
Christian Testimony II—Foreign Countries, Education #1-3, and War #1-2  

With the arrival of our first child, Sarah, and an overseas move to Germany, we became 
involved in another Army chapel and a new ministry: Hospitality Houses, the front-line 
ministry of Cadence International. In this ministry, which strengthened our chapel family, 
we moved from being predominantly receivers of ministry to be helpers in providing 
ministry, predominantly by leading small groups. We also learned the value and 
importance of being mentored/discipled by a couple a few seasons ahead of us: Danny 
and Kathryn Perez (who are still leading a Hospitality House at Fort Bragg, North 
Carolina). These Germany years, which included a short-notice deployment and some 
medical challenges, were used by God to grow us to look beyond ourselves and our 
family’s needs as well as to learn, as family, how to follow the Lord daily and weekly. 
 
After Germany, I attended graduate school at Penn State. There I ran smack into post-
modernism, which led me to question my Christian faith and test why I believed what I 
believed in ways I had never experienced. In that time, God provided four key things: a 
faithful wife; a solid, Bible-believing church; a men’s group focused on transparency and 
encouragement; and a quirky, brilliant, and Jesus-loving math professor named Dr. 
John Roe. That combination—including God’s providential patience—enabled me to 
wrestle with powerful challenges of my faith. The result: a more certain confidence that 
the God of the Bible and Jesus were indeed truth for life to all peoples in all times—
past, present, and future. It was also at this point when, through much prayer, 
discussion, and debate, Christy and I withdrew our oldest from public school. We 
wanted a way to integrate our faith and a calling to excellent education, and as good as 
the public schools were, the teaching was directly challenging the Christian faith—even 
in kindergarten. So, beginning the next fall, Christy began the first of seventeen 
consecutive years as a homeschooling teacher. Runey Academy was born.  
 
In 2001 we moved back to West Point, this time as faculty in the History Department. 
There I melded my love of history, care for people, and my earnest commitment to 
integrate my faith not only with my weekly worship but also with my profession. As you 
know, West Point, like most public colleges and universities, is secular. Here I learned 
more of how to live out my faith in a secular (but not antagonistic) environment and gain 
and maintain credibility with both fellow Christians and those who do not share our faith 
but share a commitment to the overall mission. Christy and I returned to serving in 
support of the collegiate Navigator ministry as mentors and a host family to cadets. 
Those cadets captured our hearts. They, like us only ten years before, were seeking 
and growing spiritually. In return, we watched the cadets connect with our now four 
young children and love them. During this season we also experienced 9/11, the 
invasion of Afghanistan, and the toppling of Saddam Hussein in Iraq. America was at at 
war, and we were starting to see its first casualties. 
 
From 2005 through 2009, war was the pervasive theme for our family. Even before 
arriving at Fort Hood, Texas, we knew that within months I would deploy to Iraq. The 
Lord immediately provided a great home church that was soon going to plant a new 
church near us. Even before I deployed, we had found many like-hearted men and 
women of faith. We committed to be a part of the church plant—a first for us. Small 



groups formed up, and while I was gone Grace Bible Church began. Meanwhile, in Iraq, 
I witnessed first-hand the destruction, chaos, and dystopian reality of war. It contains 
not only a physical power that most see in pictures, but also a less apparent spiritual 
and emotional component that washes over and around all those involved, soldier and 
civilian alike, whether American or Iraqi. In the midst of this, I sensed and knew God’s 
presence and faithfulness. Key people walked with me in this period, with Chaplain Jim 
Carter standing out among many faithful men and women. Over 22 months in Iraq I 
learned that God is present even in the midst of chaos, confusion, and hopelessness. 
There is no triumphalism in this. Yet the Iraq deployments confirmed that God’s 
presence is real, and His Love spans the miles—from Iraq to Texas and back again, 
multiple times. Even in wartime. 


