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This is a story of a historian turning his craft to the story about which he is most afraid: his own.
This is a book about fighting the monsters of addiction, severe anxiety, depression, and crippling
self-doubt. But more than this, it is about a fight against hope. And how the author fought for
thirty years against hope. He fought that dreadful proposition that there might be something else
out there that offered some kind of reprieve. He fought, and hoped against hope.And lost.This is
a story about a crooked family tree, bent and twisted by suicide, alcoholism and abandonment.
This is a story about carving out an early career in television, radio, and comedy and then
walking away for a girl. This is the story of a decade spent in the hallowed halls of academia by
day, and the gutter by night (and the terrifying things found in both places).This is a story about a
string of girlfriends and almost girlfriends, about breaking up and being broken up.The narrator is
not the the hero, nor is he the only author. For a couple to agree on anything can be hard
enough, but especially so when the things upon which they must agree took place more than
twenty years ago. And so throughout the story, when ex-girlfriends and his wife come into play,
they have had the opportunity to write unfiltered and unedited footnotes about what they believe
actually happened. It is his story, but it is theirs too.The monsters are real. They are addiction
and chemicals and fear and angry ex-girlfriends. But the real monster is one much scarier... and
the one the author still can't shake.

"I found this to be a fun read. Not necessarily because of the fascinating plot or subject matter
(alcoholism and addiction isn't quite the laughing matter), but because other characters in the
story get to footnote and critique the narrator's retelling of events. The disconnect is a
humorously harrowing judgment on self-delusion." -Todd Brewer, Mockingbird Top Books of
2017"It's a rollercoastering adrenaline-rush that dips in and out of a van Voorhis's life to reveal--
above all else--his search for hope in a world where hope is a rare commodity. There's ex-
girlfriends, drugs, alcohol, and God in this book, along with both hilarious and gut-wrenching
accounts of one man's attempts to figure out this thing called life. If you're looking for a
traditional, linear account of a person's quest to find God, then this book is not for you. But if
you're up for an unconventional, kaleidoscopic image of a man's life shaped by the invisible
hand of the divine as he flounders through the dark alleys of life, then pick up this book and read
it"- Chad Bird, Author"This unabashedly honest and open memoir lays out the life of its author in
remarkably honest detail. van Voorhis invites the reader to visit the most painful and humbling
moments of his past filled with girls, alcohol, and a complex relationship with religion. Not a how-
to guide for getting your life back on track--there's no "this is how I did it, and it'll work for you
too!"--the book itself is the medium van Voorhis uses to come to terms with his life. Throughout,
the book recognizes the brokenness of human nature and the realization of the forgiveness of



sins." Mockingbird Summer Reading List --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the
AuthorDaniel van Voorhis earned a Ph.D. from the University of St. Andrews, Scotland in history.
He received his BA in 2002 from Concordia University, Irvine with a major in Theological
Studies. After part time teaching posts, he returned to Concordia where He served as Assistant
Dean in the School of Arts and Sciences and was Associate Professor of History. Dan produces
and co-hosts the Virtue In The Wasteland podcast and recently stepped away from the world of
academia to pursue writing and speaking opportunities under the auspices of 1517 The Legacy
Project. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Acknowledgments“Has writing this book destroyed you?” My friend Dan Siedell asked me this
just as I was finishing this manuscript. My answer: “Absolutely.” Writing this has been a four-year
process that has been as painful and arduous as anything I have done. It started out as an
anonymous and somewhat cheeky and ironic book. I then started to take it more seriously and
was convinced to put my name on it. The book was suggested by friends who listened to my
stories and thought I should write them down. A number of the stories in this book have never
been told out of embarrassment. I floated the idea originally by students I had taken to Scotland
as a summer class at Concordia University Irvine. These students were Cate, Avary, Rachel,
Katie, Julianna, David, Nick, Lauren, Kirstin, Melissa, Jamie, and Sandy. Other students that
helped were my string of hardworking TAs. Jennifer Wolf was my TA in the worst years of my
addiction and covered me far too often when I was too drunk or hungover to get to class. She
quit because covering for me became too much for an undergraduate trying to finish college.
She remained a good student and help through her graduation. My other TAs who helped
immensely were Christina, Josh, Elyssa, Emily, Katie, Amanda, Brook, Sam, Taylor, and
Jourden.At Concordia I have a number of friends whose influence has been immeasurable. My
old boss, Tim, was a model of quiet resolve, conviction, and pragmatism. CJ made sure that we
kept the pedal down academically. John could frustrate the hell out of me, but his intentions were
usually good, and he was one of the few who knew about my addiction and recovery from the
beginning. There are many others, but I want to point out my good friend Adam as the friendliest
dark cloud I’ve ever known. His commitment to his family and ability to brush off work is
something many of us at the university couldn’t do. And Jacque, I once considered her a
nuisance in getting my curriculum plan passed for the history department. As I grew older, I
recognized her for what she actually was: a cherished colleague, an academic, and most
important, a kind woman whose door was always open to the young punk professor across the
suite.Kyle, Ryan, and Anne are my oldest friends, and despite my long periods of silence, they
have remained a great encouragement and source of both memories of events I could not
remember and earlier editorial suggestions. Their friendship through my darkest years (despite
my hiding as much as I could from them) saved my life. My time in Scotland could have ended
disastrously, but I was able to keep my sanity on account of my good friends Paul, Stuart,
Graeme, Sara, Heather, Mike, and many others. Bruce, my supervisor, has been one of my
greatest supporters and a role model of scholarship and humanity.Despite some of the dark
family parts in the book, I have been fortunate enough to have several people come alongside
me, help to guide me, and serve as role models: the Hodels, the Longs, and the Brothwells.
Donald and Elizabeth Brothwell have been as close to me as anyone. I consider them both
parental figures and friends.This book would not exist without the friendship of Kurt and Debi
Winrich. I cannot say enough about their tireless support of our projects. They possess a
generosity, kindness, and selflessness that is rare. The other people behind 1517—Jim, Dave,



Rod and the rest of the board—have been ardent supporters and friends. My colleagues the
Keiths have been tireless in their work and support of the projects Scott oversees. Scott has
been the ideal colleague and boss. This job is truly amazing because of the atmosphere he has
created. Thanks to Steve and Ted, Stacie, Sam, Caleb, Joy, Karen, and our newest pal, Doug.
Steve Byrnes quietly did all the things most people don’t notice when you publish a book. He
created the ViW imprint, arranged for the early days of press and media, and worked with the
whole team to make sure that things ran smoothly.To some of the characters in the book who
didn’t submit footnotes, thank you for letting me tell my story and for being a part of it. Anyone in
this book who I did not get the chance to ask for footnotes or responses can contact me, and we
can add notes to the book section on , and if we are lucky enough to get a second edition, we
can go from there!It would be impossible for me to convey and write everything that my good
friend and cohost of the Virtue in the Wasteland podcast Jeff Mallinson has done for me. He has
encouraged everything I have done from writing this book, to leaving my job at the university,
thinking deeply about spirituality and mostly everything we cover on the show. The last four
years have been pushed forward by his tireless work and ability to maneuver between political
landmines both socially and professionally. This book would not be finished if it wasn’t for him.
Stacie, his wife, has been gracious and kind in ways that have been a model of selflessness.My
wife, Beth Anne, and sons, Coert and Raymond, felt the biggest brunt of my writing this book. I
was often gone or brooding and stressed when I was at home. “When is Daddy going to be
finished?” they asked innumerable times. Often I have been dissuaded to fall into harmful
activities because of them. The last chapter serves as a kind of letter to them. Writing this book
has been more influenced by my wife, Beth Anne, than anyone. My gratitude for her and her
support and love is impossible to express fully. She endured the last nine years of my addiction
and then the tenuous early years of my sobriety, and toward the end of writing this book, we
separated and almost got a divorce. She has given me the perspective and support that made
this book possible. She has taken her vows seriously in sticking together in sickness and health.
This book is dedicated to her.

ForewordAll Rights Reserved, All Wrongs ReversedA Polish philosopher once remarked that
forewords to books are like entryways to houses, except a house needs an entryway.Some find it
even graver a sin to include caveats or excuses to begin a book. You are very welcome to skip
the forewords and self-conscious caveats. You might just want to jump into the first chapter and
then, if you wish, come back and read this later. That’s fine with me. In this age of digital printing
(I assume some of you will be reading this on tablets or phones or some kind of e-device), you
should be able to excise sections of a book completely. Perhaps if you had your own editor, they
could send you books with the offensive or banal parts cut out. If you don’t care for the vulgarity,
you could get a version that substitutes “dang” and “fiddlesticks” for the more earthy language. If
you would prefer less spirituality, or if you would like to replace my religious tribe with the religion
of your choosing, your personal editor could hit ctrl+F and switch out the name of one deity for



another. For a nominal fee, I would be happy to send you a copy tailored to your liking. Welcome
to the future. Everything is for you! After all, it is you the reader for whom this book has been
written. You are making my life complete by playing the receptor to my transmitter.Except, I never
thought about this project with you in mind. And not just you specifically but you generally. I
started this work almost four years ago without you in mind. I was white-knuckling sobriety and
trying to keep a step ahead of both professional and personal disaster. I wasn’t trying to teach or
entertain. I was trying to figure myself out. Writing this down was in my bones.Musicians make
music because it is in their bones, and unless they are bound by contractual stipulations that
prevent them, they make albums to see what their melodies and words and production will
sound like. I am writing this experimental autobiography for similar reasons. I have had no
success in this genre. (My graduate work was spent looking at the lives of others and how they
wrote about themselves, but that dissertation is bone-dry boring.) I have been working for years
on this thing that is now in front of you. It has been a series of notes, scribbles on legal pads,
Word documents, and now something printed by actual people who thought it a good enough
idea to let others in on all of this. And by “all this,” I mean the peculiar autobiographical
experiment. It is an experiment because it deals with memory, addiction, suicide, and hope. The
kind of hope I have been battling my entire life. It is a strange story because I was ready to kill
myself. A couple of times. But it was the strange mix of music and girls and an inner monologue
created by a mental illness that led me from the edge to the guy who is probably right now, as
you are reading these very words, horrified at what you will think of the whole project and totally
cool with it all as well. I don’t want to ruin the end for you, but things work out all right.Writing, or
recording an album, or doing anything creative with words or sounds or shapes has a parallel
with getting a girl to like you. (Music and girls are perhaps the two most prominent things in this
story.) You want your album to feel timeless and meticulously made but also with a bit of devil-
may-care coolness, like you just threw it together. The cover should be neither too artsy nor too
clever. You want to sound like this band and not like that band, but you want to be original. You
want to be the band that people don’t just put on in the background, but listen to with intent. But
by the time you are done working out the songs and artwork, a band slightly more polished puts
out the album that overshadows yours. It’s the same with being a guy trying to impress a girl. You
want to come off as self-assured and confident. You want to look suave and make things look
effortless. At the same time, you are scared out of your mind and uneasy and sweaty and ready
to bolt for the door. Getting person X to like you is both the best and worst idea you’ve ever had.
You have to strike the balance between nice, slightly dangerous, funny without trying too hard,
having good posture, pleasant breath, and a decent haircut that makes it appear as if you
neither just got it, nor need one . . . and by the time you’ve made the list of things to do in your
head, she has walked away. Or she started dating Mike Simpson or Jake Stevens. The Mike
Simpsons and Jake Stevens of the world always get the girl. At least it seems like that. Maybe
those guys are deeply troubled and miserable; I don’t wish that upon them, but I suspect even
they have undesirable qualities. But I wouldn’t know. They haven’t written their books yet.With all



of this out of the way (or perhaps if you haven’t skipped the section yet), I should probably start
with some kind of foreword. This is usually done with bold letters, center justified, that
read:Foreword, Cont.But I think it is more fair to call this:(Optional) Preface #1Historians are
trained to explain the past through the intersections of people, events, and ideas. The perils of
historical writing are legion, but it does not make it a fool’s errand to try to understand the past.
Even the tiniest things can have an impact on future generations. The insignificant, the outsider,
and the lowly have stories that, albeit hard to reconstruct, change things.This project is based on
a historian taking the tools of his trade and turning them on himself.While this story is not without
parallels (there are probably millions who have had similar families, friends, stories, strife, and
tragedy), this is the story of one of those people. Told by a historian. About himself.My story runs
from a murky past filled with miscreants for relatives to a peculiar and short-lived career in show
business, mental illness of a fairly serious order, alcoholism, and eventually stumbling into a PhD
and a job as a professor. The story is not filled with bullshit aphorisms, nor is it some Trojan
horse designed to argue for abstinence or some kind of morality leading to a victory-filled life. In
fact, I would like to think that while you read this, you are enjoying a fine beverage and take my
story as exactly that: my story. If it makes you evaluate aspects of yourself or a loved one, I
assume the story has resonated in some way. Feel free to do with this story as you wish, but
remember this is just my story.The introduction is probably a bad place for a caveat, seeing that
you may have already paid for the book and have just started to read it. I’ll warn you that I am
quite afraid that this book will be seen by many as too religious and by others as not religious at
all. A sheep in wolf’s clothing or the other way around. One of the major themes throughout this
book is radical grace. Graciousness from friends, spouses, kids, and the guy who I was
convinced was some made-up sky wizard that people prayed to for cash. Don’t worry though,
the religion in this book is more Johnny Cash than Pat Boone. It’s less Kirk Cameron and more
guys who have taught for centuries about time and history and blood and splinters. If you don’t
feel like “getting religion,” don’t worry. If you’re looking for a theological treatise, I’m afraid this is
not the book you are looking for.It would be easier to tell the story anonymously or to wait until
everyone had died and have someone else put the facts together posthumously without fear of
repercussion.But that’s part of what makes this story different.I have entrusted a few of the
characters in this story (my wife, former girlfriends, etc. . . .) to interject periodically throughout
the text. They stay in the middle part of the book, for the most part. It is only the ex-girlfriends in
the title of this book who can speak for themselves. And so I have let them. If anything starts to
sound like bullshit, these contributors get to have their say of how the story looked from the
outside. Going inside your own mind and guts messes you up a bit, as well as skews the story.
So giving all these characters from the story the footnotes helps the veracity of the stories. This
was an open-sourced autobiography.As with anything that claims to document “real life,” there
are a number of questions that inevitably pop up. How real is real? Is this just “based on a true
story?”I will vow to you this: the stuff I am writing about actually happened. Some things are
easier to know for certain. Certain things are filtered through my brain, which was semipickled by



vodka for many years. I am, however, and for whatever it matters, a professional historian. I deal
with the nature of biography and autobiography. I am “trained” to read first-person accounts with
a healthy skepticism.I once gave a talk to a number of younger folks about something (I really
can’t remember), but it seemed germane to tell them the saddest story I could think of. So I
made one up. I made up a super tragic story about my friend Kyle and Char and had pictures of
them on PowerPoint and had kids crying about the injustices of this story of cruel fate. Once they
were sufficiently worked up, I told them it was all a lie. They were not happy being manipulated.
But I asked them if they don’t regularly consume media and stories designed to evoke tears.
Don’t we all watch tragedies? Don’t we all cry when Barbara Hershey’s character in Beaches
dies and Bette Midler has to take care of the now motherless child? (I was very young and
emotional; I bawled my eyes out.) We all have those fictional stories we go back to for catharsis.
But we go in knowing that it isn’t true. And so we are cool with it. If we go in thinking it is true only
to learn that it was falsified, we are angry. If we know it is fiction from the beginning, we can
suspend disbelief.Part of the genesis of this book was wondering if I could turn the tools of my
trade on myself. Biography is hard to verify sometimes, and autobiography seems the more
“trustworthy” genre. But I wonder, having written this, if that is the case. It is also why I have had
so many people read the manuscripts and asked some to add footnotes that I have promised to
not edit.Does it matter if this is true? Yes. And this is a true story of addiction and hope and girls
and my love of ’80s power ballads and my complicated religious convictions. It will hopefully
entertain, probably alienate, possibly educate, and most definitely serve as a kind of historical
experiment and confessional for me, your guide on a tour midway through my life.
(Recommended) Preface #2But before we get to the actual foreword, I’d like to ask if it would be
OK if I lay down some ground rules for the reading of this book. This is the ultimate caveat, and
you, of course, are free to tell me to scram and skip to the foreword. These rules will hopefully let
me tell you the spirit in which the book is intended and head off a few complaints that you might
have.Rule #1: This book might not be for you. Really, you might have had it recommended, or
you might know me or a friend of mine and think you should really read this because you want to
see what the fuss is about. But feel free to ditch the book at any point. I do this to about half the
books I pick up. No hard feelings.Rule #1.1: In realizing the book is not for you, you still might
want to read it or parts of it. Perhaps you are related to me or you had me as a professor or you
are just curious about it. When I started writing this a few years ago, it wasn’t written for anyone.
And then, when I first started pitching it, it was aimed at a particular audience, and then as I
thought more about it, it morphed into a book for a different audience. To tell you the truth, I have
no idea to whom this book is supposed to relate. I cohost a podcast with my good friend Dr. Jeff
Mallinson, and we have been pretty successful by some metrics, but we have always admitted
that the show might be for no one, or everyone—it depends on how you choose to listen.Rule
#2: You are, of course, free to be critical of anything written, but be forewarned that there will be
earthy language in this book. It’s not Fifty Shades of Grey inappropriate, as I was physically and
mentally unable to do anything but awkwardly fumble my way through the parts of the



relationships where stuff usually happens. Rather, it is the best way I know how to write about
real things and how they feel, or felt at that time. You might have had the idea put in your head at
some point that people only use profanity when they lack the vocabulary to use more
appropriate words. B—S—, language serves a number of purposes and is changing from
context to context. They didn’t use the word “pregnant” on I Love Lucy, and the term “sucks”
made The Simpsons a target for almost every coalition for suitable standards for the friendly
family.Rule #3: All this is true insofar as we can judge things to be true or false. Everything is as
true as I know it to be. The first story in the chapter about my wife was completely
misremembered. So much so that it could have changed the point of the story and the way
chapters happened. (But my wife does clarify and retell the story as it happened.) There are
things I have misremembered, I am sure, but nothing that distorts the story. And where I have
misremembered, that alternate reality that I assume is true has become part of the narrative that
I believe to be true and has thus shaped subsequent events.Rule #4: There is no ulterior motive
to me writing this (or none that I recognize). I have talked about this project with my therapist and
tried to get him to tell me the real reason I am doing this. He tells me it is because I want to. He
insists that it is like a musician sitting down with an instrument or an artist a canvas. Except this
will take longer to get through. I am not trying to gain sympathy, or to win fame or become
fabulously wealthy, or to get you to believe what I believe. Of course, I would like all of those
things, but this project was born out of a despair to write. And thus most of it was written when it
was going to be either never published, published under a pseudonym, or heavily edited.
Publishing this as it is might do me more harm than good (on some scale), but ultimately, this is
a creative work of catharsis using the only real tools I have.

ForewordAll Rights Reserved, All Wrongs ReversedA Polish philosopher once remarked that
forewords to books are like entryways to houses, except a house needs an entryway.Some find it
even graver a sin to include caveats or excuses to begin a book. You are very welcome to skip
the forewords and self-conscious caveats. You might just want to jump into the first chapter and
then, if you wish, come back and read this later. That’s fine with me. In this age of digital printing
(I assume some of you will be reading this on tablets or phones or some kind of e-device), you
should be able to excise sections of a book completely. Perhaps if you had your own editor, they
could send you books with the offensive or banal parts cut out. If you don’t care for the vulgarity,
you could get a version that substitutes “dang” and “fiddlesticks” for the more earthy language. If
you would prefer less spirituality, or if you would like to replace my religious tribe with the religion
of your choosing, your personal editor could hit ctrl+F and switch out the name of one deity for
another. For a nominal fee, I would be happy to send you a copy tailored to your liking. Welcome
to the future. Everything is for you! After all, it is you the reader for whom this book has been
written. You are making my life complete by playing the receptor to my transmitter.Except, I never
thought about this project with you in mind. And not just you specifically but you generally. I
started this work almost four years ago without you in mind. I was white-knuckling sobriety and



trying to keep a step ahead of both professional and personal disaster. I wasn’t trying to teach or
entertain. I was trying to figure myself out. Writing this down was in my bones.Musicians make
music because it is in their bones, and unless they are bound by contractual stipulations that
prevent them, they make albums to see what their melodies and words and production will
sound like. I am writing this experimental autobiography for similar reasons. I have had no
success in this genre. (My graduate work was spent looking at the lives of others and how they
wrote about themselves, but that dissertation is bone-dry boring.) I have been working for years
on this thing that is now in front of you. It has been a series of notes, scribbles on legal pads,
Word documents, and now something printed by actual people who thought it a good enough
idea to let others in on all of this. And by “all this,” I mean the peculiar autobiographical
experiment. It is an experiment because it deals with memory, addiction, suicide, and hope. The
kind of hope I have been battling my entire life. It is a strange story because I was ready to kill
myself. A couple of times. But it was the strange mix of music and girls and an inner monologue
created by a mental illness that led me from the edge to the guy who is probably right now, as
you are reading these very words, horrified at what you will think of the whole project and totally
cool with it all as well. I don’t want to ruin the end for you, but things work out all right.Writing, or
recording an album, or doing anything creative with words or sounds or shapes has a parallel
with getting a girl to like you. (Music and girls are perhaps the two most prominent things in this
story.) You want your album to feel timeless and meticulously made but also with a bit of devil-
may-care coolness, like you just threw it together. The cover should be neither too artsy nor too
clever. You want to sound like this band and not like that band, but you want to be original. You
want to be the band that people don’t just put on in the background, but listen to with intent. But
by the time you are done working out the songs and artwork, a band slightly more polished puts
out the album that overshadows yours. It’s the same with being a guy trying to impress a girl. You
want to come off as self-assured and confident. You want to look suave and make things look
effortless. At the same time, you are scared out of your mind and uneasy and sweaty and ready
to bolt for the door. Getting person X to like you is both the best and worst idea you’ve ever had.
You have to strike the balance between nice, slightly dangerous, funny without trying too hard,
having good posture, pleasant breath, and a decent haircut that makes it appear as if you
neither just got it, nor need one . . . and by the time you’ve made the list of things to do in your
head, she has walked away. Or she started dating Mike Simpson or Jake Stevens. The Mike
Simpsons and Jake Stevens of the world always get the girl. At least it seems like that. Maybe
those guys are deeply troubled and miserable; I don’t wish that upon them, but I suspect even
they have undesirable qualities. But I wouldn’t know. They haven’t written their books yet.With all
of this out of the way (or perhaps if you haven’t skipped the section yet), I should probably start
with some kind of foreword. This is usually done with bold letters, center justified, that
read:Foreword, Cont.But I think it is more fair to call this:(Optional) Preface #1Historians are
trained to explain the past through the intersections of people, events, and ideas. The perils of
historical writing are legion, but it does not make it a fool’s errand to try to understand the past.



Even the tiniest things can have an impact on future generations. The insignificant, the outsider,
and the lowly have stories that, albeit hard to reconstruct, change things.This project is based on
a historian taking the tools of his trade and turning them on himself.While this story is not without
parallels (there are probably millions who have had similar families, friends, stories, strife, and
tragedy), this is the story of one of those people. Told by a historian. About himself.My story runs
from a murky past filled with miscreants for relatives to a peculiar and short-lived career in show
business, mental illness of a fairly serious order, alcoholism, and eventually stumbling into a PhD
and a job as a professor. The story is not filled with bullshit aphorisms, nor is it some Trojan
horse designed to argue for abstinence or some kind of morality leading to a victory-filled life. In
fact, I would like to think that while you read this, you are enjoying a fine beverage and take my
story as exactly that: my story. If it makes you evaluate aspects of yourself or a loved one, I
assume the story has resonated in some way. Feel free to do with this story as you wish, but
remember this is just my story.The introduction is probably a bad place for a caveat, seeing that
you may have already paid for the book and have just started to read it. I’ll warn you that I am
quite afraid that this book will be seen by many as too religious and by others as not religious at
all. A sheep in wolf’s clothing or the other way around. One of the major themes throughout this
book is radical grace. Graciousness from friends, spouses, kids, and the guy who I was
convinced was some made-up sky wizard that people prayed to for cash. Don’t worry though,
the religion in this book is more Johnny Cash than Pat Boone. It’s less Kirk Cameron and more
guys who have taught for centuries about time and history and blood and splinters. If you don’t
feel like “getting religion,” don’t worry. If you’re looking for a theological treatise, I’m afraid this is
not the book you are looking for.It would be easier to tell the story anonymously or to wait until
everyone had died and have someone else put the facts together posthumously without fear of
repercussion.But that’s part of what makes this story different.I have entrusted a few of the
characters in this story (my wife, former girlfriends, etc. . . .) to interject periodically throughout
the text. They stay in the middle part of the book, for the most part. It is only the ex-girlfriends in
the title of this book who can speak for themselves. And so I have let them. If anything starts to
sound like bullshit, these contributors get to have their say of how the story looked from the
outside. Going inside your own mind and guts messes you up a bit, as well as skews the story.
So giving all these characters from the story the footnotes helps the veracity of the stories. This
was an open-sourced autobiography.As with anything that claims to document “real life,” there
are a number of questions that inevitably pop up. How real is real? Is this just “based on a true
story?”I will vow to you this: the stuff I am writing about actually happened. Some things are
easier to know for certain. Certain things are filtered through my brain, which was semipickled by
vodka for many years. I am, however, and for whatever it matters, a professional historian. I deal
with the nature of biography and autobiography. I am “trained” to read first-person accounts with
a healthy skepticism.I once gave a talk to a number of younger folks about something (I really
can’t remember), but it seemed germane to tell them the saddest story I could think of. So I
made one up. I made up a super tragic story about my friend Kyle and Char and had pictures of



them on PowerPoint and had kids crying about the injustices of this story of cruel fate. Once they
were sufficiently worked up, I told them it was all a lie. They were not happy being manipulated.
But I asked them if they don’t regularly consume media and stories designed to evoke tears.
Don’t we all watch tragedies? Don’t we all cry when Barbara Hershey’s character in Beaches
dies and Bette Midler has to take care of the now motherless child? (I was very young and
emotional; I bawled my eyes out.) We all have those fictional stories we go back to for catharsis.
But we go in knowing that it isn’t true. And so we are cool with it. If we go in thinking it is true only
to learn that it was falsified, we are angry. If we know it is fiction from the beginning, we can
suspend disbelief.Part of the genesis of this book was wondering if I could turn the tools of my
trade on myself. Biography is hard to verify sometimes, and autobiography seems the more
“trustworthy” genre. But I wonder, having written this, if that is the case. It is also why I have had
so many people read the manuscripts and asked some to add footnotes that I have promised to
not edit.Does it matter if this is true? Yes. And this is a true story of addiction and hope and girls
and my love of ’80s power ballads and my complicated religious convictions. It will hopefully
entertain, probably alienate, possibly educate, and most definitely serve as a kind of historical
experiment and confessional for me, your guide on a tour midway through my life.
(Recommended) Preface #2But before we get to the actual foreword, I’d like to ask if it would be
OK if I lay down some ground rules for the reading of this book. This is the ultimate caveat, and
you, of course, are free to tell me to scram and skip to the foreword. These rules will hopefully let
me tell you the spirit in which the book is intended and head off a few complaints that you might
have.Rule #1: This book might not be for you. Really, you might have had it recommended, or
you might know me or a friend of mine and think you should really read this because you want to
see what the fuss is about. But feel free to ditch the book at any point. I do this to about half the
books I pick up. No hard feelings.Rule #1.1: In realizing the book is not for you, you still might
want to read it or parts of it. Perhaps you are related to me or you had me as a professor or you
are just curious about it. When I started writing this a few years ago, it wasn’t written for anyone.
And then, when I first started pitching it, it was aimed at a particular audience, and then as I
thought more about it, it morphed into a book for a different audience. To tell you the truth, I have
no idea to whom this book is supposed to relate. I cohost a podcast with my good friend Dr. Jeff
Mallinson, and we have been pretty successful by some metrics, but we have always admitted
that the show might be for no one, or everyone—it depends on how you choose to listen.Rule
#2: You are, of course, free to be critical of anything written, but be forewarned that there will be
earthy language in this book. It’s not Fifty Shades of Grey inappropriate, as I was physically and
mentally unable to do anything but awkwardly fumble my way through the parts of the
relationships where stuff usually happens. Rather, it is the best way I know how to write about
real things and how they feel, or felt at that time. You might have had the idea put in your head at
some point that people only use profanity when they lack the vocabulary to use more
appropriate words. B—S—, language serves a number of purposes and is changing from
context to context. They didn’t use the word “pregnant” on I Love Lucy, and the term “sucks”



made The Simpsons a target for almost every coalition for suitable standards for the friendly
family.Rule #3: All this is true insofar as we can judge things to be true or false. Everything is as
true as I know it to be. The first story in the chapter about my wife was completely
misremembered. So much so that it could have changed the point of the story and the way
chapters happened. (But my wife does clarify and retell the story as it happened.) There are
things I have misremembered, I am sure, but nothing that distorts the story. And where I have
misremembered, that alternate reality that I assume is true has become part of the narrative that
I believe to be true and has thus shaped subsequent events.Rule #4: There is no ulterior motive
to me writing this (or none that I recognize). I have talked about this project with my therapist and
tried to get him to tell me the real reason I am doing this. He tells me it is because I want to. He
insists that it is like a musician sitting down with an instrument or an artist a canvas. Except this
will take longer to get through. I am not trying to gain sympathy, or to win fame or become
fabulously wealthy, or to get you to believe what I believe. Of course, I would like all of those
things, but this project was born out of a despair to write. And thus most of it was written when it
was going to be either never published, published under a pseudonym, or heavily edited.
Publishing this as it is might do me more harm than good (on some scale), but ultimately, this is
a creative work of catharsis using the only real tools I have.Rule #5: Please understand that
beneath everything, the last part of my life has been spent within the community of the Christian
church, more particularly the Protestant brand and the Lutheran blend. It would be inauthentic to
try to write this without having that play a part in the book, as it has played a major part in my life.
However, to write this as a kind of testimony is not my intent (and it might not read like one, at
all). If you’re familiar with the lingo of the twenty-first-century evangelical church, I am one of
those “backsliding” Christians. I have a hard time getting into some of the things that it seems
everyone in my church circles tend to get really fired up about. I can’t really get into deep
theological conversations, nor can I get into the conversations about what the church “should be
doing” outside of very basic things like receive grace and be gracious. I think about the trickier
parts of Christianity, like the cross and the tomb and all the weird stories in the Old Testament,
but I have a hard time focusing. I go to church because I need to. I go because where else would
I go? And before you answer that for me, understand that I have pretty specific reasons why I go
where I go and why I think I need to be where I am. And I think there are ways of looking at things
that seem more congruent to reality than others. And I think theological issues and social issues
really matter. I’ve picked a team, because I think it is foolish to think that you are the prophet that
has figured out just the right blend that somehow everyone else has missed. But nevertheless, I
probably tend to get most anxious and self-conscious about these things because people inside
and outside the church tend to criticize the hell out of you or write you off as not worth listening
to if your ideological Scantron doesn’t contain enough of the answers on their answer key. So cut
me some slack. I’m just a fellow traveler along the way, trying to make it all work and make
sense.And now, the second entryway to the actual book . . . the actual foreword.
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C.Pustejovsky (Charles or Catherine), “I'm not going to compare the book to St. Augustine's
Confessions but...... This book is amazing. Dan wrote in the forward that he would have
preferred to stand in the middle of the city complete naked than write and public this book. He's
right. He writes with naked honesty and an unfliching accountability.Hope in Christ and Intimacy
are what helped him with his monsters. You don't need to read the book for that little bit of
advice.But that's not why you absolutely should buy this book. It's one thing to abstractly know
that things can get better, but it's another thing to experience it through the words of Dan van
Voorhis.I highly recommend it for anyone struggling with addiction or despair or someone who
has darkness in their life and is looking for a good narrative that shows hope is real and things
can get better.I think most people should read it, especially young Christians. Not because they
need to be scared away from bad behavior, but because they need stories and examples like
this that it's possible for things to hang in there and believe that everything is going to be okay.”

Ignatious Valve, “Excellent Story of a Normal (scary) Life. Very easy-to-read account of the
author's life and his need for grace and mercy. I think it has become virtuous in recent history to
write and speak in an "authentic" way, and this is supposed to make all of us feel better about
our badness. Essentially, this trend is the lowering of the law to our high anthropological
aspirations. This book doesn't focus on authenticity to make it a new law, but honesty and
authenticity are the fruit of a worldview that understands the mercy and grace that is available in
the message of Jesus. The book doesn't connect the dots on this very explicitly, but it is there.
Besides the deep stuff, as someone who was born in the same year as the author, and who
grew up on the west (best) coast- it was fun to read about the 80's and 90's.”

Daniel, “Of Course You Should Read It. When someone asks me how I’m doing, the most honest
response I can give is, “How much time do you have?”We do not live simple, one-word-answer
lives, and “Monsters: Nobody Reads the Subtitles” by Dan van Voorhis is not a simple, one-word-
answer autobiography. There is not a linear progression from sinner to saint, no tidy summation
at the end about lessons learned and battles won. I actually thought he was going to wrap things
up several different times, only to be surprised by another chapter. Kind of like a Mars Volta song
or the film version of “The Return of The King”. In fact, it sometimes reads like he dropped the
manuscript before the book went to the printer, said, “F&%# it”, and now the chapters are all out
of order. As long as you don’t go in expecting that everything flows from event to event you’ll be
fine.I enjoyed the book more having listened to Dan over the past few years on the “Virtue in the
Wasteland” podcast. His humor and way of speaking come through in his writing. There were
several points where I cackled like a maniac while sitting in the car by myself. The footnote about
deciding how to describe a lady of... debatable morals (my term) was particularly delightful (in a
deplorable, not suitable for church or mixed company kind of way).This is not to say that the



book is an easy read. Even the process of writing it led to a serious crisis in Dan’s own marriage.
There is real sorrow here, but it is hope-tinged. We do not defeat our monsters, rather we can
learn to live with them. Dan’s desperate reliance on grace and the Gospel resonated with me,
reflecting my own journey away from modern evangelicalism into a more liturgical based
denomination.My takeaway has less to do with the particulars of the story, because the details
are specific to Dan. Rather it is the reminder that even after recounting a life of triumphs and
failures, after weighing the scales and finding that they are decidedly balanced against us, if we
can still crawl to the Lord’s table, if we can still take comfort in the shadow of the cross, then we
can say with confidence that somehow, someday, everything is going to be okay.”

Benjamin, “Gnawing melancholy and stupid giggling. This book is not for everyone. I think I
confused my wife when I read it all in one day; I giggled stupidly at teenaged antics, and fell very
melancholy in the next paragraph. The closest feelings it invoked were ones I got reading "A
Clockwork Orange" or "Kaffir Boy" when I was probably way too young to properly digest its
contents.The foreward (proper) is to be taken really quite seriously: after finishing chapter one,
you could quite easily skip parts of it and still receive the intended message. To ground myself, I
found myself re-reading the front cover up to pg 8 a couple times. After the author gives you a
few topically-organized peeks at his life, I would feel the same angry gnawing in my gut that you
get passing a particularly gruesome automobile accident. What was this book supposed to be
about again? Oh yeah; hope, and hoping against hope.The way it's organized is a little confusing
until you acquire some familiarity with the whole of his life (I sorta wish I had drawn an annotated
timeline or something to bring a little more coherence). But I think the organization is necessary.
People are messy and complicated and fighting simultaneous impossible battles all the time.
Thanks for the peek into yours.”

Not my name, “Honest. Dr. van Voorhis puts it all out there. I purchased on kindle last night and
couldn't put it down. I see some of my own struggles with anxiety and melancholy in his words
and story. I've been an avid listener of his podcast for a couple years now and have been
anxious to read this book. I'm glad I bought it. He is truly an artist with words and makes his
tragedy come to life.”

The book by Daniel van Voorhis has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 33 people have provided feedback.
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