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Dedicated to my mother who reared me to love both my God and my country.



Forward

During my seventeen years as a minister specializing in military ministry, |
have become acquainted with thousands of Seventh-day Adventist youth. Petty
Officer Michagl Roland is one that stands out for his complete determination to
follow God come what may.

The story he tellsis accurate. He did not lay down his life, but rather gave his
life asaliving witness for his God. As aresult, several others aboard the U. S. S.
Lewis and Clark accepted Christ as their personal Saviour. He was not awarded
the Congressional Meda of Honor, as was Desmond Doss, but | believe in the
courts of heaven, his experience resounds with a loud “Praise the Lord.”

Many young people who become church members of the Seventh-day
Adventist Church during their tour of duty in the navy run into this same type of
Sabbath problem. It is difficult to keep a day holy to God aboard a navy ship.
The Office of the Chief of Navy Chaplains has always been very helpful, but
sometimes officers of lower rank or responsibility do not understand. Usually
the navy chaplains are very helpful, but sometimes—. Hence, problems like
Mike had can and do occur. But God watches over and can use our experience
as a blessing and a witness unto salvation to others.

C. E. Bracebridge, Civilian Chaplain
National Service Organization
Seventh-day Adventist Church
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Questions Unanswered

The sense of duty and love for my country prompted me to join the navy. For three years I
performed my duties on a submarine with no conflict. But then things changed! My newfound
faith as an Adventist thrust me into controversy. The executive officer (X.0.) of the USS Lewis
and Clark, second in command to the captain and responsible for counseling the crew, seemed
to be the most disturbed by my convictions. He had confronted me about my faith before. But
now I was ordered to report to his office. Why this request to see me? I didn’t look forward to
this meeting. He had promised that we would “lock horns” if I did not compromise with the
navy and its regulations.

With much trepidation I entered his office. There sat the X.0. behind his desk, ruffling
through some papers.

“You wanted to see me, Sir?” I asked.

“Yes, Roland.” After putting the papers down, he continued. “The captain and I have
discussed your problem at great length. The captain feels that certain resolutions can be made
allowing you to abide by your religious convictions and the demands of the navy. He believes
you are sincere. He does not believe you are trying to shirk your responsibilities. Therefore, he
wants to help you. He has carefully reviewed article 5810100 of BUPERS Manual dealing with
Sabbath observance.”

The manual lay open on his desk. The X.O. picked it up and read aloud: “Members of the
naval service, however, whose strong religious convictions require them to observe . . . their
Sabbath, and to refrain on their Sabbath from any but the most essential work are entitled to
respect for their religious convictions . . . Decisions as to whether or not work is essential will
be the prerogative of the commanding officer.” He closed the manual. “While in the United
States,” he continued, “there will be no problem. We do not schedule duty on weekends
anyway. We have decided that while in Spain, during the upkeep of the boat, it would not be
considered ‘essential’ that you work during your Sabbath. However, while at sea, you have
certain duties that are essential. They involve both the safety and efficiency of the boat’s
operations. At that time, you will be expected to man your watch station as scheduled,
perform emergency repairs and damage control, and participate in all casualty and battle
stations evolutions, whether they are actual casualties or drills. We feel that this offers a
solution to the problem. How do you feel?”

“Well, Sir, I feel that I can participate in casualty and damage control for the safety of the
boat and the crew. My belief permits me to handle emergencies. However, if I learn that it is
just a drill, I would ask to be dismissed. Concerning my sonar watches, I must stand firm in
my convictions. I cannot perform routine duties during the Sabbath.”

“Routine!” the X.0. exclaimed. “Your job is not routine! The safety of the boat depends on
your efficiency as a sonarman!”

“Yes, Sir. As a sonarman on submarine, my job is essential. But it is not necessary for me to
serve on a submarine. My letter to the Chief of Naval Personnel explains that. I requested
transfer, if necessary!”

“Transfer!” he objected. “Do you think you have the right to ask that the navy conform to
your personal frivolities? Who do you think you are? You’re the one who should make the
adjustments!”

“Sir, I have never before opposed the navy. I joined the navy! It was my choice to serve my
country! I have fulfilled my responsibilities in good spirit. I also want to serve my God! But
your regulations make it impossible for me to serve both my country and my God! That is why
I submitted my request for transfer.”



“Well youre not going to get your transfer! And we are going to be firm! The captain
sympathizes with you. But I think we have offered you too much already. You’re no different
from any other man on this boat. And I won'’t treat you any different! I warned you that we
would lock horns. And if you persist, I promise you, we willl No matter what anyone else says!
Here! Sign this!”

He shoved a paper at me.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Read it!”

I took the document. “Received explanation of the provisions of BUPERS Manual, Article
5810100, Observance of the Sabbath. The following duties will be considered ‘essential’ within
the meaning of the above article: normal watchstanding; emergency repairs; damage control;
exercise and actual casualty and battle stations evolutions.”

I looked up. “Sir, I can sign this confirming that I have received an ‘explanation’ of the
article. But it will not mean that I can abide by its terms.”

“OK! That’s all it means! Just sign it! It’s to protect us! We want to be able to prove, if
necessary, that we have tried to reason with you.”

I signed the document, saluted, and left. As I walked away from the office, I reflected back
on the events that had taken place many years before—in Sunday School.

“Remember the sabbath day, to keep it holy,” my Sunday School teacher had read. When
she got to the words, “but the seventh day is the sabbath,” my hand shot up.

“Just a minute, Mike,” the teacher said. “Let’s read the rest of the commandment.”

I sat restlessly fidgeting in my chair as the teacher droned on, . . . wherefore the Lord
blessed the sabbath day, and hallowed it.” Up went my hand again.

“Yes, Mike, what is it?”

“The commandment says that the seventh day is the Sabbath. Why don’t we go to church on
the seventh day instead of on the first?”

“Well-uh—” the teacher gulped. Then she said rapidly, “Some people still do!” Quickly she
moved on to read the next commandment. “Honour thy father and thy mother.”

I went home from Sunday School with the question unanswered. But as soon as my mother
came home, I asked her for an explanation of the puzzle that the Sunday School teacher had
pushed aside.

“Mother, why don’t we keep Sabbath on the seventh day instead of on the first? The
commandment says that the seventh day is the Sabbath.”

“Well, I'm not sure, Mike. I think the calendar was changed or something.” She paused for a
moment. “And, of course,” she added, “Jesus rose from the grave on Sunday.”

I had great faith in my mother, so I dropped the matter when she seemed to believe that
everything was all right about keeping Sunday as the Sabbath. I thought no more about that
dilemma until years later.

Soon, however, another question came up in Sunday School. The same teacher tried to
explain to us about the tabernacle that the Israelites built in the desert. She explained that
this earthly sanctuary was a copy of the one in heaven.

Again, I raised my hand. “Teacher,” I asked, “what was the sanctuary in heaven for?”

Again the teacher found herself at a loss for an answer. “I really don’t know, Mike.” She
fumbled for words. “Of course it had something to do with worship. Yes, that’s it! It was the
place for the angels to worship God.”

“Did the angels kill lambs in heaven to put on the altar?”

“Oh, Mike! Of course they didn’t kill lambs in heaven!”

“Well, why—"

“T don’t know why, Mike. Now let’s go on with the tabernacle in the desert.”

“OK, teacher, but why did the people in the desert—"

“I told you I don’t know why! That’s just what God told them to do.”

Another unanswered question lodged in my inquisitive, young mind.

In my early grades of school, I was taught evolution—traumatized! I couldn’t wait to get
home to ask my mother the questions that would put to ease my anxious young soul.
“Mother,” I asked “Does God look like an ape?”
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“Of course not!” she answered with shock in her voice. “What would make you ask that?”

“Well, they tell us in school that humans are a product of evolution and at church I learned
that God made man in His image. So if we evolved then God must look like an ape or an
ameba or something like that? Did an ape-like God make an ape-like man and man get better?
And if so...”

“Oh Mike, that’s confusing.”

As a child, for me, evolution didn’t destroy the nature of man. It had destroyed the nature of
God.

When I entered high school, I joined the band and participated in other activities. Gradually
these involvements in school affairs crowded out Sunday School attendance. My interest in
religious matters grew cold for lack of any real commitment. The need of having a meaningful
relationship with Jesus had never been made plain.

Early in my junior year, a friendly neighbor, Mr. Branch, asked me if I would like to study
the Bible in a new and interesting way.

“Well, yes, I guess so,” I agreed. “How does it work?”

Mr. Branch took the first two lessons of “The Bible Speaks” from a folder he carried. He
explained how the questions and notes related to the Bible texts, and he told me how to write
answers in the spaces provided. Then he handed the pamphlets to me. “See you two weeks
from today,” he said. “We’ll check over the lessons, and I'll leave the next two if you are ready.”

I finished the two lessons in two days. I met Mr. Branch on the street later in the week. “Hi,
Mr. Branch,” I said. “Could I have two more of those Bible lessons? I've finished the first two
already.”

“Welll” Mr. Branch exclaimed. “You must really enjoy studying the Bible that way.”

“I do! It’s great!”

“All right, I'll get the next two for you, and we’ll check the two you finished,” he said.

After reviewing the first two lessons, Mr. Branch gave me the next two, and he promised to
return the following Saturday.

This procedure continued regularly until I had completed ten or twelve of the lessons. By
that time Mr. Branch and I had developed a genuine friendship.

For some reason, which I found hard to understand, someone at Mr. Branch’s church
decided the studies were going too fast. From then on Mr. Branch brought me only one lesson
a week. But the delaying tactic did not dampen my enthusiasm. I frequently visited with Mr.
Branch, and we discussed religious topics together.

I began experimenting with a Ouija board with several of my friends. There was a strange
exhilaration in asking questions and then watching as the little heart-shaped pointer indicated
answers. One day we were having fun with the board on the front porch when Mr. Branch
came up the street and entered the yard. I was surprised that the board stopped working at
the moment Mr. Branch turned from the street toward the house. This happened again at a
later date, and I wondered why. A lesson in “The Bible Speaks” course identified the nature of
evil spirits, and I immediately decided never again to play with the Ouija board.

In due time I came to the lesson on the Sabbath. For the first time in my life I found out
what it meant to remember the Sabbath day and why many people observed the first day of
the week instead of the seventh. But school activities—the busy schedule of band rehearsals,
marching, games on Friday nights and Saturday afternoons—simply crowded out any serious
thoughts about Sabbath observance. The band was the center of my social life. I just couldn’t
give that up.

Idid go to church two or three times on Sabbath, and I attended several evening programs.
Looking back, I don’t understand why someone in the church—Mr. Branch or some other
member—didn’t follow up with me. It seems that they just let me drop away without any effort
to bring me to a decision. The only way I can explain it is that God had another program for
me.
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I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go:
I will guide thee with mine eye.
~ Psalm 32:8 (KJV)
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Navy Boot Camp

One ambition I had cherished all through my years in school was to don the uniform of the
United States Navy. I was proud to be an American, and I felt that serving my country would
be a high honor.

But why the navy? The idea of traveling below the surface of the ocean had fascinated me
from early childhood. I pictured life on a submarine as a most exciting adventure. I tried to
envision the thrills of deep dives, using sophisticated machinery for direction control, listening
to the presence of other vessels with sonar equipment, and all the other aspects of underwater
navigation.

Quite naturally, then, with high school diploma and proof of eligible age in hand; I enlisted
in the navy and indicated my choice of submarine service.

In the process of filling out the necessary forms, the enlistment officer went down the
questions about name, age, race, and so forth. “Religious preference?” the officer grunted.

“Oh, I'm a Christian,” I responded.

“No, not that. What denomination?”

“I don’t belong to any church.”

“Well, if you’re a Christian, you must belong to a church.”

“No, Sir, I really don’t.”

“OK,” the officer snapped. “I've got to put down something. You’re not an atheist or a
Moslem; so what kind of Christian are you?”

“Well, I guess—I guess Seventh-day Adventist!”

He entered that information on the record, and I went off to boot camp with no more
thought of my casual remark. Although I had taken “The Bible Speaks” course, I knew very
little about the Seventh-day Adventist Church; and I had no idea what it meant to be a
member.

Anyone who has been through a navy boot camp knows that the routine can become
strenuous. The situation at Great Lakes Naval Training Center in Illinois was typical. On a
Friday night in midwinter my buddies and I were trying to relax in the barracks when an
announcement was made. “Seaman Recruit Michael Roland, report to the chaplain’s office.”

I thought, “Oh, no! Something has happened at home.” I rushed across the base as fast as I
could run. By the time I reached the chaplain’s office my lungs felt as if the frigid air had
frozen them. I stood before the chaplain, waiting to hear some dreaded news. My heart
pounded, and it hurt to breathe.

“What church do you belong to, sailor?” the chaplain asked, looking up at me with a broad
smile on his face.

“Sir, I don’t belong to any church,” I answered.

“Your record shows that you claim to be a Seventh-day Adventist. How do you explain that?”

“Well,” I stammered, “I—I—guess that does demand an explanation.”

The chaplain looked up from the papers on his desk. “That’s all right, Mike. So you’re not a
church member! Come to our meetings anyhow, and welcome. Maybe you’ll find that your
choice of Seventh-day Adventist for your church was a good decision.”

I did attend services on Friday evenings for the remainder of boot camp. But these few
contacts with the chaplain and the little company of Adventist servicemen did not result in
any positive decision.

From boot camp I was sent to Key West for two months. Then I was transferred to New
London, Connecticut, where I went on three patrols aboard the nuclear submarine the USS
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Thomas A. Edison. Having satisfactorily completed my basic training and: having met
qualifications for entering my chosen specialty, sonar technician, I was sent to San Diego for

advanced training.
In San Diego I made the crucial decisions affecting not only my career in the navy, but my

life as well.

And it shall come to pass, that before they call, I will answer;
and while they are yet speaking, I will hear.

~ Isaiah 65:24 (KJV)
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A Crucial Decision

San Diego—palm trees, beaches, and sunshine. I had always enjoyed the ocean; so what
more could I ask for? Scuba diving became a sport of mine. It offered an all-new world of
adventure. The beauty and grandeur of God’s inner space, the colorfully arrayed sea life, and
protective kelp beds revealed a new concept of God’s love and care for His creatures. However,
while in San Diego, a second world was also offered to me. There, with my navy buddies, I first
participated in activities which I had known from childhood to be wrong. My life-style grew
more and more separated from the Christian principles that [ had learned and once held dear.

But my conscience spoke to me and prodded me. It drove me to my knees at last, and I cried
out, “Oh, Father! What is it that [ have done? Why am I doing these things? I know that You
would never leave my side. What have I done to push You away?”

The answer came back as if God spoke, “My dear child, all your life you have asked the
question concerning My Sabbath. I gave you the answer, but you did not listen. You pushed
My Sabbath aside as if it meant nothing to you. What was I to do? You didn’t trust Me.”

“But, Father,” I pleaded, “I am in the navy. There is no way that I can observe the Sabbath
now! Please! Please! Don'’t leave my side! I promise You, if You will remain with me throughout
my service in the navy, when I get out I will keep Your Sabbath, and I will attend a Sabbath-
keeping church!”

Having made my promise to God with all sincerity, I trusted that He would remain by my
side. I repeated over and over Romans 8:28.

I completed my electronics training and accepted orders to report to the command of the
USS Lewis and Clark, Charleston, South Carolina. The submarine was operating in the
Mediterranean Sea with the relief crew aboard. My crew was not scheduled to rendezvous with
the sub for two months, during which time my anguish in San Diego and prayer to God
continued to press my thoughts. There was an Adventist church in Charleston, and I learned
that a series of meetings were soon to be held. The Prophecy Crusade would explain many
prophecies of the Bible, and surely the special multi-slide presentation would be interesting. I
looked forward to the meetings with anticipation. I had never understood Bible prophecy, but
had always believed that God’s prophecies were important, even in our time.

When the meetings began, I attended. They offered more than I had expected. Never before
had I seen the Scriptures explained with such clarity. New aspects of God’s will and character
were revealed in each meeting. Now I began to spend many hours in solitude studying and
reconfirming the truths that [ had been taught as a youth.

At one meeting, Kenneth Cox, the evangelist, announced a special presentation—“Adam’s
Mother’s Birthday.” The title intrigued me. Who was Adam’s mother? My curiosity grew. I had
read the Genesis story many times. “But Adam was formed from the earth,” I thought. “What
was Pastor Cox going to tell us?”

Finally the night arrived when I would get my answer. Pastor Cox explained the events of the
creation week, day by day. God spoke, and there was light. He created the atmosphere. Then
He separated the waters from the land, providing an environment suitable for vegetation. With
the seasons came the sun, moon, and stars, followed by birds of the air and fish of the sea.
Then, on the sixth day, He created the animals. But Adam was different; Adam was created in
the image of God. God formed Adam from the dust of the earth. Pastor Cox revealed the
identity of Adam’s mother to us; she was mother earth.

Now my conscience became more and more unsettled. I knew from my previous studies
what God had instituted as a memorial of His acts of creation. “For in six days the Lord made
heaven and earth, the sea, and all that in them is, and rested the seventh day: wherefore the
Lord blessed the sabbath day, and hallowed it.” Exodus 20:11.
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“Oh, Father! Please! Not the Sabbath!” I prayed. “I have studied and accepted everything
thus far. You know I cannot keep Your Sabbath now! Please don’t put me under such
conviction! Don’t ask me to do that which I cannot!”

I had always enjoyed the meetings and had always gone home with joy and peace of mind;
but with this meeting came despair. Never had my emotions been so mixed. Pastor Cox went
on, “The Sabbath plays an important part in our lives. And it will strengthen your relationship
with God too. The Sabbath isn’t a burden! The Sabbath is a delight!”

Why then was [ so troubled? I knew that the Sabbath was important. Why else would God
have planted the seed of Sabbath truth in my mind as a child? Why had it become so clear to
me during my anguished prayer in San Diego? And why, now, had it surfaced again?

“Oh, Father!” I prayed, “I want to keep Your Sabbath. I do not want to wait any longer—but I
must! You know I am unable to keep Your holy day. But please be with me; do not forsake me
because of it!”

That night was one of great restlessness. From then on, I decided, I would avoid the
meetings altogether. But I kept praying for greater strength and understanding. Somehow I
could not stay away from those meetings. I attended each night, and the conviction of God’s
Sabbath grew, and more Bible truths were revealed. I wondered how these people—these
Seventh-day Adventists—had such an understanding of the Bible. Could there be something
special about them?

Then I learned something about them that really intrigued me. They believed in the
sanctuary and its services. I had questioned about the sanctuary in Sunday School many
years before—the purpose of God’s sanctuary in heaven. I learned now why God had
instructed Moses to build a sanctuary in the wilderness, and about the meaning of the
services to be held in it. How wonderful it was to learn that Christ had entered into the most
holy place in the heavenly sanctuary and was now mediating in my behalf. The whole
sanctuary service was a service of love, a message of righteousness by faith. “For God so loved
the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not
perish, but have everlasting life.” John 3:16. Yes, I learned all about the meaning of the
sanctuary and its services.

The question came to me forcefully, Was I going to believe and trust God? Was I going to
obey His commandments and believe that He would take care of me? I wanted to, but I didn’t
know how. After all, for me to demand Sabbaths off while in the navy would be a big step. I
didn’t know if I could take it. I didn’t know how to go about it.

One evening a gentleman visited me at my apartment. I had seen him at the meetings but
had not met him. He introduced himself as Pastor Dillon.

“Oh,” I thought, “perhaps I will have opportunity to explain my dilemma to him.”

“Our records indicate that you have been to each meeting,” Pastor Dillon said.

“Yes. I enjoy them very much!” I answered.

“Do you have faith in God and in Christ as your Saviour?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Do you want to keep God’s commandments?”

Tears filled my eyes. For a moment I couldn’t speak. “I want to, but I can’t,” I answered,
hanging my head.

“I don’t understand. What do you mean?” he asked.

“Well, Pastor! I want to keep God’s commandments, but I can’t because I am in the navy!
The Sabbath commandment would become a major issue. I am a submarine sailor. And when
we go on patrol, I will be expected to work during Sabbath hours. It’s my duty!”

“That is a problem!” he replied. “Would you consider speaking to Pastor Cox? He has more
experience with this type of situation than I have.”

“Yes!” I responded, “I believe that might help.”

Arrangements were made for me to meet Pastor Cox and explain my circumstances to him.
“How do you feel about the navy?” the pastor asked.

“I joined the navy, and I want to fulfill my obligation to it,” I answered.

“How do you feel about God?”

“I love God. I have known Him since I was a child.”
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“How do you feel about His commandments?”

“I believe in them. I believe they were given to us for our own good. But—but I don’t know
what to do about the Sabbath. I want to observe God’s Sabbath, but I don’t know if I can face
the consequences.”

Pastor Cox then said something I shall never forget. “Mike, God does not ask you to obey
Him and then worry about what may happen as a result of your obedience. God wants you to
obey Him and let Him take care of the circumstances as they may arise.”

It was at that moment, I knew what [ was to do. The Holy Spirit must have spoken to me
through Pastor Cox. What peace I experienced as I heard his encouraging words. I felt that
God’s angels must be present. I knew that they would be with me for strength and protection
and that God would never let me down. I expressed then and there my decision to obey God.

My decision filled me with excitement, and I wanted to inform my command immediately.
But Pastor Cox advised me to wait. He wanted me to meet with Chaplain Bracebridge first.
Chaplain Bracebridge lived in Columbia, South Carolina. He was a civilian chaplain, but
worked in behalf of military personnel. Pastor Cox promised to get in touch with him
immediately.

Chaplain Bracebridge did meet with me. And he, too, asked me whether I trusted God. I told
him that I did trust God and that I expected to now face problems with the navy, but that the
problems didn’t matter to me. I wanted to obey God.

“Yes! You probably will face problems!” he answered. “It’s difficult to say just what the
problems will be and when they will occur. The navy tends to handle each situation
separately, and this will eventually involve the Chief of Navy Chaplain’s Office. However, I will
keep abreast of things and let you know what is happening as they develop. You know, if you
go on patrol, there will be no way to be in communication with you, but be assured, that as
long as necessary, I will be here working in your behalf.”

“Yes, I know,” I replied, “but I know I want to obey God, and I know He will be with me while
[ am at sea.”

“Then this is what I want you to do,” Chaplain Bracebridge went on. “I want you to explain
your conviction to a navy chaplain as soon as possible. That is the door through which I can
help you. Once you speak to one, I can speak in your behalf, and the sooner I can do that, the
better.”

And I say unto you,

Ask, and it shall be given you;
seek, and ye shall find;
knock, and it shall be opened unto you.

For every one that asketh receiveth;

and he that seeketh findeth;
and to him that knocketh it shall be opened.

~ Luke 11:9-10 (KJV)
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Opening the Door

The next day, training was not scheduled until afternoon. So the morning offered
opportunity for me to make the necessary appointment with the navy chaplain. There were six
chaplains to choose from on the large Charleston base. There was a Protestant chaplain whose
office was in the same building as my ship’s office. His job as SUBGRU SIX chaplain was to
represent submarine sailors and to deal with their problems. Therefore, I thought it best to see
him. But when I called his office for an appointment, I was told he was booked solid until the
middle of the next week. I called the other Protestant chaplains, but they, too, were busy.
Finally, I decided to call one of the Catholic chaplains. His secretary told me that he had an
opening in fifteen minutes. “Can you make it?” she asked. My answer resulted in a quick
sprint across the base.

As I waited to see him, [ wondered what he would say. | wondered what he would do. Then,
his office door opened, and I was invited in. With a cordial greeting, he offered me a seat in
front of his desk. There was another seat next to it; I had hoped he would take it. But he
moved around his seemingly oversize desk and seated himself behind it. This gave me the
impression that he would take a legal or formal approach to my problem. It was just what I
most wanted to avoid. I wanted to be treated as an individual. I needed counsel—not an
already-regimented plan or treatment as a troublemaker. Thoughts of my respect for the navy
flashed through my mind as I became more and more concerned about his reaction.

Then the chaplain asked, “What seems to be the problem?”

Hesitantly, I replied, “Well—uh—Chaplain, I have a problem which I believe is a serious
one.”

“And what might that be?” he inquired.

Squirming in my seat, I answered, “I don’t know where to start.”

With a soft, comforting voice, he continued, “Please! Don’t be nervous! I am here to help
you!”

Somewhat relieved, I looked up at him and asked whether we could have prayer before
continuing.

“Why! Of course!” he replied. “I would like that!”

“May I pray?” I asked. “I want to ask for the presence of the Holy Spirit.”

“Yes! By all means! Please do!” the chaplain responded.

I knelt in front of the chaplain’s desk. “Dear heavenly Father,” I prayed, “we thank You for
the opportunity we have of coming to You. Father, please be with us at this time, and please
bless us. We ask that You send Your Holy Spirit to be with us, to guide us according to Your
will. We thank You for hearing our prayer, for we pray in Jesus’ name. Amen.”

As I got up from my knees, the chaplain came around his desk and pointed to the seat next
to mine. “May I sit beside you while we talk?” he asked. “Do you mind if I sit there?”

“Of course not! I'd like that.