
This past week in Sunday school we started a topic very near and dear to my heart; we started 

discussing post-modernism.  The reason I love conversations about post-modernism is because they 

always wind up discussing the nature of science and its role in our beliefs.  Far too many people belief 

that the concept of faith means that you have to “check your brain at the door” when talking about 

matters of God and religion.  While I won’t go too much into this, I will say this, God created you with a 

brain and the ability to think and reason logically.  Science is the study of the way the universe works.  

God created the universe and God wrote the Bible, shouldn’t we expect the truths found in the Bible to 

complement what simple observation tells us of his creation?  If we really believe that God created the 

universe shouldn’t we expect to see the designer’s fingerprints all over his creation?  Does an apparent 

contradiction between science and Scripture mean that one of those two is untrue, or does it mean that 

our understanding of the world and the writings of God are simply incomplete? 

Anyway, I brought all this up for one reason; to describe something that happened in class last week.  

The discussion topic is a multi-week topic and unfortunately we were just getting in to the concepts and 

ideas that really fascinate me 

as we approached the end of 

class.  The teacher made an 

open ended comment and I 

nearly leaped to my feet in 

eager anticipation of providing 

a response; much to my 

chagrin I could tell he was 

trying to wrap up the 

conversation and lead us in 

prayer, so I kept my mouth 

shut.  However, it would 

appear that my eagerness did 

not go unnoticed (definitely 

not by my wife as I am sure I 

had a death grip on her knee at this point) as he said “We’ll continue this conversation next week, and 

it’s probably a good thing because Derrik looks like he’s going to explode over there.”  Brian I. and Dan 

G., I know you guys can picture this happening, not so much because you can sympathize, but because 

you probably saw the same face several times while I was under your tutelage. 

Yesterday I had a conversation with a buddy of mine and we were talking about how God is moving in 

our lives.  I made the comment that for as rough as it has been being in Brazil (work-wise) I wouldn’t 

give it up for anything because of how it has strengthened my marriage.  My communication with my 

wife is probably better than it ever has been at any other point in seven years we have been married.  

Trying to find a suitable description I said “I am finally treating her like God does (referring to how 

husbands are supposed to love their wives like Christ loves the church).”  Of course this didn’t really 

come out like I intended, what I meant to say was that I am doing a better job of it than I ever have 

before, but noooo…  After I said it I kind of laughed and said, you know what I mean.  At this point, he 

I searched high and low for a decent teacher's pet picture and this was the best I 

could come up with, primarily because that is probably the look Leslie was giving me. 



half-jokingly responded, “Why don’t you tell her that?”  Grasping the magnitude of what I actually said, I 

laughingly replied, “I’m not certain I’m quite ready for that lesson in humility yet.”  I found this so 

hilarious because it was a reminder of how imperfect we are; my head was getting just a tad bit too big 

over success in something that ultimately wasn’t in my control.  That said, lest you all think I let 

squander a perfectly good learning opportunity, I had that very conversation with Leslie when I got 

home.  On one hand it was eye opening, but on the other I really wasn’t all that surprised with her 

responses. 

I really only have one question now, is it too early to start celebrating May the Fourth (be with you, 

always)?  What about the following day’s Revenge of the Fifth? 


