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Homesick

Some of my reasons for coming to Regent College
Overshadowing and undergirding every reason for coming to Regent is that I am homesick.  I’m not trying to sound  super-spiritual or elicit any sympathy.  In fact I’m sure that most of this homesickness is a result of my own sin.  Still, I just want to go home, to be with my heavenly Dad…so bad that I am aching as I think about it.  Yes, I know that God is my home and that God is here, but I don’t know Him or how I fit into His story well enough to be content with that reality.  I am distanced, somehow, to Emanuel (‘God with us’).

So why come to Regent then?


Well, it might sound silly, but it just looked like the most direct and reliable bus home available to me at the time
. For better or for worse I had (and still have) a hope that being involved in a community of people earnestly seeking to know God and His Story would help my homesickness.  This hope, I suppose, comes from the belief that I can’t do it alone –I need the teaching, direction, support, encouragement and love that more mature Christians can give.  I heard that Regent was a good place to find these things.


I first heard about Regent while I was attending Seattle Pacific University, a medium sized liberal-arts Christian college.  Our student-run Wednesday night ‘Group’ was contemplating having a guest speaker from Regent college.  His name was Michael Green.  I had never heard of him or Regent College.  For some reason I was asked if I wanted to go with a small group up to Vancouver to meet and interview him.  I went with them, but I must confess that I don’t know why I was asked, nor how I ended up going, nor remember very much about the trip --odd.  Nevertheless Michael Green came down to teach, and I was very impressed.  His talks resulted in many passionate student discussions and, in general, caused a big stir-up on campus.  For better or worse, I like stir-ups.  Besides this favorable association to Regent being embedded in my mind, I don’t believe I thought any further about the college.  Since then the name has been mentioned frequently and with enthusiasm from any who have attended Regent or who have heard about it and thought that we would be a good match.  

I thoroughly enjoyed my college experience and tried to take advantage of as many extra-curricular opportunities as could to grow in my knowledge of God.  I have an voracious appetite for the real and true, perhaps because of it’s abuse and neglect in my childhood. 

 I did not grow up in a Christian home, nor with any conscious exposure to other Christians.  I grew up in the midst of a very fragmented family that did not turn to, and therefore have, the love of God to provide safety and comfort.  I lived for the majority of my childhood with my natural mother and her third husband.  We had the comforts of wealth and, as far as is possible, a liberal mindset that allowed me to go and grow where I willed.  My mother has always been very kind, and never forced her will upon mine.  My step-father, while a little more forceful, I think also at least wanted me to do well. This wealth and freedom to pursue my own interests, while often harmful, would definitely be some of the factors that helped in my coming to Regent.  

Perhaps it can even be said that the consequences of my family’s dysfunction contributed to my coming to Regent as well.  Besides the obvious factor of a lack of knowledge of God in our family, my parent's other issues were a primary influence of my eventually turning to the harmful 'help' of alcohol, light drugs, and sexual promiscuity to fill the void.  

Predating and during this period of self-medication, I was receiving light doses of God's love through healthier relationships while attending a YMCA summer camp in the San Juan Islands.  These light doses, my wounds and addictions
, and my spirit’s natural longing for it's God were the first and primary causes of my seeking.  In my last two years of high school this seeking led me into relationship with a few Christians and to tasting heavier doses of the manna given at their Young-Life meetings.  It led me, though slowly, out of the many years of self-destruction, self-medication, and self-help.  It finally led me, in December of 1988, to self-surrender as I put at least some degree of trust or hope in one whom I was told had died for me and who was the answer to all my questions.  This burden and longing had led me to it’s Maker –my Dad.  Not having the greatest of upbringings, it’s not bad finding out that your truest Parent is also God of the entire universe.  And that’s why I’ll take any bus that looks like it’s heading towards His house.

My deepest desire is to enjoy him and worship him as fully as possible.  In my limited understanding I see this being done primarily by becoming like Him and by loving obedience to my role in his story. With him anything is possible.  There are no limits and I cannot out-imagine Him.  Yeah!  He is infinite and eternal, possibly anything good we have thought of already exists somewhere in His universe.  Yes, The Adventure!  I’ve always been an adventure enthusiast.  From childhood exploration on our eighty acre farm woods to the vicarious adventuring of reading Tolkien’s Lord of The Rings to the recent ministry experiments of my wife and I.

At this point I need to diverge and say a few words about my wife.  I have learned more about God’s love for me and the nature of loving through our relationship than anything else in my life.  I love her and need her deeply.  We have one of those marriages that is very integrated –we like almost all the same things and spend a lot of time together.  This will become an very important factor later on in this story.

Anna and I had been involved in various ministries –leading homegroups, starting an artsy coffee shop connected to our church, youth camps and conferences, several alternative prayer groups, etc.  Each one was a blessing and a learning experience and helped us to know what we liked and didn’t like, what gifts we had and didn’t have.  We also were frequently involved ministering informally outside the church.  We found that we liked this best, being with the “wild-horses” as we called them.

I had always wanted to try an experiment with Anna.  To live without any known income and to daily be ‘employed by God’.  We called these daily excursions ‘Jesus Adventures’.  The nature, or heart, of these adventures was to creatively fan the passion in others to more fully know the Author and thus enter into the wonderful, literal reality of His story.  We tried to change the spiritual climate around non-believers by demonstrating God’s love in warm, fun ,creative ways
.  

We hung signs from free-ways, joined in drum-circles, handed out flowers & notes, performed planned and spontaneous skits on the streets, gave away coffee and cookies to people waiting in bus stops on rainy days, wrote prophetic-poems about Seattle’s neighborhoods, and did many other wild things.  We, and those who occasionally joined us, had a lot of fun and, I think, touched a lot of people with God’s love.  We also had many struggles with each other and with the process.  It was hard, being just the two of us, and we didn’t have much of a structure.  During one of our ‘what are we doing with out life’ talks, we had actually almost decided on coming to Regent.  We even visited the college and picked up applications, but with the counsel of Anna’s dad “I’ll support whatever you want to do.  But if you can do what you want without going to college, then why go?” we decided to keep with our present adventures.

 God provided for our material needs in various ways (we had a chunk of car insurance money that lasted us the first few months) and we carried on in some fashion for about six months.  Eventually we needed some extra money for Christmas presents, and decided to get part-time work.  The ‘Jesus Adventures’ never did start up again formally.  I’m not sure the exact reason, but it was partly that we were lacking training and support.  We both started new jobs and went back to ‘life as usual’.

But again we come to the questions, why more formal education?  Why Christian studies?  Why Regent in particular?  Well, there are a number of tangential reasons.  

First on my mind is that I grew up on change –moved around twenty-five times –and honestly I was just wanting some change again.  I was dissatisfied with my current Christian life and knew there must be more.  I also wanted to grow up, to mature, to get beyond these introspective and insecure twenties.  Yuck.  I didn’t particularly enjoy owning a home and the lifestyle that goes with it.  My job working with foster kids was decent, but didn’t quite seem a match for my passions and gifts.  Anna and I were both ready.  Ready for some new season.

I had recently started a mentor relationship with an older man who attended our church.  Bill Nagy taught teachers at Seattle Pacific University.  During our first meeting I confessed to him that I would feel guilty if I had a job like his –getting to read & research and teach all week – and to get paid for it!  It sounded to good to be true.  Well, to make a long story shorter, it came out during our discussions that I had what I now call a “suffering missionary mentality”.  In other words I believed that if I was not doing what is most painful and sacrificial, I was not following God’s will.  I began to see that this might not be true, and in fact, that I would love to have a job like his.  I realized that I love ideas, that I love to learn.  Through many tears, conversations, and prayers with Bill, Anna, friends and family, I began to accept that this might be a big part of who I am, and that I need not feel ashamed about it.  There was much support and confirmation from others.

At this point it is probably obvious to see how the idea of going to Regent came up again.  A college that emphasized integrating heart and mind, a college that accepted the arts, considered cultural relevancy important, and that produced students who were still enthusiastic about their experience –even after four years there –this was for me!  I shared my excitement with Anna and she graciously encouraged me, but was not sure what her involvement would be.  

One day while praying about going to Regent, I had a literal sense of it being cloudy and depressing if Anna wasn’t also involved.  But when I imagined her present, it was light again.  I shared this with her and this encouraged her to pray about how much she would be involved.  To my delight, and hers, she found that she was becoming more open and interested in going back to school.  After visiting the college again in June, she was even more excited than I was about Regent.  And we, at least in our hearts, had pretty much made the decision to go.  We applied for the school and the loans, prayed that God would close the door if it was not His will and waited.  No doors were closed.  While we were scared of leaving the comfortable life we had, and very sad to be apart from friends and family, we still found the desire in our hearts alive.  And so we went.

I am hoping, but still a little uncertain, that it was the right decision.  Our experience so far has been fruitful.  I am hopeful that we will grow in our knowledge of God, who we are, what culture is and how to live in this world –our part in this great adventure.  I’m thinking that it will have something to do with creativity, teaching, youth and the adventure paradigm , but I have heard many a Regent graduate say that their plans and firm ideas got turned upside down while attending Regent.  We’ll have to wait and see.  Most of all I am hopeful that this bus, and the community that is in it, will take us ‘further up and further in’ to His majestic home.

� I didn’t mean to steal Lewis’ metaphor from the Great divorce.  Nor do I mean to imply that Regent is hell!  Rather that Regent might be a bus home.


� I am beginning to see the glory of my weaknesses.  As Rudolph Scroeder says, “My burden carries me”.


� Part of this passion springs from a belief that many of those who do not trust that Jesus was God’s son, do not trust because they have been exposed to a hypocritical, confused, and very limiting form of Christianity at some point in their life.





