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To the Dumpster-divers
we know and love . . .
it's been an education
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Prologue

Midwest Music Festival, Central Illinois

K
at Davies ducked into the billowing exhibition tent staked down in a large pasture in central Illinois like a grounded Goodyear blimp. She'd been at the Midwest Music Fest three days alreadyâ€”didn't know it was a
Christian
festival until she got hereâ€”and needed a little respite from the music pulsing morning till night on the Jazz Stage, Gospel Stage, Alternative Stage, Rock Stage, Folk Stage, and a few more she'd forgotten.

Besides, she'd be heading back to Phoenix in two days, and sooner or later she needed to figure out how to tell her parents she'd “given her heart to Jesus” after the Resurrection Band concert last night. Maybe this tent had a quiet corner where she could think. Or pray. Not that she had a clue how to do
that
.

Kat had a good idea how they'd react. Her mother would flutter and say something like, “Don't take it too seriously, Kathryn, dear. Getting religion is just something everyone does for a year or two.” And her father? If he didn't blow his stack at what he'd call “another one of your little distractions,” he'd give her a lecture about keeping her priorities straight: Finish premed at the University of Arizona. Go to medical school. Do her internship at a prestigious hospital. Follow in the Davies tradition. Make her family tree of prominent physicians proud.

Except . . . she'd walked out of her biochemistry class at UA one day and realized she didn't
want
to become a doctor. She'd tutored ESL kids the summer after high school and realized she
liked
working with kids. (“Well, you can be a pediatrician like your uncle Bernard, darling,” her mother had said.) And the student action group on the UA campus sponsoring workshops on “Living Green” and “Sustainable Foods” had really gotten her blood pumping. (Another one of her “distractions,” according to her father.)

Was it too late to pursue something else? Her parents were already bragging to friends and coworkers that their Kathryn had received her letter of acceptance into medical school a few months ago. Feeling squeezed till she couldn't breathe, she'd jumped at the chance to attend a music fest in Illinois with a carload of other studentsâ€”friends of friendsâ€”just to get away from the pressure for a while.

What she hadn't expected was to find so many teenagers and twentysomethings excited about Jesus.
Jesus!
Not the go-to-church-at-Christmas-and-Easter Jesus, the only Jesus she'd known growing up as the daughter of a wealthy Phoenix physician and socialite mother. That Jesus, frankly, had a hard time competing with Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny.

But these people talked about a Jesus who cared about poor people. A Jesus who created the world and told humans to take care of it. A Jesus who might not be blond and blue-eyed after all. A Jesus who said, “Love your neighbor”â€”and that neighbor might be black or brown or speak Spanish or Chinese. A Jesus who said, “All have sinned,” and “You must be born again.” The Son of God, who'd died to take away the sins of the world.

That Jesus.

That's the Jesus she'd asked to be Lord of her life, even though she wasn't exactly sure what that meant. But she desperately longed for somethingâ€”Someoneâ€”to help her figure out who she was and what she should do with her life. The guitar player in the band who'd challenged the arm-waving music fans last night to be Christ-followers had said, “Jesus came to give you lifeâ€”life more abundantly! But first you must give your life to Him.”

That's what she wanted. Abundant life! A life sold out to something she could believe in. To give herself to one hundred percent. So she'd prayed the sinner's prayer with a woman in a denim skirt whose name she never learned, and a “peace like a river” flooded her spirit.

Last night, anyway.

But by the light of day, she was still heading in a directionâ€”medical schoolâ€”that she didn't want to go.

Big fans circulated the air in the large tent, though mostly it just moved the stifling July heat around. Thick, curly strands of her long, dark hair had slipped out of the clip on the back of her head and stuck in wet tendrils on her skin. Redoing the clip to get the damp hair off her neck and face, she wandered the aisles, idly picking up brochures about Compassion International, Habitat for Humanity, and YWAM.
Huh
. What if she just dropped out of premed and did something like this Youth With A Mission thing. Far from Phoenix and the Davies Family Tradition. Go to Haiti or India orâ€”

“Nice boots,” giggled a female voice nearby.

Kat glanced up from the brochure. A cute brunette with a shaggy pixie cut grinned at her from behind a booth that said Find Your Calling at CCU! Kat self-consciously looked down at the Arizona-chic cowboy boots peeking out beneath her designer jeans and flushed. Ever since she'd arrived at the festival, she felt as if she'd walked into a time warpâ€”girls in tank tops and peasant skirts, with pierced nostrils, guys wearing ponytails, tattoos, shredded jeans, and T-shirts proclaiming Jesus Freak. Kat had felt as conspicuous as a mink coat in a secondhand store.

“Thanks. I think.”

The young woman, dressed in khaki capris and a feminine lemon-yellow tee, laughed. “This your first time to the Fest? Where're you from?”

Kat felt strangely relieved to be talking to someone else who didn't look like a throwback to the seventies. “Phoenix. First time.”

“Wow. You came a long way.”
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