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With Dotty

“Gosh darnit, Dotty! It’s what I have to do. I feel it in my
bones.”
“But why on earth do you have to go roaming out into the
desert? It’s dangerous.”
“The desert will challenge me to grow spiritually, like the
ancient prophets.”
“Judas Priest, Matthew! You’re comparing yourself to a
prophet?”
Dotty’s mounting reservations about what Matthew intends to do only serves to feed his hyperbolic allusions. . . .
“I am no prophet. But my apprenticeship in the desert will
help me recreate God’s word, which has in recent years been
corrupted beyond recognition.”
“Listen to yourself, will you? Sometimes you sound like
a crazy.”
“That’s also what they said about the prophets. Like them
I will be mocked, rejected, and persecuted. But I will endure.”
A brief moment of silence. Dotty is at a loss for words.
Matthew has to catch his breath. Then . . . “Understand me,
Dotty. Time in the desert wilderness is prerequisite to carrying out God’s calling. The desert is where Moses ran onto
the burning bush, where Elijah overcame his despair, where
David wrote many of his prophecies, where John the Baptist
lived in seclusion before carrying out his noble mission.”
“Please, spare me.”
Matthew pays no attention to her, as his voice reaches a
momentous pitch . . . “The desert’s noble Joshua trees offer a welcome sight, conjuring up the image of a prophet
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beckoning his onlookers to the Promised Land. It’s where I
will walk and talk, in the desert.”
“I want you to be just you.”
“This is who I am becoming, Dotty. It will be me.”
“What about me? What about your parents?”
“My parents? In the book of Matthew it says that if you
love your dad and mom more than Jesus, you aren’t worthy
of him. And you? When I’ve fulfilled my calling, I’ll be here
for you. You will be proud of me.”
“I’m proud of you now, just the way you are.”
“I know. But for now . . . I hate to say it, Dotty, but I’m
afraid you would interfere with my work. My body is the
temple of my mind and spirit. It is also the source of temptations. I pray to Christ that he lead me not into temptations
and deliver me from evil. But temptations there will always
be. And I can’t simply swat them away like flies. I must
avoid their source. Especially this devil’s instrument”—
with a grimace he points to his crotch, while Dotty meets his
grimace with a more convincing scowl.
“Stop it, Matthew! This kind of talk is nuts, and you know
it.”
“Do you realize you are now flattering me, Dotty, like the
sinners who called the prophets lunatics?”
“Now you’re calling me a sinner? For crying out loud!”
“Have faith, Dotty. If you were pure in heart, you would be
ecstatic about my calling. But you want me to deny it. Saint or
sinner? You decide. I’m afraid you might be like all the others.”
“I’m not like the others, and don’t expect me to be perfect.
I just want to be with you.”
“You need to read the book of Romans about sins. I have
to overcome them.”
“Romans!” she screams. “Half of what you’re saying
comes from the Scriptures. Why don’t you just talk like everybody else?”
“How can I? My eyes have been opened. But the adversary wants to lead me into temptation. I must constantly be
on guard. I have to be more perfect than the other people.”
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“Heavens! Now it’s a holier-than-thou attitude.”
“Not at all, Dotty,” Matthew says with calm, patient demeanor. “I’m weak, so I have to struggle against the devil’s
designs.”
“Weak? You are a shining example of a good Christian.
What more do you want of yourself?”
“I must strive to improve myself, once and for all, putting
the sin in me to death. Above all, I must have nothing to do
with lust and other evil desires.”
“Matthew!”
“Don’t worry, Dotty. I must think not of myself, but of
my mission.”
“We all think of ourselves. Even Jesus. Besides, don’t
you ever think of me?”
“I must avoid all temptation and become consumed by
my mission.”
“Are you saying again that I am the one leading you to
sin? Goddamn it, Matthew! Get real!”
“Dotty! Never again utter God’s name in vain around
me!”
“Is that your only response? I can’t stomach any more of
this!”
Dotty high steps off. Matthew passively watches her, as if
it makes no difference to him. Of course it does, but he has
more pressing issues at hand.


As a teenager, Matthew had become disillusioned with the
church. Its leaders “talk the talk but don’t walk the walk,”
as he was prone to put it. He tried other churches over the
heated objection of his parents. He studied the Scriptures.
He frequented the local library, checking out whatever he
felt might be relevant. All to no avail. Then he began plowing through secular texts of all sorts. Still no answers. He
felt he must do something . . . he had to do something . . . he
was determined to find the truth. But it eluded him—until
his moment of epiphany, that is.
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Why Matthew’s obsession with truth? During his early
teen years, he began trying to walk away from his past. He
felt it was undeserving of the person he wished to become.
Why? Because his past deviated along a path strewn with
sharp twists and turns through threatening mountain passages and gaping valleys, all of which were strictly prohibited by his rigid religious upbringing.
Matthew had his first encounter with sexual interaction
at age six. It was a brush with homosexuality, of sorts, with
another boy his age. Then when entering pubescence—that
clumsy period when the body is growing so fast the mind
can’t keep up with it—he became aware that he was aroused
by boys as well as girls. There were daily masturbation sessions. At every opportunity, whenever he could seclude
himself somewhere for a few lascivious moments. Then
there were experiments with transvestitism, using his sister’s clothes. He was acting out of compulsion and he didn’t
like any of it. It plagued him constantly. He found himself
reading the Scriptures in an attempt to understand the hows
and whys of what he thought were his evil motives. They
refused to give him the answers he wanted.
Shortly after graduating from high school, he decided
there surely must be more to life than sex, of whatever kind.
He thought about foregoing marriage and becoming a dedicated pastor. Quickly rejected the idea. About becoming a
hermit and dedicating himself to meditation after having
read a self-help book on Buddhism. Didn’t last. About becoming a bachelor doctor and saving lives. When he discovered the amount of study involved, he nixed the idea.
His mother talked him into seeing a therapist. No solution.
She took him to a psychiatrist and he faithfully ingested the
prescribed medication. No improvement. Then there was
sleep disturbance, appetite change, mild suicidal tendencies,
and dysphasia. Through it all, he felt he didn’t belong. Anywhere.
He denied his panic attacks, occasional auditory and visual hallucinations, self-mutilation, and other obsessive

Finding Himself

5

compulsions. “Nothing wrong with me. No siree! I’m as
normal as can be.”
But during his moments of solitude, it was another story.
He was caught up in despair. What was wrong with him?
Why couldn’t he be like the others? Why couldn’t he talk
like them? Act like them? Use everyday expressions and
wave his hands and body around like those popular kids in
school when he talked? He tried. Diligently. But he couldn’t
go through what he took to be the proper motions. He was
different, alone, out of sync with everybody.
He felt like his body was in one place and his mind—or
soul, if he happened to be thinking spiritually—was always
somewhere else. As if his body had no mind of its own. As if
it was not real and his mind was the only reality. As if what
everybody else experienced, he didn’t experience at all, and
what he experienced, nobody else did. He felt like he wasn’t
with them at all. Not really. He was always elsewhere or
nowhere. He felt disconnected, out of touch, out in left field.
Lost and alone.
Is this some insane kind of hell?— Matthew once asked
himself. Has God given up on me? Have I become such a
sinner that there’s no hope for me?
At times he wondered if some part of his past had been
blocked from his memory, and during that time, he had become one of the devil’s workers. He resisted the thought. But
it persisted. So he couldn’t resist it. It burned within him.


It was especially during this time in his life that he became
an obsessed reader in search of answers. He read everything
he could get his hands on. Not only Scriptures and religious
writings, but also fiction, biographies, history, anthropology,
psychology, politics, economics, social issues, New Age and
self-help literature, pop science, science for the public written by famous scientists, newspapers, and magazines. He
dedicated lethargic hours to e-mail discussions, blogs, Facebook, Twitter, and assorted gibberish on the Internet.
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You name it. He couldn’t get enough of it. Much of what
he read was in conflict with the principles his family and
friends held dear. He read it anyway, with wide-eyed curiosity. There was massive input and little output, given his
isolation. Yet, when the occasion happened to present itself,
he could, with surprising cogency, articulate both sides of
diverse controversial issues at the drop of a hat. At the same
time, he fought valiantly to resist giving up the principles
taught to him by his parents. He was caught up in a serious
conflict and he knew it.
After all, had his parents not lovingly homeschooled him?
Had they not warned him about those evil, secular affairs
of the world? As a family, did they not dedicate an hour or
more each day to reading and discussing the Scriptures? Did
they not properly admonish him when he went astray? And
praise him for the shining example he set at church? For
his remarkable facility at reciting biblical verses in Sunday
school classes, at home, and among friends and relatives?
For the shining example he set for his peers? Yes! He was
the spitting image of a faithful, God-fearing, young Christian. His mom and dad were as proud of him as could be.
In his twenties, he met Dotty. His experience with the
other sex had, up to this time, been severely limited, to say
the least. But Dotty was different. He felt an attraction toward her the likes of which he hadn’t known. Her voice low
and rough. Her laughter a boisterous explosion he found appealing. Her looks tellingly tough, with a hint of masculinity
that charmed and attracted him—though they occasionally
made him a little leery of his own feelings. Her manner of
walking, with purpose and determination.
It’s not that she was pushy with Matthew. She wasn’t. Her
apparent hard-hitting manner was somewhat deceptive. What at
the outset attracted her was Matthew’s sincere resolve, his purpose, his fortitude. She would like to depend on his support and
protection. She would like to have his intelligence, his way with
words, his wisdom. But she didn’t. Consequently, when with
Matthew, she uncharacteristically became rather uncertain of
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herself. She often took to vacillating, and her words and actions
became correspondingly vague. At the same time, Matthew’s
child-like need for understanding motivated her. She cheered
him on. She wanted to be his buttress, his prop, his scaffold, his
sustenance. It left her with a good feeling.
In short, Dotty and Matthew complemented each other.
To all appearances they were an ideal match.


“Oh Matthew,” Dotty once said after he told her of his prophetic vision and they ended in a spat. “I want to believe in
you and I know you want to do good. But stay here. We can
do the Lord’s work. You and me. Together.”
“Even if I wanted to, I can’t.”
“Why on earth not?” she meekly, but persistently voiced
a note of resistance.
“Because believing and living a moral life here isn’t enough.
Faith isn’t known by words, but by works. The more I believe,
the more I have to show it, instead of simply saying it.”
Dotty turned her head slightly with a telltale pout. Matt
became encouraged by his own voice . . .
“My faith must be the substance of things I hope for and
the evidence of things I haven’t yet seen. Reread the book of
Matthew, Dotty. You’ll see.”
“What you want to accomplish is big, too big. And if you
fail, what will you do? Torture yourself no end?”
“I cannot just fast and pray while staying here and going
through the motions. It is not enough. There must be more.
That’s why I’m going into the desert.”
“Living a good life here isn’t enough?”
“No. There must be deeds.”
“Your good life here could be deeds enough.”
“No. I must get away so I can know what the Lord has in
store for me.”
“What if you’re out there in the boondocks and others
don’t agree with you? Think of the problems you can get
yourself into.”
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“I will be Jesus’s mouthpiece for those who choose to accept him. I cannot think of me. I must focus on my calling
during each waking moment.”
“You’ve told me you aren’t yet sure what your calling is.”
“I will be sure.”
“Are you sure?”
“Of course I am.”
“How do you know?”
“I will walk humbly before Jesus. He will show me the
way.”
“If you’re not yet sure you’re sure, how can you in the
future be sure without a shadow of a doubt?”
“When I know, there will be no place for doubt.”
“If you are completely free of doubt, will you not have
closed your eyes, ears, and mind? Is that not fanaticism,
Matthew?”
“No. It is knowledge. The most sublime form of knowledge. It will flow like water. I will submerge myself in it. It
will cleanse me of evil.”
“Sometimes you scare me.”
“Fear me not, Dotty. Fear him, the all-knowing one.”
Footsteps approach the front porch door. It opens.


“Hey, Dad. Glad you’re here. I’m beating my head against the
wall trying to convince Dotty that I must do what I must do.
Tell her. Tell her about the change that has come over me.”
“My son, my cherished son. Living example of the teachings of Christ. How can you not accept this, Dotty?”
“Matthew wants to go his own way. Without me.”
“Yes, he does, my child. And I am the most fortunate parent in the world. He has been chosen from among the multitudes. You are privileged just to know him. He is next to
godliness. Along with Jesus’s carpenters, fishermen, stone
masons.”
“Yeah,” Dotty reluctantly concedes with furrowed
brow. “And now he will be among drunks, adulterers, and
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prostitutes. I’m afraid he’s going to run into a heap of trouble.”
“He will be fine. Don’t worry your pretty head, my child,”
Matthew’s father patronizingly says as he gives her a tender
pat on the shoulder.
“I’m still afraid of what might happen.”
“God will protect him.”
“I know I should be happy for him,” Dotty says. “But
lately he’s been so, well, I hate to say it, but so strange. I’m
afraid of what people might think of him and do to him.”
“He might be threatened, spat upon, kicked, and beaten.
He might be judged and found despicable and loathsome.
But he’ll be protected. He’ll become a shining example of
God’s work.”
“Why Matthew? Why not somebody else?”
“God moves in ways that are mysterious for mere mortals. Matthew is looking to overcome forbidden acts, to
overcome sinful ways, to reunite himself with his Creator.
Then he will function as God’s mouthpiece.”
“Thanks, Dad,” Matthew says, appropriately gripped by
his father’s words.


Nonetheless, Matthew remains somewhat in the dark about
what he calls his “calling.” But he thinks he’s getting there.
He’s moving toward what he labels “illumination,” which
sheds a little more light on ignorance, so as to provide a
higher degree of knowledge. Indeed, he must seek illumination. For he believes that half of what many people take to be
absolute truth might be a great lie and absolute truth might
surely appear stranger than the strangest of fictions.
“Yes, I must seek illumination the right way,” Matthew
keeps telling himself. “Every move forward can hold the
promise of increased knowledge so I can fight the ignorance
surrounding me.”
This fortifies his view of himself ambulating, step by step,
over the desert sands, as his future stretches out before him.
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Step by step, halfway, then half of the remaining distance,
then halving the next stretch, over and over, with no apparent end in sight. An interminably receding horizon. That is
his calling.
Recently, Matthew has often found himself engaging in
soliloquy, talking to himself, carrying on an inner dialogue.
Is it out of his undying faith? Is it a mental muddle akin to
terminal dissonance? Might it perchance be that he is at the
edge of that awful pit of madness? Or is he in adequate control of his feelings, and his inner dialogues serve to help him
resolve the conflicts he’s caught up in?
Whatever it is, it conforms to his ironclad, incessantly repetitive, irreversible logic regarding who he now is and what
he must do. His removing himself from others and engaging in self-referential dialoguing now gives him a strange
sense of pleasure. It comforts him, gives him confidence.
That is the positive side. The negative side is that it threatens to endow him with a dangerous sense of overriding selfimportance.
Which brings up a question. Was Matthew’s self-proclaimed moment of epiphany real or a figment of his prolific
imagination? Whichever the case, as far as he is concerned,
it was real. And he feels duty-bound to act on it. “Whatever
will happen will happen,” he often remarks. Yet, on the one
hand, he somehow feels he will end up lionized and deemed
blessed beyond measure. On the other hand, like Dotty’s father said, he might be disparaged, vilified, slandered, beaten,
or perhaps martyred for his efforts. At any rate, the cards
have been dealt. Whatever will happen, will happen.
Matthew has no idea how confusingly labyrinthine his
life might become.
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