by Bert Gary
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kind of concert?”
I asked.

there minding my own business
when the critical moment came. I
didn’t see the ambush coming. The
lead singer asked everyone who
was “saved” to stand up.
Suddenly I had a choice to make.
I felt the pressure build around me.
It was in the air. I had to choose. I
could stand up and avoid the humiliation that was about to be unleashed upon the poor seated
“unsaved” kids, or I could risk staying seated and hope for the best.
Well, the best was not to happen
for me that night. I should have
run to the bathroom and hid
in a stall until it was over, but
that option didn’t occur to my
15-year-old self because my
folks “raised me up” not to be
rude. (Never mind about the
rudeness that was about to be
inflicted on me!).
I looked around, and as far
as I could see, I was the only
one seated. I felt like a toadstool in a giant redwood forest. I sat there wondering how
any of these teenagers could
possibly think they knew what
“saved” meant. I wondered
how many of them stood up
to avoid being singled out. I
remember actually praying to
God to help me be brave in
the face of the pressure that
THE PLAIN TRUTH

was about to be applied to my
bone-headed remaining-seated
concert-going self.
“We’re going to pray now for
those who are seated that they
might know the Lord and accept
Jesus into their hearts to make him
the Lord of their lives and be born
again,” the lead singer said (or
something to that effect).

I was just sitting there minding
my own business when the critical
moment came. I didn’t see the
ambush coming. The lead singer
asked everyone who was “saved”
to stand up.
He prayed for a long while. Yes,
he started with threats of hell.
There were lots of “Amens” and
tear-filled “Hallelujahs” from my
“friends” in the immediate vicinity. But wait, there’s more!
They asked my friends for my
name. The singer began praying
into the microphone for “Bert’s”
eternal soul. They first subjected
me to entrapment and now I was
betrayed by my buddies. (But it
was entrapment and betrayal for a
“noble cause,” they certainly rationalized.)
At least I found out at that moment that there were others seated
like me. My name was not the only
name called. I had partners in crime somewhere
else in the forest of
standing, praying, weeping “Christians.” I felt a
little better knowing I
wasn’t alone.
Why didn’t I just stand
up? I considered it seriously but decided against
it. It wasn’t that I considered my self “unsaved.” I
didn’t. It was just that I

At least a dozen hands
touched my shoulders and head,
and I just sat there humiliated.
Surely I was the victim of the
longest “mercy molesting” in the
history of Christendom.

resented their presumption that I
was unsaved (simply because I was
from another denomination I suppose). I resented their assumption
that my status before God was
their business. I resented their
covert conniving to lure me in and
“fix” me. I resented the absurd assertion that just standing up at
their church somehow magically
made me saved. So I sat while the
lead singer prayed for my salvation. But that’s not all.
After a very long prayer supported with tears and whispers of “Yes
Lord,” the singer instructed everyone to lay hands on those seated as
he prayed. The first hand put on
my head made me really angry.
They had shanghaied me and now
they were violating my personal
space.
I didn’t give anyone permission
to touch me. But they got away
with it because, I presumed, there
were only two ways I could have
stopped them from touching me at
that point. I could physically
protest in some way, push their
hands away, but I worried that
would draw even more unwanted
attention. Or I could stand up and
“get saved!” But I didn’t do either. I
folded. At least a dozen hands
touched my shoulders and head,
and I just sat there humiliated.
Surely I was the victim of the
longest “mercy molesting” in the
history of Christendom.

Bert Gary is author
of Jesus Unplugged,
a book which
examines Gospel
passages that are
regularly avoided or
sanitized by pastors,
teachers and writers
exploring those times
when Jesus said "no"
and when he
disturbed the peace.
Discover Jesus as a
vigorous truth-warrior who slays
falsehoods with a sharp, double-edged
sword. Intended for adults interested in
knowing Jesus better and suited for
personal reading or small group study.
Available through your local bookstore
or at Amazon.com.
My “friends” didn’t talk to me
on the way home. They were punishing me for something, I guess. I
wondered if the silent treatment
was a planned response designed
to shame recalcitrant heathens
who refuse to knuckle under to
pressure.
I couldn’t believe the hostile atmosphere in that car. No one said a
word the entire way home. But I
was glad in a way. I had nothing to
say to them—nothing nice anyway.
They dropped me off in cold silence. Maybe they took it personally, like I had held out on them so
as to embarrass them in front of
their church friends and youth pastor. Perhaps I robbed them of bragging rights: “We saved Bert Gary!
Can you believe it? Bert Gary! It’s a
miracle!” I really don’t know. But
one thing was certain. They judged
me as hopelessly hell-bound and
never spoke to me again. ❑
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