
MY REBELLION 

 

I went out there 

in search of experience 

to taste and to touch 

and to feel as much 

as a man can before he repents 

 

Those five lines, written by Bono, voiced by Johnny Cash on the song The Wanderer, 
accurately sum up my existence before I gave my life to our Lord Jesus Christ. It is 
strange, not only does that song describe me pretty well, but many of U2's songs do. 
And while I was out playing wild-man, Bono, a Christian, who writes the lyrics for U2's 
songs, is a happily married man from his youth. Often it would seem to me that he 
was somehow channeling my life experiences and writing about them. But that song, 
The Wanderer, is uncanny in detailing that particular aspect of my rebellion against, 
and finally acceptance to, God.  

 

From the time that I began to string together thought, from my very early youth, I 
was rebellious. If I was the type to recline on a psychoanalyst’s couch, I would 
probably be blaming my parents for the things I did. And while there surely was a lot 
to be desired in their parenting skills, I know that I alone made my choices. Many of 
them were made on the whim of desire. Some were made without any thought at all. 
But my desire to “wander,” to leave the familiar trappings and boundaries of home, 
started at a very young age.  

 

My step father beat me often. As a child I saw no reason for it. I can see now that for 
a long time he was angry, not at me, but at his own life choices, and the outcome of 
his own life. He eventually mellowed in his old age, and I think he somehow came to 
terms with who he was, and where he was, but he was quite rough on me when I was 
young. He was the kind that “flies off the handle,” blowing up with outbursts of anger 
without much warning. Like springtime weather in the Rocky Mountains, his sky was a 
quickly changing one. For a period of time in my youth, he would come home from 
work, maybe an hour after I'd be home from school, and immediately tear into me. 
Sometimes as he was walking in the door he'd be whipping his belt off and yelling to 



my mom, “where's the big guy?” That was how he depersonalized me. He would be 
looking for some contrived excuse so he could take out his anger on me. My mother, 
who lacked any great amounts of the maternal instinct, went along with this, I 
suppose to deflect any rage from herself. I was so thankful when he started to work 
“second shift,” so that I would not see him so much. Dysfunctional? No, this was how 
it functioned. No wonder I couldn't wait to get out of there. I remember that after 
any abusive event like that, I'd either be banished out of the house (which I liked), or 
to my bedroom, which I shared with one of my younger brothers. In the prison of my 
bedroom I'd sometimes hear the train whistle in the distance. I can still hear the 
mournful sound of the freight train as it passed a few miles from the house. The cry 
of the train sounded to me like freedom. Anyway, what I took away from all that was 
that I wanted to leave and I wanted to do things my way. 

 

FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION 

 

God tells His people to instruct their children in all the good ways of His Word. 
Parents are to teach their children about God and His Christ, Jesus, and live as 
examples thereof. This is not the way I was brought up, though there was something 
in me that longed for it. In fact we children were not taught any rules or laws in the 
proper way. The correct way to teach your children boundaries is to lay them out 
before a transgression occurs, not blow up and beat the snot out of your offspring 
after some event to which no previous instruction or warning was given. This type of 
parenting only begets prolific lying in the children raised this way. Of course we were 
told not to lie. But then we witnessed our parents lying, and they even lied to us. We 
were told not to steal also, but my dad stole from his place of employment all the 
time, and so did his buddies he worked with. 

 

But there was no mixed message given about adultery or fornication. When my 
mother wasn't around, dad would sometimes say things about other women that young 
ears just shouldn't be exposed to. Double if it is coming from the lips of your dad. As a 
child of the sixties, so much of the so-called humor of the day, whether on television 
or in everyday life, at school, or any other place, was of a sexual nature. The 
consequences of the “sexual revolution” permeated every aspect of society. What on 
the surface seemed freeing really only lead to slavery to sin.  

 

As children, my brothers and I did not attend church and Sunday school regularly, but 
sporadically, sometimes with years as intervals. I do, however, clearly remember an 
episode from my early youth at Sunday school. First, let me give you a little insight as 



to my psychology as a kid. It seemed to me, most very young boys found girls to be 
“yucky” But I wasn't wired that way, from very early on I desired girls (young women 
really), in a sexual way, even before I knew what sex was. Anyway, this particular day 
the young, single, and quite good looking Sunday school teacher was teaching her 
class the Ten Commandments. We children were probably in the age range of six to 
eight years old. I was young, but I remember lusting after the teacher. When she got 
to the commandment thy shall not commit adultery, she asked if anyone in the class 
knew what this meant. None of the other kids raised their hands or seemed to know 
what this meant. I thought I knew, so I raised my hand, and she called on me. “That's 
like, a person, they're not supposed to have sex with someone who is married to 
someone else,” I answered. I could see a shadow pass across the face of the teacher 
when I said the word sex. I wasn't supposed to know about that yet. She composed 
herself quickly, she was now readjusting just how much information she would give on 
this subject, I had clearly let too big a cat out of the bag. “Er, well, that is part of it, 
we are not to have relations with anybody until we are married, and then only with 
the person we are married to.” She emphasized the words: not and anybody and 
married. This was a huge disappointment to me. For me it was like being invited to a 
birthday party, with your favorite cake right there on the table, but the only person 
who could eat any of it was the one whose birthday it was, and it wasn't my birthday. 
I let out a loud sigh of disappointment. Then the teacher really glared at me, and I 
didn't like it. Not only was I just informed that God didn't want me to have sex till I 
was married and only with the one I'd be married to, but now the one who was the 
present object of my sexual desire was displeased with me. Hard day for a young guy. 
It was right then I rebelled in my heart against God. I mentally checked that 
commandment off my list of commandments to adhere to, after all it couldn't be all 
that bad. So the stage was set, I was living in a time and place where it was the norm 
to have these attitudes. I was living in a society where the acceptance of sinfulness 
grew exponentially with every passing year and was celebrated among the majority of 
the population and in the media. And now I had set my heart against my Creator, and 
His desire for me to fellowship with Him. All this, and I was still years away from 
puberty. 

 

I grew. By twelve years of age, I was five foot, eleven inches tall and weighed one 
hundred fifty pounds, had size twelve feet and I still had a lot of growing to do. But I 
was now bigger than my step dad, and he had hit me for the last time. On New Years 
Day, three months before I turned twelve, he was drunk and hit me in the face with 
his fist, and broke his hand. He banished me out of the house in the below freezing 
temperatures in the afternoon of the day. If I had not previously built an Iroquois 
style long house a mile or so away in the woods, I'd have frozen to death. Fortunately 
I had instinctively laid up provisions for myself against such a circumstance. I did not 
return to the house until late in the night. He told everyone outside the home that he 
slipped on the ice and that was how he broke his hand. But he knew he could never 
hit me again, I was stronger than he was now. So he was reduced to inflicting 
psychological and emotional attacks only.  



 

My body was not the only thing that grew, I was also feeding my brain. I read a lot. I 
devoured books at a rate of about one a day, unless I was trying to savor it. It was an 
escape for me from my situation. Also I naturally had a most inquisitive mind, and was 
always thinking. I had stopped asking my parents questions about anything years ago. 
Their frustration at my question asking often got me in trouble, and they eventually 
purchased a set of encyclopedias, when some old buddy of dad's came around selling 
them. This helped somewhat, but I found great holes of information missing. Through 
my school years I did have a couple of teachers who somewhat understood me, or at 
least took an interest in what was rustling around in the space between my ears. Most 
teachers though were more than happy to avoid me and some were maybe even 
scared of me. I was kind of intense. But no one really talked to me about Jesus in an 
honest way except my grandmother, and this only when I was very young, and only 
after asking. I believed in the existence of Jesus, but didn't have the complete 
picture. For the most part though, I tried to toe the line while at home to avoid any 
unnecessary trouble, but once away from home I was wild and practically no 
adventure was too dangerous. I guess after years of getting beaten, I simply wasn't 
scared of much. I was also left with a mistrust of most adults. 

 

I thought about running away many times. In fact for years whenever the question 
came around about having any regrets in life, I had an answer. My answer was that I 
should have left home at twelve instead of my teens, gone directly to California, 
adopted a cool and loving family, started surfing the west coast and began to play 
guitar. I definitely had the skills to survive as a runaway. The ironic thing is, I didn't 
run away because despite everything, I didn't want to hurt my parents. Besides, my 
brothers, who weren't as big as me, would have been the ones catching it from the 
old man. As it was, after I left, he beat one of my brothers so bloody, the state 
stepped in and my brother became an emancipated minor.  

 

WIMINKS OF THE OSCOPIT SEXK 

After all that dreariness, I'm opening with an attempt at humor by quoting Popeye, 
the sailor man, in this subheading.  

 

So after high school I took off. I worked a few months full time after high school, I 
had been working part time while in school, saving my money to fund my departure. I 
had a car that I bought with my own money, and lived in a place I rented with a 
friend, but when I had a few thousand dollars saved up, and the date I had set came, I 
was out of there. From the moment I left, my life became one full-blown adventure 



after another. I traveled across Canada, the U.S. and into Mexico, camped, lived off 
the land, hunted big game, climbed mountains, took crazy fun jobs like working as a 
real cowboy, topping, limbing, and falling danger trees, serving in the United States 
Marine Corps. In the Corps I traveled all over the place, getting in and out of one 
hotspot after another, on and off duty. After moving to the west coast, I started 
surfing my brains out. Before long no wave was too big or too crazy to tackle. A 
typical adrenalin junkie, my thrill was in cheating death. I've been to many of the 
great surf spots, and for many years that is how I defined and identified myself. And 
in all of that my lust after the ladies was endless. I'm trying to write this without 
glorifying my former lifestyle. I was trying to fill and fulfill myself with experiences. I 
was attempting to satisfy some need within myself that I didn't understand. But the 
things of the world eventually left me scarred, jaded, and unsatisfied. During a brief 
marriage, I simmered down a bit, but when it was over I got worse. After divorce I 
picked up the guitar, and became a rocker, it was always there in me, I just let it out. 
I've probably had more fun in the world than a whole room full of people. Still, I was 
headed for what? Most of my life has been one self-serving, hedonistic moment after 
another. But all of that is just so much dung when compared to my relationship with 
Jesus. Jesus, His Spirit dwelling within me is the only thing that fulfills me and gives 
me a true and lasting peace. What good is it to climb to the top of a mountain, you 
work so hard to get there, you take in this exhilarating view, but to not know or even 
recognize the very one who created it? What good is it to live, but not understand and 
know the author of your life? Man, without personally knowing God, is a spiritually 
vacant creature destined for destruction. Man, without personally knowing Jesus, is 
an enemy to God. Better for a man to have not been born at all, than to live and 
though he have all the wealth and luxury of the world and all desires met, and not 
know Jesus Christ. 

 

Many people that consider coming to Christ feel they must clean up their lives before 
submitting to Him. This is a fallacy. Jesus accepts us just as we are. It is after we 
have given our lives to Him, that the real changes occur. Look, I used to think lustful 
thoughts all the time, and I carried them out. But now I do not ever think that way, 
and have been celibate for years, and will remain that way unless the Lord gives me a 
wife. I used to see people and judge them, I have quite an ability to read people, an 
ability I developed as a survival mechanism to deal with my dad's volatile nature. Now 
I can see the hurt and spiritual need in others, a need for Jesus. We all have that 
need. The way to Jesus is a broken heart, not to merely intellectually accede. We 
must fully realize the futility of our lives without Jesus. We must understand our 
enmity to God without Jesus. We must acknowledge our sinfulness and how helpless 
we are to remove the stain of sin from ourselves without Jesus. There is nothing of 
ourselves that we can offer to God to cover for our own sins, we are too impure, we 
are not sanctified for that role. There is only one who can cover our sins, remove the 
stain, and bring us spotless before God, that is Jesus. That's what the title Christ 
means, it is not Jesus' last name. Christ is Greek for anointed. He is anointed by God 
the Father for His unique position and role. There is none other, there is no one else. 



It does not matter where you are born, or into what culture, nationality or religious 
background you come from, Jesus is for all mankind. Jesus will take you in no matter 
what you have done, no matter how evil your heart has been, if you submit to Him 
with your entire being. Then He will cleanse you and change you, present you as 
spotless before the throne of God. He will take away all fear, and will not leave you 
alone. This doesn't mean everything on earth will become a bed of roses for you. You 
will face trials and temptations, maybe even persecution, but you will not be alone in 
facing them. No one else can do for you, or provide, what Jesus does. That is why a 
Christian loves Jesus above even their spouse and children and parents, there is no 
one like Him. 

 

This is why I love Jesus above all people, all things created. I am like the debtor that 
owed the greater amount in the parable of the two debtors. One day, in church, years 
ago a woman came up to me and said a strange thing to me. She said that God loved 
me more than anyone else there. I didn't know what to say, but it didn't sound very 
biblical to me. If anything, perhaps I loved God more than anyone there. He has 
forgiven me of more. I do love God so very, very much, and my love for Him keeps 
growing. I know just how sinful a person I was. I realize now just how far away I was 
from God, and how much of an enemy to God I was. I understand that I do not 
deserve God's mercy, His forgiveness. It is only by His grace, His free gift to me, that I 
am saved and inherit entrance into His kingdom. In the parable, one debtor owed fifty 
denarii, the other five hundred. The moneylender forgave them both. The question 
Jesus asked the Pharisee was, which of the debtors will love the moneylender more, 
and Simon (for that was the Pharisee's name) answered, the one he forgave the most. 
Due to my rebellion against God, due to my sinfulness, it is as though I owe five 
hundred billion. A sum I can never repay. It is like getting hauled into court, found 
guilty, sentenced to pay a sum you can never pay, but just then the judge himself 
reaches into his wallet and pays your fine for you. 

 

I love it in scripture where it is written, God has cast our sins away from us as far as 
the east is from the west. Think about that. He didn't say as far as the north is from 
the south. For if you travel north eventually you get to the north pole, and past that 
you begin to travel south. But if you travel east, and stay on that course, you will 
never begin to travel westward. 

 

COMMITMENT AND GOD'S HELP 

 



It is written that when we come to Christ we become a new creature in Him. Our old 
sinful self is then dead. Nailed to the cross. After the moment we give our lives to 
Him, we begin to set aside our vices and sins and begin to serve Him. The very first 
service to Him is working on ourselves by committing to living in a way that honors 
and glorifies God. If everyone around you identified you with your sinfulness, and 
suddenly there is a great change in you, and you tell them about Jesus in your life, 
you are glorifying Him. They may initially respond in a non-believing way, don't be 
discouraged. It is the Holy Spirit that convicts the hearts of man. Some people find 
there is difficulty in making changes in their lives at first, they may lack willingness. 
But if they grow in the Word so will their commitment, and the changes will come. 
We must ask Him to help us. The Lord is patient. For others, some changes happen 
right away. Each of us is a different person. Growing in the Lord is a process, a 
process that continues till we leave our fleshly dwellings. If we in earnestness and 
truth call upon God to help us, He will. We must have faith, and be committed to 
serve Him with all our being, in the brokenness of our hearts, but also in the strength 
of His victory. Whenever temptation creeps in, even in the form of a thought, we 
must be quick to expel it, and not entertain it. In the moment we recognize it for 
what it is, we must cry out to God to remove it from us. The more we do this, the 
stronger and more proficient we become at succeeding in this. Focus on Jesus, thank 
Him. You will find that temptations will come around less, and when they do, you will 
respond quickly by relying on God, and they will quickly flee from you.  

Sometimes we stumble, recognize it, don't sweep it under the rug. Pray to God in 
confession of your error, and He will forgive you. A friend told me a beautiful way to 
think about it. If you are a parent, and your child does something against you, then 
confesses to you about it, you will not cast your child away, but love them all the 
more for trusting you enough to be able to confess to you. Our heavenly Father is the 
most loving parent. Often there are consequences we must face for our bad decisions, 
but we don't lose our salvation. Fellowship can be interrupted, you may find it 
difficult to pray, but God will restore you if you seek Him in truth. 

 

Even as I write this, God is constantly changing me. He answers my desire to be drawn 
ever closer to Him. In truth, I am not satisfied, I want more of God, I want more of 
the good things of His kingdom. I so treasure this ever growing and ever strengthening 
faith within myself for God. I so treasure my favor with Almighty God. I treasure the 
Word of God that lives within my heart, in the person of the Holy Spirit. I treasure 
above all the world my relationship with Jesus Christ. I want to shine with God's glory 
so strongly, everyone will be able to recognize the Spirit of the Lord in me, even if 
they can only see my back from a thousand yards away. I want to freely love without 
limit. I want to be an unlimited reservoir of forgiveness and compassion. He is my true 
Father. He called out to me, by name, before the world was made. I am blessed to 
have heard and responded to the echo of that call, which resounded through the ages, 
over the din and distraction of the things of the world.  



 

Even in spite of all my rebellion, I was sad since youth that I did not walk the earth, 
by His side, when Jesus walked in the flesh of a man. Would I have cursed Him while 
He hung bleeding on the cross, or would I have mourned? I'll never know. But the eyes 
of my heart can still see the sandeled foot of my Lord walking upon the dust of the 
earth. Ever before my eyes, I see the beautiful hands of a woman shaping bread over 
a fire of coals and hot stone. As a child I mourned the time I was born into, as though 
it were some sort of cosmic mistake. But I see now that my heavenly Father brought 
me into the perfect time according to His purpose. He has personally plucked me from 
certain doom, from a polluted and corrupted world. He daily strengthens me in my 
soul, and prepares in me a desire to walk according to His will, not my own.  

 

It is easy for a Christian to dream up some work, great or small, that we want to 
accomplish, and then want the Lord to bless it. But in truth we are to seek His will for 
our lives, and accomplish the work that He has already prepared for us.  

 

In each person, even the most mild among us, is some rebellion. Why not submit to 
Jesus and His love, and rebel against sin, evil, and hatred in the world, instead of 
against God? 
 


