
PROLOGUE: Why This Book?
It was 2 a.m. when I finally admitted it to myself.
I was sitting in my office, staring at my laptop screen, the glow illuminating notebooks filled with questions I'd been too afraid to ask out loud. My wife and daughter were asleep down the hall. The house was silent except for the hum of the air conditioner and the relentless voice in my head that wouldn't let me rest.
The question wasn't new. It had been lurking in the background for years, maybe decades—quieter when life was comfortable, louder when cracks appeared in the foundation I thought I'd built my life on. But that night, after my mother's death had stripped away all the defenses I'd carefully constructed, the question finally demanded an answer:
What if none of this is real?
Not just a passing doubt. Not a theological puzzle to solve in Bible study. But the kind of existential vertigo that makes you wonder if you've spent your entire adult life believing in a beautiful story that's nothing more than wishful thinking.
I'd been a Christian since I was 13. Now, at 41, with a family, a career, a lifetime of church attendance and Scripture memorization behind me, I was drowning in doubt. And the terrifying part wasn't the doubt itself—it was the shame that came with it.
Why can't you just believe like you're supposed to?
How can you call yourself a Christian when you're questioning the very existence of God?
What kind of father doubts whether there's any meaning to pass on to his daughter?
The shame was suffocating. But the fear beneath it was worse: What if I'm wrong about everything?
That night—that 2 a.m. crisis I've returned to in memory a hundred times since—I made a decision that terrified me. I decided to stop hiding from the questions. To stop pretending I had answers I didn't have. To stop protecting a faith that might not survive honest scrutiny.
I decided to follow the doubt wherever it led. Even if it led to the conclusion I feared most.
And I decided that if I was going to do this, I was going to do it honestly. Ruthlessly honestly. With the same analytical rigor I'd demand in any other important decision—the kind of thinking that had guided my sales career, the kind of evidence I'd expect before making any major choice about my family's future.
No special pleading. No comfortable platitudes. Just evidence, probability, and truth—wherever it led.
I didn't expect it to lead me here. To a book arguing that belief in God isn't just emotionally satisfying or culturally inherited, but rationally warranted. That the cumulative probability of theism, when you honestly stack the evidence, exceeds 99.9%.
But that's what the data showed. And if I'd committed to following evidence honestly, I couldn't ignore it when it pointed somewhere unexpected.
This book is the fruit of that 2 a.m. crisis. It's what I discovered when I stopped hiding from doubt and started measuring it.

THE PROBLEM WE'RE NOT TALKING ABOUT
I'm not the only one sitting in the dark at 2 a.m., wrestling with questions I'm too ashamed to voice.
Millions of Christians are drowning in doubt.
The statistics are staggering. According to Barna Research, 48% of young adults who were raised in church and exposed to evolution education leave their faith by age 24. A 2014 study published in PLOS ONE tracked students through a single semester of evolution-focused education and watched belief in God drop from 42% to 9%. Pew Research found that 71% of students who remembered learning about human origins in school said it weakened their faith.
These aren't random numbers. They're people. Kids in your church. Maybe your own children. Students in my classroom who've been told they have to choose: believe in science or believe in God. As if evidence and faith are mortal enemies.
And it's not just young people. I've talked to pastors who wrestle with doubt in private while preaching certainty from the pulpit. Lifelong believers who've never voiced the questions that haunt them. Parents terrified their kids will ask questions they can't answer.
The Church often treats doubt as failure. As spiritual weakness. As something to be ashamed of rather than an invitation to go deeper.
Meanwhile, the educational system—my profession, which I love—feeds students speculative theories about human origins and presents them as settled facts. They're told that life arose from random chemical processes (even though the math makes that astronomically improbable). They're shown the progression from ape to human in textbooks (even though the gaps in the fossil record are enormous). They're taught that the universe is a cosmic accident (even though the constants are tuned to micrometric precision).
Not as hypotheses to be examined. As facts beyond question.
Our kids deserve better. They deserve honest education about what we know and what we're guessing. They deserve to see the actual numbers, the real probabilities, the genuine gaps in the naturalistic story they're being sold.
And Christians deserve better too. We deserve tools to process doubt honestly, to examine evidence rigorously, and to discover that faith grounded in data is stronger than faith grounded in comfortable feelings.
But here's what frustrates me most:
We live in a country with millions of professing Christians, yet we don't rival the boldness or effectiveness of twelve disciples who changed the world two thousand years ago.
What's the difference? Why did twelve uneducated fishermen and a former persecutor transform the Roman Empire, while millions of modern believers struggle to transform their own neighborhoods?
I believe part of the answer lies in confidence. Not arrogant confidence. Not blind confidence. But the kind of confidence that comes from knowing—not just believing, but knowing—that what you stake your life on is true.
They lived like it was real. They died like it was real. Because the evidence of the resurrection, the transformation they'd witnessed, the presence of the Spirit—it wasn't abstract theology. It was undeniable reality.
What if millions of Christians today had that kind of evidence-grounded confidence? Not just "I believe because I was raised this way" or "I hope it's true" but "I've examined the data, and the probability is overwhelming"?
Imagine millions of believers becoming dangerous followers. Not dangerous to people, but to the lies, the systems built on fear and cynicism, the cultural narratives that say faith is for the intellectually weak.
That's the vision behind this book.

WHAT MAKES THIS BOOK DIFFERENT
I know there are hundreds, maybe thousands, of books on apologetics—defending faith, explaining God, making the case for Christianity. So why another book?
Let me be clear about what this book attempts that I haven't found elsewhere:
1. Stacking the Probabilities
After decades of struggling with doubt and unbelief, I realized something startling when I began this project in the summer of 2024: I had never once come across a book, speaker, or debater who clearly presented the idea of stacking up the probabilities—the "improbabilities," really—of existence, life, and creation without a Creator.
Sure, I had read books that talked about the odds of Jesus fulfilling prophecy. Or life forming by random chance. Or the fine-tuning of the universe. But never had I found a simple, straightforward argument showing how all of these improbabilities stack together.
Maybe I missed it, distracted in the weeds of eloquent writing and complex arguments. Maybe it was always there, but I longed for something more direct, more "doubt-proof."
In my own digging, I did find a few books that tried, but they were either outdated, biased too far in one direction, or missing the holistic picture that considers what skeptics, agnostics, and atheists actually argue—not strawman versions of their objections, but the strongest possible case for naturalism.
Here's what I mean by "stacking":
If the odds of life arising by chance are, say, 1 in 10^40 (conservatively), and the odds of fine-tuning being random are 1 in 10^60, and the odds of specific biblical prophecies being fulfilled by coincidence are 1 in 10^18... what happens when you multiply those independent probabilities together?
You get a number so large it defies intuition. A cumulative case so strong it exceeds the evidential threshold used in every other domain of knowledge—science, medicine, law, everyday decision-making.
That's what this book does. It shows you how to calculate rational warrant for belief using Bayesian reasoning—a mathematical framework for updating confidence based on evidence. Starting from pure neutrality (50/50—no assumptions favoring theism or naturalism), we'll add evidence piece by piece and watch the probability shift.
By the end, you'll see how three independent lines of evidence—abiogenesis improbability, cosmic fine-tuning, and fulfilled prophecy—combine with a fourth (predictive success of theism vs. naturalism) to create a cumulative probability exceeding 99.9%.
Not 60%. Not 80%. 99.9%.
That's not blind faith. That's rational conclusion based on overwhelming evidence.
My hope is that this book will offer what I spent years searching for: clear, honest, balanced, and simple—a short, concise case for theism that doesn't hide from strong objections and doesn't overstate the evidence, but shows what the data actually demands when you examine it honestly.

2. The Fruit of a Wounded Traveler
I spent too long wandering the road of doubt.
Not weeks or months—decades. From age 13 when I first became a Christian, the questions were there, lurking in the background. I pushed them aside, built a life on shaky foundations, and told myself doubt was just a phase I'd outgrow.
But doubt doesn't go away when you ignore it. It grows. It metastasizes. And eventually, it demands an answer.
My mother's death was the catalyst, but the crisis had been building for years. The questions I was afraid to ask. The objections I couldn't answer. The gnawing sense that maybe I'd believed what I wanted to believe rather than what the evidence warranted.
I don't want others to walk that road unnecessarily.
If I can offer a little clarity, a little direction, or even a little hope for someone else standing in the dark at 2 a.m., wrestling with questions they're too ashamed to voice—this book will have served its purpose.
I'm not writing as someone who never doubted. I'm writing as someone who did—deeply, painfully, for a long time—and who found that honest doubt, when followed rigorously, doesn't destroy faith. It refines it.
This book is my attempt to shorten your journey. To give you tools I didn't have. To show you that the questions you're afraid will destroy your faith might actually be invitations to discover something stronger.

3. Outrage at What Passes for "Education"
I am an educator, and I am profoundly frustrated—maybe even angry—at an educational system that feeds our children speculative theories about human origins and presents them as facts.
Let me be clear: I'm not anti-science. I love science. I teach it. Science is the systematic study of the natural world, and it's given us incredible insights into how reality works.
But speculation isn't science. And when we teach students that life definitely arose from random chemical processes, that the universe is certainly an accident, that human beings are just rearranged stardust with no purpose or meaning—we're not teaching science. We're teaching philosophy dressed up as science.
The actual science—the hard data on abiogenesis, the measured constants of physics, the mathematical improbabilities—doesn't support the confident naturalism we're selling to kids.
Here's what I've witnessed in my own classroom and in conversations with students:
Students who lose their faith not because the evidence against God is overwhelming, but because they're told the evidence is overwhelming and they trust their teachers.
Young believers who feel forced to choose between accepting science and keeping their faith—as if evidence and God are incompatible.
Bright, curious minds who are never taught to question the gaps in evolutionary theory, the problems with abiogenesis models, or the assumptions baked into naturalistic worldviews.
They deserve better.
They deserve to know that Stanley Miller's famous experiment produced five amino acids under idealized conditions—not life. That we've never observed life arising from non-life in any lab, anywhere, ever. That the simplest known self-replicating system requires over 470 genes, and we don't have a naturalistic explanation for how that kind of specified complexity arose by chance.
They deserve to know that the gravitational constant is tuned to 1 part in 10^36, the cosmological constant to 1 part in 10^120, and that physicists themselves—many of them not religious—call this the "fine-tuning problem" because it's surprising under naturalism.
They deserve to know that fulfilled biblical prophecy—written centuries before events occurred, verified by documents like the Dead Sea Scrolls—isn't something easily dismissed as coincidence or creative interpretation.
Our kids deserve the truth: the real numbers, the real probabilities, the real gaps in the story they're being taught.
Not because I want to undermine science, but because honest science demands we acknowledge what we know and what we're guessing.
This book is my attempt to give educators, parents, and students the tools to ask the right questions and demand honest answers.

4. Why Isn't the Church More Dangerous?
Here's the question that haunts me:
How is it that we live in a country with millions of professing Christians, yet we do not rival the boldness or effectiveness of a handful of disciples who changed the world two thousand years ago?
Twelve men—most of them uneducated fishermen—plus a former persecutor of the church, turned the Roman Empire upside down. They were beaten, imprisoned, executed. They had no political power, no wealth, no institutional backing. And yet within a few generations, Christianity had spread across the known world.
Meanwhile, we have millions of believers in the most prosperous, free, educated society in history... and we struggle to transform our own neighborhoods.
What's the difference?
I don't think it's commitment. Plenty of modern Christians are deeply committed.
I don't think it's sincerity. Many believers today are as sincere as any first-century disciple.
I think it's confidence.
The early disciples didn't just believe Jesus rose from the dead. They knew it. They'd seen Him. Touched Him. Eaten with Him. Watched Him ascend. The evidence wasn't abstract theology—it was lived experience they couldn't deny.
And that confidence changed everything.
They didn't live defensively, protecting their faith from scrutiny. They lived offensively, proclaiming truth even when it cost them everything. They didn't need to manufacture certainty—they had it. Not because they were smarter or more spiritual, but because the evidence was undeniable.
What if millions of Christians today had that kind of confidence?
Not "I hope it's true."
Not "I was raised this way, so I believe it."
But "I've examined the evidence, calculated the probabilities, and the data is overwhelming. I know this is true—not with absolute certainty, but with rational warrant strong enough to stake my life on."
Imagine millions of believers who don't just affirm doctrines but live like they're true. Who take risks that only make sense if God is real. Who love recklessly because they're convinced love wins. Who aren't paralyzed by fear of death because they're confident death isn't the end.
That's dangerous Christianity. Not dangerous to people, but to the lies, the systems built on cynicism and fear, the cultural narratives that say faith is for the weak-minded.
I believe part of the reason we're not dangerous is that we've separated faith from evidence. We've been told that faith requires the absence of proof, that doubt is failure, that evidence-based belief isn't "real" faith.
But that's not biblical. Every major figure in Scripture believed in response to evidence. Abraham, Moses, the disciples, Paul—they all encountered God, saw His work, and then trusted Him.
Faith isn't blind. It's trust grounded in demonstrated character and proven faithfulness.
This book is my attempt to restore that connection—to show that belief in God isn't just emotionally satisfying or culturally inherited, but rationally warranted. And that when millions of Christians rediscover confidence grounded in evidence, we might finally become as dangerous as twelve fishermen once were.

WHO THIS BOOK IS FOR (AND WHO IT'S NOT FOR)
Let me be clear about who I'm writing to:
This book IS for:
Christians drowning in doubt who feel alone, ashamed, and afraid their questions will destroy their faith
Skeptics and agnostics willing to examine evidence honestly, even if it points somewhere unexpected
Parents wanting tools to help their kids navigate the perceived conflict between science and faith
Educators frustrated with one-sided presentations of origins, cosmology, and religious claims
Anyone who wants to know if belief in God is rational—not just comforting, but evidentially justified
This book is NOT for:
People demanding absolute certainty (you won't find it—probability isn't proof, but it's how we make every important decision)
People unwilling to follow evidence where it leads (if you've already decided no evidence could change your mind, this book won't help)
People looking for emotional reassurance without data (there's comfort here, but it comes through evidence, not instead of it)
People who think faith should be blind (if you believe evidence undermines faith, we disagree fundamentally)
If you're in the first group—welcome. I wrote this for you. For us.
If you're in the second group—I respect your intellectual honesty, and I won't waste it. I'll present the strongest case I can, acknowledge uncertainty where it exists, and let the data speak.

HOW TO READ THIS BOOK
Here's the roadmap:
Chapters 1-4: The Foundation
My personal journey through doubt (Chapter 1)
Doubt as invitation, not failure (Chapter 2)
Why "numbers don't lie" (Chapter 3)
Bayesian reasoning and the problem of priors (Chapter 4)
Chapters 5-7: Three Lines of Evidence
Abiogenesis: Life against the odds (Chapter 5)
Fine-tuning: The universe's suspicious precision (Chapter 6)
Prophecy: When history behaves like someone read the script (Chapter 7)
Chapter 8: The Convergence
Stacking the probabilities—what happens when independent evidence streams align
Chapter 9: The Psychology of Doubt
Why we resist even when the numbers are clear
Chapter 10: The Predictive Scorecard
Meta-analysis: Which worldview predicted reality better?
Chapter 11: The Fruits of Belief
Personal transformation—how truth changed my life
Chapter 12: Conclusion
Cumulative case, final objections, and the invitation
A note on reading order:
If you're a skeptic who doubts my honesty, start with Chapter 3 where I explain the analytical framework and commitment to neutrality.
If you're a struggling believer who needs permission to doubt, start with Chapter 2 where I show doubt as invitation.
But for the full journey—the one I took—read sequentially. Each chapter builds on the last, and the cumulative case emerges gradually, the way it did for me.

A WORD ABOUT HONESTY
Before you go further, you need to know this: I didn't write this book to confirm what I already believed.
When I started investigating at 2 a.m., I was genuinely prepared for the evidence to lead to atheism. The thought terrified me, but I'd committed to honesty over comfort. And honesty meant following the data wherever it pointed—even into the void.
Here's what I did to ensure intellectual integrity:
1. I started at 50/50. Pure neutrality. No assumptions favoring theism or naturalism. Just: "Let's see what the evidence shows."
2. I gave naturalism every advantage. In every calculation, I used conservative estimates that favored the atheistic explanation. If anything, I understated the case for theism.
3. I presented the strongest objections. Not strawman arguments I could easily knock down, but the best possible case skeptics make. If I couldn't answer those, the argument failed.
4. I showed my work. Every Bayesian calculation is transparent. You can see the priors, the likelihoods, the reasoning. If you disagree with my numbers, you can plug in your own and see what happens.
5. I acknowledged uncertainty. Where the data is ambiguous, I said so. Where my confidence is lower, I admitted it. Probability isn't proof, and I never claimed otherwise.
What I found surprised me. Not because I was looking for it, but because the data demanded it.
The numbers led me to a conclusion I didn't expect: theism isn't just plausible. It's overwhelmingly probable.
Not 60%. Not "more likely than not." 99.9% when you honestly stack the independent evidence streams.
I didn't manufacture that number. I calculated it. And if I'd committed to following evidence honestly, I couldn't ignore it when it pointed somewhere I wasn't planning to go.
This book is what happens when doubt is followed rigorously instead of feared.

THE PROMISE
Here's what you'll gain by the end:
You'll understand:
How to calculate rational warrant for belief using Bayesian reasoning
Why three independent lines of evidence (abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy) each point to design
How those probabilities stack to create overwhelming cumulative confidence
Why naturalism requires more faith than theism once you examine the data
How to respond to major objections (multiverse, anthropic principle, "which God?")
You'll have tools to:
Help others navigate doubt without shame
Examine evidence rigorously without fear
Distinguish between honest questions and hiding behind questions
Recognize when skepticism becomes denial
But you'll also discover:
Head knowledge isn't enough—transformation requires more than evidence
The journey from "probably true" to "I stake my life on this" is real and difficult
Doubt isn't the opposite of faith—it's often the pathway to deeper faith
God isn't afraid of your questions
By the time you reach the final page, you'll face a decision. Not whether the evidence is strong—that will be clear. But whether you're willing to act on what the evidence reveals.
Because 99.9% probability is more than enough to stake a life on. The question is: will you?

WHERE WE BEGIN
This is my story. It's a story of doubt, data, and discovery.
It starts where all honest journeys start—in the dark.
At 2 a.m., staring at questions I was too afraid to ask out loud. Wrestling with doubt I thought made me a failure. Terrified that honest inquiry would destroy the only foundation I'd ever known.
But here's what I learned: the dark isn't where faith goes to die. It's where it goes to become real.
The questions didn't destroy me. They refined me.
The doubt didn't lead to atheism. It led to something stronger—faith grounded not in comfortable feelings, but in overwhelming evidence.
And the journey I was afraid to take became the best decision I ever made.
If you're standing in the dark right now—if you're wrestling with questions you're ashamed to voice—I see you.
I've been you.
And I'm inviting you to do what I did: follow the doubt honestly, calculate the probabilities rigorously, and see where the evidence leads.
Not because I'm smarter or more faithful. Because I finally stopped running from the truth and started walking toward it.
The numbers don't lie.
And they've been waiting to tell you their story.
Let's begin.
CHAPTER 1: "MY STORY"
Where Faith Meets Doubt…

I became a Christian at 13, and now at 51, I can say faith has never come easy for me.
But standing at my mother's grave in March 2015, watching her casket being lowered into that dark, concrete underground burial site in Santiago, Chile—watching the place where generations of my family had been laid to rest swallow her body—I realized something had broken inside me that I couldn't fix.
I was 40 years old. I'd been a believer for 27 years. And for the first time in my life, I was drowning in a depression I didn't know how to name.
From the beginning I wrestled with doubt. Sometimes those doubts hindered me from living out my purpose, because they struck at the root of what I believed: Is there really an absolute Truth that shapes my life and fuels me to live with conviction? Even as a teenager, one thought haunted me: "If the God of the Bible actually exists and He created me, then not believing in Him would be the greatest mistake of my life."
Nearly four decades later, I still believe that—but the path to that conviction has been anything but straight.

THE PERFECT STORM
But let me back up. Because my mother's death wasn't just about losing her—though that alone would have been enough. It was the culmination of everything collapsing at once.
For seven years, my wife Denise and I had tried to have a child. Seven years of hope deferred, of prayers that seemed to bounce off the ceiling, of medical interventions that failed. We even tried IVF—it ended in miscarriage. The grief was profound, the waiting excruciating.
Then in 2012, a miracle. Denise got pregnant. Our daughter was born, and for a moment, everything felt like it was finally coming together. God had heard us. The waiting had been worth it.
But 2014 shattered that fragile peace.
I'd spent four years building an electronics export business with my father—shipping products between Chile and the United States. We'd grown it to three employees. It looked promising. And then the market shifted, sales plummeted, and we had to shut it down. Four years of work, investment, hope—gone.
That same year, I lost my full-time sales job. The only silver lining was that I managed to renegotiate it into a part-time consulting position—two weeks per month. Which meant I could live a split life: two weeks in Houston with my wife and young daughter, two weeks in Santiago, Chile.
And that's when we got the news: my mother had been diagnosed with blood cancer.
So for an entire year, I lived between two countries, two lives, two realities. In Houston, I was the husband and father trying to hold things together financially while working part-time. In Santiago, I was the son watching his mother fight a battle she was slowly losing.
I thought I'd found balance between faith and questions, that I was strong enough to handle whatever life threw at me. I was wrong.

BUT THIS WASN'T THE FIRST TIME
What I didn't realize then—what I couldn't see through the grief and exhaustion—was that my mother's death hadn't introduced the doubt. It had simply broken down the walls I'd been using to keep it contained.
Because this wasn't the first time doubt had attacked me. It was the third.
The First Attack: Venezuela, Age 15
The first time, I was 15 years old. My family had just moved from Chile to Caracas, Venezuela, where my father had accepted a job at the Chilean Embassy. It was August 1989, and everything I knew was being stripped away.
I left behind my uncle and aunt's church—the place where I'd been baptized, where I'd found Jesus, where my faith had felt safe and real. I left behind my brother Mauricio, whose dramatic transformation from smoking, heavy metal, partying, and disrespect to peace, joy, and servant-hearted love had convinced me that God was real. I left behind the Christian community that had nurtured my 13-year-old conversion.
And somewhere in that move, doubt crept in.
It came from nowhere. One day I believed, confident and certain. The next, a question lodged in my mind and wouldn't leave: "Is Jesus really the Son of God?"
Not questions about God's existence. Not intellectual curiosity about theology. Just this relentless, intrusive doubt about Jesus' deity that consumed me for over a year.
I was 15. I didn't know how to process it. I didn't know who to tell. So I kept it hidden. Buried under shame, under the fear that admitting doubt meant I was failing as a Christian.
The church in Caracas was far—maybe 30 minutes by car, an hour by public transport. I didn't drive. So I only attended on Sundays, isolated from the youth group, isolated from community, isolated with my questions.
Eventually, the doubts faded. Not because I answered them, but because I pushed them down deep enough that they stopped screaming.
The Second Attack: Spain, Age 23
The second time was far worse.
I was 23, living in Dallas, and deeply involved at the Dallas Vineyard Church. I played drums. I worked with youth. I served the homeless. My faith felt strong again, vibrant. So when the opportunity came to join YWAM's five-month Discipleship Training School in Spain—just outside Madrid in Torrejon de Ardoz—I didn't hesitate.
I thought I was going to serve God. I didn't realize I was about to enter a war.
We were sent to do missions in Motril, a small town in southern Spain. Our YWAM leader warned us: there was active witchcraft in the city. The spiritual opposition was real. That's why planting churches there had been such a struggle for years—only one functioning Protestant church in the entire town. And just before we arrived, the associate pastor had died in a car accident.
But I wasn't afraid. I was excited. During our outreaches in local parks, I shared my faith boldly. Groups of three to five young men would gather around, listening, dialoguing. I was impressed by how God was using me.
A woman from the local church even invited me to share the gospel with her son, who was experiencing deep depression. I did. He accepted Jesus. Later, he wrote me letters from back at our Madrid base, telling me he'd been contemplating suicide before our conversation—but after giving his life to Christ, everything had changed drastically.
I was seeing fruit. Real, undeniable transformation.
And that's when the attack came.
One morning during my quiet time, I knelt down, opened my Bible to a passage in Acts where Peter was preaching, and a voice—clear, vivid, intrusive—spoke in my head:
"Are you sure these verses are true?"
That voice didn't leave. Not for the rest of my time in Spain.
It was relentless. Intrusive. So loud I couldn't think. So persistent I'd wake up in the middle of the night crying, begging God to take these thoughts away. I considered packing my bags and flying back to Dallas. How could I be struggling with doubt while doing missionary work? How could I be effective for God when I couldn't even trust the Bible I was using to preach?
The shame was unbearable. So once again, I kept it hidden. I told no one.
The Miracle
But here's what I'll never forget: the moment my plane touched down in Dallas after leaving Spain, the doubts stopped.
Not gradually. Not over days or weeks.
Instantly.
The relentless voice that had tormented me for months—the intrusive thoughts that woke me crying in the middle of the night—just... stopped. Completely. I stepped off that plane and the warfare was over.
At the time, I thought maybe I'd just been exhausted. Maybe the stress of missions had gotten to me. But looking back now, I see it clearly: the doubts weren't coming from me. They were coming at me. And they were geographically bound—tied to a spiritual battle I didn't even know I was fighting.

THE YEARS BETWEEN
After Spain, I moved back to Chile for four years. I got a job at American Airlines as a ticketing agent while attending college at night. I met my future wife, Denise, at the Vineyard Church in Santiago—the same church plant in Las Condes that my younger brother David now pastors.
Those were victory years. No doubts. Just growth, community, purpose. I was heavily involved in the church, and my faith felt solid again.
In 2001, I moved to Houston, finished my MBA, and launched a sales career. I got married in January 2005. I led worship for the Spanish services at our church. Externally, everything looked like a successful Christian life.
But the questions I'd pushed down in Venezuela, the doubts I'd buried after Spain—they were still there, lurking beneath the surface. Unprocessed. Unresolved. Waiting.
And when my mother got sick in 2014, when the business failed, when the job disappeared, when everything I'd built started crumbling—those buried questions finally clawed their way back to the surface.

WHEN THE WALLS FINALLY BROKE
My mother's death shook me emotionally, physically, and spiritually. It forced me to confront doubts I thought I had outgrown, questions I thought I had safely buried under decades of Christian living.
But this time, I couldn't push them down. This time, I couldn't hide.
Grief has a way of stripping away all pretense, leaving you naked before the deepest uncertainties of existence. And standing at that grave, watching her body disappear into the darkness, I realized: I couldn't keep living with unanswered questions. I couldn't keep running from the truth.
That's when I started journaling like never before—not the casual reflection I'd done in the past, but desperate, searching writing. I was tired of letting unanswered questions rob me of peace, afraid that one day I might lose my faith completely.
For the first time in my life, I was experiencing depression. Not sadness—I'd felt that before. But this crushing, paralyzing weight that made it hard to get out of bed, hard to pray, hard to believe anything mattered.
And beneath the depression was terror. Terror that life might be exactly what it appeared to be in that dark concrete tomb: a brief flicker of consciousness followed by eternal nothingness. Terror that meaning was an illusion, that love was just chemicals, that my mother was simply... gone.
I decided to dive straight into the depths of my doubts, to follow them wherever they led.
If God is real, then I wanted to know Him as Truth, not just comfortable belief.
And if He wasn't—if life was just a random accident headed back into the dust—then I needed to face that reality, too.
The thought of a meaningless existence terrified me, but I knew I couldn't keep avoiding the hard questions. I'd hidden from them at 15 in Venezuela. I'd buried them at 23 in Spain. I'd pushed them aside in my 30s, too busy building a life to examine the foundation it was built on.
But at 40, standing at my mother's grave, I couldn't run anymore.

WHAT I FOUND AT THE BOTTOM
What I found at the bottom of that ocean of doubt surprised me.
The journey I feared would drown my faith became the very thing that taught me how to swim in deeper waters. I discovered that my questions weren't the enemy of faith—they were an invitation to a more honest, more robust relationship with Truth itself.
Layer by layer, as I peeled back my assumptions and examined my beliefs under the harsh light of genuine inquiry, something unexpected happened: my passion for Truth only grew stronger.
I learned the difference between belief and knowledge, between wishful thinking and warranted confidence. I found that some of my doubts were based on misunderstandings I could clear up, while others led me to mysteries I needed to embrace rather than solve.
Most importantly, I discovered that the God who could withstand my honest questions was far greater than the God I had tried to protect with my silence.
For years—from 2015 to 2022—the doubts increased. Slowly at first, then more intensely. I journaled, I researched, I calculated. I gave atheism and naturalism every reasonable advantage. I started every investigation at 50/50—genuinely neutral—and let the evidence speak.
I didn't want the math to point where it eventually pointed. I wanted a naturalistic explanation that could carry the weight of the evidence without collapsing. I looked for one. Hard.
But somewhere in the last few years—probably within the last year or so—I started connecting the dots. The numbers began converging. The independent lines of evidence started pointing in the same direction.
And I realized: the evidence wasn't leading me away from God. It was leading me toward Him.
Not through wishful thinking. Not through emotional need. But through cold, hard probability—the same analytical framework I'd used in my sales career, the same demand for data I'd expect in any important decision.
The numbers don't lie. And when I finally stopped running from them, they told a story I didn't expect but couldn't ignore.

THIS BOOK IS THE FRUIT OF THAT JOURNEY
It's for anyone who, like me, has walked in the dark even after decades of following Christ—who has felt the vertigo of wondering if everything they've built their life on might be simply wishful thinking.
I don't believe God's existence can be proven or disproven with mathematical certainty. But I do believe this: the verse that once terrified me—"The fool says in his heart, 'There is no God'"—is not my story.
Not because I've avoided the hard questions, but because I've walked straight into them.
My story is one of wrestling, doubting, questioning… and discovering that the God I was afraid to lose was actually calling me deeper into relationship through those very struggles.
He was there all along—not despite my doubts, but somehow, mysteriously, working through them.
Three times doubt attacked me. Three times I thought I might lose everything.
But the third time, instead of hiding, I investigated.
And what I found changed everything.






















CHAPTER 2: DOUBTS THAT OPEN THE DOOR

I used to think doubt was a red flag—like if I questioned too hard, God would sigh, shake His head, and walk away.
Turns out He steps closer.
Most people hide doubt, like a scar they don't want anyone to see. I did too. I whispered my questions in the shower so nobody heard. For decades, I carried my doubts in secret—afraid that voicing them would expose me as a fraud, that admitting uncertainty meant I'd failed as a Christian.
But here's what I've learned: the cost of hiding doubt is far greater than the risk of voicing it.

WHAT HIDING DOUBT COST ME
Let me be brutally honest about what those decades of hidden doubt did to me.
Anxiety. The low-grade, constant kind that hums in the background of every conversation, every prayer, every Sunday morning. The fear that someone would ask a question I couldn't answer, that my facade would crack, that people would see I wasn't as sure as I pretended to be.
Depression. Not just after my mother died—that was the worst of it—but a persistent heaviness I'd learned to live with. The weight of cognitive dissonance, of believing one thing on the surface while questioning everything underneath.
Insecurity. Never feeling solid, never feeling grounded. Always second-guessing myself, my decisions, my convictions. How can you stand firm when the foundation feels like it's shifting beneath you?
Lack of confidence. In ministry, in relationships, in parenting. How do you teach your daughter about faith when you're not sure you believe it yourself? How do you lead worship when half your mind is whispering, "What if none of this is real?"
Poor sleep. Those 2 a.m. sessions I mentioned in Chapter 1 weren't anomalies. They were patterns. Waking up in the dark, mind racing, questions circling like vultures.
Feeling stuck. Spiritually, emotionally, relationally. Unable to move forward because I was expending all my energy just holding the doubts at bay.
Years—maybe decades—stolen.
I look back now and wonder: what could have been different if I'd felt free to question earlier? What relationships could have gone deeper if I'd been honest? What spiritual growth was stunted because I was too afraid to admit I didn't have all the answers?
The enemy—and my own shame and condemnation—put a huge dent in my life. Stole time. Stole peace. Stole the confidence I could have had if I'd just brought my questions into the light sooner.
But I intend to conquer back the land that was stolen from me and His kingdom.
Not just for my sake. For everyone else sitting in the dark right now, whispering questions they're afraid to voice, thinking they're alone, thinking their doubt makes them a failure.
This book is part of that reclamation.

BUT THE BIBLE IS FULL OF WHISPERERS WHO EVENTUALLY GOT LOUDER
For years, I thought I was the only one. That doubt was my personal defect, my spiritual weakness, my shameful secret.
But then I started actually reading the Bible—not as a devotional, but as evidence. And I discovered something surprising: the Bible is full of doubters. And God never condemned them for it.
Thomas: The Honest One
We call him "Doubting Thomas," as if it's an insult. As if his skepticism disqualifies him.
But look at what actually happened.
The disciples had seen Jesus alive. They told Thomas: "We have seen the Lord!"
And Thomas responded: "Unless I see the nail marks in his hands and put my finger where the nails were, and put my hand into his side, I will not believe" (John 20:25).
That's not unbelief. That's honesty. Thomas was saying what the others probably felt but didn't voice. He wanted evidence. He wanted proof. He wasn't willing to accept secondhand testimony for the most important claim in history.
And how did Jesus respond?
Did He rebuke Thomas? Scold him for lacking faith? Tell him to "just believe"?
No.
A week later, Jesus appeared again. And the first thing He did was walk straight to Thomas and say: "Put your finger here; see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it into my side. Stop doubting and believe" (John 20:27).
Jesus gave him evidence. He engaged the doubt. He met Thomas where he was.
And Thomas's response became the strongest confession in all of Scripture: "My Lord and my God!" (John 20:28).
His doubt didn't disqualify him. It led him to deeper faith.
I kept coming back to that story during my crises. Thomas was always in the back of my mind—the one who wasn't willing to believe without proof, the one Jesus didn't punish but engaged.
The Father with the Sick Son: Belief and Doubt Coexisting
Then there's the father in Mark 9, desperate to save his demon-possessed son. The disciples couldn't heal him. Jesus asked if he believed.
And the father gave the most honest prayer in Scripture:
"I do believe; help me overcome my unbelief!" (Mark 9:24).
Not "I believe perfectly." Not "I have no doubts." But: I believe AND I doubt. Both are true. Help me.
That verse gave me permission to doubt.
It showed me that faith and doubt aren't opposites—they're often companions. That you can believe and struggle at the same time. That honest acknowledgment of uncertainty isn't the same as rejection.
And what did Jesus do?
He healed the boy. He didn't wait for the father to achieve perfect, doubt-free faith. He responded to the honest cry: "I believe; help my unbelief."
John the Baptist: Even the Greatest Doubt
John the Baptist was no ordinary doubter. Jesus Himself called him the greatest prophet: "Among those born of women there has not risen anyone greater than John the Baptist" (Matthew 11:11).
And yet, sitting in prison, knowing his execution was imminent, John sent his disciples to Jesus with a question:
"Are you the one who is to come, or should we expect someone else?" (Matthew 11:3).
Read that again. The man who baptized Jesus, who saw the Spirit descend like a dove, who heard the voice from heaven—was now doubting whether Jesus was really the Messiah.
And how did Jesus respond?
Did He say, "How dare you question me, John? After everything you've seen?"
No.
He pointed to evidence: "Go back and report to John what you hear and see: The blind receive sight, the lame walk, those who have leprosy are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are raised, and the good news is proclaimed to the poor" (Matthew 11:4-5).
Jesus didn't rebuke the doubt. He gave evidence.
That pattern kept repeating in Scripture, and it gave me hope. Maybe my questions weren't disqualifying. Maybe God could handle them. Maybe honest doubt was actually a pathway to something deeper.
Job, Habakkuk, and the Psalms
Job tore his robe and demanded answers from God. Habakkuk shouted, "How long, Lord, must I call for help and you do not listen?" (Habakkuk 1:2). Half the Psalms begin with complaint—"Why, O Lord?" and "Will you forget me forever?"
These aren't faith's failures. They're faith's heartbeat.
Honest cries from people who believed enough to bring their questions to God instead of running from Him.

THE RACHELLE STORY: WHEN I COULDN'T HELP
I'll never forget Rachelle.
I was serving on the ministry team one Sunday when she came forward for prayer. Young, maybe early twenties, visibly distressed. She asked if I could pray for her because she was struggling with doubt.
My heart jumped. I knew exactly what that felt like. I'd been there—multiple times. Finally, I thought, someone I could actually help. Someone who wouldn't have to walk the lonely road I'd walked.
I prayed for her, and afterward, I invited her to have dinner with my wife and me that week. I was eager—almost too eager—because I related so much to her struggle. I wanted to be the person I'd never had when I was drowning in questions.
She came. We sat down. And she asked the question that still haunts me:
"Do you know why God ordered the complete destruction of the Canaanites, including women and children?"
I froze.
Because I'd personally struggled with that exact issue. The Old Testament genocides, the conquest of Canaan, the divine command to kill entire populations—I'd wrestled with it for years. And I had no clear answer.
The conversation was awkward. Painful. I tried to offer what I could, but it felt hollow. I could see in her eyes that I wasn't helping. That she'd come looking for clarity and I'd given her... uncertainty.
I felt awful afterward. Not just because I couldn't answer her question, but because I realized something crushing: maybe I didn't have what it takes to help doubting people.
Maybe my own unresolved questions disqualified me from shepherding others through theirs.
I never saw Rachelle again. I don't know what happened to her faith. I pray she found the answers I couldn't give her.
But that encounter stayed with me. It became part of the reason I eventually dove into the evidence so deeply. Because I didn't want to fail the next Rachelle. I didn't want to be the guy who said, "I understand your struggle" but couldn't actually help anyone navigate through it.
Maybe that's part of why I'm writing this book now. To be the help I couldn't give her then. To offer the tools I wish I'd had—not just for myself, but for the millions of Christians who feel alone in their doubt, who think their questions disqualify them, who are one hard conversation away from walking away entirely.

CHURCH CULTURE THAT MADE DOUBT FEEL LIKE SIN
Here's the uncomfortable truth: I never heard anyone else share their struggles with doubt. Except for Rachelle that one time.
Not in sermons. Not in Bible studies. Not in small groups. Not in decades of church involvement across multiple cities, denominations, and continents.
Doubt was the secret we all carried but nobody named.
And when faith was preached—which it was, constantly, powerfully—doubt seemed to be its opposite. Its enemy. The thing you had to overcome, conquer, defeat.
"Just have faith."
"Stop thinking so much."
"Trust God more."
"Don't lean on your own understanding."
All true statements. All biblical. But when they're the only response to genuine questions, they become dismissive platitudes. They shut down inquiry instead of guiding it.
I don't think any pastor intentionally shamed me for doubting. But the culture—church culture in general—treated doubt as a defect. A weakness. Something to be ashamed of.
We labeled Thomas "Doubting Thomas" as if skepticism was his defining failure, not his pathway to the strongest confession of Jesus' divinity in all of Scripture.
We praised faith as if it meant never questioning. As if certainty was the goal and doubt was the enemy.
And so millions of us—millions—hid our questions. Sat in the pews smiling while our minds screamed. Sang worship songs while battling intrusive thoughts. Led Bible studies while secretly wondering if any of it was true.
The statistics are devastating. Barna Research found that 48% of young adults raised in church leave by age 24 after exposure to evolution education. A 2014 study in PLOS ONE watched belief in God drop from 42% to 9% in a single semester of college. Pew Research found that 71% of students said learning about human origins weakened their faith.
Why? Because they were told—implicitly or explicitly—that you can't ask hard questions and still be a good Christian. That doubt equals unbelief. That if you're struggling, something's wrong with you.
What church should look like is what I eventually found at UPPERROOM: a culture where confession happens constantly, where transparency is expected, where questions are met with grace instead of condemnation (more on this in Chapter 11).
But for most of my life, church felt like a place where I had to perform certainty I didn't feel. And that gap between what I projected and what I experienced? That's where the anxiety, the depression, the insecurity lived.

DOUBT VS. UNBELIEF: A CRITICAL DISTINCTION
Here's something I wish someone had told me decades ago:
Doubt and unbelief are not the same thing.
Doubt is wrestling while wanting truth. It's asking questions because you care about the answers. It's uncertainty paired with a desire to know, to understand, to find solid ground.
Unbelief is being closed to evidence, refusing to investigate. It's deciding in advance that no answer could satisfy, that no proof would be enough, that the conclusion is already fixed.
I was always a doubter. Never an unbeliever.
Even in Venezuela at 15, when questions about Jesus' deity consumed me—I wasn't walking away. I was wrestling.
Even in Spain at 23, when the intrusive thoughts were so intense I considered leaving missionary work—I wasn't abandoning God. I was crying out to Him in the middle of the night, begging Him to take the doubts away.
Even after my mother's death at 40, when depression hit and the questions became unbearable—I didn't stop investigating. I dove deeper.
That's doubt. That's honest faith under pressure.
Unbelief would have walked away. Would have said, "There's no answer, so why bother looking?"
But I kept looking. Kept asking. Kept wrestling.
And that's why I eventually found answers. Because doubters investigate. Unbelievers refuse.
My willingness to follow evidence wherever it led—even if it led to atheism, even if it destroyed everything I'd built my life on—that wasn't the opposite of faith. That was faith.
Faith that God could handle my questions. Faith that truth would withstand scrutiny. Faith that if He was real, the evidence would point to Him—and if He wasn't, I needed to know.
Turns out, that kind of faith is exactly what leads to the confidence I have now. Because it's grounded not in blind hope, but in evidence honestly examined.

YOU'RE NOT ALONE
One of the most isolating aspects of doubt is feeling like you're the only one. Like everyone else has this effortless faith, and you're the broken one who can't stop asking questions.
But during my years of investigation (2015-2022), I discovered something: I wasn't alone. Not even close.
Some of the most respected Christian thinkers, apologists, and scientists had walked the same road:
Sean McDowell – Son of Josh McDowell, raised in apologetics, still wrestled deeply with doubt during college. His honest investigation led him to become one of today's leading defenders of the faith.
Mike Licona – New Testament scholar who's debated the resurrection hundreds of times. He didn't start certain—he started skeptical and followed the historical evidence.
Gary Habermas – Lost his wife to cancer and wrestled with profound doubt during grief. His "minimal facts" approach to the resurrection came partly from his own need for solid ground during crisis.
Tim Keller – The pastor whose books have helped millions openly admitted he struggled with doubt, especially early in ministry. His book The Reason for God was born from wrestling with objections.
And it wasn't just apologists. Scientists too:
Fred Hoyle – The astrophysicist who coined the term "Big Bang" mockingly because he thought the idea of the universe having a beginning sounded too religious. But the evidence eventually convinced him—so much so that he later said the universe looked like "a put-up job," as if someone had designed it.
James Tour – One of the world's leading chemists, ranked among the top 10 most-cited chemists globally. He's been brutally honest about the impossibility of abiogenesis under naturalistic processes. His faith isn't despite his science—it's because of his science.
Hugh Ross – Astrophysicist who started as a skeptic, examined the evidence for fine-tuning, and became convinced that the precision of the universe pointed to a Designer.
These weren't people who had blind faith. They were people who doubted, investigated, and discovered that the evidence pointed toward God, not away from Him.
And that gave me hope. Because if they could walk through doubt and come out stronger on the other side, maybe I could too.

WHY DOUBT MADE ME STRONGER
Here's what I didn't expect: doubt made my faith stronger.
Before my mother died, my faith rested on feelings, upbringing, community. It was real, but it was untested. And when crisis hit, it shattered.
But tested faith is different.
Unexamined faith is brittle. It looks solid until pressure hits. Then it cracks.
Tested faith is resilient. It's been through fire and come out refined.
Doubt forced me to find evidence. To calculate probabilities. To examine the claims of Christianity with the same rigor I'd use for any other important decision.
And what I found wasn't a comfortable story I wanted to believe. It was overwhelming rational warrant grounded in data.
Now my confidence isn't based on how I feel on any given Sunday. It's based on the cumulative probability of 99.9998% (which you'll see by Chapter 8). It's based on three independent lines of evidence converging. It's based on Bayesian reasoning that started from pure neutrality and ended with theism as the overwhelmingly most probable conclusion.
Would I go back to "simple faith" without questions?
No.
Because simple faith is vulnerable. It can be shaken by a single hard question, a single tragedy, a single intellectual challenge.
But faith that's been tested—faith that's wrestled with doubt and found solid ground on the other side—that's the kind of faith that can withstand anything.
The years stolen by shame and condemnation weren't wasted. They were preparation. They were the journey that led me to something stronger than I could have imagined.
And now I'm conquering back the land that was taken—not just for me, but for His Kingdom. For everyone else who's been told their questions disqualify them. For everyone sitting in the dark right now, afraid to voice what they're really thinking.
This book is part of that reclamation.

TODAY'S DOUBT LOOKS DIFFERENT
Our whispers look different than the biblical ones. Not in a first-century jail, but in a hospital waiting room. Not to rabbis, but into a Google search box at 2 a.m.:
"Is God real?"
"Why do bad things happen?"
"Am I losing my faith?"
I've typed those searches. Maybe you have too.
Here's the thing—God doesn't flunk the question. He doesn't roll His eyes at the midnight search. He steps into the room.
Sometimes with answers. Sometimes with presence. Sometimes with silence that still holds you when everything else feels like collapse.
Doubt isn't the end. It's the door.
And when it opens, God walks through.
Not to condemn. Not to shame. Not to tell you to "just have faith."
But to engage. To meet you where you are. To give evidence when you need it, presence when you need that, and mystery when that's what you need most.
He's not afraid of your questions. He's been waiting for you to ask them honestly.
Because honest doubt—the kind that investigates instead of running, the kind that wrestles instead of hiding—that's not the opposite of faith.
It's faith under pressure. And pressure is what reveals what's real.














CHAPTER 3: NUMBERS DON'T LIE!
Numbers have always been my refuge when life got messy.
In my sales career, when everything seemed to be falling apart—deals collapsing, promises turning to vapor, plans crumbling—I could still find solid ground in the data. The numbers would tell me what was really happening beneath all the chaos and emotion.
"Numbers don't lie," I'd tell anyone who'd listen, maybe as much to reassure myself as them.
Even now as a teacher, when students plead their case about grades, I find myself saying it again. Not because I enjoy being the tough guy, but because sometimes the truth, even when it stings, is the most reliable thing we have.
During the darkest period of my questioning, when my faith felt like it was built on shifting sand, I found myself asking: what if I applied that same unflinching honesty to the questions that kept me awake at night?
Why am I here?
Is there actually meaning to any of this?
Does God exist, or have I spent decades believing in a beautiful lie?
The questions scared me because I knew I couldn't half-answer them. My analytical mind wouldn't let me hide behind comfortable platitudes anymore. If I was going to examine my faith, I had to do it with the same brutal honesty I'd apply to any other important decision—willing to follow the evidence wherever it led, even if it led somewhere I didn't want to go.

WHEN NUMBERS SAVED ME IN SALES
Let me tell you why I learned to trust data over instinct.
Early in my sales career, I remember a deal that felt perfect. The client was enthusiastic, the timeline seemed solid, the projections looked promising on the surface. Every instinct told me this was a winner. My gut screamed yes.
But when I actually ran the numbers—conversion rates, historical data, realistic timelines adjusted for market conditions—the spreadsheet told a completely different story.
My gut said yes. The data said no.
I listened to the data. I walked away from the deal.
Six months later, I learned that project had collapsed exactly the way the numbers predicted it would. The client's enthusiasm hadn't been backed by realistic planning. The timeline had been wishful thinking. If I'd trusted my feelings instead of the math, I would have wasted months chasing something that was doomed from the start.
That happened more than once. Deals that felt right but the numbers exposed as risky. Opportunities that looked bad on the surface but careful analysis showed they were solid bets.
I learned this pattern: Emotions lie. Intuition misleads. Gut feelings are shaped by biases I don't even know I have.
But numbers? Numbers are brutally honest. They don't care about my hopes, my fears, my need to believe something is true. They just are.
And when life got messy—when promises fell apart, when plans crumbled—the one thing I could count on was that if I looked at the data honestly, it would tell me the truth.
That lesson would become critical years later, when the stakes were infinitely higher than any sales deal.

WHEN NUMBERS SETTLED DISPUTES IN TEACHING
Now I teach elementary school—3rd, 4th, and 5th graders—at a public school in Dallas. I teach all the core subjects: math, science, reading and language arts, social studies.
And let me tell you, numbers settle disputes with kids just as effectively as they did with clients.
I remember one student—bright kid, good heart—who was convinced he deserved a higher grade in math. He made his case passionately: he'd worked hard, he understood the material, he felt like the grade didn't reflect his effort.
I pulled up my gradebook. The spreadsheet told the story: missing assignments, low test scores on specific concepts, inconsistent performance. Not subjective evaluation—just data.
The numbers didn't lie. The grade stood.
And here's the thing: he accepted it. Not happily, but he accepted it. Because it wasn't me being arbitrary or unfair. It was math. Objective. Verifiable. He could see exactly where the grade came from.
Data removes emotion from the equation. It settles disputes that would otherwise devolve into arguments about feelings, perceptions, whose version of events is correct.

THE YOUTUBE DOCUMENTARY AND THE BIRTH OF BIBLE CLUB
But the most important teaching moment—the one that eventually shaped this entire book—happened during science class.
We were covering a unit on life science, and inevitably, questions about origins came up. Where did humans come from? How did life begin? The curriculum touched on evolution, and I presented it the way I was supposed to—as the prevailing scientific theory.
But one student, eyes bright with confidence, raised his hand: "We came from monkeys! I saw it on YouTube!"
He'd watched a documentary—slick production, confident narrator, animated graphics showing the progression from ape to human. It looked scientific. Sounded scientific. And to a 10-year-old, if it's on a video with good graphics, it must be true.
I had to navigate this carefully. Public school, Dallas ISD, secular curriculum. I couldn't push Christianity. But I also couldn't let scientific claims go unchallenged when they glossed over massive problems.
So I walked him—and the class—through some basic questions:
"How does non-living matter become living matter? Has anyone ever observed that happening?"
"How do you get from simple chemicals to DNA—which is like a computer code—by accident?"
"What are the actual odds of that happening randomly?"
I kept it scientific. I kept it honest. I didn't tell them what to believe—I taught them how to think critically. How to ask questions. How to demand data instead of just accepting confident presentations.
But here's what happened: the questions didn't stop.
Students kept asking. Not just about evolution, but about bigger questions. Purpose. Meaning. Where we came from. Why we're here.
And that's when a group of them came to me with an idea: "Can we start a Bible Club? After school?"
I wasn't allowed to initiate it. But if students requested it, and it was voluntary, and it happened outside of school hours? That was permitted.
So we started meeting. Eight to twelve kids, after school, wrestling with the big questions they weren't getting answers to anywhere else.
And in that safe space—where I could finally speak freely about faith and evidence—I began teaching them what I was discovering in my own journey: that belief in God isn't blind. It's grounded in data. And the numbers, when you examine them honestly, point overwhelmingly in one direction.
Those kids taught me something crucial: the next generation deserves better than cartoon science presented as fact. They deserve honest education about what we know and what we're guessing. They deserve to see the actual numbers, not just confident narration over slick graphics.
This book, in many ways, grew out of those Bible Club conversations. It's my attempt to give them—and millions of others—the tools I wish I'd had decades earlier.

WHY I TURNED TO NUMBERS DURING MY CRISIS
After my mother died in 2015, when the questions became unbearable and the depression hit like a freight train, I needed something to hold onto. Something objective. Something that wouldn't shift based on how I felt that day.
Sermons felt shallow. Well-meaning, but insufficient. Preachers would declare truths with confidence, but I needed why. I needed evidence. I needed something I could verify independently, something that didn't depend on charismatic delivery or emotional manipulation.
Apologetics books helped—but they also frustrated me. Because different books gave different numbers for the same arguments.
One author would calculate the odds of abiogenesis at 1 in 10^40. Another would say 1 in 10^164. One cosmologist would cite fine-tuning precision at 1 in 10^60. Another would say 1 in 10^120.
Which number was right?
And it wasn't just theistic apologists inflating numbers to make God look more likely. I saw atheistic scientists doing the opposite—deflating probabilities, dismissing evidence, hand-waving away problems with naturalistic explanations.
Both sides were swaying the numbers way too much.
Theists wanted the odds to look impossible without God. Atheists wanted the odds to look plausible under naturalism. And I was stuck in the middle, trying to figure out what the actual probabilities were when everyone seemed to have an agenda.
I wanted to somehow strike a balance and let the weight of the argument fall by itself—no sugar coating.
Not because I was trying to be neutral for neutrality's sake. But because if God is real, He doesn't need me inflating numbers to make the case stronger. And if He's not real, I needed to know that, no matter how painful the conclusion.
So for years—2015 to 2022—I collected evidence. I read studies. I examined data. I built a mental file of arguments, probabilities, evidence streams.
But I didn't have a framework. I didn't have a systematic way to evaluate everything together. I had pieces of a puzzle but no picture on the box showing how they fit.
And that's where I stayed, frustrated and searching, until the summer of 2024.

THE BREAKTHROUGH: DISCOVERING BAYES' THEOREM
It was last year—summer 2024—when everything clicked.
I'd started documenting all the evidence I'd collected over the previous decade. I was finally ready to write this book. And as I laid out the arguments—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy—I kept seeing probabilities.
1 in 10^40 for life arising by chance.
1 in 10^60 for fine-tuning.
1 in 10^18 for specific prophecies fulfilling by coincidence.
And I had this thought: These probabilities should be able to stack upon each other to reveal a larger one.
If each piece of evidence independently points toward design, what's the combined probability when you put them all together?
I opened Google and searched: "How to combine independent probabilities" and "Statistical method for stacking evidence."
A statistics blog came up explaining Bayesian probability. And suddenly, everything I'd learned in undergrad and during my MBA—statistics courses I'd taken years ago in Houston—came rushing back.
I recognized it immediately.
Bayes' Theorem. A way to update your beliefs based on evidence. A framework for calculating how much new information should shift your confidence in competing hypotheses.
I had to brush up on the technical details, hone my skills. But the concepts? I understood them instantly.
And here's the crazy part: I applied it to my God evidence the same day.
I pulled up my notes on abiogenesis. I plugged in the probabilities. I calculated the Bayesian update.
And when the posterior probability came out overwhelmingly in favor of design—even starting from a neutral 50/50 baseline—I felt something I hadn't felt in years:
Relief.
Not just intellectual satisfaction. Relief. Like I'd finally found the tool I'd been searching for without knowing it existed.
I was ultra excited. AMAZING! This was it. This was the framework that would let me evaluate every argument honestly, systematically, without bias swaying the numbers.
Finally, I could let the weight of the argument fall by itself.
I couldn't wait to intensify my investigations.

WHAT IS BAYES' THEOREM? (AND WHY IT MATTERS)
Let me explain what Bayes' Theorem actually does, because it's simpler than it sounds.
Imagine you take a medical test for a rare disease. The disease affects 1% of the population. The test is 90% accurate—it correctly identifies 90% of people who have the disease, and correctly identifies 90% of people who don't.
You test positive.
What are the actual odds you have the disease?
Most people's gut says 90%. The test is 90% accurate, you tested positive, so there's a 90% chance you're sick.
But that's wrong.
Here's why: You have to account for base rates—how common the disease is before you took the test. If only 1% of the population has it, and the test gives false positives 10% of the time, then most positive results are actually false positives.
When you run the math, your actual probability of having the disease after testing positive is only about 8%.
Your gut was wrong by a factor of ten.
That's what Bayes' Theorem does. It forces you to update your beliefs based on evidence and prior probabilities. It prevents you from jumping to conclusions based on a single piece of data. It makes you think systematically about how much new information should actually shift your confidence.

HOW BAYES APPLIES TO GOD
Here's how I applied it to the question of God's existence:
Step 1: Start with a prior probability.
What do you believe before examining any specific evidence? I chose 50/50—pure agnosticism. No assumptions favoring theism or naturalism. Just: "Let's see what the data shows."
Step 2: Examine the evidence.
Abiogenesis. Fine-tuning. Prophecy. Historical predictions. Each piece of data.
Step 3: Calculate likelihoods.
How likely is this evidence if God exists? How likely is it if naturalism is true?
Step 4: Update your probability.
Bayes' formula takes your prior, multiplies it by the likelihood ratio, and gives you a posterior probability—your updated belief after considering the evidence.
Step 5: Repeat for each independent line of evidence.
Each new piece of data updates your confidence again. When evidence streams are independent—when abiogenesis odds don't depend on fine-tuning precision, and prophecy fulfillment doesn't depend on either—you can multiply the updates together.
And that cumulative effect? That's where the power lies.
One piece of evidence might shift you from 50% to 70%. Another shifts 70% to 85%. Another shifts 85% to 95%. By the time you've honestly evaluated three or four independent lines of evidence, the cumulative probability can become overwhelming.
This framework made my investigation honest because:
I couldn't cherry-pick. Every piece of evidence had to be evaluated.
I had to be fair to both sides. If naturalism had a strong explanation, the likelihoods reflected that.
I had to start neutral. No assumptions favoring my desired outcome.
Anyone could check my math. The calculations are transparent, replicable, verifiable.
This is what I'd been searching for: A way to let the weight of the argument fall by itself. No sugar coating. No bias swaying the numbers. Just honest probability, calculated systematically.

WHY THIS FELT LIKE THE ANSWER
When I discovered Bayes, it solved every frustration I'd had with apologetics literature.
Different books gave different numbers? Bayes forced me to choose my own estimates and show my reasoning. I could be conservative—give naturalism every advantage—and still see where the math led.
Both sides swaying the numbers? Bayes made bias visible. If I inflated probabilities to favor theism, someone could point it out. If I deflated them to favor naturalism, the math would show it. Transparency forced honesty.
Sermons felt shallow? Bayes gave me concrete, tangible, quantifiable confidence. Not "I feel like God is real" but "The probability is 99.998% based on independently verifiable evidence."
Theology felt subjective? Math is objective. It doesn't care about my emotional needs, my upbringing, my fears. It just calculates.
And here's what shocked me: Every time I ran a calculation, my faith solidified.
I thought honest investigation might lead to atheism. I was prepared for that possibility. But every Bayesian update—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy—pointed the same direction. Every posterior probability leaned toward design.
The numbers weren't reducing God to equations. They were revealing Him.
Like studying DNA doesn't reduce life—it reveals staggering complexity and specified information. Like examining the cosmic constants doesn't reduce physics—it reveals precision that demands explanation.
Math became worship. Every calculation was another layer of evidence pointing to a Mind behind it all.

THE HONESTY THE NUMBERS DEMAND
Here's what makes Bayesian reasoning so powerful: it demands intellectual integrity.
You can't hide behind vague language. You can't handwave problems. You have to quantify your confidence, show your reasoning, and let others check your work.
When I say "the odds of life arising by chance are roughly 1 in 10^40," I have to explain where that number comes from. When I say "fine-tuning gives us a likelihood ratio of 50:1 in favor of design," I have to show the calculation.
And if I'm wrong—if my estimates are too generous to theism, or if I've missed a strong naturalistic explanation—someone can point it out. The math is transparent.
That's the honesty I was searching for during my crisis. Not apologetics that cherry-picked evidence. Not sermons that declared truth without showing the work. But a framework that forced me to be fair, to start neutral, to let the data speak.
And when the data overwhelmingly pointed toward God—not because I wanted it to, but because that's where the probabilities led when calculated honestly—I finally had the confidence I'd been missing for decades.
Not blind faith. Not wishful thinking. Warranted confidence grounded in overwhelming evidence.

THE MATH DOESN'T PROVE GOD—BUT IT POINTS
Let me be clear: I'm not claiming mathematical proof of God's existence.
Probability isn't certainty. Bayesian reasoning gives you confidence levels, not absolute proof. Even at 99.998% posterior probability, there's still that 0.002% chance I'm wrong.
But here's what the math does show:
After stacking the evidence—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy, predictive success—betting against design requires more faith than accepting it.
The randomness explanation, when you calculate the actual probabilities honestly, becomes statistically untenable. Not impossible. Just so improbable that continuing to believe it requires ignoring overwhelming evidence.
As I've told my students, and as I learned in sales, and as I discovered during my crisis: Numbers don't lie.
They don't shout God's name. But they ask a reasonable question: In the face of such astronomical improbabilities, who loaded the dice?
Not as a conspiracy theory, but as rational inference when confronted with evidence pointing beyond random chance.

OUR KIDS DESERVE BETTER
This is why I get so frustrated with how origins are taught in schools—even in my own classroom, constrained by curriculum I didn't write.
Our kids deserve better than cartoon science masquerading as fact. They deserve better than confident YouTube documentaries with slick graphics that gloss over massive scientific problems.
They deserve the truth: that life is, by every meaningful mathematical measure, too precise and too complex to be chalked up to accidental mixing alone.
They deserve to know that abiogenesis researchers themselves—people like Eugene Koonin at the National Center for Biotechnology Information—admit the odds are staggering. That even the most optimistic naturalistic models require probabilities so extreme they strain credulity.
They deserve to know that the fine-tuning of the universe isn't a fringe religious claim—it's acknowledged by mainstream physicists who often resist any hint of design inference.
They deserve to know that both sides of the debate have been swaying the numbers, and that honest evaluation requires starting neutral and letting the evidence speak.
That's what I'm trying to give them in Bible Club. That's what I'm trying to give you in this book.
Not indoctrination. Not manipulation. Just the numbers, calculated honestly, and the invitation to follow them wherever they lead.

NUMBERS DON'T LIE—BUT PRIORS SHAPE EVERYTHING
There's just one problem.
Before Bayes even begins calculating, you have to choose your prior probability—your starting assumption about how likely God is to exist before you examine any evidence.
And that choice? It shapes everything that follows.
Different people start with different priors. Richard Carrier, an atheist philosopher, starts at 1% probability that God exists. William Lane Craig, a Christian apologist, starts around 90%.
And when you run the same evidence through Bayesian calculations with different priors, you get radically different conclusions.
That's the problem I had to solve. And that's what we'll tackle in Chapter 4: how to choose priors honestly, why I started at 50/50, and what happens when you let the evidence update from there.
Because if priors shape everything, then intellectual honesty demands we get them right.
Numbers don't lie. But we have to be honest about where we start before the numbers can tell us where to go.




















PERFECT! This is exactly what I needed.

Key Details That Make Everything Click:
Teaching:
Elementary school (3rd-5th grade) - Dallas ISD public school
All core subjects: Math, Science, Reading/Language Arts, Social Studies
Bible Club: Student-initiated! (They were asking origin questions during Science class)
8-12 students in Bible Club (volunteer, after school)
This is powerful because:
You're teaching science to young students (where origins questions naturally arise)
Bible Club was student-driven (not you imposing faith on them)
You're doing this in public school (navigating that balance carefully)
Small group (8-12) allows deep, honest conversations

This Changes How I'll Frame Teaching Stories:
The Math Grade Dispute:
Elementary student arguing about grade
You pull up gradebook/spreadsheet
Shows missing assignments, low scores
Numbers settle it objectively
Lesson for student: Data doesn't lie, emotions don't change facts
The YouTube Monkey Documentary:
During Science class (teaching origins/evolution unit)
Student brings up YouTube video: "We came from monkeys!"
Confident because video "looked scientific"
You walk through age-appropriate explanation of abiogenesis/evolution problems
Not pushing Christianity in public school—just showing scientific challenges
This led to students asking more questions → Bible Club was born
In Bible Club (voluntary, after school), you could go deeper into evidence
Teaching Critical Thinking:
Elementary level: "Don't believe everything you see on YouTube"
"Check sources, look at data, ask questions"
"If two studies say different things, someone's numbers are wrong—dig deeper"
This is what YOU did during 2015-2022

Now I Have Everything to Draft Chapter 3!
I'll write it showing:
Sales career: Numbers as refuge
Teaching elementary: Grade disputes, YouTube documentary, Bible Club origins
2015-2022 crisis: Both sides manipulating numbers
2024 breakthrough: Discovering Bayes
Why it made sense: Standardized evaluation, no sugar coating
First calculation: Abiogenesis (same day!)
Every calculation solidified faith

Drafting Chapter 3 now (10-12 pages).
Give me some time—this will be good!

CHAPTER 3: NUMBERS DON'T LIE!
Numbers have always been my refuge when life got messy.
In my sales career, when everything seemed to be falling apart—deals collapsing, promises turning to vapor, plans crumbling—I could still find solid ground in the data. The numbers would tell me what was really happening beneath all the chaos and emotion.
"Numbers don't lie," I'd tell anyone who'd listen, maybe as much to reassure myself as them.
Even now as a teacher, when students plead their case about grades, I find myself saying it again. Not because I enjoy being the tough guy, but because sometimes the truth, even when it stings, is the most reliable thing we have.
During the darkest period of my questioning, when my faith felt like it was built on shifting sand, I found myself asking: what if I applied that same unflinching honesty to the questions that kept me awake at night?
Why am I here?
Is there actually meaning to any of this?
Does God exist, or have I spent decades believing in a beautiful lie?
The questions scared me because I knew I couldn't half-answer them. My analytical mind wouldn't let me hide behind comfortable platitudes anymore. If I was going to examine my faith, I had to do it with the same brutal honesty I'd apply to any other important decision—willing to follow the evidence wherever it led, even if it led somewhere I didn't want to go.

WHEN NUMBERS SAVED ME IN SALES
Let me tell you why I learned to trust data over instinct.
Early in my sales career, I remember a deal that felt perfect. The client was enthusiastic, the timeline seemed solid, the projections looked promising on the surface. Every instinct told me this was a winner. My gut screamed yes.
But when I actually ran the numbers—conversion rates, historical data, realistic timelines adjusted for market conditions—the spreadsheet told a completely different story.
My gut said yes. The data said no.
I listened to the data. I walked away from the deal.
Six months later, I learned that project had collapsed exactly the way the numbers predicted it would. The client's enthusiasm hadn't been backed by realistic planning. The timeline had been wishful thinking. If I'd trusted my feelings instead of the math, I would have wasted months chasing something that was doomed from the start.
That happened more than once. Deals that felt right but the numbers exposed as risky. Opportunities that looked bad on the surface but careful analysis showed they were solid bets.
I learned this pattern: Emotions lie. Intuition misleads. Gut feelings are shaped by biases I don't even know I have.
But numbers? Numbers are brutally honest. They don't care about my hopes, my fears, my need to believe something is true. They just are.
And when life got messy—when promises fell apart, when plans crumbled—the one thing I could count on was that if I looked at the data honestly, it would tell me the truth.
That lesson would become critical years later, when the stakes were infinitely higher than any sales deal.

WHEN NUMBERS SETTLED DISPUTES IN TEACHING
Now I teach elementary school—3rd, 4th, and 5th graders—at a public school in Dallas. I teach all the core subjects: math, science, reading and language arts, social studies.
And let me tell you, numbers settle disputes with kids just as effectively as they did with clients.
I remember one student—bright kid, good heart—who was convinced he deserved a higher grade in math. He made his case passionately: he'd worked hard, he understood the material, he felt like the grade didn't reflect his effort.
I pulled up my gradebook. The spreadsheet told the story: missing assignments, low test scores on specific concepts, inconsistent performance. Not subjective evaluation—just data.
The numbers didn't lie. The grade stood.
And here's the thing: he accepted it. Not happily, but he accepted it. Because it wasn't me being arbitrary or unfair. It was math. Objective. Verifiable. He could see exactly where the grade came from.
Data removes emotion from the equation. It settles disputes that would otherwise devolve into arguments about feelings, perceptions, whose version of events is correct.

THE YOUTUBE DOCUMENTARY AND THE BIRTH OF BIBLE CLUB
But the most important teaching moment—the one that eventually shaped this entire book—happened during science class.
We were covering a unit on life science, and inevitably, questions about origins came up. Where did humans come from? How did life begin? The curriculum touched on evolution, and I presented it the way I was supposed to—as the prevailing scientific theory.
But one student, eyes bright with confidence, raised his hand: "We came from monkeys! I saw it on YouTube!"
He'd watched a documentary—slick production, confident narrator, animated graphics showing the progression from ape to human. It looked scientific. Sounded scientific. And to a 10-year-old, if it's on a video with good graphics, it must be true.
I had to navigate this carefully. Public school, Dallas ISD, secular curriculum. I couldn't push Christianity. But I also couldn't let scientific claims go unchallenged when they glossed over massive problems.
So I walked him—and the class—through some basic questions:
"How does non-living matter become living matter? Has anyone ever observed that happening?"
"How do you get from simple chemicals to DNA—which is like a computer code—by accident?"
"What are the actual odds of that happening randomly?"
I kept it scientific. I kept it honest. I didn't tell them what to believe—I taught them how to think critically. How to ask questions. How to demand data instead of just accepting confident presentations.
But here's what happened: the questions didn't stop.
Students kept asking. Not just about evolution, but about bigger questions. Purpose. Meaning. Where we came from. Why we're here.
And that's when a group of them came to me with an idea: "Can we start a Bible Club? After school?"
I wasn't allowed to initiate it. But if students requested it, and it was voluntary, and it happened outside of school hours? That was permitted.
So we started meeting. Eight to twelve kids, after school, wrestling with the big questions they weren't getting answers to anywhere else.
And in that safe space—where I could finally speak freely about faith and evidence—I began teaching them what I was discovering in my own journey: that belief in God isn't blind. It's grounded in data. And the numbers, when you examine them honestly, point overwhelmingly in one direction.
Those kids taught me something crucial: the next generation deserves better than cartoon science presented as fact. They deserve honest education about what we know and what we're guessing. They deserve to see the actual numbers, not just confident narration over slick graphics.
This book, in many ways, grew out of those Bible Club conversations. It's my attempt to give them—and millions of others—the tools I wish I'd had decades earlier.

WHY I TURNED TO NUMBERS DURING MY CRISIS
After my mother died in 2015, when the questions became unbearable and the depression hit like a freight train, I needed something to hold onto. Something objective. Something that wouldn't shift based on how I felt that day.
Sermons felt shallow. Well-meaning, but insufficient. Preachers would declare truths with confidence, but I needed why. I needed evidence. I needed something I could verify independently, something that didn't depend on charismatic delivery or emotional manipulation.
Apologetics books helped—but they also frustrated me. Because different books gave different numbers for the same arguments.
One author would calculate the odds of abiogenesis at 1 in 10^40. Another would say 1 in 10^164. One cosmologist would cite fine-tuning precision at 1 in 10^60. Another would say 1 in 10^120.
Which number was right?
And it wasn't just theistic apologists inflating numbers to make God look more likely. I saw atheistic scientists doing the opposite—deflating probabilities, dismissing evidence, hand-waving away problems with naturalistic explanations.
Both sides were swaying the numbers way too much.
Theists wanted the odds to look impossible without God. Atheists wanted the odds to look plausible under naturalism. And I was stuck in the middle, trying to figure out what the actual probabilities were when everyone seemed to have an agenda.
I wanted to somehow strike a balance and let the weight of the argument fall by itself—no sugar coating.
Not because I was trying to be neutral for neutrality's sake. But because if God is real, He doesn't need me inflating numbers to make the case stronger. And if He's not real, I needed to know that, no matter how painful the conclusion.
So for years—2015 to 2022—I collected evidence. I read studies. I examined data. I built a mental file of arguments, probabilities, evidence streams.
But I didn't have a framework. I didn't have a systematic way to evaluate everything together. I had pieces of a puzzle but no picture on the box showing how they fit.
And that's where I stayed, frustrated and searching, until the summer of 2024.

THE BREAKTHROUGH: DISCOVERING BAYES' THEOREM
It was last year—summer 2024—when everything clicked.
I'd started documenting all the evidence I'd collected over the previous decade. I was finally ready to write this book. And as I laid out the arguments—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy—I kept seeing probabilities.
1 in 10^40 for life arising by chance.
1 in 10^60 for fine-tuning.
1 in 10^18 for specific prophecies fulfilling by coincidence.
And I had this thought: These probabilities should be able to stack upon each other to reveal a larger one.
If each piece of evidence independently points toward design, what's the combined probability when you put them all together?
I opened Google and searched: "How to combine independent probabilities" and "Statistical method for stacking evidence."
A statistics blog came up explaining Bayesian probability. And suddenly, everything I'd learned in undergrad and during my MBA—statistics courses I'd taken years ago in Houston—came rushing back.
I recognized it immediately.
Bayes' Theorem. A way to update your beliefs based on evidence. A framework for calculating how much new information should shift your confidence in competing hypotheses.
I had to brush up on the technical details, hone my skills. But the concepts? I understood them instantly.
And here's the crazy part: I applied it to my God evidence the same day.
I pulled up my notes on abiogenesis. I plugged in the probabilities. I calculated the Bayesian update.
And when the posterior probability came out overwhelmingly in favor of design—even starting from a neutral 50/50 baseline—I felt something I hadn't felt in years:
Relief.
Not just intellectual satisfaction. Relief. Like I'd finally found the tool I'd been searching for without knowing it existed.
I was ultra excited. AMAZING! This was it. This was the framework that would let me evaluate every argument honestly, systematically, without bias swaying the numbers.
Finally, I could let the weight of the argument fall by itself.
I couldn't wait to intensify my investigations.

WHAT IS BAYES' THEOREM? (AND WHY IT MATTERS)
Let me explain what Bayes' Theorem actually does, because it's simpler than it sounds.
Imagine you take a medical test for a rare disease. The disease affects 1% of the population. The test is 90% accurate—it correctly identifies 90% of people who have the disease, and correctly identifies 90% of people who don't.
You test positive.
What are the actual odds you have the disease?
Most people's gut says 90%. The test is 90% accurate, you tested positive, so there's a 90% chance you're sick.
But that's wrong.
Here's why: You have to account for base rates—how common the disease is before you took the test. If only 1% of the population has it, and the test gives false positives 10% of the time, then most positive results are actually false positives.
When you run the math, your actual probability of having the disease after testing positive is only about 8%.
Your gut was wrong by a factor of ten.
That's what Bayes' Theorem does. It forces you to update your beliefs based on evidence and prior probabilities. It prevents you from jumping to conclusions based on a single piece of data. It makes you think systematically about how much new information should actually shift your confidence.

HOW BAYES APPLIES TO GOD
Here's how I applied it to the question of God's existence:
Step 1: Start with a prior probability.
What do you believe before examining any specific evidence? I chose 50/50—pure agnosticism. No assumptions favoring theism or naturalism. Just: "Let's see what the data shows."
Step 2: Examine the evidence.
Abiogenesis. Fine-tuning. Prophecy. Historical predictions. Each piece of data.
Step 3: Calculate likelihoods.
How likely is this evidence if God exists? How likely is it if naturalism is true?
Step 4: Update your probability.
Bayes' formula takes your prior, multiplies it by the likelihood ratio, and gives you a posterior probability—your updated belief after considering the evidence.
Step 5: Repeat for each independent line of evidence.
Each new piece of data updates your confidence again. When evidence streams are independent—when abiogenesis odds don't depend on fine-tuning precision, and prophecy fulfillment doesn't depend on either—you can multiply the updates together.
And that cumulative effect? That's where the power lies.
One piece of evidence might shift you from 50% to 70%. Another shifts 70% to 85%. Another shifts 85% to 95%. By the time you've honestly evaluated three or four independent lines of evidence, the cumulative probability can become overwhelming.
This framework made my investigation honest because:
I couldn't cherry-pick. Every piece of evidence had to be evaluated.
I had to be fair to both sides. If naturalism had a strong explanation, the likelihoods reflected that.
I had to start neutral. No assumptions favoring my desired outcome.
Anyone could check my math. The calculations are transparent, replicable, verifiable.
This is what I'd been searching for: A way to let the weight of the argument fall by itself. No sugar coating. No bias swaying the numbers. Just honest probability, calculated systematically.

WHY THIS FELT LIKE THE ANSWER
When I discovered Bayes, it solved every frustration I'd had with apologetics literature.
Different books gave different numbers? Bayes forced me to choose my own estimates and show my reasoning. I could be conservative—give naturalism every advantage—and still see where the math led.
Both sides swaying the numbers? Bayes made bias visible. If I inflated probabilities to favor theism, someone could point it out. If I deflated them to favor naturalism, the math would show it. Transparency forced honesty.
Sermons felt shallow? Bayes gave me concrete, tangible, quantifiable confidence. Not "I feel like God is real" but "The probability is 99.998% based on independently verifiable evidence."
Theology felt subjective? Math is objective. It doesn't care about my emotional needs, my upbringing, my fears. It just calculates.
And here's what shocked me: Every time I ran a calculation, my faith solidified.
I thought honest investigation might lead to atheism. I was prepared for that possibility. But every Bayesian update—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy—pointed the same direction. Every posterior probability leaned toward design.
The numbers weren't reducing God to equations. They were revealing Him.
Like studying DNA doesn't reduce life—it reveals staggering complexity and specified information. Like examining the cosmic constants doesn't reduce physics—it reveals precision that demands explanation.
Math became worship. Every calculation was another layer of evidence pointing to a Mind behind it all.

THE HONESTY THE NUMBERS DEMAND
Here's what makes Bayesian reasoning so powerful: it demands intellectual integrity.
You can't hide behind vague language. You can't handwave problems. You have to quantify your confidence, show your reasoning, and let others check your work.
When I say "the odds of life arising by chance are roughly 1 in 10^40," I have to explain where that number comes from. When I say "fine-tuning gives us a likelihood ratio of 50:1 in favor of design," I have to show the calculation.
And if I'm wrong—if my estimates are too generous to theism, or if I've missed a strong naturalistic explanation—someone can point it out. The math is transparent.
That's the honesty I was searching for during my crisis. Not apologetics that cherry-picked evidence. Not sermons that declared truth without showing the work. But a framework that forced me to be fair, to start neutral, to let the data speak.
And when the data overwhelmingly pointed toward God—not because I wanted it to, but because that's where the probabilities led when calculated honestly—I finally had the confidence I'd been missing for decades.
Not blind faith. Not wishful thinking. Warranted confidence grounded in overwhelming evidence.

THE MATH DOESN'T PROVE GOD—BUT IT POINTS
Let me be clear: I'm not claiming mathematical proof of God's existence.
Probability isn't certainty. Bayesian reasoning gives you confidence levels, not absolute proof. Even at 99.998% posterior probability, there's still that 0.002% chance I'm wrong.
But here's what the math does show:
After stacking the evidence—abiogenesis, fine-tuning, prophecy, predictive success—betting against design requires more faith than accepting it.
The randomness explanation, when you calculate the actual probabilities honestly, becomes statistically untenable. Not impossible. Just so improbable that continuing to believe it requires ignoring overwhelming evidence.
As I've told my students, and as I learned in sales, and as I discovered during my crisis: Numbers don't lie.
They don't shout God's name. But they ask a reasonable question: In the face of such astronomical improbabilities, who loaded the dice?
Not as a conspiracy theory, but as rational inference when confronted with evidence pointing beyond random chance.

OUR KIDS DESERVE BETTER
This is why I get so frustrated with how origins are taught in schools—even in my own classroom, constrained by curriculum I didn't write.
Our kids deserve better than cartoon science masquerading as fact. They deserve better than confident YouTube documentaries with slick graphics that gloss over massive scientific problems.
They deserve the truth: that life is, by every meaningful mathematical measure, too precise and too complex to be chalked up to accidental mixing alone.
They deserve to know that abiogenesis researchers themselves—people like Eugene Koonin at the National Center for Biotechnology Information—admit the odds are staggering. That even the most optimistic naturalistic models require probabilities so extreme they strain credulity.
They deserve to know that the fine-tuning of the universe isn't a fringe religious claim—it's acknowledged by mainstream physicists who often resist any hint of design inference.
They deserve to know that both sides of the debate have been swaying the numbers, and that honest evaluation requires starting neutral and letting the evidence speak.
That's what I'm trying to give them in Bible Club. That's what I'm trying to give you in this book.
Not indoctrination. Not manipulation. Just the numbers, calculated honestly, and the invitation to follow them wherever they lead.

NUMBERS DON'T LIE—BUT PRIORS SHAPE EVERYTHING
There's just one problem.
Before Bayes even begins calculating, you have to choose your prior probability—your starting assumption about how likely God is to exist before you examine any evidence.
And that choice? It shapes everything that follows.
Different people start with different priors. Richard Carrier, an atheist philosopher, starts at 1% probability that God exists. William Lane Craig, a Christian apologist, starts around 90%.
And when you run the same evidence through Bayesian calculations with different priors, you get radically different conclusions.
That's the problem I had to solve. And that's what we'll tackle in Chapter 4: how to choose priors honestly, why I started at 50/50, and what happens when you let the evidence update from there.
Because if priors shape everything, then intellectual honesty demands we get them right.
Numbers don't lie. But we have to be honest about where we start before the numbers can tell us where to go.

