?”
Andy launched in a different direction, eyebrows
arched.

299



“Andy, if we all just did a tenth of what we claim
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as Christians, the world would be truly turned upside
down! For instance, I see huge hype right now about
the Jesus People.” Her nose wrinkled, one hand flung
back a strand of hair. “My brother Ted says religion’s
up in America, morality’s down, and I agree.”

“What do you mean?” Andy retorted, his voice
surprisingly loud.

“Ted was telling me about a book on missions by
Stephen Neill that he’d read. It alludes to that kind of
reality in North American Christianity. It seems that
the more religious America becomes, the less evident
is its charity—°love of neighbour and enemy’ in the
biblical sense. He says to look at the Bible Belt, for
example. It’s perhaps the most religious place per
square inch on the planet, next to a mosque. Yet some
of the worst racism, nepotistic patriotism, and self-
serving religiosity fester there. Go figure.

“Or take the Vietnam War. What Evangelical do
you know of who even raises a question about the
righteousness of that cause? As if napalm, bombies,
and civilian casualties are part of God’s will to rid the
world of Communism. Billy Graham totally supports
the war, and we all love Billy. So Ted has his doubts
about a lot of the Jesus People enthusiasm. He says to
give it a few years to see if anything but froth is left.”

Such a critique was new to Andy. He’d seen some
of the protesters at university but had steered clear.
Like most of his church peers, he was largely unaware
of world events.

“Just what are ‘napalm’ and ‘bombies’?” He
asked.

Janys explained patiently: “Napalm creates a
holocaust when dropped by bombers. In each of
Dresden and Tokyo, for instance, during the last year
of World War II napalm bombs burned to death more



than 100,000 civilians. Dresden was chock-a-block
full
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of refugees at the time, so no one really knows how
many died. For the thousands who were scorched but
who survived, the dead were the lucky ones.”

“I thought they just bombed military and
industrial targets,” Andy said.

“Afraid not,” Janys replied, her face contorted.
“Do you know that the general in charge of the
bombing over Japan, a French name... LeMay, said
after the war that is was good thing their side won or
he’d have been tried as a war criminal like the Nazis
at Nuremberg. They used napalm on dozens of other
Japanese cities after Tokyo, killing or wounding
about a million civilians.”

“Really?” Andy whistled his incredulity. “How
do you know this?”

“You didn’t take that in History 101, Andy? Not
likely,” Janys responded. “We did, thanks to a prof
my last year, who was a Vietnam War draft dodger.”

“Then he was obviously totally biased, Janys,”
Andy pounced on the insight. “Though granted, in my
second year, | had a Texan Draft dodger for a prof.
He was the straight goods.”

“Hey, I thought you just said, ‘Judge not,’” Janys
came back in feigned offence. “The historical
documentation isn’t the problem, just who admits to
it and denounces it—or does not. Ted says hardly
anyone in the Evangelical world at the time did—or
has done since. At the beginning of the war, President
Roosevelt called civilian bombings an ‘inhuman
barbarity’ unbecoming modern civilized nations. No
one of course wants to admit we’re bestial barbarians
and savages. So we don’t. You’ve heard of the Nazi
Holocaust deniers? There are also Allied holocaust
deniers—that’s most of us in the West.”

999
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Andy’s gut wrenched.

“And bombies?” he felt compelled to ask.

“Little, brightly painted balls that look to kids like
they might be fun to play with. They have detonators
guaranteed to kill kids outright and maim or even kill
adults. Millions are being dropped in Vietnam right
now.”

Suddenly, Andy felt like throwing up. Where had
the gorgeous fall afternoon gone?

He asked more about her brother Ted. He had to
change the subject. Janys respected him deeply, but
Andy failed to share her enthusiasm. It was a new idea
to think that Evangelicals could be wrong about
something, rather like Catholics doubting papal
infallibility. Ted also seemed not a little intimidating

“Janys, why is Ted so cynical? Isn’t love
supposed to ‘believe all things’? Why should he be so
questioning Evangelical ways? I remember Dwight
Moody’s come-back to the guy who didn’t like the
way he did evangelism: ‘I like better the way I'm
doing something than the way you’re doing nothing!’
Well, maybe that response was judgmental, too. Still,
the other guy started it.

“When I see Jesus People on fire for the Lord,
going out everywhere, preaching the Gospel, aren’t
they getting it right about their faith? I hope I have
half the zeal they have by the time I leave here. I think
Ted should cut them a little slack.”

Why was Andy’s heart pounding?

Janys said no more.



Chapter Seven

The first three years, GO had run only two months
of training before the teams did a year’s service.
Things had evolved since. Their training was now one
school year long, followed by a two-year overseas
stint.

The minimum eligible age was 18. Of the
twenty-five trainees that year, about half were fresh
out of high school. The other half were couples, some
with young kids. Many of these had been out in the
work force for a few years. The remaining older
singles had either completed Bible school or
university or had been working a few years. There
seemed to be some unwritten rule that over-40’s were
not welcome on teams, though a smattering helped
out at the Centre, not least of whom was G. E.
himself, who was 47 that year.

Most instructors were missionaries on furlough or
on loan from nearby Emmaus Bible School, Inter-
Varsity  Christian ~ Fellowship, area  brethren
assemblies, and the like. There was a basic course on
biblical doctrine a la Lewis Sperry Shaffer, a course on
personal evangelism taught by affable Paul Little, and
several mini-courses on various missionary survival
tactics.

Language study was one of their major time
commitments. There was a German teacher and
another who was fluent in both French and Spanish.
The latter, Linda Darnell, had grown up in South
America, but her French had been school-learned in
southern France. The German instructor, Joanne
Schwartz, was doing post-graduate work on some
aspect of Thomas Mann’s writings. Her parents were



German, but Joanne had never visited home turf. This
was set to change,
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however, with an imminent marriage. The groom-to--
be was Hans Beutler, a German exchange student
who had studied two years at Wheaton College. They
had met during that time.

Andy was in the unique position of being familiar
with all three languages, having just picked up two
years of Spanish en route to his double major. He
didn’t mind the obvious admiration this elicited.

For instance, after the trainees were introduced to
the local congregations on their third Sunday morning
at the Centre, Joanne had the bright idea to have Andy
do a brief testimony about why they were there. He
was to begin each statement in each of the three
Centre languages, and then translate. It was meant as
a light touch, but several seemed awestruck at his
linguistic facility, especially when they discovered
English was his native tongue.

Classes lasted only half the weekday and were
certainly not heavy, apart from language study, which
was source of anguish for most. But not for Andy.
With typical arrogance, he treated them all as bird
courses, letting others know his attitude freely.

One day, Joanne approached Andy as he exited
the Admin Building. A zephyr breeze tossed a few
fallen leaves into swirling eddies. He kicked at them
aimlessly as they walked across the yard toward
Andy’s mish house. Birds were everywhere, not least
the bright red cardinals, which Andy especially loved.

“Have you ever considered grad school?” Joanne
asked.

Andy shook his head. “By the time I was done my
BA, I was so burned-out there was no way I could
have gone for my Masters. But maybe when these two
years are up...”

Joanne nodded emphatically: “I would, Andy.
You
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owe it to yourself with your flare for languages and
your obvious intellectual gifts.”

Andy protested mildly. “They’re not all that
unique, [ don’t think.”

“Andy, you’re the academic type. I could tell that
the first day in class. You don’t almost win the
German prize in your last year without demonstrating
that gifting. No, you’ve got to consider further studies
after this.”

Andy smiled inwardly. He had sounded for a
compliment, and had gotten one. He thanked Joanne
for her encouragement then entered his mish house
and napped until lunchtime.

Apart from classes, the other half of the normal
weekday was physical. It involved rotating chores of
maintenance, meal preparation, and practical
evangelism. While these activities rounded out the
eight-hour day, it was expected that voluntary service
would fill up evenings as well. It did for most. It was
one of those subtle expectations one dared not buck.
All veritably leaped at the opportunity to prove to G.
E, the other staff, and God, ultimately, that they meant
business for the Lord. “If He’s not Lord of all, He’s
not Lord at all.” was the motto on a beautiful plaque
in the dining room. It served as an ongoing spur to
participate in Boys’ and Girls’ clubs, Sunday school
classes, Bible studies, the Friday evening Root Cellar
coffee house, and so forth. “Only one life, ‘twill soon
be past. What’s done for Christ alone will last.”
Another of those Christian workaholic aphorisms on
the “Joyful Wall,” this time in the Admin Building,
written by an outgoing missionary.

Apparently, G. E. had never heard about the “God
rested” part of the creation ethic. He constantly
burned
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the midnight oil for the Lord, apparently singeing one
family member along the way, as Andy came to
discover when he met Dan, G. E.’s 22-year old son....

Andy wondered how many real estate agents
cringed the day GO took over that property in the
middle-to-upper crust section of Arlington Heights. It
was at least a workable theory that the annual
concentrated waves of eager youths knocking on
doors, taking religious surveys, inviting people to
religious movies, prophecy lectures, and the like, and
generally excavating for convertible pay dirt would
be enough to encourage even the most ensconced to
uproot and move on, unless, of course, they were won
for the Lord.

All twenty-five recruits fanned out during those
six months in ever-widening circles as they attacked
the doors. The strategy that year was to have each
pair tackle a specific geographic area each month.
The population densities of each section were
supposedly equally proportioned, a guessing game
once they went further afield to multiunit housing. If
a given area was covered before the month was up, a
new bailiwick was assigned. This became quite a
contest. Some couples on the France team moved at
an astonishing rate, personally knocking on thousands
of doors.

G. E. personally intervened; reminding all that
this was serious spiritual warfare, not an evangelistic
board game. But even that didn’t squelch it altogether.
In spite of G. E.’s warnings, some form of records
was still kept. Besides, GO readily modeled such
numbers games, tossing out figures in the thousands
on much of its promotional materials.

Usually, a multi-coloured brochure, together with
an invitation to a special lecture or film were left at
each door. They were to try and make personal
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contact twice over two successive days then leave the
literature if that was not possible. Also included was
an invitation to the Root Cellar for kids ages 15 and
up, and to church services on Sunday mornings in the
brand new Admin Building auditorium.

If personal contact was made, then it was out with
the survey and a disarming, “Hello, as part of a study
course, we’re conducting a religious survey of the
area and wondered if you could take a few minutes to
respond.” The survey was designed as sure as an
electronic tracking device to lock the unsuspecting
dupe into a presentation of the Four Spiritual Laws,
Campus Crusade’s all-season, all-time bestseller
which deftly laid out God’s wonderful plan for each
human being and other choice secrets of the universe
in a few broad strokes. However, G. E., always
innovative, had his own version available for use by
the New Year, entitled God’s Plan, Man’s Choice. It
was slicker and more colourful than the plain yellow
prototype. He held, too, that it was more balanced,
coming down strongly on the new convert’s
discipleship call, especially to do evangelism.

The idea was to pair people off according to their
prospective target countries so that team relationships
might begin to gel. Married couples were kept intact,
since, it was argued, wives invariably did less of this
work on the field, seeing as they were given to
domestic duties and caring for children. This would
afford them a real taste—in case their home assembly
had failed to arrange this—of her husband’s spiritual
authority. Otherwise, the idea was to rotate the
pairings each month.

There could be rebuff. Once, an overweight
middle-aged man came to the door. When Andy
began with his canned line, the guy said, “That’s what
you
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said last year! And I just had a Mormon here last week
pushing his stuff. Why don’t you just take that
goddamned religion of yours and stuff it up your
ass?” An explosion of expletives followed this. Andy
and Janys, his first partner, beat a hasty retreat, not
particularly up for persecution that day.

Usually, however, there was a firm, “We’re not
interested.” Then, when someone did actually bite,
whatever rejoicing in heaven, it was a great
psychological lift for the fishers of men. Some even
got reeled into the church and made commitments.
Others were saved at various outreach events,
including the Root Cellar. Everyone was caught up in
fervent prayer, even more than Andy had experienced
his previous year’s work at the Hobbit House coffee
house run by Inter-Varsity Christian Fellowship and
The Missing Peace coffee house at his summer
commune.

G. E. was also the author of the attractively done
piece of literature they invariably tried to leave
behind. Though the content changed, G. E.’s two
main themes were prophecy (a /a Hal Lindsay and
“pre-trib” dispensationalists) and worldwide revival.
For him, the Jesus People movement heralded a great
awakening of God’s Spirit. He was at maximum
wattage when writing and speaking about this. They
passed out several other pieces of literature over the
next six months, each stamped with the GO emblem,
which, for the life of Andy, evoked the image of
those American Army recruiting posters. Only this
was not saying: “Uncle Sam Needs You!” Rather, a
side profile of a stylized Jesus pointed to a wheat
field, declaring: “The fields are white already unto
harvest... Therefore GO YE!”



It was easy for Andy to take the lead on the doors,
easy for Janys to say nothing, which Andy would
chide
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her about from time to time. But the alternative for
him was hardly bearable: Actually letting her speak
first. Not that he was more chauvinistic than the next
brethren guy. He just found that when she did say
something at the doors, her voice turned uncertain,
cranked up to a falsetto beyond her usual high pitch.
He fairly expected it to run off the scale some day,
like a cassette tape chattering feverishly seconds
before becoming hopelessly tangled.

Yet she had so much to say, Andy knew. And he
knew she did not fear speaking her mind. So why the
hang-up?

Finally, they hit upon a successful arrangement:
If Andy managed to get the person at the door through
the Four Spiritual Laws, Janys would pipe up with an
invitation to the next church service and lecture while
simultaneously handing over the literature. It was like
a decoy manoeuvre to make her forget it was she who
was talking, like those prenatal exercises designed to
take one’s mind off the pain. There was pain
nonetheless, for her and for him. Invariably, they both
breathed easier—perhaps finally took a breath—at
their first step away from the door. Only to go through
the same ordeal the next time someone else got
hooked by the religious survey. Had it not been for
their obligation to win souls, the repeated ordeal that
first month would have been enough to put them both
off door-to-door evangelism for good.

While walking past a park on their second day of
this exercise, Andy commented on how impressed he
was by the expectation of zeal to be about the Lord’s
business.

Janys quipped, “Christ, yes. But what about the
neighbour?”

Andy arched his brow.
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But instead of explaining, she continued, “And
what about just enjoying yourself? Non-self-
consciously, non-religiously, just plain humanly?”

The park was rolling with closely cropped,
luscious green grass. Huge maples lined the walkway,
along with towering oak and many other varieties.
Sunlight splintered variegated patterns through the
trees. Birds and butterflies twittered and fluttered. A
squirrel ran right up to them as they paused to talk.

“Janys, I don’t get it,” Andy said, his face
tightening, “How come you question mission so
much when that’s what we’re here for?”

“Do you mean on earth, Andy?” she asked
undeterred, “or here in Arlington Heights at a mission
training centre?”’

“What difference does it make?”

“Because I’d say you aren’t supposed to act any
other way here than at any other time in your life. If
God called everything good, then everything is good,
not just missions or religious activities.”

“And what about evil? Everything isn’t good,
Janys, and evil is what our mission is supposed to
overcome.”

“With ‘good’ that God declared creation to be in
the first place. And isn’t lots of mission evil?”

“Like when?” Andy felt his throat constrict. The
squirrel darted away onto the road, barely missing
certain death under a car’s wheels. It shot back into
the park.

“Like the Crusades a thousand years ago, for
starters—maybe even today’s crusades,” she added
with a look of mirth in her eyes that distressed Andy.

They had come to the end of the park. Andy
noticed a bench and suggested they sit down. He
needed to cool down before approaching another door.
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“Janys, you’re confusing me. [ thought we
came—rephrase that—I know I came to do mission
pretty single-mindedly. What did you come to do?”
He locked her gaze.

“Andy, lighten up. I came to do mission, too. But
surely that means having some fun at the same time.
And if you’re not having fun, then you’re probably
not doing mission. How’s that?”

Andy closed his eyes, his face contorted and he
suggested they head back, seeing as they were near
the end of their allotted time.

Before entering her mish house, Janys stopped
and turned to Andy: “Don’t take me too seriously on
this stuff, Andy. I try not to.”

She slipped inside before he could respond.



Chapter Eight

Janys was from a small assembly in Sudbury,
Ontario, that atrociously raped nickel capital. The
local lake was a victim of acid rain pollution and was
a veritable eyesore en route to enchanting northern
Ontario. While she didn’t initially volunteer it, it was
only logical to ask, Andy finally clued in, if she was
any relation to the Thane’s of the first GO team.

“I’m right there,” she said, pointing to a photo in
the Admin Building’s auditorium, location of GO’s
rogues’ gallery and Joyful Wall. They were taking a
brief break before afternoon chores, which meant
bathroom detail for Andy.

“So I guess my becoming a missionary could be
called predestination,” she commented playfully.

Andy’s forehead furled. “Why always so
sacrilegious, Janys?”

She raised her eyebrows.

“I mean, ‘predestination’ is one of those
amazingly laden theological terms that means so
much in our understanding of God’s way with man.
Paul develops the theme grandly, and the whole Bible
pulsates with it. It’s all about God’s choice of us, we
who were sometimes far off from God’s grace.”

Pause and silence.

Andy continued undaunted. “So I believe you
really were predestined. First to accept Jesus as
Saviour and Lord. Then you had a calling to become
a missionary. It was not ‘in the stars,” a pagan notion,
nor ‘in the cards,” up to fate. It was God’s choice
followed by your response.

“On one of Francis Schaeffer’s tapes, he calls
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predestination a ‘non-negotiable true truth.” You
can’t fight it. You can’t deny it. He also says,
ominously, that there is a double predestination: some
toward eternal Glory, others toward everlasting
Damnation.”

Pause and silence.

Andy resumed his lecture. “As I see it, it all hangs
on God’s choice before creation began. Imagine that.
God figuring out my little life before he even set the
galaxies spinning. I don’t understand it, but I do
accept it by faith. It is not to be made light of...”

He stopped talking and looked at Janys.
Sometimes one had to dig for her thoughts, like
eating a pomegranate. In this way, she and Andy
couldn’t have been more opposite. At times,
especially when upset, she was as tight-lipped as a
taciturn oracle. Meanwhile, he was so ready to spout
verbiage, multilingual even, that for some it was an
elaborate manoeuvre to cap the word-burst once the
drill had struck—so great were the willing reservoirs
within. One friend had once caught Andy up short
that very summer, exclaiming, “Congratulations,
Andy, you’ve just said the same thing five different
ways!” And that was only in English.

At times, Andy thought Janys was like the Dead
Sea Scrolls. There was a lot in there if one could break
the code. He was a colloquial Bible paraphrase. Was
he also as superficial?

Nonetheless, they hit it off well as friends. Just
friends. He didn’t even have to think about that
consciously. How could it be otherwise given his self-
serving predilection toward “‘stunners”?

They had much in common: both from Ontario,
the same age, and university graduates (her B.A. was
in sociology with a minor in history). Andy loved



northern Ontario, as did she. He had camped two
summers
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previously at Killarney Provincial Park near Sudbury.
They even discovered early on that Andy had met her
brother Ted at a Christmas holiday retreat in
Belleville. He stood out then as a real thinker. Her
father, like Andy’s, was a businessman cum
preacher/teacher/ writer and elder in the assembly.

During a table tennis game one evening in the
Games Room of the Admin Building, during which
Janys was surprisingly holding her own through a
maddening defensive strategy, Andy asked about her
brother Ted.

“Didn’t Ted have great dreams of missionary
service in South America? Is he still headed for that?”
Andy queried as he served. “I remember that he had
even taken Spanish in high school and was intending
to major in that at university.”

“He did,” Janys responded as she smacked the
ball back at him. “And he had a real flair for it. He
went on a GO summer team after Grade 13 and came
back speaking a passable Spanish. I remember that
because a Peruvian family in our assembly used to
remark on how excellent it was.”

“What’s he doing now?” Andy asked, diving to
return her volley.

“He’s in his first year of a Master of Christian
Studies program at Regent College in Vancouver,”
came the reply. Her return was weak.

“Never heard of it,” Andy shot back as he spiked
the ball.

Janys bent down to recover it. “It just started with
a full-time enrolment. It’s an Evangelical college on
the UBC campus. What’s interesting is, it was begun
by some brethren from England and by some
assemblies people in Vancouver. Dad raised a lot of
questions when Ted first thought of going. He was
especially
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concerned that they taught amillenialism.”

Andy failed to let on that the term was at best
vague to him. “*Some even hold,” Dad used to tell
Ted, ‘to a progressive evolution view of Creation,
albeit with God superintending the process.””

“Did your dad really advise against Ted going
there?”

“He’d never quite said as much, but yes.”

“Pretty brave of your brother then,” Andy said,
trying to imagine how his dad might have reacted in
a similar situation. He had a fairly good notion. “What
does that give him again?”’

“His Master of Christian Studies. It will take him
two years and then some, seeing as he has to write a
thesis.”

“On what?” Andy questioned, suddenly feeling
jealous of her brother for doing advanced studies.

“He hasn’t decided yet, so far as I know. But
maybe he should do it on the history of GO, with an
eye to the dynamic impact of G. E. on the
revitalization of brethren (lower case) assemblies in
North America and beyond toward world missionary
enterprises.”

Janys’ eyes held a slight moistness. Andy came
to identify her humour by just such a faint glistening.
He might have said such a thing seriously, but not
Janys. Why not? It bugged him.

She said more than once in those early weeks that
she found it surprisingly easy to talk with Andy—
more than with most people. Perhaps all his
loquaciousness cascading over her primed the pump.
He was not quite vain enough to guess at other, more
hidden reasons for freeing up Janys’ tongue.

As for Andy, he liked Janys’ smarts. This was
invariably a plus for Andy in sizing anyone up, due as
much to his own arrogance as to any resonance with
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his intellectual capacities, which were quite average
after all, he feared. He learned quickly that Janys was
a shrewd analyst of human behaviour. She sized up
many of the “problem” people early on that fall before
anything showed obviously. She might have done so
of Andy, maybe even had...

Instead of returning to the Centre for a break on
the Thursday afternoon of their last week together on
the doors, Andy suggested an ice cream cone at Take
Your Licks in Style; a retro ice cream parlour located
a few blocks from the Centre.

The overstuffed booths were ornate. A jukebox
was belting out Yes! We Have No Bananas, and the
walls displayed a colourful array of Coca-Cola
advertisements, “Uncle Sam Needs You!” World War
II recruitment posters, and an array of other period
memorabilia.

“This one’s on me,” Andy said. Everyone usually
went Dutch treat. Janys said nothing.

“Andy,” Janys queried, “have you spent any time
with Ken Kincaide?”

“Not yet,” Andy said, “but I have loved his piano-
playing. No doubt I’ll get around to it. Why do you
ask?”

“Because I think he’s very lonely,” she returned.
“And I think he needs a friend.”

“I think he’s already got one. Or haven’t you
noticed that he spends a lot of time with the
receptionist?” Andy returned.

“I mean,” she persisted, “that he needs someone
in whom he can confide, not someone to whom he’s
attracted. I think you should befriend him.”

Just then, the jukebox began belting out a garbled
Frank Sinatra piece. The manager hurried to turn
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down the volume control. “Next time, don’t kick the
machine,” he muttered. Andy and Janys smirked. Ken
Kincaide was forgotten for the moment. Their ice
cream came, and they ate in silence for a while.

“Janys,” Andy began, remembering Joanne’s talk
with him, “have you ever considered advanced
studies like your brother?”

Janice laughed after a cold, wincing swallow.
“Not likely. A brethren girl going off to seminary? A
woman getting theological education in Jesus’ day?
Things haven’t changed much in two thousand
intervening years—at least in our circles!”

“But Jesus changed that!” Andy blurted out. “I
mean, the reason Martha got upset with her sister was
she was discussing theology with the Master like a
learnéd Rabbi—or like the pre-teen Jesus in the
Temple—instead of doing ‘women’s work’ as Martha
understood it.”

Wow. Andy thought. Wow.

“I know Francis Schaeffer holds to a traditional
role for women, but—"

“Francis Schaeffer?” Janys almost spat his
name. “Why are you always quoting him, Andy? I
don’t mean to be too bold, but Ted says he doesn’t
hold a candle...”

She hesitated at Andy’s blanched face. “Let’s just
say there are lots of contemporary and past thinkers it
would be good to read, too, Andy,” her voice trailed
to a subdued whisper.

Andy looked the other way. It irked him to hear
that Ted took exception to Francis Schaeffer’s
apologetics approach. Andy was already gaining the
nickname “Francis” at the Centre, Schaeffer being only
next to the Bible in authority for Andy. Andy fancied
himself well read and had been especially taken with
historical
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and philosophical apologetics since his second year at
university, mediated through popularizers such as
Schaeffer and John Warwick Montgomery. He never
had been one for going to primary sources. Ted was
intimidating all right, but gratefully 3,000 miles
away. Andy knew he wasn’t angry toward Janys but
rather her brother. But he couldn’t quite say so. Why?

“We better get back to do our chores, Janys. You
still on food prep? I'’ll just call you Martha...”

Janys looked at him and smiled. She really had a
nice smile, he noted again.

During those walks to and from the appointed
outreach sites, and sometimes through getting
together
to talk over strategy, Janys became, next to Andy’s
diary, his closest confidant—with some things left out
of course, in particular, his infatuation with Fiona.

He also never shared about Lorraine Takahashi.



Chapter Nine

“Girl problems?” Jack jolted Andy from his
reverie, a page of neatly inscribed copy on slightly
scented notepaper in his hands. Andy’s look of
consternation had obviously given him away.
Lorraine’s first communication, to put it mildly, had
blown him away! Thankfully, he’d just read it through
for the first time as Jack came in.

Jack Dumont was from New Orleans. He didn’t
know more than oui and non, but who knows, perhaps
he was from French aristocratic heritage generations
earlier. “Jacques Louis” was on his birth certificate.
Apparently, there had been another with that
namesake who had distinguished himself in the Civil
War. For the Confederates, was Andy’s hunch,
feeling vague on his American geography despite
having learned every state and capital in public
school. Jack stood six feet, four inches in his socks
and weighed about 210 pounds. Handsome and lithe.
Worst luck, he was also happy-go-lucky, self-assured,
and unassuming. An all-around nice guy. He was also
Andy’s roommate for the six months of training.

“I’ve had them, too!” Jack continued. Then with
a raucous laugh: “Golly have I had them! My only
trouble is, I like too many of ‘em. Just friendly, you
know. But they all take it so seriously. The way I got
it figured, there’s about one guy sold out to the Lord
for every ten committed girls. No wonder we’re in
such high demand! But gee! I’'m not ready to settle
down yet!” So much of Jack’s talk was exclamatory.

They were into their second week of classes, and
Andy was beginning to feel his way with Jack. He
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lacked all the northern, certainly Canadian, reserve,
plunging headlong into any subject like a surfer into
a wave. He especially enjoyed the topic of girls, and
they had many a free-flowing session about them.
Andy was entirely protective of the Lorraine saga,
revealing only vaguely that there had been a summer
romance. But Jack had an endless repertoire. They
discussed the pros and cons of everything about
women, from celibacy to free love, from dating to
casual group encounters, petting to sleeping
together—the gamut. Jack’s enthusiasm never waned.
Andy was beginning to feel normal again.

What had made Andy decide against moving to
London was the material from GO that arrived the day
after Lorraine had left. Had it been the week before,
in light of his whirlwind romance, he’d have
dismissed the possibility out of hand. If ever there had
been a leading from the Lord in his life, Andy sensed,
this was it. (Okay, he’d also felt that throughout a
recently failed romance, but Andy wasn’t arguing.)
His dad wasn’t thrilled with GO, yet was encouraging
him to go, even if for questionable motives. Things
moved quickly. He was accepted by GO in early
August and on his way there Labour Day Weekend.

Andy had had no way of reaching Lorraine, and
she never phoned. He asked Susan to look up
“Takahashi” in the phone book. He didn’t dare call all
the listings randomly. Who knows what he might
have stirred up? The trail had gone absolutely cold.
He never had the nerve to ask Jim and Marcia to direct
even his sister to Lorraine’s aunt’s place. Marcia
confirmed his intuition inadvertently by saying once,
“Andy, pursuing her would be another violation. She
has to take the first step. No matter how hard this is
for you.” That comment cinched it.
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And yet, he felt really angry! He only talked
about it to his sister, whom he visited two weekends
later. (Did he half hope to bump in to Lorraine by
happenstance?) Susan, ever practical, said finally:
“Andy, you’ve got to move on.”

It had been Susan whom Lorraine had finally
phoned in early September. Hence her getting
Andy’s address, and his sitting not a little stunned in
their upstairs bedroom as Jack came in. Susan had
promised Lorraine she’d let the letter be a surprise.

Lorraine’s letter was enigmatic. She talked only
briefly about herself, still looking for work, but a few
good possibilities, especially now that university
students were back to classes. How strange it felt to
be in Toronto and not a student. How good her aunt
continued to be.

“You’ll be happy to know I’'m going with her to
church. They love my aunt, and she loves them! So I
guess they’ve accepted me, no questions asked. I
keep expecting someone to see my horns or
something...”

Nothing else about her family. She expressed
surprise at Andy’s sudden turn. “Off as a missionary.
Imagine.” But she placed no value on it.

Lorraine apologized for the swearing in the last
letter. “I’m not like that most of the time, Andy.
Really! I was venting big time, and to be honest
cannot remember exactly what I said. I was so rushed
and upset! I hope you can forgive me. Please forgive

Her letter ended with: “When I start making
money, I’m going for therapy. I’ve known for a long
time I should be doing that. Otherwise I’m not much
good to anyone in a relationship of any kind, Andy.”

Andy put Lorraine’s letter aside for several days.
Was he putting the relationship behind him just as



casily? What did that say about him? About
Lorraine?



CHRYSALIS CRUCIBLE 73

About life? Why was he endlessly asking questions?

The unlikely roommates began calling their long
discussions the Jack and Andy Show. They weren’t
restricted (topically or otherwise) to just girls. They
ranged far and wide, late into the night, entirely
stream-of-consciousness. Except, in Andy’s case, for
Lorraine. He made no further mention. He had, had
he understood it, begun to cauterize that wound.

Andy’s relationship with Jack had developed
alongside that of Janys. Janys by day, Jack by night.
Janys was clearly more Andy’s style, but Jack’s rough
and readiness, his non-intellectual practicality and
zany zest for life endeared him to everyone, not least
to Andy.

They became something of a phenomenon. Jack
was robust, aggressively athletic, brimming over;
Andy was intellectual, reserved, though decidedly
argumentative. Someone dubbed them the Dynamic
Duo, and it stuck. Such notoriety was garnered from
his link-up with Jack, Andy surmised, that he found
himself the object of attention from the opposite sex,
as he had never experienced before.

Jack typically took the adulation in stride. A
veteran of two years of Bible school, he knew the
familiar paths: Hang loose, be cool, play the field.
And even if you do start betting on one horse for a
while, don’t fail to watch the rest of the race. It all
was so natural to him.

But Andy was encountering a new phenomenon
and was unsure of himself in this novel role. He didn’t
know how to interpret his own, he suspected,
derivative powers of attraction. He could see it well
enough in Jack and appreciated his unruffled
response. Jack laughed a lot about it but admitted to
only one or
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two he was keeping an eye on. For the most part, their
interests were widely divergent.

One night, two months or so into the program,
just as Andy’s consciousness was sinking beneath the
sheets, Jack queried: “What do you think of Fiona,
Andy?” Andy wouldn’t have known until that
moment that he had even thought of her at all. But in
a split second, an adrenalin rush brought his
consciousness to blazing noon. He suddenly knew
exactly what he thought of Fiona, and, as instantly,
that big Jack Dumont and he were rivals. He became
guilt-ridden.

His response, however, was a well-controlled,
drowsy, nonchalant Jack-I’m-tired-and-almost--
asleep-let’s-talk-about-it-some-other-time
production, eliciting a  Sure-thing-good-night
response. But Andy lay awake a long time savouring
a new bittersweet emotion, wondering, doubting,



dreading, remembering. Did he have the heart for
this?



Chapter Ten

The first week of October occasioned a shift in
door-to-door work. Andy and Jack switched partners.
Janys looked diminutive enough beside Andy as they
walked together, but she was positively tiny alongside
Jack, who was a good three inches taller than Andy.
The four headed out together partway and laughed
when Fiona pointed out the “Mutt and Jeff” effect to
Jack and Janys.

At their first experience together on doors, Andy
was surprised then relieved that Fiona spoke first. He
hadn’t even thought to strategize on that with her.
When he mentioned it after their first encounter,
Fiona said she and Jack took turns. It made sense,
Andy realized, though it was not Janys’ inclination.
Nor had it been the Centre’s intention. Theoretically,
the men were supposed to be developing “spiritual
authority” during these outings.

Fiona was an elementary school teacher, Andy
had found out that first month, and had already taught
for two years. It had been a major decision to leave
that behind.

“It’s a bit of a story, Andy,” she replied when he
asked her why she did it. “I’ll tell you when we’re
done today. Remind me.”

Andy had relished the change of partners—with
some guilt. Fiona Sanchez was blonde. Her golden
tresses sparkled that afternoon in the autumn sunlight,
dazzling the eyes. Her brown eyes tantalized in tandem
with her entrancing smile, which was ready and
unaffected. A perfectly bronzed facial complexion
played off her matching body. Andy could only
imagine
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(suppressed immediately) what she looked like on the
tennis court or at the beach. Beyond that was strictly
verboten. How could any guy resist who might
venture to the door? Few had—on Jack’s authority.

She laughed at Andy’s next question. “Yes, there
is some Mexican in the name! The ancestry can be
traced back at least to the mid-1800’s. I don’t know
how much you know of Texan history,” she began
“but six weeks after the...”

“Battle of the Alamo, Texas became a state,”
Andy interjected. “You knew about Canadian
provinces. I know a bit about Texan history. Davy
Crockett was a childhood hero,” he added, breaking
out into song, “Davy, Davy Crockett, king of the wild
frontier!”

She laughed, and the world tilted.

“Anyway,” she continued, “Texas was part of
Mexico until then. Our family name comes from that
time. I’'m sixth generation American—and Texan! So
no, Mr. Linguist, I don’t speak any Spanish beyond
‘Si’ and ‘No,” and I'm only just barely learning
German.”

“German with a Texan accent,” was Andy’s
comeback. “Don’t know if it’s possible!”

“C’mon, Andy!” She shoved him playfully.

“Hey!” He pushed back. “What will the
neighbours think? We’re on a mission, don’t forget...”

She promptly began beating him about the head
with some of their promotional literature as he
affected self-defence.

“They’ll think we’re having fun, Andy!” She
shouted “And maybe that’s a better message than G.
E.’s in here!” She whacked him resoundingly on the
head.

“Ouch! No fair! I'm not allowed to fight

back!” “Oh yeah?” She rained down another



series of more blows. “Jack always does, and you
are the



CHRYSALIS CRUCIBLE 77

‘Dynamic Duo,’ right? Show your stuff!”

This was new territory. It felt good. Something
released inside.

“Okay, lady! You asked for it!” Andy leaped into
the air as if to fly over her then deftly sidestepped and
pinned her arms to her sides from behind. He hoisted
her up from the ground then back down in determined
grip, her hair deliciously careening across his face.
Literature spilled everywhere.

“I give! I give!” She cried.

And she did. Beyond imagining. Andy could
have held on forever. He stood transfixed by sheer
sensual proximity that only moments before had
seemed a galaxy away, time-frozen forever in a
Kitchener park. The associations engulfed. He
delayed just beyond appropriate, then let her go. She
wasn’t his.

Just then, he noticed a dark car drive past.

“Andy, look what you’ve done!” she exclaimed
in mock schoolteacher tone. “How will you ever
explain?”’

“Explain nothing!” he shot back.

They laughed. Something inside took wings. He
felt it but sternly forbade question or comment. They
still had doors to do.

Andy  liked  the Arlington Heights
neighbourhood. It could easily have been a Toronto
or Kitchener suburb. The economy was good by the
looks of the wealth reflected in houses, yards, and
cars.

The leaves were just starting to turn. Andy
especially loved the deep red Maples. But that was yet
a few weeks to come. When the breeze picked up
however, autumn’s encroachment was evident.

On the return walk, Andy reminded Fiona about
her story.



“I guess I was a typical teenage American girl,”
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she began, “into guys and how to attract them. Our
youth group was huge, so I had no want of... Andy,
I’m not bragging. Boyfriends. They do say ‘blondes
have more fun.””

Andy watched her face. She sounded so matter-
of-fact, eyebrows knitted in concentration. She
flicked her hair back as a snatch of wind tussled it.
They walked deliberately, she the pacesetter.

“I had an older brother, Tim, whom I idolized.
We had a fantastic relationship growing up. He
was...” She hesitated. “Like Jack in a lot of ways. Tall,
handsome, really athletic! Incredibly fun-loving too.
He was youth leader when I first joined Youth Group.
He always talked about pursuing some kind of
ministry. He’d done lots at camp, etc., for years.

“Then he had the opportunity of a lifetime: to
learn to fly while being put through university by the
Air Force. When Timmy joined (I never stopped
calling him that), the Vietnam War was just beginning,.
He was thrilled at the prospect of serving God and
country. Soon, he became an officer. He was such a
natural leader. And he passed flying school with
“flying’ colours, like everything else he attempted in
life.

“He started to get trained on fighter jets. He was
in heaven, Andy, I can get through this,” she
interrupted herself. Andy realized she was close to
tears. “And then his trainer jet crashed, killing him
and his instructor...”

Andy was in shock. “I’m really sorry...” Ever so
awkwardly, he put an arm around her shoulder. There
was no triumph.

“There was an investigation,” Fiona said,
recovering. Andy removed his arm reluctantly.
“Mechanical failure was the cause. It was very
technical. Timmy had been at the main controls with
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the second set for the instructor, a veteran pilot with
over twenty years’ experience flying fighter jets. It
was nobody’s fault, not even the maintenance team,
who had all done the right things, too....”

A jet streamed overhead. No sound. Only Andy
was looking up. They were nearing the Centre. Their
pace slackened.

“l was devastated,” Fiona continued. “We all
were. It rocked our family, our church, our town, even
our state, since the Governor mentioned the instructor
and Timmy in tribute during his speech at the
Republican convention that fall.”

“Wow,” Andy said, impressed. Then
remembered the last time he’d said that to a beautiful
woman.

“To make a long story short,” Fiona said as they
neared the Centre’s front gate, “I made a vow that I’d
serve the Lord as a missionary in tribute to Timmy.
Timmy’s death gave me a direction and a purpose |
had not had before. A speaker from GO was at our
youth rally not long afterwards. I talked to him, and,
two years later, here | am at last.”

She looked at him, holding his eyes. What was
she asking? The signal was powerful...

“Fiona, I...”

“Hi Fiona and Andy!” A familiar voice boomed
from down the street. All Andy could do was slip
through a “Thanks!”

From Fiona: “Jack, Janys. Hi! So how’d it go?”

Jack’s face was beaming, every fibre brimming
with earnest enthusiasm. How could one compete
with that?



Chapter Eleven

The next morning, there was a note in Andy’s
mailbox from G. E. asking if they could meet in G.
E.’s office right after classes.

Andy’s heart pounded slightly as he approached
the door to G. E.’s office later that morning. This was
only his second visit with his childhood hero.

“Hi Andy,” G. E.’s voice said, “come on in.”

For the first time, Andy noticed the bay window
with padded bench and reading lamp. From that
vantage point, Andy guessed G. E. could just about see
the entire GO campus. Three books lay on the bench,
pencils nearby. Andy bet G. E. spent hours in that spot.
He felt envious. A fireplace and mantelpiece were
tucked into a squared corner. Gemiitlich was the
German word: cozy. A warm comfortableness
pervaded. And yet, the office had a feeling of
organized busyness. It made Andy feel lazy just
standing there.

“Andy,” G. E. began, “I wanted to talk to you a
bit about how things are going at the Centre. I trust
you’ve settled in pretty well by now?”

As in his first meeting with G. E., Andy, felt like
he was being “sized up.” Something about how his
eyes moved. Andy nodded. “I’ve loved the first
month, Mr. Moore!” Buoyed with the day’s
experience, a little of Jack’s exuberance came out in
his reply.

“My son’s music has not been too loud?” G. E.
asked.

Andy noted a family photo on G. E.’s desk. He
recognized G. E.’s son Dan, GO’s groundskeeper,



handyman, and housemate to Jack and Andy. “If he’s
listening to music, Mr. Moore, it must be through ear
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phones. I haven’t heard a note.”

“Oh, he listens to music all right” G. E.’s
comment went no further. “I trust you’re getting along
fine?”

“If you mean with Dan and Jack, yes sir! For that
matter, with everyone else in our house, and at the
Centre.”

“How about with Fiona?” The question hit Andy
like a sucker punch. He was instantly wary. Then he
remembered: the car!

There was again a searching. Andy distinctly
disliked G. E.’s probing eyes, this fattening up for
the kill.

“l hardly know her. But she’s my new doors
partner. 1 like her,” was Andy’s straightforward
response.

“Andy, sometimes I drive around to see you guys
in action. | saw you and Fiona ‘in action’ all right,
but it wasn’t exactly what I’d expected...”

Those eyes, what was it? Andy hadn’t noticed
the clock on the mantelpiece before. But in the
silence, it seemed to keep time with each of Andy’s
thoughts, turning over deliberately like a slot
machine. Something tugged at his memory. Of
course!

He had been a camp counsellor at Forest Cliff
Camp on Lake Huron the first summer of university.
A very attractive teacher, at least five years Andy’s
senior, had come to counsel for part of the summer
as well. They took a liking to each other, but neither
had to say “only as friends.” Andy was certain that
her friends would have said she was robbing the
cradle.

Innocently enough, one day she was driving into
town during a few hours off and asked Andy if he
wanted to come along. He needed a haircut, so he



said sure. They phoned to let “Sparky,” the camp
director, know. (They all had camp names. Andy’s
was “Chips.”) His wife took the message and said
she
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would inform him.

They were just heading to the car when the cook
came running from the kitchen. “Andy, Sparky wants
to talk to you.”

“Andy,” Sparky began in agitated tones, “I
cannot permit you to go with Raven into town.”
Raven’s hair was long and black. “I’m sorry.”

“Why?” Andy responded, incredulous.

“Because of how it would look... to the kids.”

“Okay,” was all Andy could muster, with

attitude. When Andy let Raven know he would

not be joining her and why, she laughed and
said, “Heck, Andy. You are good-looking!”” Her
face reddened.

In disgust, Andy crawled into his bed back at the
cabin for a nap. There was a light tapping on the door
just as Andy was going under. It was Sparky. He
wanted to talk. They headed toward the lake.

“To let you know how seriously I take this,
Andy,” Sparky began, “I want to tell you that even
my wife and I do not hold hands in front of these kids
for fear they will get the wrong idea.”

Andy could only say, “And the wrong idea
being...”

Sparky was instantly red-faced. Whether due to
anger or embarrassment or both, it amounted to the
same thing. He told Andy with the strictest warning
that he was never to be seen around Raven except
when others were present. Sparky would be
watching personally. He would also be writing a
letter to Andy’s elders. Andy didn’t tell him his dad
was the head elder.

Andy recalled Raven’s response to this exchange.
“How will they ever explain to their kids how they
got there? Or maybe the parents don’t know



themselves... ” Then she added, “Makes you want to
break the rules
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just for the heck of it, right, Andy?” She was a free
spirit.

Here he was on the carpet again. Would G. E. be
as stern an inquisitor?

“Andy, what do you have to say for yourself? I
hold you personally responsible.”

“With due respect, sir, for what?” Andy said
evenly.

G. E.’s eyes flashed anger. “Are you denying that
you and Fiona were embracing in plain view today?”

“Mr. Moore, like I said, I hardly know Fiona!
We’ve not talked to each other much since I arrived.
Like everybody, I find her... really attractive. And
today, well, we were just fooling around. She was
kidding me about something, and I took it upon
myself to put a stop to it. It lasted all of a minute.
Honestly, that’s all there was to it. You can ask her.”

G. E. paused to collect his thoughts. “Andy, we
have to be so pure here. You know the warning about
the devil going about like a roaring lion. You’ll never
see my wife and [ even holding hands on campus for
the same reason.”

The déja vu almost rocked Andy back on his feet.
They had three kids after all...

“So I implore you as a Christian brother, but then
command you as one responsible for your soul, you
must not touch people of the opposite sex here at GO.
Period!”

Andy knew he had not read that in any of GO’s
promotional literature or seen it in any of the fine print.
Yet here it was by overt oral fiat. What to say? He
thought of Jack, how this would totally curb his style.

“Mr. Moore, I came to GO with every intention
of obeying the rules. I honestly did not know
yesterday
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that I was breaking them. I take full responsibility for
what happened. I’m sorry, and I can assure you it will
not happen again. I came here to serve the Lord, not
just my whims.”

Again those uncomfortable eyes.

“Andy, it’s not easy sitting where I do. I take
personal responsibility for the care of your souls. I sit
here every morning, overlooking the grounds, and
pray for you all by name.

“Sex is one of those things that can waylay us so
casily. That’s why I’'m so cautious. Fiona’s a
seductress just by how she looks. You know that
already, don’t you Andy?”

Andy did not want to answer, but G. E. was
insistent. “Sir, she’s very good-looking. But so is that
sports car I see our theology teacher, Mr. Campbell,
drive around. I’ve seen lots of guys—and girls—
admire it.

“So, isn’t the problem how we respond to beauty?
If I covet it, ‘lust’ Jesus called it, then I’m its slave...”

G. E.’s response was sharp. “Andy, don’t
minimized sexual lusting!”

“I'm not, sir, I’'m...” G. E.’s eyes were so
offensive.

It would be lunch soon. Andy could hear people
congregating outside the cafeteria below. This
conversation felt surreal. He thought how anyone
from university who listened in might take it. He
almost laughed at the thought, just as he and Raven
had about poor Sparky and his sexual hang-ups. But
G. E.’s face was too sobering. This was surely not the
respected G. E. he had admired and read about over
the years.

“Andy, that’s all for now. I’ll be before the Lord
on this. I may even phone your dad. Whatever else, |



expect there will be no more shenanigans from you.
We
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simply have no room for such moral lapses at GO.”
His tone was ominous.

Andy didn’t go for lunch. He was too upset. Some
of'it was guilt, though he was trying hard to understand
why. He’d let G. E. down big time, obviously. That
rankled. But he couldn’t agree with G. E.’s
assessment of his actions. That bugged him even
more.

He walked aimlessly over the deserted grounds
until he ran into Dan. “Hey, big guy, looks like you’ve
seen a ghost,” Dan said.

Andy recovered enough to smile.

“So why aren’t you at lunch with the rest of the
good missionaries?” Dan queried with a touch of
sarcasm.

“Do you really want to know?”

“Of course.”

Andy led Dan to a sunny spot beneath the campus
maples. A warm, Indian Summer breeze stirred the
leaves like a master organist filled cathedral pipes.
Andy was grateful he could not see G. E.’s office
window from where they sat. Then, feeling angry and
reckless, Andy told Dan his story, vaguely aware that
it might not be the best idea.

Dan was an eager listener.



Chapter Twelve

Dan Moore lived by himself in the room opposite
Jack’s and Andy’s. There were five in the mish house:
Dan, Gary and Sharon, Jack, and Andy. Dan was the
only one not heading overseas—or, ostensibly,
anywhere else for that matter. He projected to others
that the only thing in life he wanted was not to be like
his father.

He had bushy eyebrows and shoulder-length hair
(quite common since the Beatles phenomenon) that
he kept in a ponytail when working. He was of
average height and build and hid well what was going
on behind the scenes with a pair of sunglasses he
might even have worn to bed. He’d taken them off to
talk with Andy, thankfully.

“Sounds just like my dad all right,” Dan
commented at the end of Andy’s tale. “Then he told
you he’d pray for you, right?”

“Something like that. What makes your dad tick
anyway, Dan? I even wondered the other day whether
your dad got one of those mail-in degrees,” Andy
responded.

“Why?” Dan asked.

“Today in apologetics class, your dad told us the
story of Voltaire, the atheist, who used to go around
on horseback collecting huge audiences so he could
defy God to let loose a thunderbolt.

“According to your dad, Voltaire would pull out
his watch and dare God to strike him dead within the
next five minutes. When nothing happened, Voltaire
railed against puerile Christian belief.”

“Yeah,” Dan replied, “I’ve heard dad tell that story
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before. He’s a collector of that kind of hagiography—
or anti-hagiography. Then he would also tell us

that Voltaire also used to say that some Christian
contemporary, who was also a scientist, claimed that
the Bible speaks of man travelling in some kind of
machine at a speed exceeding that of a horse. Voltaire
would hold this scientist’s credulity up to scorn, that
a man should ever achieve such speed and withstand
the shock to the system.”

“You’ve got the story down, all right,” Andy said
and smiled. “Your dad’s punch line, of course, is how
history has demonstrated the correct biblical view of
that scientist, while Voltaire, though not having
succumbed to a lightning bolt, nonetheless deserved
it, since the last laugh was on him.”

“Right,” Dan said. “And there is always the line
about how Voltaire used to predict Christianity’s
demise in just a few more years, retreating before the
inevitable advance of the great Enlightenment.”

“Your dad used all those stories in his lecture
today. The only problem is, he nailed the wrong guy—
at least in part. First off, Voltaire was not an atheist but
a deist. He believed in God as the Original
Clockmaker who wound up everything then left it all
to unfold according to natural laws. So he had little
use for the endless sects of Christians, or even the
varieties of belief in God amongst the world religions.
But he hardly went around doing what your dad said.

“He 1is obviously confusing Voltaire with
Ingersoll, an American atheist in the last century. It’s
always bugged me to see how irresponsibly this kind
of—as you say—anti-hagiography gets hold. Anyone
who’s in the know obviously discredits not only the
story but the teller and the purpose of the story.”

Dan seemed to like that, said he’d challenge his
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dad on it. Andy sported a smug smile.

“So what do I do, Dan?”” Andy felt strange asking
Dan for advice, not sure even if he was in the faith.

“Watch my dad closely, too, Andy! He makes
slips. You can always go tit for tat with him. That’s
how I’ve handled him. I can get him so riled he’ll go
apoplectic on me. Then I quote Scripture: ‘Be angry
and sin not.” That knocks the wind out for a time. Like
us all, he’s a complex man, Andy. Give him enough
rope...”

Dan checked his watch. “Well, lunch break’s up
for me. Here’s a thought before 1 go though:
Switch.” “Switch?”

“Yeah, switch partners on the doors! Then there
can’t be any more complaints. Unless... She’s a looker
way out in front this year! Missionaries shouldn’t
come looking so good, Andy,” he deadpanned.

“Thanks for the compliment, guy!” Andy used the
arm’s length term that could do service even as
expletive.

Dan smiled and bowed. “At your service, Mr.
Missionary.” Then he started walking toward the
storage shed. Andy was thankful they had developed
an understanding.

The next morning there was another note from G.
E. in Andy’s mailbox.

Greetings in the name of the Lord:

After prayerful deliberation today, and in
consultation with your dad, I have decided to have
you work again with Janys for the rest of your doors
training.



While I really need not explain more—your
breach with Fiona already being adequate cause—
after
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asking explicitly (your dad made sure 1'd let you know
how this happened), I learned of your relationship this
summer in Kitchener and its abrupt end, as 1
understand it, at the girl’s initiative. Whenever I hear
of such things, flags go up. You may have seen The
Way of a Man With a Maid in our library or
elsewhere, Andy. If not, I encourage you to read it.
Though dated and a little quaint, it is still some of the
finest writing I know regarding appropriate Christian
relationships between men and women. A lot of these
newer books on the market do not hold a candle to it!

What am I saying? You and Fiona obviously
have some growing up to do in your relationships
with the opposite sex.

I was tempted to put you and Jack together on
the doors, but this is not safe in the long run here or
in Germany. Janys is pretty levelheaded, so I'm sure
things will go fine as they did last month.

I have no business speculating on your part in
the failed relationship. Only this: It is not wise to start
another on the rebound.

1 have instructed Fiona about this as well. My
wishes are simple: I want no interaction between you
and Fiona for the entire month of October, other than
what might be deemed “natural,” such as greetings
at classes and meals. This is to begin immediately. 1
informed Fiona, briefly, of your summer romance.
She has a right to be on her guard.

Further, I do not want this to hit the rumour mill.
Therefore, 1 forbid you and Fiona to talk about it
together, unless I say otherwise. I also forbid you to
talk this over with anyone else, including Jack.

If I or our Leadership Team (with whom I am
sharing this) hears about or if any of us discovers you and
Fiona together this month, it will be grounds for
dismissal.
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I will review all this with you at the end of the
month, as with Fiona.

Andy, I know this may seem drastic. Purity
always is. And God’s work will be in order at GO. It
is with that that the Lord has charged me.

1 see in you so much leadership potential! May
you take this month as a chastening from the Lord, as
learning to accept His discipline channelled through
His chain of command. If so, I predict a joyous term,
not only here at GO but also in your future service to
His glory.

Finally, I am asking you to report to me once a
week for the rest of the month. It will be a time of
counsel and mutual edification. We’ll pray, meditate
together on God’s Word, and trust God for His way
in your life. This will be at 4:30 p.m. sharp each
Friday afternoon for one hour.

Joyfully in Christ

G. E. Moore

Andy ran to the bathroom and promptly threw up.
He had no choice but to go into Doctrines class late.
As he entered, Fiona looked up at him. He made no
gesture. He learned little that session.

At the end of class, he moved quickly to exit
alongside Fiona. “I’m so sorry, Fiona!”

She whispered back, “Andy, I got us into this!”
Pause. Then she laughed and spoke in normal tones.
“And I’d do it again!”



Chapter Thirteen

Andy did not know for certain who was on the
GO Leadership Team. Suddenly, he feared spies
everywhere. His heart ached.

Andy was not looking forward to his
appointments with G. E. He debated about calling his
dad but decided against it. He was still angry about
his dad’s rejection of Lorraine. He didn’t need him to
reject another woman Andy had barely gotten to
know.

G. E. was not an accusing taskmaster, as Andy
first anticipated. He came across instead as rather
caring and nurturing. He welcomed Andy to each
meeting with a warm smile, even put an arm around
him the first time to accompany him to a chair at the
bay window. He asked after Andy’s internal thoughts
regularly. He did not mention the episode with Fiona
directly again. He bent over backwards to show
understanding. By the second encounter, it reminded
Andy of the studies he used to do with his Uncle Joe.
They had always been uplifting.

But Andy was confused. He’d smarted under the
unfair censure, especially the fact that G. E. told
Fiona about Lorraine. Then again, he knew Fiona
had had lots of “boyfriends,” her mention. Maybe it
only mattered that Andy had not told Fiona about
Lorraine first. Though he never would have done so.
That subject was taboo with everyone.

At their last session, G. E. grew more intense.
“Andy, I feel the Lord directing me in this. If you are
to fully cleanse your mind and heart, it might be
helpful to reveal to another some of what needs



cleansing. The Catholics have a confessional. Paul
enjoins us to,
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‘Confess your sins one to another.” For this last
session, I want you to think about any sins of
commission or omission you may have committed in
the sexual realm. This may be uncomfortable, but I
trust cathartic, too. What in your past relationships,
with the woman in Kitchener, perhaps, Fiona maybe,
in your fantasies, do you need to bring before the
Lord? It’s just you and me, Andy. This is totally
confidential. No one will ever know.”

It was the last comment that did it. Andy
remembered Lorraine saying her father said
something almost identical to her. Well forget it, Mr.
Moore, Andy thought. You aren’t getting any secrets
out of me for anyone else to guard over. Funny. Andy
and Jack had covered identical territory already. But
that had been fun and free. This felt totally different.

“Mr. Moore,” Andy began, “I’ll be honest. [ don’t
really have much to say. Though my friends did, I
never looked more than a few times at Playboy or any
of the other magazines. They grossed me out. As kids,
we experimented, but that was pure curiosity and
harmless. No need to talk about it.

“Before I knew what it was, I masturbated a bit.
But I don’t do it much. What’s the word, ‘libido,’ 1
think. I guess I have a pretty low one. Though, like
everyone, I can have my fantasies.

“Funny, the whole time of my involvement in
Kitchener, I made a conscious choice not to even let
my mind go there. Sure, | want it someday. But I
never cared to unwrap Christmas presents either, not
even to peek, until December 25.”

It was the end of October, and daylight was
already receding significantly at 5:30 in the afternoon.
There was only the soft glow of two lamps in the
office. Andy
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was tired of these téfe-a-tétes. He was hoping to hear
some kind of absolution, not more inquisition. He’d
toed the line. He was hoping for the chance to talk to
Fiona again. He felt he’d done some internal soul-
searching and cleansing, and he wanted to move on.
G. E.’s eyes probed again, uncomfortably long
this time. Supper was at 6:00. So far no one had
noticed he’d been “serving detention” with G. E. He
didn’t want to be exiting the office upstairs as
everyone came in for supper. He shifted his weight.
G. E. spoke at last. “Andy, I’ve decided to put you
and Fiona on probation. I want you to continue
limiting how much time you spend with each other. I
want your relationship with her to be strictly
brotherly. You’re here as soldiers of Christ. This is
not Bible school but a training ground for battle. 1
wish you two were not going to the same assignment,
but Fiona’s language study is well underway, and I
understand German is stronger for you than Spanish.
So for now, we’ll leave things as they are. But we will
be watching—and praying!—as we are admonished.”
G. E. reached over to pat Andy on the shoulder.
Then he took both of Andy’s hands in his and prayed
a long concluding prayer.
Andy slipped downstairs unnoticed.



Chapter Fourteen

On the Friday after Veterans Day, G. E. came to
the Doctrines class along with George Myers, his
second in command. The regular lecturer had told
them the day before that he’d not be in. During the
first two weeks of November, G. E. and Mr. Myers
had interviewed every trainee. Andy could not help
wondering what their interview with Fiona was like.

G. E. began: “The staff have all been feeling a
special burden for each one of you these past few
weeks. Mr. Myers and I have felt a particularly
strong satanic attack during the past week, and we
have both experienced a sense of near exhaustion as
we have struggled, prayed, and agonized over each
one of you.

“We finally felt led of the Lord to do something
unprecedented in our training sessions of bygone
years. We have undertaken to draw up a list of those
we consider on the right track, exempt, as it were,
from the need of further examination by ourselves,
provided the same course is maintained.

“But we exhort those not on the list to take
seriously, as from the Lord, the admonitions,
counsel, and encouragement we gave in the
interviews. Even more importantly, listen to the
voice of the Spirit as He speaks to each one of you in
the inner chamber of your hearts. Furthermore, those
not on the list must be reexamined just prior to the
Christmas break.”

Fleetingly, Andy imagined a funeral-like
procession at G. E.’s office door, awaiting the private
word from his lips. But such a sombre rite was not to



be. Instead, incredibly, G. E. proceeded to read the
list of acceptables in full hearing of everyone, like
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an Inquisition judge, leaving the rest to sweat it out
until their names had been decidedly passed by on the
alphabetical roster.

As name after name became horribly conspicuous
by its non-mention, sharp looks and gasps were
exchanged. Some excused themselves, scarcely
suppressing sonorous sobs.

Andy fixed an intense look on G. E.s
expressionless face as his equally monotone voice
skipped name after name. He did not miss Andrew
Norton, however, nor, shortly thereafter, Fiona
Sanchez.

G. E. concluded the unfathomable ordeal thus.
“We have decided to give you the rest of the morning
off from classes. We request that you all return to
your individual rooms and spend time alone before
God, reflecting, meditating, and beseeching God to
make you empty vessels for his use. Please, no
horsing around or indiscreet behaviour. We want you
to take this time to mean business with God.”

Even Jack was uncharacteristically subdued,
although he was amongst the acceptables. Neither he
nor Andy said anything the rest of the morning,
except for Jack’s, “Well, this oughta produce some
spiritual housecleaning!” Andy read the Bible,
prayed, and continued devouring True Spirituality,
Francis Schaeffer’s latest. Andy’s “Schaefferisms”
were increasing.

Recently, he had even argued openly with his
Doctrines professor, based on Schaeffer’s sharp
disconnect between the “true truth” of the Bible, and
neo-orthodoxy’s seeming embrace of a Bible “true” in
doctrine and spirituality but not in science and nature.
Mediated through Schaeffer, Andy disputed Karl
Barth’s “strange new world of the Bible,” saying it



was strange and new, as Schaeffer claimed, only
because he
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did not take it totally at face value.

“As Francis Schaeffer puts it,” Andy intoned, “if
one had been in the Garden of Eden when Adam and
Eve were looking at the forbidden fruit, between the
time of contemplating and eating it, one could have
looked at one’s watch ticking away the seconds.”

The Doctrines professor, a bit of a free spirit who
loved his sports car, quipped, “And that should have
been the only thing anyone there at the time had his
or her eyes on!” Andy had to laugh, too.

With the doors campaign completed, studies
intensified. The leadership team wisely replaced the
two hours on doors with study time, though for some,
including Andy, it could have been dubbed “nap
time.” The two hours were expected to be a quiet time
overall with little movement, unless to the library and
back.

Right after lunch on the Monday following G.
E.’s pronouncement, Janys asked if she and Andy
could talk. They sat on a bench under a tree between
the two mish houses. The wind could still tug at oak
leaves, which were amongst the last to fall. But most
of the other trees had shut down for winter.

Andy knew he might have been one of the
blacklisted, so understood the hurt and anxiety the
leadership team’s action had created for the
“unchosen.” He felt the alienation of the “inner circle
syndrome.” The thought occurred: “How could a
loving God engage in similar behaviour, only with
cosmic, irreversible ramifications?”

“Whatever do you suppose led up to such action,”
Andy queried.

“I think G. E. feels a real weight of responsibility
for the group this year,” Janys replied.

As he looked at Janys, he caught sight of a cat
chasing a squirrel. The cat was no match. “But why
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this year? They’ve never done such a thing before.”

“Maybe it’s not all bad, Andy. I mean, there has
been a lot of fooling around. And I’ve even heard
rumours that a few people were caught pubbing in
another town. Imagine!”

Andy noticed a flock of geese high overhead. He
had a new sense of G. E, burdened with so many
behaviour issues from his disparate flock. His anger
receded a bit. “Maybe they were just contextualizing
themselves,” he said wryly. “After all, everyone will
have to get used to booze overseas.”

“I doubt it. Sometimes I wonder...” Janys was
past master of the verbal trail-off. Just as one thought
the wind was up and the sails billowing, all would
suddenly go still. No amount of coaxing, cajoling or
the like could get the wind up again. He had learned
from two months on the doors that simple, quiet
patience was the best manoeuvre. Only he rarely had
the fortitude or consistency to pursue that tactic.
Whatever else, Janys was proving to be one complex
being. Perhaps it was the vicissitudes of Janys’
moods themselves that militated against his ability to
follow through consistently. But he was to be spared
that afternoon.

“Sometimes I wonder why some have come to the
Centre. I fear it is for every reason but to train as a
missionary.”

“Such as....”

“Such as to get a boyfriend or a girlfriend. Or
perhaps because of lack of anything better to do. Or
in order to appease the wishes of parents or elders at
home. I really question the motivation of some people
in coming.”

“Rule out the boyfriend/girlfriend thing right off,
Janys. At least, if they came with that in mind,
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it’ll be nipped in the bud, or haven’t you noticed?”
Was he playing with her? “What was yours?” He
asked, knowing that Janys had already admitted to not
quite knowing all the reasons. He rarely played
devil’s advocate with her, usually impressed with the
inexorable logic of her views.

“Touchée, Andy,” she said and laughed. “But I at
least know...” Silence again. This time definite. That
line of thought, wherever headed, had been halted
abruptly.

A small plane droned overhead. He saw another
flock flying in a V pattern. It was feeling chilly.

“G. E. had his reasons, I’'m sure,” Janys said,
standing up. “But even my dad, a great supporter of
G. E. from his time in Calcutta, in possibly one of his
more unguarded comments, said that G. E. likes to
make it known who’s in charge.”

They parted after that, but not before Janys
thanked Andy. Andy thanked her as well. She was so
easy to talk o, if not always with, he thought.

If nothing else, G. E.’s manoeuvre had made
everyone all the more dependent on his benevolence.
Everyone wanted to please G. E, with the exception
of his eldest son.

Dan’s response to Andy’s description of the
morning’s proceedings was limited to one word:
“Typical!” Then he slipped on headphones and closed
his door. Yet, Andy conjectured, was he not also
controlled by his dad, driven to defiance by G. E.’s
own intransigence? Boy, things sure were
complicated.

Andy’s diary for that date yielded the following:
G. E. is a man of God. I have to conclude that,



CHRYSALIS CRUCIBLE 99

residual anger notwithstanding. God is using him to
encourage new mission initiatives amongst the
assemblies. In many ways, I wish I could have his
prestige. But his behaviour in this instance is
reprehensible.

How God will use this incident, only He in His
infinite wisdom can know. But as Paul says,
“Forgetting what lies behind..” And Francis
Schaeffer, on one of his tapes, says; when the
personal-infinite God of the universe begins taking
charge in one’s life, watch it, the sparks fly! So praise
God anyway. It is 12:06 a.m. Goodnight.

At times, Andy fantasized about his diaries being
discovered and quoted some day, so he would wax
flowery a la Jim Elliot (“He is no fool who gives
what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot lose.”)
for the sake of his imagined future readership.

Andy thought of a scripture in Jeremiah: “For
this is what the LORD says: ‘I will make you a terror
to yourself and to all your friends...”” G. E. had
certainly achieved that at GO!

It had never occurred to Andy before to think
about religious “terror.” He well remembered summer
camp, when every visiting preacher threatened “‘terror”
in various ways if the children did not accept Jesus as
their personal Lord and Saviour. “If your mom and
dad, brothers and sisters are Christians,” various ones
intoned, “where would you be the moment after Christ
returned—in heaven with your family or in hell,
forever lost because you did not decide for Christ
tonight?”

Isolated from the moment, for the first time Andy
felt shocked at how abusive such tactics seemed. Yet,
Andy knew, he had gone forward (more than once,
just to be sure) to “pluck a brand from the fire,” with
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giant tongs and place it into a smaller adjacent fire.
“This signifies,” explained the camp director each
year, “that you have opted to choose against the fires
of hell and join a new community of faith that glows
with a holy passion for other lost souls.”

Most camp kids, from Christian and non-
Christian homes alike, responded. It took some
fortitude, some Daniel-like audacity (they often
sang, “Dare to be a Daniel/Dare to stand alone”) not
to go forward at such emotional times. Ironic, Andy
thought, that the “world” to be resisted and chosen
against back home should be so on the defensive at
Christian camp. Then again, maybe not, he realized.
But it took guts to stand up against religious
conversion at a Christian camp, or in church. It was
not unlike that called for by evangelists in choosing
to become a Christian “against the world.”

Andy wondered about Christian conversion. In
the end, was it simply an exchange of prejudices? If
so, how did one escape such inevitable bias? How
could he step outside himself—and the culture that
shaped him—and really be objectively “free” of faith
or worldview predisposition? Whether the most
ranting atheist or the most tolerant modernist or the
most ardent religious convert, prior faith choices
mainly outside “reason” informed rational thinking
and action on these issues. How could it be other?
How could one, like the illusory positivist quest, find
an objective standard against which to be sure of
one’s own rational choices? Impossible, Andy
realized, with a finality that surprised and somewhat
terrified him.

Then how could one ever be certain about Jesus?
Then again, how could one be certain against Jesus—
or any other religious belief? There was no objective
measure of rationality outside a community of belief,
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Andy realized. Only from within a prior faith choice
of the “right” community of dialogue could one ever
be “certain” about anything. There was no such thing
as “the logic of faith,” Andy intuited with sudden
clarity. Only a prior faith choice of a community of
belief that one then works out logically from that
point on, or not. Francis Schaeffer once wrote
demeaningly of Karl Barth that, in response to a
student’s question about “reason” in Christianity, he
said sharply, “T use it!” Schaeffer faulted Barth for his
extra-biblical rationality. Could Schaeffer have
misunderstood? That was troubling.

Andy thought of Pascal’s famous wager in his
unedited Pensées, which was meant as apologia for
his Christian faith over against “Christianity’s
cultured despisers.” Pascal, whom Albert Einstein
had dubbed the greatest mathematical mind of the
previous millennium, freely allowed that Christian
belief was a faith choice whose “logic” was only self-
evident from within that choice. Andy knew all faith,
therefore, to be unprovable on principle. Credo ut
intelligam 1 believe in order to understand.” But
wasn’t that how all scientific inquiry started out as
well? Or, “I intuit, therefore, I seek understanding.”
But Pascal, possessor of that brilliant logical mind,
could also write: “Le coeur a ses raisons que la raison
ne connait pas, “The heart has its reasons that reason
does not know.” Andy wondered about G. E. in this
light. He also wondered about everyone’s “heart” in
the prior faith choices they make just to continue on
in an incredibly unyielding universe.

The next day, Andy caught Dan at an early
breakfast before he had headed out for work. Andy
launched forth. “Why would your dad, who knows
well the feeling of ‘outsider,” have done what he did,
Dan?”
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“You’ve got to understand, the paradox of G. E.
to understand that, Andy, but it’s a simple human
paradox. Think of the Jews devastated as a people by
the Holocaust, who then turn around and do exactly
the same to the Palestinians. Think of the colonial pre-
Americans who flee to the new land for freedom and
to escape tyranny, then promulgate identically vile
state laws against fellow Americans, not to mention
founding the modern ‘penitentiary,” an American



invention of terror now tragically imitated around the
world. Or think of the decimation of Mexicans in
Texas before statehood, of Indians across the nation,
and of blacks and slavery, just some of the atrocities
committed by Americans in the ‘land of the free,’
legitimated and celebrated by the state.

“So my dad is a walking paradox. Welcome to the
human race! Welcome to our own lives full of
paradoxes. Ever know of a Tibetan monk that didn’t
step on ants? Ever imagine upholding our laws
without, as a state, doing what any individual citizen
could never do—xkilling others? Isn’t it grandly ironic



that America, the most ‘freedom-loving’ country in
the world by its own mythology, should be so
oppressive toward others the world over? Isn’t it
strange that in past societies, the king was best defined
by his exclusive right to do violence and kill, just as
the state is today? Isn’t it utterly paradoxical that
America, in its desire to be ‘free’ and ‘legal’ should
slaughter enemies, beginning with the British,
continuing on with the Indians, the Mexicans, the
Blacks, the Filipinos, the Viet Cong... Well, you get
the idea. “So my dad is really a paradox like all of us.
I find his kind of religious inconsistency utterly



frustrating at times, yet fascinating as well. I know my
dad’s anger toward me, yet I also feel his love—if |
admit it, which
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I don’t care to do very much these days...” Dan’s
voice trailed off.

Andy was at a loss. His mind was going every
which way just trying to keep up.



“Andy, face it. Nothing in life is straightforward,
uncomplicated or self-evident, least of all Christian
faith. If you haven’t realized that already, you’ll see.”

With that, Dan headed outside to mow the lawns.
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Chapter Fifteen

Dear Professor Norton:

Sorry not to have written for a while. A lot has
happened since I last wrote! Explain to me, dear
Professor, one small request, the mysteries of life.
You've lived twice as much now. You must know.
Okay, Uncle! I get it! I'm asking twice as many
questions now as at twelve-years-old! Does it just
pick up? Are the questions cascading over you at
twice the rate now? When does it end?

What’s that quip by the black gang leader turned
evangelist out of New York? “If Christ is the answer,
what are the questions?”

Over here! Here! I've got my hand up! Ask me!
Only, the questions will fill up the universe as surely
as those books about Jesus would, as John says in
his gospel.

1 came to the Centre with immense respect for G.
E., as you know. Well, that’s wilted a bit. Not, as [
think about it, primarily because of my experience of
him, though there have been moments—not least this
“who’s in, who’s out charade” he just pulled off!

Rather, it’s Dan. He’s a whole universe of
questions in his own right. But something’s not right,
and it is not just Dan, I fear. I think his dad is Dan’s
biggest question, enigma. Find that answer and...

L'l finish off with one more: Janys. She pays me
mind, and already more than she knows, shares her
skills, keeps me on track more than anyone ['ve
known. That says a lot. She’s not Lorraine. She’s not
Fiona. She’s... Janys, quirky spelling and all. I hope
you
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haven’t lost touch...
Time to go! Toilet detail this week. Thanks as
always. Write sometime!

Andy



Chapter Sixteen

The best ideas are stolen, so the saying goes, and
GO cashed in on its share of pop-evangelica. If Inter-
Varsity could hold a triennial missions conference at
Urbana, why couldn’t the brethren do likewise at
Wheaton College, Billy Graham’s famed alma mater?
So the interval between G. E.’s bombshell and the
Christmas break was astir with preparations for the
fourth triennial GO YE (“Gospel Outreach Youth
Evangelism™) Congress for brethren young people
from across Canada and the United States.

Adding insult to injury, or certainly in
perpetuation of that inner circle motif, the chosen
were assigned the task of organizing a four-day
workshop for the Congress, entitled Care to GO? The
hoi polloi were assigned the more menial tasks of
constructing booth dividers, folding thousands of
leaflets and schedules, and helping with mailings.
Work assignments from mid-November until
Christmas break became almost exclusively related to
the Great Event. G. E. became simply inaccessible,
likewise Mr. Myers. Support staff showed the strain,
and “voluntary” overtime for everyone became
routine.

Mr. Myers asked Gary and Andy to lead the GO
workshop team. For Andy, this came as exoneration,
though nothing was said about his relationship with
Fiona. For almost two months, they had hardly talked
to each other. With what had they threatened her?
Whatever it was, she steered clear, and Andy
reciprocated. He could almost be philosophical about
it. He was not “burning,” as Paul put it. He was on a
mission for God. Obviously, a relationship would be
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a serious distraction. Then he’d catch sight of Fiona
across the cafeteria and wince. How had Dan put it,
“Way out in front!” Jack never talked about her. Andy
presumed she was keeping Jack at arm’s length too.

Gary and Andy’s preparation for the seminar was
to be completed in five afternoon planning sessions.
Gary and Sharon Collins had become newlyweds at
Emmaus Bible School the previous summer. Gary
was bright, a quick learner, and innovative. He was
also a gifted guitarist with a powerful tenor voice. He
and Sharon became a veteran duet in church circles
while at Emmaus. It was not surprising they
consequently tied the knot.

Sharon was pretty and vivacious, redheaded, with
a singing voice that soared. She loved teasing, though
had an almost wooden Christian ethic around sex. She
could be enormously naive. Once, in a Doctrines class
of all places, she opined that abstinence in marriage
was a great source of spiritual edification! Poor Gary
crumpled into his seat, not a little red-faced. Everyone
knew they’d been married only a few months...

Gary and Andy did some initial planning right
before supper one night at their mish house. They got
talking about Francis Schaeffer. Gary told Andy he
had finally read Schaeffer’s first major book, The God
Who is There, which had created quite a stir in
Evangelical circles. What had Andy thought of it?

“In my third year,” Andy responded, “I was
studying Gotthold Ephraim Lessing, an 18" century
German intellectual and literary critic. He was
drinking at the wells of an incipient Enlightenment
understanding of reality that is, of course, the air we
breathe today. He ended up taking on a Christian
pastor who took strong exception to Enlightenment
thinking in a public
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exchange of letters. Lessing is credited in this
exchange with having written the unofficial motto of
the Enlightenment, in response to Orthodox Christian
belief: ‘There is an ugly broad ditch between the
accidental truths of history and the necessary truths of
reason.’”

Dan came in and sat down, immediately perking
up at the discussion.

“So Lessing was saying,” Gary paraphrased his
statement into a question, “that historical events so
claimed by Christians, such as the Crucifixion and
Resurrection, are not in themselves self-evident
‘truths,” compared to the ‘necessary truths of reason’
held universally by the clear-minded, such as the
belief that the earth is flat, which was once held
universally as an axiomatic truth?”

“Gary, that’s brilliant!” Andy responded,
glancing at Dan. “Kant called such things ‘categorical
imperatives.” And your Declaration of Independence
starts out, doesn’t it, in classic Enlightenment fashion,
‘We hold these truths to be self-evident...’

“Schaeffer and others have helped me see the
fallacy in such thinking. I ended up doing a major
essay on Lessing’s ‘ugly broad ditch’ critique of
Christianity. Luckily, I was reading Schaeffer, Colin
Brown, John Warwick Montgomery, Norman
Anderson, and others at the time. My essay got an A-
plus from a surprised German prof who doubted
initially that I should take on such a great thinker...

“And,” Gary prodded.

“Well,” Andy replied, “there was a ‘self-evident’
truth Lessing himself was overlooking. The truth is,
‘truth’—even the ‘necessary truths of reason’—are
not so obviously ‘true’ or ‘necessary’ after all.”

Dan could not hold back. “The great Michael
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Polanyi objection, precisely! Had Mr. Lessing been
able to transport himself magically and linguistically
to the head hunters roaming around New Guinea at
the time, he’d have quickly found out how non-
universally-self-evident were his ‘necessary truths’
after all, perhaps only moments before falling prey to
their ‘necessary truth,” namely, outsiders were best in
the cooking pot, and his sun-shrunken head pride-of--
place charm above the chief’s doorway.

“Such counter-cultural ‘truth’ to Lessing’s might
have been just the corrective needed to have nipped
in the bud the overweening arrogance of the
emerging new orthodoxy called ‘Enlightenment,’
which quickly displaced Christianity amongst the
educated elite. At the very least, it might have lopped
off Lessing’s own smug rationality by turning it into
an emaciated piece of door decoration. The
Enlightenment myth of necessary truths of reason is
precisely that: a myth about as compelling as a
wrinkled prune—or a shrunken head.”

Andy’s face turned wide-eyed. The image was
evocative. This was The Great Cynic himself
defending, it sounded like, Christianity, or clearing
the way for it...

“Truth is,” Dan continued, eyebrows arched, face
fully animated, “those early Enlightenment
intellectuals, like their heirs today, took up their own
pick and shovel and dug themselves that ‘ugly broad
ditch,” which they discovered they could not cross
over. There is a Latin term for the phenomenon: petitio
principii or ‘begging the question’: you start out with
the beliefs and disbeliefs (usually called
‘presuppositions,” less kindly, ‘prejudices’ or
‘superstitions’) you end up with. Otherwise known
simply as circular reasoning. If I start out telling you,
like the famed atheist Albert Camus, that I will accept
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answers to the riddles of the universe only if they
eschew Transcendence, then, golly gee, I’ll end up an
atheist at the end of the day, just the way I began. But
I ask, who was the ditch-digger in that case?”

Andy heard Sharon rustling about in the kitchen.
Gary had leaned forward and was listening intently.
Andy sat back and took it all in.

“Fact of the matter is,” continued Dan, “there are
no necessary truths outside prior faith commitments.
The issue then becomes openness or tolerance. Credo
ut intelligam, ‘I believe in order to understand.” That
is as true of Christian understanding as it is of all
science, which invariably has its origins in
irrationality and intuition, or if you like, non-rational
prior faith commitments.”

Gary let out a low whistle. “And you figure all
this out on that ride-on lawnmower of yours, Dan?”

Andy looked up as Sharon stepped into the
doorway. She loved to cook. Better yet, her mom was
German, so Sharon was beginning to try out some
amazing German recipes on her willing guinea pigs.
“I’m sorry to bring you all back down to more simple
self-evident truths,” she began, “where the men were
invariably hunters and we women folk dressed
whatever meat you dragged in! Well, good hunters all,
let’s set that heady stuff aside for a while and do what
the good Lord truthfully and self-evidently made you
to do: appreciate the woman’s homemade cooking!
Can someone please call the others?” Their intense
meeting broke up with a laugh. As Andy bounded
upstairs to call down the others, he still couldn’t get
over Dan.

After supper clean up, Andy and Gary settled in
at the dining-room table. Fifty or more participants
were anticipated at the GO YE workshop. Included in
the
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offerings were target projections of trainees for the
next two years. One of Gary’s and Andy’s tasks was
to concoct imaginative ways of inducing enlistment.

G. E.’s pride and joy was also to be presented at
the Congress: a new Ken Anderson film entitled Who
Will GO? It was to be premiered on the first evening
for the entire assemblage then shown again during
Andy’s and Gary’s workshop. Gary and Andy first
viewed the film in George Myers’s office. It was
impressive, a globetrotting extravaganza that
encompassed all seven continents, saturated the
viewer’s conscious and subconscious mind with
myriad images and facts, and had strains of So Send I
You reprised throughout. The effect, at least on Andy,
was a sense of needs overkill. It evoked longings to
transform his own puny mission endeavours and life
into some kind of earthshaking, cosmic initiative—as
if he should replicate somehow the 2,000-year impact
of the Incarnation itself. He felt exhausted as the last
credit faded, giving in to a wave of deep intimidation.
He was so horribly inadequate, so unprepared, so
uncommitted! He felt morose, identifying with the
“such a worm as I” of the hymn writer. Yet G. E. had
spoken in the film of God’s “call of the small,” even if
his examples of such appeared as giants of the faith to
Andy. Andy’s respect for G. E. went way up once
again.

A specific plug for GO would have appeared
presumptuous or even anticlimactic in the body of the
film, so it was worked into the introduction and end
credits. GO’s headquarters and emblem were also
highlighted at one point when the film spotlighted
some of the recent burgeoning youth missions.

Mr. Myers was nearly euphoric in anticipation of
the film’s impact for GO YE ‘71 and countless other
occasions of expected showings. There was talk of
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having it distributed worldwide through Billy
Graham Evangelistic Films.

The next day, Gary and Andy viewed it again
together with the “Eighteen Club” or “The Chosen,”
as Dan called them. The effect was immediate: a
McLuhanesque illustration of “hot communication”
par excellence. It was so inspiring that their first
organizational meeting was ablaze with a kind of
holy delight. Prayers expressed a profound sense that
the Holy Spirit would surely use that film and the
workshop to reach countless youth with the
missionary challenge. A near mini-revival attended
the unusually long prayer time. All were loathe to
bring the session to an end.

A Priorities Questionnaire was to be developed
for the first session, designed to facilitate reflection
on where each participant stood in response to the
film’s message. The questions were to prick already
tenderized consciences...

During the last planning session, Mr. Myers was
so impressed he called G. E. in on the spot.

“Well done, well done!” G. E. enthused. “I think
you’ve done the film justice, and GO YE ‘71 a great
service! Furthermore, you’ve demonstrated a real
grasp of mission principles.” Then, after a brief word
of prayer with the group, he disappeared once again
behind his heavy office door.

Just like his son, the observation leapt into
Andy’s consciousness as he turned to observe the near
beatific appearance of Mr. Myers’ countenance.

A memo in their respective mailboxes greeted
Gary and Andy the following day:

You have both shown creative leadership. I like how
you have worked together. I am thinking of having
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you jointly head up the West Berlin team, though
traditionally team leaders have been married. Please
be praying.

Triumphantly in

Christ, G. E.

P. S. Please, no word of this to anyone else.

P. P.S. for Andy: I sense in you a cleansing work
of God’s Spirit, not only in relation to Fiona but
hopefully to women in general, and also in accepting
authority— something seriously missing in today’s
young adults. Can you please book an appointment
with Jean before Christmas? We're both very busy, I
know, but 1'd like to share personally with you again
before Christmas break.

The effect of G. E.’s memo on Andy was
allegiance: like the eager pup delighted by pats and
goodies. Andy sensed this made him somewhat
traitor to Dan’s unvoiced cause. But he wanted what
G. E. could give, what G. E. was, way too much...

The month of December, while milder overall
than in Kitchener-Waterloo, was nonetheless
adequate to awaken in Andy a recurrently joyous
anticipation of Christmas. If April was the cruellest
month for T. S. Eliot, December, for Andy, was the
most magical. Myriad recollections fuelled his thrill at
the season’s advance: endless hours of backyard
hockey rink-building with games played throughout
the day and under night illumination, with indoor
breaks only to get the rink flooded. These breaks were
also filled with
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indoor games in Andy’s basement. There was also the
early childhood thrill of Santa—who was permitted to
delight them in contradistinction to other church
families bent on precluding any possibility of Christ’s
enduring a rival—as well as relatives, friends, food,
gifts; games, and kaleidoscopic images all in
colourful abundance.

And there was the celebration of Christ’s birth
itself, which struck deep, resonant chords in the centre
of Andy’s being. He had only recently discovered J.R.R.
Tolkien’s masterful description of the Nativity as the
eucatastrophe of human history—the pivotal point of
all humanity’s strivings, of which the Resurrection
was the eucatastrophe in turn. The Christmas season
evoked the deep wistfulness of a better place, a
different world, the SehAnsucht of which Tolkien’s
contemporary and erstwhile friend, C. S. Lewis
wrote. At times during Christmas, the longing inside
Andy could grow into an excruciating ache, so
intensely charged was that time of the year. The
expectant mood in anticipation of GO YE ‘71 only
enhanced his personal euphoria. Yes, his dad had
anticipated aright the Lord’s call to this place...

A mini-renewal movement swept through the
Centre the first week of December. Spontaneous
prayer meetings erupted regularly. GO YE ‘71 was
upheld in a concert of petitions lasting through the
night at times. It was perhaps the closest any anti-
Pentecostal brethren group dared get to a charismatic
experience, though such terminology  was
anachronistic to most then.

On the second Friday night in December, Andy
was called to the phone in the Admin Building after
11: 00. Luckily, some were still playing ping-pong at
that hour. It was Lorraine. Susan must have given her
the number...
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More than a third of a year had passed since their
last talk on a magical bench in Victoria Park. Andy
imagined that bench now, likely covered with snow,
the pond frozen. He wondered if people were skating
on it already. He pictured their relationship similarly
frozen.

“Lorraine?” Andy spoke into the phone.

There was a long silence though palpable
presence at the other end. Andy imagined every
particle of her face. His entire body sagged onto the
hard wooden chair. He closed the phone booth’s door
tightly.

He heard soft sobbing, but there was no supple
body to encircle, however awkwardly. Every fibre
wanted to protect her, to reach out, to nurture, to
caress, to make it to never have happened, to fast
forward her life’s, his, everyone’s, the universe’s,
narrative to that part in the fairytale where it was
eucatastrophe, where “they lived happily ever after.”
He was delirious with it, with her, with aching
longing. Remembered enthrallment cascaded like a
zephyr waft of pollen-engorged summer breeze. He
had feelings all right!

Through her tears, “It’s really you, Andy?”

“Yes,” he said just above a whisper.

“I’ve fantasized about this moment for weeks,
just to hear your voice...”

“How are you doing, Lorraine?” Such flaccid
words!

“I’'m all right. I have a job, in a day care. My
aunt’s been great. I’m starting therapy in the New
Year. I miss you!”

Andy paused a long time. “Me too, Lorraine. Me
too.”

Long silence.



“When are you coming home for the holidays,
Andy? Can I see you?”
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Andy had wondered about this a thousand times.
Would she want it? How to fit it in? And where? His
parents... He hated the thought. “Lorraine, we’ll work
something out. I know we will. We have to!

“I'm literally making a flying stop home for
Christmas. Don’t know yet how I'll even get there.
But I have to be back right after Christmas for this
huge congress. And I have to spend time at home...
It’11 be tight, Lorraine. But we’ll make it happen.”

Several sobs ensued. “Andy, I have to go. Call me
about Christmas. Here’s the number...” She gave it
and was gone. Andy couldn’t even repeat it to her.

Frost was crisp underfoot, the air biting, and the
stars magnificent at quick glance as he headed back
to his mish house. He also felt frosty and biting,
hardly magnificent. But she had phoned!

I am so confused, he confessed to his diary that
night. Where is all this heading? Can’t someone tell
me? O, wretched man that I am!

Praise the Lord. In Him is the victory!

Itis 12:36 a.m. Good night.

Depression was his mood upon awakening. Even
a friendly tussle with Jack didn’t shake it. Why
couldn’t he rewrite the summer to turn out right? He
wouldn’t even be at GO in that case. So was it God’s
severe mercy? Or should he remove Lorraine from his
memory, like expunging an act in a play, as if she had
never been a part of the script in the first place? She
walked out on him after all. She also walked in, for
that matter, laden with baggage she had not warned
him about. The mood
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persisted all day. He was not good company for
anyone.

The next week, Tuesday, December 21, the snow
came at last. Just in the nick of time. Two vanloads
were leaving O’Hara Airport the next afternoon for
home. The snow had started after midnight and was
still dropping copiously the next morning as people
streamed out of the mish houses in exuberant
response to the white magnificence. For many, snow
had been known only from photos. Expressions of
wild delight punctuated the snow-charged air. Classes
were cancelled since some teachers could not make it
in.

Snowballs began to fly, texture just right.
Novices quickly learned that it was a stinging
business with bare hands and retreated inside to
emerge with new winter gloves. Snow forts began to
pile up, from which sallies were made against other
bastions, with loyalties falling roughly along team
lines. The French team succeeded early on in
demolishing the Spaniards’ stronghold, only to lose
theirs to the Germans while gloating over their
victory. In turn, Andy and others suddenly were the
recipients of a full-scale onslaught from all available
recruits; quickly leaving only crumbled snowy débris
and chaotically arranged body parts as a sign of the
short-lived building-spree.

Out of that wreckage emerged snowmen-making
initiatives, some of the creations towering over their
fashioners. The Spaniards tackled one of them,
cascading down in another mass of arms, legs, and
whitish morass. Soon thereafter, all others lay in ruins
as well.



“Let’s head over to G. E.’s!” someone shouted,
“where the snow is all fresh.” Twenty or so were off,
hooting and volleying snowballs back and forth over
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the two blocks’ distance G. E. lived from the Centre
in a spacious ranch-style home.

Some organizing quickly transpired en route,
resulting in a massive snowman quietly and
efficiently being erected in G. E.’s front yard.
Finishing touches were needed on top, and suddenly
there was Jack hoisting Fiona onto his broad
shoulders, eliciting a gleeful hoot, which enabled her
to position a hat, a big stick for a pipe, and some rocks
for eyes. “Like this Andy?” she caught his eye. “I’ve
never done this before! Isn’t this absolutely grand?”
A nose was missing until Jack reached up his black
comb.

“Jack! I'm falling!” Fiona’s frantic scream
pierced the whitewashed tranquility. Andy lunged to
break Fiona’s fall, caught her desperately around the
waist, then lost his footing and careened backwards
with Fiona crashing down on top of him, her snow-
laced hair splashing over his face. He held on for dear
life. Memory flashed a similar embrace on a warm fall
afternoon, car disappearing around the corner. Again
his hold lingered. Fiona made no move. The world
stood still in its white magic grip.

Then she exploded from on top of Andy, and,
with a squeal, picked up a great scoop of snow and
promptly washed his face in it. Then she did the same
to Jack who had fallen too and was still lying prone.
“You both deserve it!” She cried fiercely as the front
door opened and G. E. stepped out onto the front
porch.

Everyone erupted as planned into /'m Dreaming
of a White Christmas. G. E., his wife, Dan (surprise!),
and sister also stepped out. Andy, Fiona, and Jack
scrambled to their feet, looking a mess. It took several
gulps of frosty air before they could join in.



The merriment subsided only long enough for
them to cajole G. E. and his family into joining an
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uproarious snowball fight that saw the snowman
toppled and the large front yard churned into snowy
cheese. Dan got into the fray fully. It occurred to
Andy that he saw him laugh out loud—and
repeatedly—for the very first time.

Andy couldn’t help but notice (or was it his
imagination?) that Fiona stayed near Jack—or was it
the other way around? Then, just as he was on the
verge of feeling sorry for himself, she flew at him with
all her might, tumbling him wildly backwards. She
pinned his arms to the ground and sat fully astride his
chest. She swooped her head low, brushing his face
with more than hair, and whispered triumphantly in his
ear, “I don’t care who’s noticing!” Then, just as
abruptly, she was up and gone. Andy was too stunned
to give chase.

He looked around, but G. E. was not in sight.
Then he scooped up a snowball to hurl at Janys, who
had just turned his way. She ran, and he pursued.

The action streamed on to the Myers’ a few
blocks away for a more or less repeat performance,
then finally dispersed.

Dan invited Andy to the Jack in the Box for lunch,
a rather slushy affair. They continued a conversation
in his room afterwards. It was Andy’s first time to see
Dan’s set-up. Books were everywhere. There was
also an expensive sound system in one corner.

The walls had two posters, each a surprise. One
was of Martin Luther King, Jr. “Yeah,” Dan
explained. “That was the night he started out, ‘I Have
a Dream.”” Andy had not heard of that speech, or
much of King himself, so he said nothing. The other
poster was of a seated, elderly woman framed by
torsos of two policemen with billy clubs and guns.
She wore a sun hat and was looking up at them with
smiling determination.
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“Dorothy Day, ever heard of her?” Dan

asked. Andy had not.

“She founded something called The Catholic
Worker. She took a stand against war when it was
totally unpopular with her Catholic peers, claiming
Jesus as her reason. She also founded all these
community houses that cared for poor and marginalized
people.”

“Was she a Communist?”” Andy asked.

“Not sure,” came the reply. “Why?”

“Sounds like it,” Andy returned. “I noticed you
were home last night, Dan.”

Dan’s mouth could twitch sometimes and did
slightly. He explained that he had spent the night
with his family—a periodic occurrence—and had felt
frustrated again. “I just don’t understand dad. He
can’t unwind or something. We’re watching TV all
together, and the next thing I hear, dad’s on the phone
to someone. Not because they called but because he
called them! That’s always been dad’s way. He never
seems to sit still. Always preoccupied, so driven. It’s
impossible to even try a card game with dad.

“And I can’t get very far discussing anything with
him, except on his terms. He invariably turns around
and lays another heavy on me about my Christian
walk. As if he doesn’t know he’s the greatest
stumbling block to it!”

Dan’s last sentence jolted Andy from his own
reveries, preoccupied with snowflakes and Fiona.
Andy asked Dan for the first time whether he had
problems with Christian belief. He had, after all, been
reading great thinkers who were not by any means
Christian. “But I also heard what you said at supper
the other day about presuppositions and such.”

“Andy, I won’t be one of your converts—nor
anyone else’s! The question itself makes me nervous,
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like the shibboleth the ancient Hebrews used to
determine who was in, who was out. I know you wish
I’d just come out cleanly for the Lord. I have been
around enough other waves of dad’s recruits over the
years, after all. But [ won’t play that game. Though I
know dad and mom wish your influence would really
rub off one day.

Dan continued. “After everyone went to bed last
night, I watched TV for a while. There was this
evangelist on, the kind that makes my blood boil. Just
as I flipped to that station, he was interviewing some
famous football player out of Texas I’d never heard of.
The gist was, believe like this guy, and you can
become great, too. Shit, Andy. That’s the great
American con game, selling everything from snake oil
to Jesus!

“‘Losing in the great game of life?’ they all
intone,” Dan’s nostrils flared as his voice switched to
falsetto pitch, “‘Swallow the Jesus pill, or use
Brylcream, no difference. Sign on the dotted line, and
you’ll be a winner, too. Look at this guy or gorgeous
female...” And if you swallow that bait, you’re hooked
all right, though hardly a winner.”

He turned to face Andy. “So how do you
avoid it?”

“Avoid what?” asked Andy.

“Being a con man for Jesus. I mean, isn’t that what
you’re all here for? To move product a /la Adam Smith
and laissez-faire capitalism, this one labelled
‘Jesus’?”

Dan connected dots often that Andy hadn’t a clue
about.

“So what do you say,” Andy asked, “to those who
claim Christianity will make you a winner? What
about all the football and basketball games that start
with prayer in the dressing room?”’



“Like all the wars that start with the chaplains
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praying down God’s victory on both sides?” Dan
retorted. “In a word, Andy, Bullshit!”

Dan’s vocabulary was nothing if not pointed.
But Andy had to agree with him on some points. He
had also grown leery of the “celebrity Gospel” that
seemed to be all about inner and outer circles.
“Follow Christ and be as
famous/beautiful/talented/rich/successful as So-
and-So.” What had Dietrich Bonhoeffer written?
“When Jesus calls a man to follow, he bids him come
and die.” Just how did the celebrity Gospel fit into
that?

Andy used to think there was only one Gospel.
He was discovering there were many. The trick, he
realized, was to choose the right one. Something like
discerning the spirits, he mused. The trick further was
to choose without self-indulgence yet, paradoxically
he knew, with passionate engagement.

“So, Dan,” Andy asked, “the same question. Are
you a Christian?” Even he couldn’t believe his
persistence.

Dan smiled. “Guess!” And walked away.

Andy went next door for a nap.



Chapter Seventeen

Classes ended Wednesday morning, December
22. GO was squeezing the most out of its trainees,
“redeeming the time.” That same afternoon, two
vanloads of trainees left for the airport, amongst them,
Fiona.

Just as the driver of Fiona’s van called for
everyone to hop in, she beckoned to Andy, who was
standing with a few others on the periphery. He
stepped toward her. “Hope you have a great
Christmas, Andy. Doing anything special other than
with family?”

Was she fishing for something?

He said simply, “Mainly with family.” Close
enough to the truth.

“Pray for me,” she said. “This is only our third
Christmas without Timmy.” Her eyes welled with
tears. She hugged him quickly, told him to take care,
then stepped into the van. He went back to his mish
house to pack, overwhelmed.

At 4:30, Andy headed for the requested meeting
with G. E. He shook Andy’s hand warmly, placing an
arm around him until he sat down. There were two
desk lamps lit. It was completely dark outside.

“Andy,” G. E. began, “I believe we have come a
long way since our talk in early October.”

Andy wondered at his use of the term “we.”

“If you mean, sir, that I have gone through some
changes since coming here, there is no doubt about
it,” Andy said tactfully.

“That’s good to hear, son. Good to hear...”
Another of G. E.’s long, probing pauses. “I see that



you and Dan have been spending some time
together.”
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How had he known?

“I hope you take what he says with a grain of
salt...”

Andy glanced out the bay window. Someone was
walking toward the Admin Building. A dog barked in
the distance. The office had less the feel of bustle than
ever before. Just then, Andy noticed soft Christmas
music playing from a tape deck.

His mind drifted to his anticipated trip home. One
of the trainees from Colorado was flying home,
determining the long drive over treacherous passes in
the winter was too dangerous, especially in a VW
Bug. He’d offered it to Andy after hearing that he and
Janys, who would be travelling with him, would have
to take a long series of buses home, and spend forever
getting there. Andy’s dad had not been pleased about
the VW but agreed the alternative cut too much into
his time at home.

So it was set. Andy and Janys would be heading
out together in the wee hours of the morning and
would drive straight to an uncle and aunt Janys had in
Toronto. Her dad and Ted would be waiting there to
drive her north to Sudbury. That was two days before
Christmas. Andy would stay the night at Susan’s then
drive with her Christmas Eve morning to Kitchener.
She had been having a few car problems anyway, and
had to be back to work on the 28", So it was perfect.
On December 27", they would reverse the process.
There was so little time.

What was not shared with anyone but Susan was
that Andy would get together with Lorraine the night
they arrived in Toronto. They would have supper at
Susan’s if Andy made it in time. Then Susan was going
out with friends, leaving her delightful apartment
available to Andy and Lorraine for a visit. Andy
couldn’t wait.
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A question from G. E. penetrated Andy’s
wayward thoughts. “...been hard to avoid girls this
fall, Andy?”

“Pardon, sir?” came Andy’s self-conscious reply.
What else had G. E. been saying to him while his
mind took in his reunion with Lorraine?

“How has the Lord worked in your heart this fall
about your relationship to girls?”

He wanted to give G. E. something to chew on,
but he really had no bone to throw.

“Well, sir... I guess I’ve learned to be patient.” He had
to be honest. This was a bit of a dance.

“Andy, God has the right person for you, to be
sure. But, | mean, are you still feeling the urge to...
Experiment, shall we say?”

“Sir?”

“Andy, you told me you masturbated sometimes.
Do you think about any of the girls you’ve dated or
anyone else you’ve known, when you do? I mean, to
experiment in any way?” G. E. closed in.

“Sir, I’ve never ‘experimented’ with any girl I’ve
been in a relationship with,” Andy said back, a hot
tingling rising at the nape of his neck. Was it showing
in front, too? He hoped not. “If you mean sexually.”

There was a long silence. The probing eyes.

“Andy, all men struggle with lust. Plain and
simple,” G. E.”s voice hissed on the word. “You know
Jesus’ words about ‘lusting after a woman’ being the
same as fornicating with her. It’s the purity of your
soul at issue, Andy. That’s what I’'m after.”

Strange, the thought occurred, in all his sessions
with Uncle Joe—who could sometimes tell stories
you’d only hear in a bar—Andy had never felt a hint
of questioning from him sexually. Maybe it was his
sister’s modelling, but he honestly had no great



interest in “experimenting” or fooling around. His
sister once
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called it boring with reference to a friend who bed-
hopped.

“You’ve seen one, you’ve seen ‘em all, Andy!”
She’d say with a laugh. It was true, Andy thought.
She’d seen enough for sure from her nurse’s training
and hospital work. “Besides,” she said, ever playfully,
“who wants to keep cleaning up the sticky mess all
over you know where?” He’d asked her once if she
ever would do it before marriage. She wouldn’t say
but clearly hadn’t, Andy was sure. For his part, he
doubted he’d ever tire of seeing nude women. It had
always been a conscious choice not to go there.

“Mr. Moore, I’ve got some packing to do. Dan
and I were going to take in a movie, and it’s almost
supper, which I told Dan I’d help with.” Andy knew
movies were accepted in the States for brethren youth
to watch. “I know I’m not clean sexually. I do have
lustful thoughts. But like Mrs. Graham once said of
her famous husband regarding doubts, I don’t
entertain them. I think I fairly successfully ‘flee
youthful lusts’ as Paul wrote Titus. Though were a
nude nubile woman to walk into the office right now,
I’d likely take a second look in spite of myself, even
though that was David’s problem with Bathsheba,
not the first look but the second...”

G. E. stood up in some fluster. “Andy, you don’t
getit! You can’t even talk like that! It betrays a lustful
heart! And there is no place on the mission field for
such!

“I cannot possibly place you into a role of
leadership with those kinds of thoughts coursing
through your mind! I believe this is an area of
unconfessed sin, Andy. I implore you, seek God on
this, as David prayed after Bathsheba, and see if there
be a wicked way in you. Let God show you, Andy.
That is my charge to you over
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Christmas.”

Andy wanted to help Dan with dinner, and he
really did not want to go to the late showing of the
movie. Didn’t G. E. have to get home, too? He could
hear no movement now in the whole building. He
caught the clock on the mantle from the corner of his
eye, but could not see the time on it in the darkened
light.

“I hope there will be nothing going on over
Christmas with that girl in Kitchener, Andy.” At that
moment, Andy could have screamed at his dad for
ever having talked to G. E. about Lorraine. It felt like
a violation.

“Andy?” G. E. repeated imperiously.

All Andy wanted to do was bolt. “Mr. Moore,
there will be nothing whatsoever ‘going on’ with ‘that
girl from Kitchener,” I assure you,” he said evenly,
like a cat backed into a corner. There was a tone in
Andy’s voice that even he had not known before.

G. E. hesitated. “Andy, I can see we’re going to
have to keep these counselling sessions up in the
New Year. I’'ll be instructing you about that once
you return.

“We’ll go ahead with your co-leadership of the
seminar at the Congress. Everything is in place for it
now, and last-minute changes would be impossible.
But I'm putting on hold any thought of your
leadership on the Berlin Team. That will be the focus
of our times together in January.

He took Andy’s hands. “God can do great things
through you, through us all. But we must be totally
clean vessels for God to declare us ‘a man after God’s
own heart,” as it says in Hebrews. I've wrestled
mightily for you at the Throne of Grace in prayer
already. I assure you, that will continue. You have



great gifts, 