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Pursuit of dream girl, quirky friends, goofy church make for fun summer 

‘God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron . . .’ follows 20-year-old in search of true love, genuine faith in small Midwest town 

SHEBOYGAN, Wis. – Josh Roosevelt returns home from college hoping to figure out his life, and 
maybe win the heart of a beautiful girl while he’s at it. But God has other things in store for him, 
like learning patience while contemplating what it really means to be a Christian. Throughout the 
course of the summer, Josh and his friends embark on an adventure of faith and fun. When he 
finally gets his chance with his dream girl, Josh discovers that a genuine love story has unfolded 
after all. “God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron (Not Always in That Order) . . . A Love Story” (published by 
Beacon Books, LLC). 
 
Returning from college to the small town of Morgan, Nebraska, Josh Roosevelt finds himself 
smitten with Erica Chamberlain. But the course to true love is lined with traps and hazards, from 
Josh’s inability to decode female signals to her missions trip to Haiti and the threat of tropical 
romance to introspection over the purity of his motives. 
 
Meanwhile, his lifelong church has lost its mind—if not its soul. The new pastor (who replaced 
Josh’s dad) has a different gimmick every week and the quirky young adults group is constantly on 
the verge of revolt. Nothing is sacred anymore, but Josh doesn’t know if he’s just bitter because of 
what happened to his parents or if dear old Morgan Bible has really gone off the deep end. 
 
With the help of his best friends Scotty and Cassie, and with plenty of metaphorical advice from 
Scotty’s golf-loving dad, Josh spends a summer pursuing Erica and contemplating his relationship 
with God. Will he ever get his chance to win her heart? And in what condition will he ultimately 
find his? 
 
“God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron (Not Always in That Order) . . . A Love Story” 
By Nathan Birr 
Hardcover | 6 x 9 in | 462 pages | ISBN 9780996769136 
Softcover | 6 x 9 in | 462 pages | ISBN 9780996769143 
E-Book | ISBN 9780996769150 
Available at Amazon and Barnes & Noble 
 
About the Author 
Nathan Birr has been writing since he was a child, creating stories that he wants to read. He has 
published three previous novels—Overnight Delivery, Three’s a Crowd, All an Illusion—and two 
short stories—Black Male, WinterKill—as part of The Douglas Files. When not writing, he enjoys 
spending time with his family, traveling, and watching college football. Nathan lives in Sheboygan, 
Wisconsin, with his wife, Sierra. He invites readers to interact with him at www.nathanbirr.com or 
follow him on Twitter @atruebluehusker. 
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Cornhuskers.  
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AUTHOR Q&A 
 
Where did you get the idea for God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron (Not Always in That Order) . . . A 
Love Story? I can never really tell people where my ideas come from, other than to say they pop into 
my head. I was walking to work one morning, and all the sudden I found the opening and closing 
lines running through my brain, and I’m not sure how they got there. But I thought, hey, there’s a 
kind of clever novel idea. Before I knew it, I was plotting and writing. A lot of the individual scenes 
and moments are lifted in some way or another from real life experiences—mine and others’. And a 
lot of the rest come from issues I’ve wrestled with or conversations about issues I’ve had with 
people. 
  
How did you ever come up with your title? I generally prefer pithy, clever titles. But this is a 
different kind of novel, so it needed a different title. I also love alliteration, and it was another one of 
those things that just came to me. It started as a working title, and before I knew, I realized it was the 
right title for the book. 
 
So what is this book ultimately about, God, Girls, Golf, or the Gridiron? I can see how the title 
could be misleading a little bit. Is this a spiritual book, is it a romance novel, is it about sports? 
Ultimately, it’s what it says at the end, a love story. The primary plot focuses on twenty-year-old 
Josh trying to woo a pretty girl named Erica. At the same time, he asks a lot of questions about his 
faith, about church, about purpose in life. So you’ve got the “girl” and the “God” component. I’m a 
huge football fan, and the story takes place in Nebraska, where football is huge. So I worked in 
enough of “the gridiron” to make the title appropriate. I also like golf, and so does Josh’s friend’s 
dad, who gives him plenty of golf-related advice. But at its core, the story is about Josh seeking to 
win Erica’s heart while examining his own. 
 
Writing in first person puts you “in the head” of your protagonist. So how much are you really 
like Josh? I’m sure a lot of myself has bled into Josh. I am naturally very analytical—too much so, 
often—and that comes out in his thinking. Like Josh, I’m not a Casanova—my wife is the only girl I 
ever dated. So it was easier to write from the perspective of someone who is a little reticent when it 
comes to pursuing his dream girl, because he knows his “bubble” could burst at any moment. 
Spiritually, I’ve given a lot of consideration—or analysis—to what constitutes authentic faith and 
worship. I see a lot in modern churches that I disagree with. I also see a lot that’s good. Balancing the 
pros and cons and making sure my heart is right as I do so was something that was easy to transfer 
to Josh as well. 
 
Why did you decide to self-publish? I had queried a number of publishers and agents regarding 
several different manuscripts, and while I had received some interest, no publishers or agents had 
taken me on. Self-publishing provided a way to get my stories out there—a foot in the door. It also 
gives me more control over the final product, which is something I like. 
 
Who do you see as the primary or target audience of your book? I think the book actually has 
pretty broad appeal, but primarily, I hope it will resonate with the quote-unquote “millennial” 
generation, people who are trying to figure out life, purpose, love, and faith. Anybody who has ever 
been in love—particularly with a little bit of trepidation about whether they were loved back—will 
appreciate where Josh is coming from. I also see a lot of churches and Christians struggling with 
change, searching for authenticity, and fighting the battle between staying culturally relevant while 
not losing the truth of the gospel. People with that sort of experience will, I hope, be drawn to this 
story and these characters. 
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What do you hope readers take from your book? I always have two goals when I write. The first is 
to entertain. If fiction doesn’t keep the reader engrossed in the narrative, it should be repurposed as 
non-fiction. Or kindling. At the same time, I don’t want to write something that is little more than 
fluff, and that brings me to my second goal, to make my readers think. I’m not necessarily looking to 
make them contemplate the meaning of life or reexamine their purpose, but I want them—even if 
subconsciously—to be challenged by what they read. For example, with God, Girls, Golf . . . I want 
them to ponder a little bit about what constitutes “love at first sight” and if it is truly love. Or is 
“puppy love” even love or just infatuation. And what does that mean for relationships. Or what 
constitutes real, authentic worship? Is it an experience? Is it something we get or something we give? 
All that can be done in a blog, so I try not to hit anyone over the head with these thoughts and 
questions, but they are there, intertwined in the story. And if in the end, people have enjoyed a story 
and mulled or pondered about serious topics for a little bit too, then I’ve succeeded as an author. 
  
Which authors inspired or shaped you and your writing style? I really see four authors who have 
made a significant impact on me. The first is Sigmund Brouwer. As a teenager, I read his Accidental 
Detectives series and was really captivated by the way he could twist a plot and have his main 
character’s subconscious nagging and prodding him until he figured out the mystery. As an adult, 
John Grisham’s unpretentious descriptions and cut-and-dried method of writing inspired me. His 
characters jumped out at me without being cartoonish. Currently, I love the way James Scott Bell can 
keep me riveted by his writing and dialogue, even if the plot doesn’t fit that of the prototypical 
“thriller.” And I’m drawn to Clive Cussler’s Dirk Pitt. Cussler is a master of the action/adventure 
genre, and naturally, the hero of such a novel is going to be a little “too wonderful.” But that’s why 
he’s the focus of a story, and I think Cussler does a nice job of portraying Pitt as a normal guy who is 
heroic instead of a superhero to which normal people can’t relate. How much my writing reflects 
any of these great authors isn’t for me to say, but I know their skill is something I hope to emulate. 
Specifically as it relates to God, Girls, Golf . . . I see two authors—Ray Blackston and Rene 
Gutteridge—as being particularly inspiring. They write fun, lighthearted stories with quirky, 
carefree characters and yet blend in very real spiritual truths while telling a compelling tale. That’s 
what I hope I did and can continue to do. 
 
How does your Christian faith manifest itself in your writing? I read so many Christian novels 
that have a spiritual message or theme that comes across as trite and formulaic. That’s not to say 
those messages aren’t true or important, but they are often conveyed in a way that makes me feel as 
if the character isn’t really struggling with an issue or that the resolution to the problem is too simple 
for real life. At the other end of the spectrum, many “Christian” novels make only a passing 
reference to a spiritual presence. They’re terribly nebulous. I really try to avoid either extreme. God, 
Girls, Golf . . . is a Christian story with a Christian message. But I took great pains to keep it from 
being preachy and to avoid resolving the plot with a simple “come to Jesus” moment where 
everything magically coalesced and all my characters’ problems melted away. That’s not very often 
reality, and while I write fiction, I try to write realistic fiction.  
 
Do you have future novels in this series or any other books in the works? I can’t leave well 
enough alone, so I’ve toyed around with ideas for a sequel to God, Girls, Golf . . . But I can’t say that I 
have any firm plots or plans to do so at this moment. I am, however, in the midst of proofing and 
editing the fourth installment of The Douglas Files, my series about a smart-aleck P.I. in California. 
I’m tentatively aiming for next spring as the release date for another standalone novel as well, so I 
keep plenty busy.  
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GOD, GIRLS, GOLF & THE GRIDIRON 
(NOT ALWAYS IN THAT ORDER) . . . A LOVE STORY 

SYNOPSIS 
 
 
JOSH ROOSEVELT is in love, and that’s just the beginning of his problems. 

 

As he returns from college to his small hometown of Morgan, Nebraska, Josh’s life is in 

turmoil. He has no direction about his future, his parents have moved to Oklahoma, 

and the church he grew up in has lost its mind—if not its soul. But hope exists in the 

lovely form of ERICA CHAMBERLAIN, the breathtaking brunette who has captured 

his attention and captivated his heart. But is he even on her radar? 

 

Meanwhile, the new pastor at Morgan Bible Church has a different gimmick every 

week (like the no-shoes service, whistling instead of singing, or replacing instruments 

with smart devices) and the “Young Adults Fellowship” class keeps getting sidetracked 

from studying Revelation by its quirky attendees. Has dear old Morgan Bible really 

gone off the deep end, or is it just Josh’s perspective that needs work? 

 

Drawing on advice from his best friends SCOTTY AUSTIN and CASSIE LARSON—and 

from Scotty’s dad, who couches everything in a golf metaphor—Josh spends the 

summer and fall pursuing Erica. The path to true love is lined with traps and hazards, 

and as Josh seeks to overcome them, he realizes that God is pursuing him as well. When 

he ultimately gets his chance, will he be able to win Erica’s heart? And in what 

condition will he find his? 
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Prologue 

“Because of the present crisis . . .” I Corinthians 7:26 

 

 

This is a love story, and it’s all about me. 

Me and my midlife crisis. 

My name is Joshua Roosevelt—Josh to everybody but my mom when 

she’s angry—and I’m only twenty years old. Which is why having a 

midlife crisis is somewhat disconcerting. In theory, you’re supposed to 

be forty with a wife and three kids, a house in the suburbs, and a nine-

to-five job when you have your midlife crisis. But life is not lived in 

theory. 

In addition to only being half the requisite age for a midlife crisis, I 

do not have a wife or even a girlfriend (part, as you’ll see, of the problem). 

In fact, I’ve only been on three dates in my entire life, all with different 

girls. Being an evangelical Christian, that pretty much rules out the three 

kids. And as for work, I’ve never had a nine-to-five, or even an eight-to-

four. It’s been part-time and odd jobs all my life. Suffice to say, I’m not 

exactly loaded, which isn’t helping matters either. 

But let me back up. This crisis has its roots in high school when I 

started to realize my career and life path wasn’t going to be a freeway. 

Like so many of the roads out here in rural Nebraska, it wasn’t even 

paved yet. With no other viable plan after graduating from Morgan High, 

I went off to a nice Christian college outside Omaha. I assumed it (the 

college, not Omaha) was the place to figure out what to do with the rest 
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of my life. I also hoped that going off to college and having to live on my 

own and grow up and be a man and all that would help me find my 

purpose in life. I envisioned graduating in four years, finding my place 

in the world, and looking back to see that my maturation into an 

upstanding Christian man was complete. But after taking three and a half 

semesters of general math courses, general history courses, general 

communications courses, general science courses, and general Bible 

courses, I was generally confused.  

And going broke. 

I’ve been a Christian almost since before I can remember, since I was 

five. And while I’ve always been a pretty good person—never rebelled 

against my parents, never experimented with drugs or alcohol, never 

tattooed myself or gotten anything pierced without permission (and been 

a gentleman on the aforementioned three dates)—I just felt like 

something was missing. I was a little ho-hum in my walk with God and 

not really sure why or what to do about it.  

Like I said, midlife crisis. 

 So with no direction to speak of, I decided to leave college and return 

home to my family. I didn’t register for fall classes and came home 

during spring break to deliver the surprising news to my parents in 

person. But the folks had a surprise they’d been waiting to share in 

person too: After pastoring the Morgan Bible Church for twenty-plus 

years, my father was being let go. (He was canned, but because it’s 

church, they called it “letting him go.”) If that wasn’t enough of a jolt, my 

parents also informed me that Dad had already candidated and been 

accepted to pastor a new church in Oklahoma, and they were moving to 
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Norman the Monday after Easter. While it was a great new challenge for 

them, it left me all alone in Morgan. 

Well, not all alone. I still had my best friend Scotty Austin, who I’ve 

known since I was six. He’s also twenty, and still lives in Morgan with 

his dad, Dirk. I also had Cassie Larson, my other best friend, who I’ve 

known even longer than Scotty. Cassie’s nineteen and, like Scotty, had 

remained in Morgan after high school.  

And I had Erica. Or at least, I had dreams of Erica. Remember how I 

said the lack of a girlfriend was part of my midlife crisis? Well, I also 

thought going off to college would afford me the perfect opportunity to 

meet the future Mrs. Roosevelt. It hadn’t. Or rather, I hadn’t taken 

advantage of the opportunity. At age twenty, I wasn’t exactly desperate, 

but I was starting to wonder what God’s plan was for me in the marriage 

category. 

All these boiling waters came to a head one weekend in April, just 

after my parents completed a whirlwind house sale and move to 

Oklahoma, and less than a month before my college days came to a close. 

That’s when I met Erica. I’d had my share of junior and senior high 

crushes, and had gone on those three dates. But no girl had ever struck 

me the way she did. I was head-over-paws in puppy love at first sight, 

as stupid as I’ve always found that concept to be.  

But what can I say? Erica Nicole Chamberlain was a ray of sunshine, 

an undeniable proof that God was smiling down on me, that my midlife 

crisis was a thing of the past. 

Ha!  
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Chapter 1 

“Some time later, he fell in love with a woman . . .” Judges 16:4 

 

 

Nebraskans pride themselves on a great many things: Their 

Midwestern values. A blue-collar work ethic. Good old-fashioned 

friendliness and hospitality. A state with more geographic charm than 

people give it credit for.  

And their football team. 

The bond between the University of Nebraska Cornhuskers and the 

residents of Nebraska is an unusual one to be sure. It’s based in part on 

the fact that so many Cornhusker stars have come from within the state. 

It also has something to do with the lack of other major university or 

professional sports teams to cheer for. And then there’s Nebraska’s long 

tradition of winning—forty-three conference and five national titles, to 

be exact.  

So while it may seem odd to outsiders, Nebraskans think nothing of 

filling Memorial Stadium for the annual Red-White Spring Game. Little 

more than a glorified scrimmage, it’s a chance for folks from Lincoln to 

Chadron, McCook to O’Neill; for businessmen and farmers, collegians 

and kindergarteners; football junkies and football flunkies to congregate 

in the venerable “old lady” on T Street and Stadium Drive to catch a first 

glimpse at the new team. It’s also why, a week after returning to Morgan 

for Easter break—and after a tearful goodbye with my parents—I was 

back again, crashing in Scotty’s basement (my temporary residence until 

I found my own apartment). A group of “young people” from Morgan 
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Bible had made plans to attend the spring game, and like any good 

friend, Scotty had made sure I was invited. 

Saturday morning, we arrived at the Morgan Bible Church parking 

lot early, realized we had forgotten Dirk’s grill, and backtracked to get it. 

By the time we returned, the first car had already departed for Lincoln. 

The remaining nine of us quickly made sure we had everything—and 

weren’t waiting for any other forgetful folks—and loaded into two 

vehicles. Scotty and I rode with Mike Baxter in his pickup, which also 

carried two charcoal grills, two sacks of charcoal, and three coolers full 

of meats, drinks, and extra ice.  

Mike drove fast to make up for lost time, and we arrived in the 

Hawks Field parking lot first. We unloaded the truck, and I was helping 

Mike light the grill—difficult on a breezy morning—when the other two 

cars in our convoy arrived. So far, all the faces had been familiar. But then 

a new girl got out of the passenger seat of Rena Schroers’ Toyota Camry, 

and the world around me slowed. I think the edges of my vision even 

blurred. 

“Hey, Josh, works better if you toss the match into the grill.” 

I looked up at Mike, then down at the tiny flame that was about to 

singe my thumb and forefinger. “Sorry,” I said, flicking the match at the 

wad of paper underneath a pile of coals. It flamed out, and I quickly lit 

another. As soon as I saw paper burning, I redirected my eyes to her. 

So it was finished. The Great Artist had completed His masterpiece. 

His magnum opus. His pièce de résistance.  

She was about my height, tall for a girl, and magnificently shaped. 

Even a red “Husker Power” T-shirt and distressed blue jeans couldn’t 
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hide that. Her face was positively cherubic—smooth cheeks, small ears, 

and curvaceous lips that framed perfect teeth. I knew that because she 

was smiling, beatifically, the smile of a person full of life and vigor and 

happiness.  

My heart threatened to stop as she walked our way, her shoulder-

length hair bouncing with each step. It was brown, the color of decadent 

dark chocolate, with a hint of natural wave. The ends were wisps 

blowing in the breeze, alighting on her shoulders or in front of her neck. 

Her hair was rich and full, almost alive, a perfect complement to tanned, 

silky skin.  

She stopped just feet from us, and my entire body began to tingle at 

the proximity. She wore sandals, allowing her toes to peek out from 

under her jeans. The nails were painted—red, of course—as were those 

on her fingers, which I noticed when she reached into the cooler to 

inspect our choice of meats.  

“Is this all from Bernice’s?” she asked. Bernice’s being the meat 

market in Morgan. Their cuts are legendary in the southeastern corner of 

Lancaster County, and throughout the county, for that matter. 

“Yep,” Mike answered. 

“Looks good,” she said. Her voice was pure and velvety, as would be 

expected for an angel. Helping Mike, I was already on one knee, and 

would have proposed except I thought it proper to wait until I knew her 

name. 

“We need another match,” Mike said, and I realized he was talking 

to me. I stood as Scotty announced that what we needed was some lighter 

fluid. 
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“Lighter fluid ruins the taste.” 

“So does eating them raw, Emeril.” 

“Hand me the matches,” Mike said. 

I tossed the pack to him and wiped my hands on my jeans. Then I 

looked at her. She hadn’t gone anywhere, and smiled in my direction. 

“I don’t think we’ve met,” she said. 

“I’m Josh,” I replied, offering my hand, remarkably pleased that I had 

remembered my name. And that my voice hadn’t cracked. 

“Erica,” she said, and we touched for the first time. So this is how Ben 

Franklin felt when he went kite flying. 

“Nice to meet you,” I said.  

Before she could reply, I was forced to step back as Scotty unleashed 

a stream of lighter fluid into the grill from the bed of Mike’s truck. Flames 

shot into the air and Mike jumped away from the grill.  

“Hey!” 

“Kickoff’s in ninety minutes,” Scotty said. “I don’t have time to wait 

for Rosie to get the hang of matches.” 

I unsuccessfully tried to fight off the blush that was engulfing my 

face.  

“Rosie?” Erica asked. 

Thanks, dude.  

Scotty had always called me Rosie. Initially, as a six-year-old brat, he 

had done it to tease me about my last name. After one short wrestling 

match in the church foyer, we’d become fast friends. Unfortunately, the 

nickname had stuck. Everybody else got a new one each time Scotty 
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addressed them. I was always Rosie. I guess it was a term of endearment. 

Just not one I wanted Erica to hear right off the bat. 

Hiding a sigh and trying to play it cool, I smiled pathetically and 

reached into the cooler for some pre-shaped hamburger patties. 

 

*     *   * 

 

Memorial Stadium stands like a beacon in the Heartland, towering 

over the Nebraska campus. I let the appropriate awe fill me as we crossed 

the railroad tracks via a footbridge and approached the colossal stadium. 

As I thought of the great teams that had called Memorial Stadium home, 

my chest swelled with pride, matching my stomach that was bloated 

from several burgers.  

We were late, thanks to grill-lighting problems and slow eaters, and 

were relegated to seats high in the southeast corner. I tried as casually as 

possible to end up next to Erica. It didn’t work, and I found myself 

between Scotty and Mike—who were still debating the appropriate way 

to grill meat—one row behind her and a few seats over.  

So far, it had been a mostly cloudy morning, one of those days where 

the pale blue sky keeps trying to peek out through low, puffy clouds. It 

hadn’t been cool, but it hadn’t been warm either. Now, just before 

kickoff, while the Cornhusker Marching Band was warming up, the skies 

parted and the sun shone down on Memorial Stadium with full force. It 

was downright allegorical. And a little hot. 

For the first few minutes, everyone was into the game, as if the 

outcome really mattered. The Red Team drove for a field goal, we 
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applauded politely, and everyone released their balloons—a Nebraska 

tradition after the first score. As the band played, I surveyed the three-

quarter-full stadium, its patrons decked exclusively in red. The balloons 

trailed off into a pure blue sky, and I felt like that guy in Field of Dreams, 

wondering if this was heaven.  

And yet, as the game wore on, I found that it couldn’t hold my 

interest, largely because of the girl just ahead of me to my left. I couldn’t 

take my eyes or my mind off her. I wanted to know everything there was 

to know about Erica. Starting with her last name. 

I nudged Scotty with my elbow. 

“What’s the deal with Erica?” I asked quietly. 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean, where’s she from?”  

“She goes to Morgan Bible.” 

“Since when?” 

He shrugged and removed his LSU ball cap. It was the same cap he 

wore almost every day, often backwards, like now. It had originally been 

purple, but had faded so much from wear and sweat stains that it was 

now lavender. He shook out his shaggy blond hair and replaced the cap. 

“A few months ago, I think. I think her family—” 

The rest of Scotty’s words were cut off as the stadium erupted after 

an interception. When the enthusiasm died down, I leaned back in. 

“Why, you got the hots for her or something?” he asked. 

“Is it that obvious?”  

“Unless you’re fascinated by the goalpost and are really staring past 

her at it.” 
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“Right.” 

A smattering of applause rewarded an off-tackle run. 

“I don’t know much about her,” Scotty said. “Just that she’s been 

around lately.” 

I nodded and tried my hardest to concentrate on football. It wasn’t 

easy when Erica tucked her hair behind her ear. It was the cutest ear I 

had ever seen, and I suddenly wanted to whisper secrets into it, maybe 

in a way that tickled a little. I was losing it, but losing never felt so good. 

The game was actually kind of boring, which isn’t that unusual for 

spring football scrimmages. At halftime, a handful of our group joined 

the throngs headed for the restrooms and concessions. I thought about 

moving in to chat with Erica, but couldn’t think of an excuse. So I sat 

there and waited for Scotty to return with my Pepsi and a slice of 

Valentino’s pizza. 

The action picked up in the third quarter, encouraging some 65,000 

fans that Nebraska might have an offense to go with the Blackshirt  

defense, as it’s called. For a few minutes, I actually forgot about Erica as 

dreams of a Big Ten championship began to fill my mind. 

At the quarter break, that all changed. A trio in front of me got up to 

use the restrooms, and Erica turned and stretched her legs on the 

bleacher bench, tanning her bare feet in the sun. She looked up at me. 

“So, Rosie. Where does that come from?” 

Had my nickname been on her mind for three quarters? Was that a 

good thing or a bad thing? She probably expected an answer. 

“My last name’s Roosevelt,” I said. “And Scotty nicknames 

everybody.” 
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She wrinkled her nose. “My last name’s Chamberlain. Not sure what 

you can make with that.” 

Wedding invitations? 

“So are you new in Morgan?” I asked. 

“About to ask you the same thing.” 

I gave her the I-asked-first look. 

“We moved from Lincoln in January,” she said. “My dad transferred 

to the bank here in town and didn’t feel like commuting.” 

I nodded. 

“You can say what you want about a twenty-year-old who moves 

with her parents,” she said, flexing her toes, “but I’m in the in-between 

stage in life right now.” 

It was kismet. 

“Me too,” I said.  

“You live with your parents too?” There was a trace of flirtatious 

challenge in her question. 

“At present, I live in a dorm,” I said. 

“Here?” 

“No. Vernon-Bedford.” 

She wrinkled her nose again. I liked it. 

“It’s a small Bible college in Omaha,” I said. 

“I think I might have heard of it.” 

“But in twenty-seven days, I will be a Morganite again.” 

Erica narrowed one eye. “You don’t look old enough to be a college 

graduate.” 

“I’m not. That in-between stage thing.” 
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“Ah.” 

The trio returned, and Erica slid her legs off the bench. Just that 

quickly, our bonding was over. 

“Morganite,” Scotty said quietly. “Smooth.” 

I cracked him in the ribs. 

  

  

http://www.nathanbirr.com/


 

God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron (Not Always in That Order) . . . A Love Story by Nathan Birr | Copyright © 2016 
www.nathanbirr.com 

Chapter 2 

“. . . he went down and talked with the woman, and he liked her.” Judges 14:7 

 

 

Red beat White 24-21. It really didn’t matter. The team looked good. 

Then again, it was April, and how much can you tell about your team 

when they’re playing themselves? 

We took our time getting out of the stadium, mingling with our 

fellow Husker fanatics and simultaneously analyzing the game we had 

just seen while forecasting the twelve we couldn’t wait to see come fall. 

Back in the parking lot, the argument started. 

We had reservations for the entire group at Lazlo’s in the Historic 

Haymarket District. But Lazlo’s was technically a “Brewery and Grill” 

and it was debated whether or not we should go to a brewery. 

“Why shouldn’t we go to a brewery?”  

“Christians shouldn’t drink alcohol.” 

“Who says?” 

“Does it matter since every place serves alcohol?” 

“Wait, whose point are you making?” 

“Isn’t a pub or brewery different from a regular restaurant?” 

“I think the deciding factor is if it has a bar.”  

“So it’s okay to drink beer at a table, just not a bar?”  

“No one’s going to be drinking beer.” 

“Says who?” 

“Why don’t we go to Misty’s instead?”  

“They serve alcohol at Misty’s.”   
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“We’d never get in without a reservation.”  

“Do we have reservations for Lazlo’s?” 

And on and on it went. Scotty whispered to me that this had all been 

decided a week ago, and everyone had agreed to Lazlo’s. But for various 

reasons, that everyone was different than this everyone, and like in all 

small town church groups, there were a few sticklers to tradition and 

rules.  

And of course, there were a few “freedom in Christ” sorts who had 

no problem doing anything short of devil worship. Us poor folk in the 

happy medium always got dragged into the fight and possibly had to 

forfeit our reservations at Lazlo’s, where we really wanted to eat because 

the only dinner restaurant in Morgan is the Morgan Family Restaurant, 

and while the food isn’t bad, it isn’t big city Lazlo’s. 

I looked to Erica during the debate. Was she a legalist or a freedom 

fighter? She appeared bored, and I sidled over to her. Casually of course. 

“Are you like me, thinking we’re going to end up eating at 

McDonald’s if we don’t decide soon?” I asked. 

“Hmm? No, I’m just thinking about our defense. We looked a little 

weak against the power sets.” 

This girl was incredible. 

“Maybe our O-line is just that good,” I said. 

“Remember the bowl game?” 

I did remember the bowl game. We had played miserable for three 

quarters, getting blown off the ball, getting stuffed on short yardage runs, 

getting sacked time and time again. Then somebody had flipped a switch 

and we’d gone on a still inexplicable rampage and scored twenty-eight 
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unanswered points to shock Auburn 35-27. Talk about a Happy New 

Year. 

“Our O-line isn’t that good,” she said. “Wisconsin will exploit us. 

Iowa too. And . . . ugh, Ohio State.” 

“Maybe we’ve improved.” 

“Maybe.” 

Somebody suggested we split and go to two different restaurants.  

“That’s silly, we came as a group.” 

“So what, drinkers and non-drinkers?”  

“Nobody’s going to drink.” 

“What if I want to drink?” 

“Drinking isn’t the point.” 

“Then what is the point?”  

“Are you even twenty-one?” 

Scotty nodded at Mike. “Hey, Bobby Flay, there any charcoal left in 

that sack?”  

“Doesn’t matter, dude. We’re out of meat.” 

“We ate it all?” 

“You had three burgers, man.” 

Erica leaned over my shoulder. I smelled her perfume. It was citrusy. 

It was heavenly.  

“I’m eating at Lazlo’s if I have to walk home,” she said quietly. 

“Me too,” I replied, as if it was the food motivating me. If she was 

eating at Village Inn, so was I. 

The group finally decided to split, with nine of us going to Lazlo’s 

and the remaining four teetotalers striking out on their own in search of 

http://www.nathanbirr.com/


 

God, Girls, Golf & the Gridiron (Not Always in That Order) . . . A Love Story by Nathan Birr | Copyright © 2016 
www.nathanbirr.com 

a place that didn’t serve beer, or if they did, didn’t serve it at a bar. That 

took some time, sorting out who really believed what, and who believed 

it but wasn’t convicted, and who would have to drive where. Finally, we 

got it all figured out. 

I again rode with Scotty and Mike, who had no problem dining 

amongst boozers and who wasn’t letting anyone else drive his pickup. 

Erica went in the other car, an old Buick that seated six. At the restaurant, 

after a brief round of musical chairs, I found myself across the table and 

one spot down from her. Not bad. 

Dinner was great, both the food and the atmosphere, along with some 

not-so-Christian picking at the foursome in search of prohibition. The 

truth is, legalism and traditionalism are a sore spot in Morgan. Twenty 

years ago, when Dad took over the pastorate, there was just one church 

in town. Dad preached the Word, and to my examination (and that of the 

elders of that day) made sure Morgan Bible Church accurately adhered 

to it. But that meant straying from some of the traditions. It meant 

speaking out on things that some of the blue bloods didn’t like having 

spoken out against. It meant allowing the playing of cards and going to 

movies and a handful of other things that the legalists opposed. (It did 

not mean accepting or tolerating homosexuality, promiscuity, divorce, or 

sin of any kind—or for that matter, drinking beer after the spring game—

which is how it sort of got played by the “separatists.”) They split, 

forming their own church. The True Way Church. It sounded like a cult. 

And a dig at my dad and everyone else at Morgan Bible. And it caused a 

rift that still has repercussions to this day because a lot of the folks at 
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Morgan Bible had some of the leanings of the folks at True Way, and vice 

versa. And so occasionally, we pick on them. And, I’m sure, they on us. 

We took our time eating, savoring the food and a festive moment. 

Lazlo’s was filled with Husker fans who lived up to their reputation by 

being warm and friendly. It didn’t matter that none of us knew each 

other; we were all united by a common bond. If only Christians could be 

that way. 

I did not get a chance to talk with Erica much because there was too 

much noise for us to converse across the table. But the noise didn’t 

prohibit me from stealing glances at her vivacious brown eyes or 

admiring her brilliant smile. And she smiled a lot, like it was her default 

setting. She also had an absolutely adorable laugh—but not when Joey 

Travis told a dirty joke about Iowa fans. (Not all Nebraskans are classy 

all the time.) 

After dinner, a group of us decided to take a stroll. The Haymarket 

District is only a few blocks wide and long, a former industrial region 

between downtown and the freight yard. But in recent years, it has been 

regenerated and rejuvenated, its distinctive brick buildings turned into 

commercial and residential spaces. Now the Haymarket is home to an 

abundance of eateries, distinctive shops, and art galleries that give the 

area a charming, cozy feel. It’s also where the new basketball arena was 

constructed just a few years back, providing a huge economic boom to 

the district. 

“I love this place,” Erica said, as if breathing in an aroma as we 

walked. 

“The Haymarket?” I asked. 
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“Yeah. I’ve only been gone three and a half months and I still miss it. 

Especially in the fall, right before sunset, when the sun hits the buildings 

like this,” she said, turning her head left and right.   

“Cool and crisp, a big football game the next day?” 

“Mm, yeah.” 

We were simpatico. 

After ducking in and out of a few shops and galleries, our group 

stopped and gawked at the new basketball arena. It sort of resembled a 

spaceship. Or a bedpan, Brad Ostrander said. Blasphemer. At any rate, I 

was glad to be back outside—Scotty was dangerous in small spaces with 

expensive knickknacks. Besides, the setting sun cast a resplendent orange 

glow on Erica’s face that made me wish I’d brought my camera. Instead 

I just burned the image into my mind. I needed something to get me 

through finals. 

The six of us who had set out on the stroll returned to P Street where 

we had parked our vehicles. And found that only Mike’s truck was 

remaining. 

“Where’d they go?” Mike asked. 

“Who can’t count?” Brad said.  

“Maybe they’re just punking you,” Scotty said.  

“They’re gone,” Brad said. “It was Joey.” 

“Maybe it wasn’t on purpose,” Cora de Vries said. 

“Nothing’s on purpose with him,” Brad replied. 

“Maybe the prohibitionists are still in town,” Mike said. 

“They already had a full car.” 

“They can squeeze one more.” 
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“I’m not riding with them.” 

“That’s not very Christian.” 

“Your mom’s not very Christian.” 

I looked at Erica and rolled my eyes. 

“Forget it,” Brad said. “We can just ride in the back of the truck.” 

“Not with two grills and a cooler we can’t,” I said. I was enjoying the 

dilemma, because the longer we stood on the sidewalk by Lazlo’s, the 

longer I had with Erica. 

“Besides, this ain’t Morgan,” Mike said. “Cops will pull us over if 

we’ve got people in the back.” 

“So we’ll squeeze,” Cora said. 

“There’re six of us.” 

“We can sit on laps.” 

Bless that Joey Travis. 

Mike sighed. “We can squeeze.” 

“Six people? I’ll ride in back.” 

“No you won’t, because I’d have to pay the ticket. We can squeeze.” 

And so we squeezed into the vehicle, five-sixths of our group madder 

than hornets at one Joseph J. Travis. It turned out that no one had to sit 

on anyone else’s lap. Cora squeezed in front between Mike and Brad, 

leaving Scotty, me, and Erica in the very squished backseat. I sat in the 

middle, and being a dude, made sure to give fellow dude Scotty plenty 

of room. 

We talked football as we headed out of Lincoln. The defense looked 

good (except against power sets) and the offense showed promise. We 

detoured to Dairy Queen and joined the throng on a warm spring 

evening. While I licked a cone (I was too poor to spring for a Blizzard, 
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especially after springing for the game, my contribution toward lunch, 

and dinner at Lazlo’s) and waited for everyone else to go through the 

line, Erica approached. She had a cone too, only hers was dipped in 

chocolate. 

“So how long have you been a Morganite?” she asked, maybe teasing 

just a little. 

I winced. And licked my ice cream. “All my life.” 

“Really?” 

“My dad was the pastor at MBC since before I was born,” I said, 

opening both a painful can of worms and the door at the same time. I 

held it for her and we stepped out into the balmy night. The sun had set, 

but the sky was still light in the west. It was perfect. 

“Your dad is Gary Roosevelt?” 

I nodded. 

She took a lick of exposed chocolate ice cream. “I’m sorry.” 

“It kind of came as a surprise,” I said. “Especially to me.” 

“We just started going a few weeks before it happened,” Erica said. 

“It was definitely out of the blue.” 

My turn to lick. 

“So what happened?” she asked. “Or is that too personal?” 

“No,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. You never knew who was 

listening, or who had allegiance to whom. Mom and Dad both said that 

the “firing” was handled peaceably and with no hard feelings. But these 

things were bound to have their share of bad blood. You don’t just can a 

pastor after two decades unless something happened. And I knew the 

something wasn’t on my parents’ end. 
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“They said it was ‘just time to move on,’” I said. “It wasn’t doctrinal, 

wasn’t anything he or Mom had done. I don’t really know. I don’t think 

they even do for sure.” 

“That kind of stinks.” 

“Kind of.” 

We strolled toward Mike’s truck. There was some sort of hold-up 

inside.  

“So do they still live in town?” 

“Moved to Oklahoma,” I answered. 

“Oklahoma?” 

“Dad’s pastoring a church in Norman.” 

“Norman?” 

Norman, Oklahoma. Home of the Sooners, Nebraska’s oldest football 

rival (regardless of what conference affiliation had dictated for most of 

my life). 

“Heart of enemy territory,” I said. “Believe me, I know.” 

“And I thought going to be a missionary nurse in darkest Africa was 

a sacrifice.” 

My heart sunk. She was a missionary-to-be. That was it. Our destiny 

was ruined because she was off to save souls and I . . . wasn’t.  

I kept it cool. “Is that where you’re headed?” 

Erica shrugged. “The idea occurred to me once. I really don’t know. 

I took a few pre-nursing courses at UNL, but it just wasn’t right.” 

I breathed a few sighs of relief. God should really send orphans and 

widowers to Africa to save the lost, not attractive young girls from the 

Heartland. 
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“I’m in a holding pattern, I guess,” she said. “Hold this?” She handed 

me her cone, and then placed her left hand on my shoulder. With her 

right, she reached for her sandal. She slid it off her foot, shook out a rock, 

and replaced it, nearly losing her balance in the process. Then she took 

her cone back. “Thanks.” 

“Sure.” Anytime. 

“That’s why I moved in with my parents,” she said. “I could have 

gotten an apartment in the city, but we’ve been close . . . We’re close, so 

I decided to join them, until I get clearance from the Tower.” 

“Makes sense,” I said. It had been my plan until the church axed 

Pops. 

Erica turned back toward the restaurant. “What is taking so long?” 

She shook her hair out of her eyes as she turned back to me. “So will you 

still go to MBC?” 

“I guess so. The only other church in town is True Way, and—” 

“I know about them,” she said. “We tried going there one Sunday.” 

Now she looked over her shoulder before leaning in close. “I think they 

might be a cult.” 

“Rumor has it,” I replied. We both smiled. And leaned against Mike’s 

truck. I hoped they had to send to Omaha for more ice cream mix. 

“Tell me about college,” she said. 

“What do you want to know?” 

“I went to UNL, lived in a dorm for a semester. What’s it like in a 

sanctified institution?” 

“Not as sanctified as you might think.” 

“Oh?” 
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My cone was in need of some attention, and I took a moment to get 

things under control. “No,” I said at last. “You’d be surprised at the 

number of Christian people who don’t live like Christians.” 

Erica grunted—in a way that was not unattractive. “Unfortunately, I 

doubt I would.” 

“It wasn’t all bad. I had some fun, but you can only take so many 

general courses without a field of study.” 

“Did you have a plan going in?” 

“To hopefully figure out a major.” 

“I see.” 

Scotty arrived with a banana split, followed by the rest of the group, 

and we piled back into the truck. I again had the pleasure of sitting 

snuggly close to Erica. But our time for private conversation was over, 

and I had to enjoy her general nearness for the rest of the ride home. Mike 

cut through the back country, driving much faster than was necessary, 

and soon we were back in Morgan. 

We all said our goodbyes, all very casual, and Scotty and I started for 

his place, a three-block walk from the church.  

“You’re quiet,” he said. 

“I am?” 

“Uh-huh.” He switched his hat around forward. “You in love?” 

“Yeah, I think I might be.” 

“Well, that should make for a fun summer.” 
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