In the dusty, dirty field surrounded on all sides by endless acres of corn, thousands and
thousands of people who are seeking Christ have gathered for over 20 years. They have gathered in
a spirit of being faithful to the Gospel and to listen to music. Growing up, I heard of this Christian
music festival which took place over a six day period and was attended by thousands (and even tens of
thousands). The bands that showed up to play numbered in the hundreds. This year, I finally was able
to make it to the festival. It was both a joy-filled experience and blessing, but also bittersweet because
this year was the last year the festival will be held. It was an awesome experience. We all met with and
spoke with many people. There were so many people from so many walks of life and experiences and
faith “traditions”.
Attending the festival was however, for me, an experience of mixed feelings. Before converting
to Orthodoxy, my wife and I played in a Christian Punk band. Attending the festival brought back
some of those memories. It also helped me to remember and be reminded of what I am called to do as a
father for two wonderful boys, husband to an amazing and great wife, and Orthodox seminarian at St.
Tikhon's. For many bands, they feel that the music life is their calling. My wife and I came to
understand the difference between what I want to do for God and what God wants me to do. The
festival experience re-affirmed, in a small way, that God has placed me in these situations—husband,
father, seminarian—and that this is my calling here and now.
I had suspected that we might be placed at a distance and looked at sideways because of our
cassocks and icons, but this couldn't be further from the truth! We encountered nearly no one who
made us feel unwelcome. We shared the faith of the Church—the ancient Church, the Orthodox
Church. We shared the reality that the Church is the communities found in Acts and founded by the
Apostles. We shared the reality of the continually lived out faith in those communities which is the
Orthodox Church—from Christ to the Apostles from 2000 years until now and into eternity. We began
each day with Morning Prayers and ended them with Evening Prayers—exactly the way the Church
has for 2000 years. Many came into contact with the Early Church, the Ancient Church of Christ and
the Apostles, the Orthodox Church for the very first time. Their curiosity and awe compelled them to

attend services, to inquire about the Church and to even ask difficult questions about faith that they
have not been able to find answers to in their own religious communities.
It was quite a week for me, one of being abundantly blessed by God to be able to be present and
hear the thoughts, concerns and questions about life, about Christianity and about Christ. It was made
very clear to me that people are still not satisfied with the religious groups they find themselves in.
They long to be connected to the community of Christ that was founded by the Apostles. They seek the
healing of their sin-infected nature from within that community where ancient worship touched and
used all of the senses.
In our brokenness, we yearn from the deepest parts of our hearts to hear Christ say to us, “I Am
He Who loves you.” In my interaction with others during the Cornerstone festival, I saw not only this
yearning, but also a reaching out to Christ. Those who stopped by our booth or attended services were
reaching out to Christ by approaching the Church of Christ—the Orthodox Church. I am thankful to
God to have had the opportunity to share the Faith with others at Cornerstone.

