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DEDICATION

Anthony was a farmer who was born in the nineteenth century. It was a time when only the privileged went to college and grad school. Thus, the hopes of many talented people went unfulfilled. It was a cast system that was difficult to bridge and only a few were successful. Anthony was not successful. He did not manage to break out and fulfill his dream for his life. He had always wanted to be a Dominee.

The Dominee was the most respected man in his community. He directed the Dutch settlers spiritually and socially. He gathered everyone on a regular basis for teaching, admonition, and special occasions. He was there whenever there was a death. No one was married without his blessing. Socials where always held next to his home. If there was a tragedy, he was there to comfort the family. The Dominee was the glue of the community. He was the judge and jury. He was the highest judicial in the surroundings. He was their minister; their pastor.

But Anthony was never able to afford the schooling necessary to rise to that position. He never went past the eighth grade. He had to help his family survive. It was tough in his day. If your crops failed you starved. They were extremely poor. The farm provided the only means of survival and manual labor was the key to success on the farm. It was long, backbreaking work. The entire family pitched in. If you wanted to eat you had a role and responsibility. The youngest helped with the chickens. As they grew, they moved to the pigs and then the cows. All of the chores were shared. It was the backbone of the “Greatest” generation that founded the fabric of the United States of America in the twentieth century. Anthony gave his dream to his bothers, sisters, and parents so the farm could continue and the family could have the dignity of sitting in church, paying their tithes, and knowing that through their labor and God’s providence, they were there together.

As time moved on, Anthony’s dream shifted to his children. He decided that if he couldn’t be a Dominee, then maybe he could have a son who would be. Women’s rights weren’t where they are today and only a male could rise to that position so he prayed for a son and God answered his prayer. He named him Henry after his brother in law who was a Dominee and missionary. The highest calling a Dominee could have was to be a missionary. Henry was the crown jewel of the family and a fitting name for Anthony’s first son who would be the next Dominee.

But Henry had no interest in Anthony’s dream. Henry loved the farm. He enjoyed the solitude, the labor, the satisfaction of watching God’s hand at work in the birth of a calf, and seeing the fields full of grain ready for harvest. He was extremely shy and hated school. He was not the one to fulfill Anthony’s dream and once again Anthony was reminded of his personal failure.

His wife, Jenny, gave him three more children before she became too old for childbirth. They were all girls. Very bright, good children, but they were not able to fulfill his dream and calling. Many years passed and suddenly Jenny became pregnant. She wasn’t supposed to be. She was too old. It was way too dangerous. But in spite of their fears, God gave them a son and they named him Robert. Robert and Henry didn’t get along. Henry would do Robert’s chores because Robert couldn’t concentrate on what he was supposed to be doing. He was too busy socializing, talking, dreaming of impossible things, and preaching to the cows. Henry told him that if he couldn’t make a living talking, he would starve.

Anthony made great sacrifices so Robert could go to school. He didn’t buy shoes when he needed them; he lined the insides of his old shoes with cardboard to keep the snow out. He’d put another patch on his overalls rather than buy new ones. He bought the oldest farm equipment and kept it working with bailing wire.

Anthony walked in his own shoes. He fulfilled God’s dream for his life. He did it with true humility, honor to God, love for his family, and a sacrificial spirit. Anthony was my grandfather.



FOREWORD
I’m betting that I am much like you in that I certainly never expected to be walking in the shoes I’m in now. I had plans and dreams when I was young, but as is so often the case, life doesn’t always seem to cooperate. I grew up so poor that sometimes there would be no food on the table if I didn’t “collect” from the customers on my paper route. I was the only son of an alcoholic father who died too young. I made a lot of bad decisions when I was left to my own devices. And when I finally earned my PhD, that’s when I discovered that I wasn’t fulfilled as a clinical psychologist in private practice, a pretty disheartening reality when that had always been my big goal!
The list of unexpected turns in my life is endless, and I wasn’t always sure where the journey would take me. The reason my life script changed more dramatically than I ever could have imagined is because God had other plans for me—just as He does for every single one of us.
Sure, I’d like to think that my hard work and determination to find my calling paid off, that the reason I’m on TV each day working to help people live better lives is because I feel in my heart that I have something important to say. But I can guarantee you that none of the blessings in my life would exist were it not for my faith in God and my firm belief that each of us can find a personal way to make a positive impact in this world.
I sure don’t have all the answers, not for myself, and not for you. But I am fairly certain here that, like me, you have not had a success-only journey, but I do know this—as a child of God, you are on this earth as a unique individual, with a specific reason for being here.
You may have a vibrant, dynamic relationship with God or your faith may be rusty, but at this very moment, you are only pages away from looking at your life with a new point of view. Whether you’ve heard Dr. Robert A. Schuller, senior pastor of The Crystal Cathedral, on his “Hour of Power” broadcast, or if you are discovering this esteemed pastor for the first time, you are about to be inspired by a man whose steadfast faith is an example for us all. And whether you feel you’ve been dealt a bad hand or you’re living with confidence and strength, Walking In Your Own Shoes will bring you closer to your true self and your ultimate purpose.
All too often, we feel weighed down by the baggage of our past. We are consumed by self-doubt, or we make an inevitable wrong turn with consequences that feel like a life sentence. With relatable analogies, insightful discoveries, and meaningful passages from Scripture, Dr. Schuller shows us how we can learn from our mistakes and assess who we are now so that we can partner with God as we move toward our future.
Walking in Your Own Shoes is made all the more powerful because Dr. Schuller includes very personal accounts of his life, growing up as the son of a preacher who found his own “shoes.” He offers specific tools for creating a new definition of success in our lives, as well as learning to walk by faith.
God is at work in all of our lives, but sometimes we need a reminder that the obstacles in our path are not as big as they seem and that it is never too late to become His partner. Only when we let God in can we begin to live with purpose, and fulfill the promise He is asking us to fulfill. You’ve taken the first step by holding this book in your hands. It is my hope that you will enjoy the journey.
— Dr. Phil McGraw
Los Angeles, California
November 2007
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INTRODUCTION
On Sunday morning, April 1, 2007, I dressed for church as usual: blue shirt, dark slacks, robe, and black leather “preacher” shoes—the same outfit I have donned for thousands of Sunday morning worship services over the past twenty-five years. Within a couple of hours, however, I discovered that, spiritually speaking, the shoes I had on that morning were not the ones best suited for the path I would travel that day. Had I known what was about to happen, I would probably have worn a pair of running shoes instead of my black leather ones. I was headed into unfamiliar territory.
My “territory” for the past twenty-five years (indeed, all my life as the son of a preacher) has been the Reformed Church in America (RCA). No one can trump the RCA in terms of history and tradition. Not only is the Reformed Church in America (formerly the Dutch Reformed Church) the oldest Protestant Christian denomination with continuous ministry in North America, it is the oldest corporation of any kind. It was our spiritual ancestors, members of the Dutch West India Company, who bought Manhattan from the Indians for the equivalent of twenty-four dollars in 1626. (Granted, it wasn’t much—but for all concerned it seemed like a fair deal at the time.) The settlement of New Amsterdam and the Reformed Protestant Dutch Church would later birth itself from those original Dutch traders and settlers. The denomination’s name was changed to the Reformed Church in America in 1867.
Most RCA churches in America are small in size—a few hundred members. The congregation my father, Dr. Robert H. Schuller, started in Garden Grove, California, in 1955 became the most non-traditional church in our denomination, as well as the largest. Holding the first services in a local drive-in movie theater was a non-traditional move itself. But ultimately building an all-glass “Crystal Cathedral” to host thousands of worshipers in multiple services on Sunday really set the church apart. The church became known around the world through the Hour of Power television program which broadcasts the Sunday services.
In spite of those innovations and my father’s creative leadership, my background was RCA through and through—steeped in centuries of tradition. Before becoming senior pastor of the Crystal Cathedral in 2006, I started and pastored for twenty years an RCA congregation a few miles down the coast of California from my father’s church. Inspired by my father’s example, I attempted to find my own “shoes” in ministry. And the Lord blessed, touching the lives of many thousands of people in our community through our church, school, and other creative ministries.
But in all my years of pastoral ministry, nothing prepared me for what we experienced at the Crystal Cathedral that morning in April. Yes, it was April Fool’s Day—but what happened was definitely not a joke.
As we often do on Sunday, we had a guest that morning my father was to interview about his spiritual life. These interviews through the years have been a highlight of the Hour of Power broadcasts. Guests have included politicians, business titans, athletes, individuals who have overcome great obstacles, members of the ministry, celebrities from the entertainment field, musicians—in other words, there is no restriction on who we will invite to be a part of our Sunday service. If God is at work in their life and their testimony can be an encouragement to our local and international broadcast congregations, we invite them to come.
Our guest that morning was a well-known celebrity, an international entertainer now retired from his rather strenuous, travel-based lifestyle. For decades he was known as a hard-living, hard-playing, flamboyant Las Vegas–style entertainer whose larger-than-life reputation was no exaggeration. But in recent years God had been at work in his life. He found salvation in Jesus Christ and was more than ready to give testimony to that experience when he visited our church.
Normally, the guest interviews are brief. But our guest that morning was so emboldened, I believe by the Holy Spirit, that my father didn’t even get to interview our guest as intended; instead, when Evel Knievel—that’s right, Evel Knievel—was introduced, he stepped into the pulpit and preached for fifteen minutes! He was passionate, articulate, and moving as he declared what God had done in his life. Our congregation was hanging on every word, and I could see people dabbing at their eyes throughout the church as this formerly hard-living man became like a child telling about the love of Jesus.
As the logical, and theological, conclusion to his remarks, he turned to my father and said he needed, and wanted, to be baptized—right there, that morning. It reminded me of the Ethiopian official in Acts 8 who asked Philip, “Look, here is water. Why shouldn’t I be baptized?” (v. 36). Why not, indeed! And Robert Evel Knievel was baptized. There wasn’t a dry eye in the place.
As most churches whose Sunday services are destined for broadcast on television, ours are scripted to the minute. But God was changing our script. It was time for me to collect the offering and then preach. But the offering seemed totally out of place. I also realized we had already seen and heard the best sermon we could have hoped for. Anything I might add would have been anti-climactic at best. Besides, I believed the Lord was saying something different to me: I knew there must be others who wanted to be baptized after seeing and hearing Evel. So I decided to give an invitation and invite anyone who wanted to be baptized to come forward and be baptized right then and there.
What happened next was completely unexpected. They came by the hundreds! It was the most amazing experience of my ministerial life.
As do most churches in the Reformed tradition, we normally baptize by sprinkling rather than immersion, though we do both. We put the emphasis on meaning, not means. When our pastors saw how many were coming to be baptized, four of them also took a bowl of water and began helping me baptize them all. People were crying tears of joy as they professed their faith and received the sacrament of baptism. I was crying, the other pastors were crying—we were baptizing with salt water after a while. Five pastors were baptizing people as fast as we could for thirty minutes!
And that was just in the first service. In the second service, the same thing happened: same guest, same testimony, same response, same invitation, and same baptisms of multitudes of people. As best we can figure, we think nearly eight hundred people were baptized that Sunday morning. Many of them were Christians who had put off attending our new-member class which culminates in baptism. And many of them were non-churched folks from the community who came to hear our guest speak. I’m confident scores, maybe hundreds, of people were born again that morning as a result of Evel Knievel’s powerful testimony.
Do you see now why I said I should have worn running shoes, or trail boots, instead of my traditional black leather shoes? This was not a normal church service at the Crystal Cathedral or in any congregation in the Reformed Church in America. As I write these words I am still reflecting on that marvelous morning. I fully expect that God is going to use what happened to speak to us about our past, present, and future as a church; to give us new insight about the kind of walking shoes we’re going to need to do what He calls us to do in the future.
There is no one I admire more than my father, Robert H. Schuller. Yet when I succeeded him as the senior pastor of the Crystal Cathedral I knew I was not going to merely step into his shoes. I knew God had different shoes for me. He always does! And that is the message of the book you are about to read: how do we gain the courage, the maturity, the insight, and the knowledge from God to become our own person—the person He created us to be?
It’s so easy to live our lives in the shadow of others—a parent, a mentor, or someone whose esteem we greatly value. Yes, we can honor them and learn from them and respect their impact on our lives, but we are not them! We are individual and unique bearers of the image of God in whom and through whom God wants to do something never done before. If we are ever going to experience all of who He is and all of who He created us to be, we’re going to have to learn to trust Him—to stand in awe and amazement at what He can do when we least expect it. And that’s what this book is about.
It’s about the journey—the path, the walk—that each of us is on in this life. It’s about finding the shoes that fit us and no one else—a lifestyle of faith rooted in a sovereign, unpredictable, but trustworthy God who has called us to Himself for our good and His glory. It’s about being willing to move beyond the traditional and safe harbors in which we live our lives, believing God has something that needs doing in this world only we can do.
Why do we keep falling into the trap of thinking we are not good enough to be used by God to make a powerful impact in the world? We allow negative thoughts and critical behavior training to highlight all of our own faults and weaknesses instead of accentuating the positive. In spite of our sins and shortcomings, God wants to use us!
The Bible is filled with people God used who, by today’s standards of ability and nobility, wouldn’t have qualified for much at all. Noah was a drunk, Abraham was too old, Isaac was a daydreamer, Jacob was a liar, Joseph was abused, Moses stuttered, Gideon was afraid, Samson was a womanizer, Rahab was a prostitute, Jeremiah was too young, David was an adulterer, Elisha was suicidal, Isaiah preached naked, Jonah ran from God, Naomi was a widow, Job went bankrupt, John the Baptist ate bugs, Peter denied Christ, all of the disciples fell asleep while praying, Martha worried about everything, the Samaritan woman had several failed marriages, Zacchaeus was too small, Paul was too religious, Timothy was too young and had ulcers, and Lazarus was dead.
If God had something He wanted those individuals to do, then there is something He wants you and me to do as well. We just have to be willing to be shown what it is and then go for it!
I hope you’ll read this book prayerfully, asking God with each page, “Speak to me, Lord. Open my eyes. Help me see the walking shoes You have for me. I am ready to follow where You lead.” Don’t pray that prayer casually—God will answer. You can either say no when He shows you what to do, or you can grab the water and start baptizing. I heartily recommend the latter!
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