


Toby and I spend 2-3 hours a 
day in dog parks. It’s my new 
nature walk and meditation 
time, having left the beautiful 
Kingdom of La Mancha, where 
Toby and I ran free in nature 
with the foxes and wild animals. 
Now Toby is a rare and 
interesting breed, a Manchester 
Terrier. It is doubtful you’ll ever 
see one unless you go to a dog 
show. He is a beautiful alpha 
terrier as well, which means he 
bristles with energy. He looks 
and acts like a tiny Doberman 
Pinscher, just 12 inches high, and people want to know about him. 

Accordingly, someone asks me about Toby almost every time I go to the dog park. And 
there must be something about me, because four or five times a week I find myself in 
conversations about life with random Houstonians, our only common ground being this 
particular dog park. 



Ten days ago a 
young woman was 
sitting next to me 
reading a book. 
Toby began 
pestering her dog to 
play, and we were 
observing this 
together and 
chatting when she 
began to speak in 
earnest. Within five 
minutes I learned 
that she has been 
going to churches, 
randomly, hoping 
someone will tell 
her what this guy 
JESUS, whom she 

has been hearing about her whole life, actually said. 

She used the word “actually.” She said she just wanted to know what Jesus ACTUALLY 
said. Actually was this young woman’s word, and she said it a lot. She could tell she was 
getting a bunch of bullshit about Jesus at churches. She was reading bits of the gospels 
and she could feel that something was off. She had this idea that for some reason, getting 
at what Jesus actually said was this enormous and difficult task. And she was getting 
frustrated. 

My eyes dropped to the book she 
was holding. It was a generic and 
smarmy Jesus book; I could tell 
that by the cover. Then I read the 
title and groaned. It was written 
by a guy who shits hallmark cards 
every Sunday morning in front of 
a live studio audience. You can 
buy his books at Costco, 
Walmart, and in the foyer of his 
church. It is the last church in the 
city of Houston I would send her 
to.  

And it sits five minutes from our 
dog park. 



I have to look away and wipe my eyes because they’re filling with tears, and I’m worried 
one might break free and run down my cheek. Before me is an intelligent woman in her 
20s, and she is forming her inner world RIGHT NOW. Right here in front of me. And this 
is the inner world that will take her all the way to her death, roughly half a century after I 
die. This bright young soul wants to know, please, if the Man from Galilee had anything 
to say that might help her navigate life in AD 2026.  



And now I’m getting angry. I don’t want to talk about Jesus anymore. I was a pastor once 
and I said all kinds of stuff about Jesus. I put in my time, God damn them. And that isn’t 
cussing. I’m asking God to damn the Cult of Southern Evangelical Churchianity for not 
doing its most basic job. Telling people the truth about Jesus. 

So this particular "God Dammit" is a straight up prayer and does not count as cursing. 
Ask any theologian; they’ll tell you.  

I tried to think of local pastors I trust, but I’ve been out of my minister network for over a 
decade. I could only come up with one: a seminary buddy I haven’t spoken to in years. 

Then Joyce seemed to lose some of her energy. She said she would probably just go back 
to the church where she got the book, because someone said something about this class 
or something that they have. Maybe she would just take that class or whatever it is, 
probably just do that. She seemed settled in her mind about the Jesus stuff and turned the 
subject to something else, something she was more interested in anyway. 

I couldn't hear her because I was imagining her pulling into a giant parking lot, exiting 
her car and surging forward with the crowds into the carnival atmosphere of this 
particular megachurch. Every liturgy, every prayer, every song, and every blessing will 
assure her that Jesus is her boyfriend, and he will shower her life with material blessings 



now and later in heaven if only she shows faith. Faith as defined by the man who wrote 
the book in her hands. 

She’s too smart to fall for it, but that’s 
the problem. After a few weeks of 
trying she will leave, and that will be 
it for her and Jesus. She will never 
know the truth about what he taught 
and thought and felt and believed in. 
And that would be fine. Except SHE 
WANTS TO KNOW. Her tender 
curious soul wants to know what 
Jesus had to say.  

Of course she does. 

And I knew in that moment there was 
no way I could…not get involved. 
My SELF, my ME, my SOUL, Gordon 
could not NOT get involved. Oh I 
wanted to not be involved. So badly I 
wanted it. But I knew there was no 
way I was going to be able to not. 

So instead I said this quietly to 
myself. 

God Dammit. I guess it’s gonna have 
to be me. 








