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To my grandmother Nancy Fields,
one of the greatest women I have ever known.
I miss you and I wish you were still here.
I hope I'm making you proud.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

As you'll read, I had a hero whom I admired. He held
a prominent position in shared Christian spaces and
meant a lot to many people. When his sin was discov-
ered, the impact reverberated across the world and
caused so much pain. I have spent years recovering and
am now in a place where I want to share my experience
with you.

I want to be authentic and true to my healing journey.
And in a few chapters, you'll see that part of my journey
includes learning how not to cover up the sins of our
heroes but to tell the full truth. I have reached a point
where I can freely name him, but his name is not for this
book.

Why? For the same reason I didn't give the real names
of the people I mentioned in my first book: These books
are not about them. My books are for the reader who has
been through similar circumstances and is navigating
how to move forward.

I also want this book to be a safe, healing space for
everyone. Yet for some of his victims the mere mention
of his name is triggering. If they happen to pick up this
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book and read it, then I want them to feel welcome and
safe.

Finally, if I were to name my hero, then the media
would focus on his story and overshadow the purpose of
the book. My desire is not to use a scandal as clickbait
but to provide a road map to healing for those dealing
with the hurt that comes when someone you trusted and
admired turns out not to be who you thought they were.
For all these reasons, I have chosen to call my hero Bruce
instead of his real name.

While I'm sure some readers can put the pieces to-
gether from the details given, remember I'm omitting the
name as an act of intention and not avoidance. I ask that
you do the same to protect the heart of the book and the
people who have yet to heal from his sins.

—Lisa



The Chosen Hero

Definitions belonged to the definers—not the defined.

—TONI MORRISON, BELOVED

1’
t's time for offering. It's time to give to God. Let's
present our sacrifices,” the preacher emphatically
exclaimed.

My five-year-old ears perked up as I recalled Mrs. Cal-
lahan's Sunday school lesson from the previous week.
She had taught us about the prophet Elijah. God had con-
sumed his sacrifice on Mount Carmel by fire. I sat up,
clutching the dollar my mom had given me and wonder-
ing what would happen to it once I put it in the collec-
tion plate. How was it going to make it from my hands to
God's? Would fire come down and take it? Would there
be smoke? Would a giant hand snatch it up? Excitement
and wonder filled my imagination.

My young brain was trying to reconcile the difference
between the offering Mrs. Callahan had talked about in
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the Bible story and the one we were taking up that Sun-
day morning. That was the first time I thought critically
about what the Bible said. Even though I couldn't make
sense of it, the Bible and its stories were a fact of life for
me. I grew up surrounded by the Christian faith. My fa-
ther, a pastor, and my mom, the first lady, taught me and
modeled for me God's Word. I trusted what I learned
and never felt the need to question it.

Fast-forward to my college years at the University of
North Florida. I was an adult now, but the curiosity of
five-year-old Lisa had returned. This time it wasn't an of-
fering that sparked my questions; it was a New Testa-
ment class. My professor poked holes in the reliability of
the Bible. Every new piece of information she shared
seemed to contradict what I'd been taught all my life.
Every class felt like a current that pushed me further
from the shore, and I was drowning in my doubts. Un-
like when I was little, when my curiosity led me to ex-
citement and wonder, I was now filled with fear and
confusion.

One day, I shared with my father what was happen-
ing. He heard my confusion and introduced me to
Bruce's* work and ministry. Bruce's messages were like a
life preserver for my floundering soul. His sermons
pulled me from doubt to radical belief and kindled my
enthusiasm for apologetics. I was inspired.

I spent hours consuming Bruce's content, working

* If you skipped it, check out my author's note on why I chose to
mask this person's identity.
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through his books and listening to his lectures like songs
on replay. I wanted to be just like him. His vast knowl-
edge motivated me to spend more time reading and
studying. I was intrigued by how he communicated com-
plex ideas in relatable snippets and how his answers en-
gaged the mind and the heart. Even more, though, Bruce
dignified his questioners through his responses and
seemed to see past the question to the person and intent
behind it. Later in my career as an apologist, his interac-
tions with others would challenge me to think about the
people I interacted with. What kind of pain had they
navigated? How had that pain informed their life experi-
ence? Could I truly see the person standing before me? In
my early years, I felt like Bruce had this down, where I
was just beginning. My initial inspiration quickly turned
into admiration.

I admired Bruce for his character—kind, thoughtful,
and dignifying. I looked up to him for his achievements —
speaking on stages I could only dream of, spreading
God's truth to people around the world, and writing
multiple bestselling books. I appreciated his impact and
guidance—albeit from a distance—in helping me reclaim
my faith. So, naturally, Bruce became my hero.

When you think of your hero, who comes to mind? Is
it a coach who helped take your game to the next level?
A parent who raised you with love? A mentor who filled
the role of an absent parent? A celebrity whom you as-
pired to be like? Or perhaps you think of a spiritual
leader, like Bruce, who helped guide you when you
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didn't know what to believe?

Whoever it is, your choice says more about you than
about your hero. They are a window to your soul. Your
hero has something—a characteristic, a way of moving
through this world, or an achievement—that you want to
emulate. So they become your role model. For example,
you may admire someone's intellect because you want to
be seen as smart by the world. Or you may be impressed
by a person's relationships because you desire intimate
relationships with others. You may have a strong desire
to be seen as successful, so you choose someone to be
your hero because you're enamored by their achieve-
ments. Ultimately, who you admire reveals what you
value and who you want to become.

ULTIMATELY, WHO YOU ADMIRE REVEALS WHAT YOU

VALUE AND WHO YOU WANT TO BECOME.

For me, I wanted to have a foundation for my faith
that no amount of poking and prodding could shake. I
wanted to be considerate, humble, and articulate. So I
chose a hero who outwardly reflected my hopes and
dreams for myself. However, I was so focused on Bruce's
strengths that I didn't consider the limitations of his un-
derstanding.
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The Stumble

In March 2017, fifteen years after those early college
days, I was invited to an event hosted by Bruce's organi-
zation. I had always hoped I would get the chance to
meet him so I could tell him how much his work had
changed my life. And now, invitation in hand, I realized
my dream was right around the corner.

As I walked into his ministry headquarters, my heart
raced faster than Usain Bolt running the hundred-meter
dash. I was full of gratitude and nervous energy. But I
had to pull it together fast because I was about to be in-
troduced to my hero.

A mutual friend escorted me to the front of the room.
“Bruce, this is Lisa Fields; she leads an apologetics minis-
try, called Jude 3 Project, focused on engaging the Black
community."

“That's wonderful,” Bruce replied. “The brightest
minds are in the inner city."

I was taken aback. Bruce's initial words in response to
the mention of the Black community echoed a miscon-
ception about my people that I was all too familiar with:
equating Black with the inner city. As he continued talk-
ing, my heart sank even further. He said things about the
need to engage the Black community that made me un-
easy—as if he heard the word Black and immediately
jumped to every stereotype he could think of.

How can a man who has traveled the world be this igno-
rant about engaging my community? I thought. Everything
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I had planned to say to him went out of the window.

Our mutual friend interrupted my thoughts. “Let me
get a photo of you two."

I posed for the picture, but I was deeply conflicted.
On the one hand, Bruce's ministry had changed my
whole life, but on the other, it seemed that he saw people
who looked like me as less than. I felt hurt, betrayed, and
triggered. Bruce had tripped over stereotypes that I
thought he had enough experience to see. As a Black
woman who frequently navigated white evangelical
spaces, I was constantly dealing with white men and
women who assumed things about me because of my
skin color and the work I did. I even joked with my
friends that when I go to events with white evangelicals,
I should start wearing a shirt that says, “I know my dad.
I didn't grow up in the hood. My parents are still to-
gether, and by the way, this is my hair." I had come to
expect the assumptions from white evangelicals, but I
didn't expect them from Bruce. Bruce was supposed to
be different.

After we left, my friend asked about my experience. I
told him how Bruce's ignorance annoyed and disap-
pointed me. I explained that I wanted nothing to do with
Bruce or his ministry. I even decided to no longer listen
to his sermons and lectures or read his books. My friend
understood my frustration.

When we lift up heroes, we place our vision of them
on a pedestal built from our expectations. We expect
them to live up to our standards. In my situation, I had
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expected Bruce to be an expert at cultural engagement
since he traveled the world and interacted with so many
different ethnicities. I had assumed he would be knowl-
edgeable about the Black community and understand the
biases my people face. When he showed he didn't, Bruce
stumbled into the illusion I had created of him and
cracked the pedestal.

Have you experienced something similar? Has your
hero's carelessness or ignorance left you feeling disillu-
sioned? You picked up offense because of their comments
or actions, and now you aren't sure where to place your
admiration. That's where I was that day, struggling to
hold both at the same time.

Bruce had his strengths, but this moment highlighted
one of his weaknesses: a blind spot about harmful stereo-
types of the Black community. Blind spots, if not checked,
don't just cause car accidents; they can cause damage to
the heart and can even lead to sin. In Bruce's case, his
unconscious bias about my community left a mark on my
heart and, if he had stayed his course, could have led him
to racist actions and beliefs.

A few months passed, and I received an invitation to
a gathering of organizational leaders to be held at Bruce's
ministry. With some hesitation, I went because it was an
opportunity for me to connect with other leaders who
were important partners for the work that I was doing on
college campuses.

I tried to avoid Bruce, but he remembered me and
asked me to sit at his table to have lunch. I reluctantly
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agreed. We began to talk, and because the enchantment
had worn off, I was very candid about the blind spots I
felt many apologists, including him, had when it came to
race. He continued to probe and listened without defen-
siveness to what I had to say.

At the end of our talk, Bruce asked me what books he
should read to better understand what he was getting
wrong. I was shocked. I was used to being ignored and
not taken seriously. I had conversed with other older
leaders who dismissed my concerns, but Bruce listened.
He wasn't afraid to be wrong and was open to correction.
He was even willing to learn from someone with less ex-
perience and popularity than him. Who was this man
sitting before me?

I felt like I was on an emotional roller coaster. Before
I met Bruce, I had been impressed by his knowledge.
After meeting him once, I had been disappointed by his
ignorance. Now, after openly challenging him, I was im-
pressed by his humility. I walked away from that lunch
feeling encouraged and open to learning from Bruce once
more.

Some time passed and the unexpected happened. A
few of the leaders in Bruce's organization had heard
about the financial challenges we were having at Jude 3
Project, and they wanted to help. So, after some inten-
tional conversations, his organization started paying half
my salary and funding many of Jude 3 Project's college
tour stops. They didn't ask for acknowledgment; they
only wanted to be a blessing. Not only did they finan-

10
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cially support me, but they also asked me to come to
their staff meetings and gatherings so I could have a com-
munity with other apologists.

Honestly, this was an answered prayer on so many
fronts. In addition to the much-needed resources for
Jude 3 Project and me, I was blessed with community
when ministry felt incredibly lonely. Bruce and his orga-
nization had been a guiding light for me in college, and
now that same organization was helping sustain me in
ministry. Can you imagine how that felt? Imagine if your
favorite podcast host, who taught you so many things,
was now investing in your dreams. I was speechless. Few
people get to meet their heroes, and even fewer get the
support I received from mine. I felt tremendously blessed
and favored.

His impact on my life didn't stop there, though. In
one of his books, Bruce quoted me. My hero quoting me
felt better than when I got my first car and more incred-
ible than anything money could buy. As a Black woman
in a sea of white men, I had always felt like an impostor
in apologetics, like a puzzle piece that didn't quite fit. I
constantly felt invisible and unheard. But when Bruce—a
man with decades of experience and a leading voice in
the space—quoted me, I felt seen. I felt like the work I
was doing mattered. Like I mattered. I wasn't an impos-
tor in the apologetics world; I belonged.

The Fall

11
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A few months later, while getting ready for my grand-
dad’s funeral, I received a message: “Bruce passed away."
My heart sank. The room spun and tears streamed down
my face. Bruce was dead. I gasped for air as my knees
buckled under the weight of compounded grief. My
thoughts raced: I wish he'd had more time. There was so
much more he could have taught me. I still need his help. I
have so many questions that he'll never be able to answer.
He was gone too soon.

A few months after Bruce's death, I received a mes-
sage on X, formerly known as Twitter. A friend had sent
an article from a random blog site with some allegations
about Bruce. They were severe but inconsistent with my
experience with Bruce. In my mind, there was no way
any of it was true. I dismissed the allegations as rumors,
placing my full trust in the man I had known.

Until a full-blown investigation showed their validity.

“This can't be real,” I said to myself as I read the inves-
tigative report on the man I had admired. The more I
read, the more shocked and confused I became. The in-
vestigation found credible evidence of his abuse of
women and power. That day, Bruce died again. His first
death was when his breath left his body, and his second
was when the investigators' findings buried the idea of
Bruce that I had constructed in my mind.

Bruce had let me down before, but the revelations
that surfaced about his private life were different. These
revelations were beyond disappointment; this was de-
ception. This was sin.

12
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The word sin in Greek is hamartand, which means “to
miss the mark."! Sin against God occurs when someone
misses God's mark—His standard and expectations—and
they do the opposite of what God has laid out in His
Word. Bruce had stumbled in our initial interaction be-
cause he had missed my mark—my standard and expec-
tations. But now my hero had fallen and he couldn't get

up.

The Aftermath

When the extent of Bruce's deception unfolded, I was in
a dark place. The global pandemic was in full swing, and
my grandfather had just passed. I was hurt and deeply
disappointed in God, and I had built up resentment in
my heart against Him. While I was doing His work, I had
stopped intimately connecting with God because I didn't
really want to talk to Him. I no longer read the Bible or
prayed unless I had a ministry engagement. I was run-
ning on fumes spiritually, was spiraling, and didn't have
the mental, emotional, or spiritual bandwidth to com-
pletely process the allegations about Bruce.

No one could tell that I was in deep despair. On the
surface it looked like I was winning, but inwardly I felt
like I was dying.

I questioned all the support Bruce had given me. His
affirmations about my call and ministry now felt like lies.
Were those real, or was it just manipulation? If so, ma-
nipulation to what end? He never asked me for anything.

13
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He just wanted to help me in any way he could—right?
Did his endorsement of me come from a sincere place?
And if it didn't, did I still belong in apologetics?

I had looked up to Bruce because he had outwardly
accomplished what I wanted in my life. I thought he was
“talking the talk” and “walking the walk,” the model
Christian, and an overall stand-up guy. But if Bruce could
fall, then could anybody stand? Could I stand?

Before Bruce's death, many people had approached
me with the same excitement I had when I first met him.
They declared that I'm their hero because they had expe-
rienced a faith crisis and Jude 3 Project helped them nav-
igate the valley of doubt. The first time I was approached,
I felt reassured that I was on the right track. However,
when Bruce's duplicity was revealed, I began to fear I
couldn't live up to their expectations. Would I fail those
who admired me? Would I embarrass myself, my family,
my friends, and all the other people who have supported
me over the years?

Perhaps that is one reason a hero's fall is so painful. In
our heroes, we see the vision of who we could become if
we work hard and stay the course. A glowing future just
barely out of reach but still possible. But when they suc-
cumb to sin, the illusion we created shatters, along with
the reflection of who we aspire to be.

Friend, has your hero fallen and you don't know what
to do? You may feel conflicted about your hero’s instruc-
tions, and now you question the truth of any of their
words. You may struggle even to acknowledge their im-

14
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pact on you. They are not who you thought they were.
You may see your future self and goals crumbling along-
side your hero. You may feel betrayed and hurt.

IT’S TIME TO FACE THE PAIN, ABANDON THE LIES,

AND HOLD ON TO THE TRUTH.

I understand, but you can't stay here. It's time to do
the work. It's time to face the pain, abandon the lies, and
hold on to the truth. It's time to walk out of the prison of
bitterness and into abundant life. It's time for you to live
with joy and peace. It's time for healing.

The Promise

I spent years healing from the impact of Bruce's fall—I
was an outright mess. However, God met me in the mess.
He worked through prayer, relationships, therapy, and
forgiveness to redeem my experience, restore my heart,
and usher me toward joy. In this book, I'll draw from my
journey to help you along in yours.

First we'll explore the dangers of hero worship and
face our disillusionment. Then we'll navigate the com-
plexities of humanity to dismantle our heroes’ pedestals.
We'll traverse the valleys of anger and grief that formed
when they came tumbling down. We'll climb the rocky
slopes of forgiveness before walking through what it

15
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means to love our fallen heroes. Then we'll wade through
their failures and successes to find wisdom on the other
side. As we near our destination, we'll come to see that
only Jesus is fit to bear the weight of a hero's mantle.
Ultimately, we'll see that, despite the pain we experi-
enced because of our heroes' fall, God will use it redemp-
tively.

I wrote this book for people like me, who admired
someone from a distance or up close and discovered that
their private life was inconsistent with their public per-
sona. Whether your hero fell into a grievous sin and re-
pented or your hero lived a life of duplicity for years on
end, you are in the right place. I want to help you hold
the good and the bad parts of your hero in tension. I
want you to find wholeness, because when you are
healed, you tell the story differently.

Healing won't come from my story alone. Healing is
divine work and, ultimately, comes from God. Therefore,
as you read, invite the Lord into your healing journey
through prayer. After each chapter, I have included re-
flection questions and a prayer. The questions will guide
you through the chapter's work based on your own expe-
rience with a fallen hero. The prayer is a starting point
meant to help you put language to some of what you may
be feeling. Whether the prayer reflects your experience
or not, voice your feelings to God and invite His healing
as you journey from shattered to whole.

16
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Reflect

1. Who was your hero?

2. What made them your hero?

17
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3. In what way did they stumble or fall?

4. What emotions did you feel when you received the news?

18
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Pray

God,

I’'m absolutely devastated by the actions of my hero. | can’t
believe they did what they did. How could they? Out of all the
people in the world, | never would have expected this from
them. | know no one is perfect, but their failure is a bitter pill for
me to swallow.

| used to think that | could separate the leaders with integrity
from the fakes, but now I'm questioning my own discernment. |
struggle to believe anything they ever said. Was any of it true?
If | can't trust them, who can | trust? If they can do this, will |
share the same fate?

God, | have so many questions, my heart is throbbing, and
I’'m grappling with fear. | don’t know what to do with this disap-
pointment, frustration, resentment, and anger. I'm fighting to not
let these emotions take root in my heart, but bitterness is grow-
ing within me. | don’t want to live like this any longer. | want to
heal, but | don’t know how.

Lord, use this book to help me do the work of healing so that
| can be free. | need You to heal me. God, please heal me. I'm
going to trust You through this process.

In Jesus’s name,

Amen.

19
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