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I think I poked the beast. That might be overly flattering for a small movement that has just a few 
hundred signatures on a petition, but something indeed has woken up...something inside me...a 
beast which I once thought might stay asleep forever.  
 
For more than four years, since the last presidential election, I haven’t shared or engaged much 
with my faith. My departure from the Evangelical church, in 2016, was all the more surprising 
because I left having just graduated with a Master’s in Christian Theology. But even with my 
education, I found myself unable to examine the pain and confusion I felt: I was crushed by the 
news that the middle-class, white Evangelical base had supported a man who seemed 
antithetical to my faith. Stunned that people I love, and thought I knew, had come out to support 
him in droves, earning him the nomination. I was embarrassed and ashamed to tell my secular 
friends that I wasn’t just a part of this group...I had spent my life living and working in 
Evangelicalism.  
 
I was 27 then, on the verge of a career in ministry, when I hung up my stole and walked away. 
These days, I no longer consider myself a religious person. Like many of you who were raised 
in the church, I’ve come to have a special disdain for this term I once loved. I now say I’m not 
“religious,” because, to me, that word has come to embody puritanical inflexibility, rigidity, and 
an unwillingness to engage with tough questions.  
 
It didn’t use to mean these things. However, in the last decade, as I moved out of the house and 
grew into adulthood, “religious” began to look like Christian loved ones becoming hyper-critical 
of any issue relating to a left-leaning agenda such as climate change and health care, all while 
posting-up signs that protest, “All lives matter.” This didn’t make sense to me. I was taught in 
Sunday school to be a steward of this earth, to care for the sick, and help those in need. 
“Religious” felt like sharp lines being drawn, delineating who was in and who was out. But the 
Jesus I grew up with had a habit of hanging out with people from literally every walk of life.  
 Worst of all, “religious” sounded like someone, I cared deeply about, exasperatingly ending any 
discussion with, “It’s a sin. The Bible says it. I believe it. That settles it.”  
 
I’m so tired of hearing that line. It feels like a shield Christians wield to protect themselves from 
having to actually dig into their faith and the complexities of Christian theology. And, to protect 
themselves from really understanding what they mean when they write something off — 
someone off — as a sin.  
 
I understand many Evangelicals feel they must align themselves with key topics in order to 
defend and protect their Biblical truth. However, I hope they are aware they are doing so at the 
expense of a relationship with their children, their nieces and nephews, and their grandkids. 
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These religiously-charged political issues ultimately isolate family members from sharing openly 
with each other. Trumpism, and the language he uses to provoke Evangelicals, have fed the 
proverbial elephant in the room. When left-leaning loved ones come to visit their 
Trump-supporting family and friends, they find this elephant has left its provided corner. It is now 
taking up the whole space while yelling at anyone, who might deny it a meal, that they’re no 
longer accepted here. If things don’t change, eventually, they will stop showing up for Sunday 
dinner. 
 
I left the church in 2016 but I had quietly stopped attending a few years earlier. My discomfort 
grew as I sensed the religiosity of my mega-church community growing. Faith felt like a 
checklist: go to church, read your bible, pray with your partner, volunteer for the worship team. 
They did not want to engage with public policy concerning the homeless crisis in the city, nor 
were they open to discussing social services that would fund contraceptives, and they really 
didn’t want to acknowledge the judgment they were casting on the LGBTQ community still within 
their church doors. I felt exhausted by the inconsistency of faith and action. The longer I studied 
theology, the more I felt a growing dissonance between American popular evangelicalism and 
critical theological reflection, until I couldn’t help but walk away.  
 
But, it turns out, that the faith that I left never left me. Though long dormant, it is awakening and 
hoping again. 2016 knocked me off my feet, but this is 2020 and I won’t be surprised again; I am 
the beast, agitated and more confident. This year, I boldly challenge the Trumpian distortion of 
our faith because I miss my childhood-church family. And, I’m not alone; we are surrounded by 
grown-up church kids, like me, who are wandering around cities, suburbs, and small towns 
feeling this same way, lost and without a home.  
 
As we meet each other — children of Evangelicals — on apps, at specialty coffee shops, and at 
dog-parks, we’ve started to open up about the pain and loss we feel when we think about our 
old faith and our loved ones still attached to it (see online communities like The Liturgist). We 
talk about the heartache we’re experiencing as those who are over-educated and 
underemployed. And, we talk about the grief we experience as we watch the world burn, 
multiplied countless times over because the atrocities are done with one hand firmly placed 
upon the Bible.  
 
There isn’t a lot we can change about the dire economic, financial, social, and environmental 
circumstances we face. Even with the heavy reality of 2020 to consider, this election season, we 
have reason to hope because there is something we can do. We can let out the beast — a 
confident and bold voice, capable of challenging the thoughtless distortion of Christianity.  
 
As grown-up church kids, we understand how to reach our Christian loved ones with grace and 
familiarity. We speak their language; no one else can reach them like we can. We can, with love 
and vulnerability, sit down and share our hopes and fears, our dreams and our faith. We can 
kick the elephant out of the room by facing him with clear-eyes and open hearts. We can 
reconnect in meaningful ways and begin to change the course of this election, one living-room 
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at a time. These next couple of weeks may look scrappy, but I’m glad to be back in and you can 
join me.  
 
With only a few weeks to go before the 2020 Election, there is an opportunity through 
#OperationFamilyMeeting to start engaging with Christian loved ones about reconsidering their 
support of Trump. I’ve been apprehensive about raising my voice and sharing my frustrations, 
but with the New Moral Majority, there are resources and access to a community of people who 
are also finding their voice and speaking out against Christian Trumpism. I feel alive, no longer 
concerned that my old christian communities won’t understand me because there’s a new 
bunch of voices rising up, ready to be heard. 


