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Preface

The title of this book may be misleading. “The Book of 
Choices” might imply that all the choices discussed and 
presented within the following pages are yours alone to 
consider and decide between. But some of these choices 
have already been pondered and considered by Bethany’s 
boyfriend (a.k.a. “Bethany’s Sweetums”). Several of these 
ponderings led to decisions that remove the offered choice 
from the field of possibility. Several of these ponderings 
resolve themselves in the process of logical induction.

This book began as a rambling series of thoughts 
concerning questions that Bethany’s Sweetums (a.k.a. 
“Bethany’s Stinkhead”) has been considering over the last 
several months. Some of these thoughts represent 
completed journeys, day-trips in the cross-country trip of 
love and relationship. Some of these thoughts dead-end 
into walled canyons, too steep to be climbed without help. 
Finally, some of these thoughts lead to diverging forks in 
the road, where the journey could proceed to the right or 
the left towards distant hills or valleys.

This book is an attempt at a map of the trail. By 
accounting for where the hike began and what choices 
were made along the way, the decisions of the present can 
be best drawn up and the future can be planned for as well 
as maps can allow.

For now, much of the map is blank, with the classic 
nautical traditional signpost, “Here there be dragons,” to 
indicate the possible thrills and dangers contained in the 
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undiscovered country.

Venture on, if you must. And since you are my captive 
audience at this moment, I’m afraid you must. 

So turn the page.
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Why Choices?

Bethany, you and I (a.k.a. “Your Sweeticans”) have always 
struggled to make decisions for each other. We are both 
very sensitive people and are usually stumbling over 
ourselves to avoid stepping on each other’s wishes and 
desires. 

You recently told one of our friends that one of the things 
that you love about me is that I “offer you choices,” that 
is, I narrow down the field of endless possibilities to a short 
list of predetermined choices and offer them to you to sort 
through and make a selection. You also have been very 
good at offering me choices during moments when I feel 
overwhelmed or disoriented.

I believe that “choices” are what make our relationship 
special. The better we know one another, the better we get 
at anticipating each other’s needs and offering ourselves 
to each other in the ways that we anticipate will be most 
needed. I hope we never cease to offer each other choices.

This book is my personal reflection on how important our 
choices are to one another. Our choices demonstrate how 
well we know each other and how much we consider each 
other when making decisions. 

It is my hope that each year around Valentine’s day one of 
us will deliver this book (or another volume once we have 
filled these pages) to the other filled with an accounting of 
the most significant choices we have been offered and have 
offered. I intended this book to be read aloud on this 
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occasion by the recipient so that we can share in the 
emotion and the memories of the past year.

I suspect that not all our choices will be happy. Life is full 
of unforeseen twists and grudging compromises. But I hope 
that our happy choices will outweigh the unhappy ones and 
that above all, this record will contain and sincere and 
honest accounting of our emotional journey together.

This year, I present to you my choices and decisions from 
the past year that have concerned you. Since this is the 
fi rst record, I chose to back up to the beginning of our 
relationship in December of 2003. 

There are certainly some things that will be left out, but 
I hope that I captured an accurate picture of my choices 
from our fi rst full year together. I also hope we fi ll many 
volumes over the years.
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Choice #1: Whether to date someone 
I had never met.

Our story will certainly be one for our age. Such a mixture 
of technology, social hijinks and literary exchange is like a 
plot from a movie (and a pleasant and witty one at that).

As I read over our earliest emails, I was struck at how 
strong and confident you were. And how strongly your 
convictions shone through your words even back then. 
When so many young women in our society seem willing to 
compromise everything at the first sign of turbulence to 
hold onto someone they care about, you stood your ground 
and demanded that God come first before either of our 
needs or desires. 

The openness and sharing that occurred through the first 
week of email alone is staggering for our culture. And it set 
the stage for many wonderful meetings and activities. 

I know this will sound corny, but every time I questioned 
God in my prayers about whether or not I should be 
considering a relationship with a stranger nearly a decade 
younger than me, I felt a calming sensation. I am not one 
that often claims I can say I have heard God’s voice (at 
least, not until I look back on a situation with the benefit of 
historical reflection), but I felt even then that my concerns 
and fears were being calmed by a spirit more powerful than 
mine.
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In a sense, I never really felt like I had a choice about 
whether to meet Bethany Kay Hawkins. As situations 
presented themselves, I felt compelled to act. And when 
I became nervous at that feeling of compulsion, I always 
seemed to fi nd peace just when I needed it.

I think my fi rst choice in our relationship was actually made 
by God on my behalf.
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Choice #2: To kiss or not to kiss.

One choice stands out among those you presented me with 
at the beginning of our relationship. From the moment I 
met you, I felt a bond that defied simple explanation. It 
was like I already knew you in some ways and yet was so 
intrigued by the mystery of  who you were and why you had 
such a hold on me.

I thought about kissing you long before I did. I remember 
the first night I held your hand (we were watching Mona 
Lisa Smile, and you blushed like I have never seen since). 
As we walked to the parking lot, I felt the incredible urge 
to kiss you.

But when we got in the car, you somehow shifted our 
conversation to our views of affection and relational status. 
You made it very clear that while I could tell you wanted 
me to kiss you, you felt strongly that kissing was something 
that only those in a committed relationship should do.

This declaration froze me for several dates, for I was not 
sure I was ready to commit myself to you. As we grew 
closer and closer and I knew that soon I would have little 
choice to enter an exclusive relationship with you with a 
kiss.

On January 3, our fifth date, I kissed you at Mozart’s, and 
with that kiss, chose to be your boyfriend. That kiss was a 
choice I have never regretted.
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Choice #3: Should this person come 
with me to church?

Early on, I wrestled with whether or not to introduce you to 
my friends and vice versa. The differences in our age made 
me more than a little uncomfortable and I was concerned 
what they would think of you and what you would think of 
them.

But this level of uncertainty pales in comparison to the 
stress I felt when I considered whether or not to bring you 
to my church. I knew at the time that such a choice was 
full of implications. You had professed to me from day one 
that your faith in God was the foundation of your life and 
what you sought from others. How could I not bring you 
into my circle of faith if our relationship was to continue?

But I also knew that once I brought you to my church family 
that our relationship would never be the same again. 
University Avenue is a very social place, and I had carved 
out for myself a very high profile there. In fact, at the time 
I was questioning whether or not to bring you to church 
with me, I was teaching a class, coordinating our corporate 
worship and leading the preparation sessions for our 
communion servers. How could I ask you to come to church 
with me when I would spend much of my time running 
around from task to task solving the continual problems of 
high church worship?

But in the end, my trust in God and my devotion to you 
prevailed. Soon after you became my girlfriend, you 
accompanied me to the blur of activity that was my Sunday 
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mornings at that time. And you demonstrated remarkable 
poise and patience in the face of the bombardment of 
curious inquiries delivered by those who always seem to 
notice the slightest changes in my life.

Of all my choices, I am probably proudest of this one: that I 
brought you into the environment in which I directly 
experienced and served God. A few months later, I was 
even prouder when you chose to throw your lot in with UA 
by placing membership.
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Choice #4: Oh NO! I’m moving and am 
tragically in love! What do I do?

Tragic is the only word for how I felt when I accepted the 
job at SMU and began to prepare myself to move to Dallas. 
How could God show such tragic irony in bringing me into 
the presence of someone I was learning to cherish only to 
send me hundreds of miles away?

We both cried many tears during that period. I knew in my 
heart of hearts that I was not ready to marry you and that 
we would not likely survive an engagement that involved 
your moving to Dallas with me.

But I questioned whether or not to rush things anyway. I 
wanted to hold onto you so desperately that I kept trying to 
convince myself that it was acceptable to rush things. But 
it wasn’t and my inner self (or maybe God) wouldn’t let me 
be dishonest with myself long enough to do anything rash.

So I chose to leave you for a new life, a choice that 
frustrated me to an unbelievable degree.
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Choice #5: How do you lessen the 
pain of long distances?

Well, considering that we are still currently in a long 
distance scenario, I don’t have to tell you how painful it is 
to be separated from you.

You probably didn’t know that on more than one occasion, 
I actually considered breaking up with you to keep from 
hurting you more and more with each passing week.

Particularly in the early months after the move, it just 
ripped me apart to hear the sorrow in your voice. I could 
not get out of my head the image of you bursting into tears 
the first time you entered my Dallas apartment. You had 
not reacted well when I told you I did not think you should 
move with me, and you were devastated the night I told 
you that I did not think you should move in December. 

There were so many nights that I worried about how you 
would react if the day came when I was forced to conclude 
that you might not move to Dallas at all. And that part of 
me feared that the hurt would be worse the longer I put 
that decision off. So I teetered back and forth like a 
broken-down seesaw, feeling half the week like we should 
just get married and the other half that I should break up 
with you before I damaged you beyond repair.

As time went on, the ratio of the two types of days 
balanced and then slowly tipped towards a more consistent 
feeling that we belonged together. As I write this in 
February of 2005, I estimate that five days out of each 
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week, I am sure we will wind up together. The other two 
days are a blur of confusion and fear, but as time goes on, 
these feelings seem to decrease in length and frequency.

I am glad I chose not to act on my fears.

BookOfChoices.indd   15 2/14/05   1:47:58 PM



Choice #6: Matrimonial ponderings.

Should we get married? If so, when?

I confess that these two questions have plagued me over 
the last several (try 8) months. When I moved to Dallas 
from Austin, I felt that we might get married, but that 
moment was certainly not the right time.

During my stay in Dallas, there have been times when the 
answer to the first question has been a resounding “YES! I 
want to marry Bethany and we should just do it.” But there 
have also been times when the answer to this question has 
seemed to be more of a “NO! Are we crazy? We’re in 
different places and seem to need different things at 
different times. We have no business getting married.”

But a lot of the time, the underlying feelings from both 
ends of the spectrum have tempered a third position: “Yes, 
but not now. Bethany should move here and then in a year 
or so, we should be more ready to decide if we still want to 
spend the rest of our lives together.”

These ponderings stuck with me particularly when things 
would get tough: those times we’d have to go weeks 
without seeing each other and those times we’d take out 
our frustrations and anger on one another.

I struggled and struggled with these questions and finally 
found I was unable to choose. So I chose instead to 
continue putting off the final resolution for a future date.

BookOfChoices.indd   16 2/14/05   1:47:58 PM



BookOfChoices.indd   17 2/14/05   1:48:01 PM



Choice #7: Whether to engage in 
family strife.

It will likely be many years before I understand exactly 
what ultimate implications the events of August 14, 2004 
will hold for my family, but whether good or ill, I know it 
was a conscious choice on my part to open that particular 
Pandora’s box. 

What had started as a dispute over a board game the 
previous evening quickly escalated into a childish display 
of petty anger and rage. As you and I sat up talking most of 
the night about what had happened, you tried to convince 
me to let the conflict pass and not try to deconstruct the 
behaviors that led to the event.

How ironic that my mother would take up that same 
opinion the next day and urge me to let things blow over.
But I did not listen to either of you. I chose to try to create 
an understanding of our family’s friction. And had I know 
what lay in store for me, I might have heeded your advice.

That day effectively changed the way our family functions 
and I still regret making you a part of that exchange. But I 
chose to seek resolution and was unable to find it.

Also on that day, I learned that your input holds more value 
than I had previously known. Perhaps due to my arrogance 
or my overdeveloped idealism, I ignored your input and 
found that you understood more clearly what lay in store 
for us than I did. I resolved never again to overlook your 
perspective on decisions and choices that affect us both.
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Choice #8: A new resolve.

Speaking of resolution, it was a few months after those 
tragic events that I chose to resolve my own feelings and 
intentions towards you. After a long and tough first 
semester at SMU, I had more doubts and questions than 
answers. I felt my life was spinning out of control, and the 
financial burdens that threatened to consume me at every 
turn were slowly driving me mad.

But in the moment of my greatest despair, you found small 
ways to remind me where it is that my faith and hope lie. 
I doubt you remember the moments that all this occurred, 
but as you reminded me time and time again how lucky 
I am to have you in my life and that as God continues to 
bless me through you how I am not nearly as alone as I 
often imagined. 

As God chose to remind me of His presence through your 
actions and words, I finally chose to trust Him and the plan 
that brought you into my life. I stopped holding out for the 
ideal situations and scenarios that just refused to come 
over the horizon and just accepted what God wanted for 
me.

A few weeks after this choice, my prayer life slowly 
renewed, and I finally found a church home. 

Your devotion to me and to God reminded me that I needed 
to choose to have more faith than I sometimes feel: faith in 
God, faith in you and faith in God’s family of believers. 
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Choice #9: Wringing my hands 
over rings.

Even though I was unsure about whether we would ever 
get married, I wanted to start thinking 
through the logistics of how to 
proceed if indeed we ever did make  
that choice.

So, I began to look at rings and try to 
fi gure out what you might like to wear 
for the rest of your life. Hardly an easy 

decision. There are so many choices: 
white vs. yellow gold, solitaire vs. 
diamond combinations, several 
different types of settings, round 
stones, triangular stones, oval stones, 
princess stones ... I was just 
overwhelmed with all the choices.

So I engaged in a series of subtle 
operations to fi gure out what your 
preferences were without raising 
suspicion.  Too many conversations led 
by too many people pulled from you 
contradictory 
information about 

what you wanted. The more I inquired 
the less sure I was about what you 
wanted. The more I looked, the more 
confused I became.

So I engaged in a series of subtle 
operations to fi gure out what your 
preferences were without raising 
suspicion.  Too many conversations led 
by too many people pulled from you 
contradictory 
information about 

what you wanted. The more I inquired 

get married, I wanted to start thinking 
through the logistics of how to 
proceed if indeed we ever did make  
that choice.

So, I began to look at rings and try to 
fi gure out what you might like to wear 
for the rest of your life. Hardly an easy 

BookOfChoices.indd   22 2/14/05   1:48:09 PM



I even was unsure about your ring size. 
That summer day you lost your ring in 
the surf, I was genuinely upset. Sure, I 
was sorry that you had lost a precious 
personal item of signifi cance, but I was 

also frustrated 
because I had 
planned to separate 
you from that ring at some point to 
ascertain its size. 

Without a ring to compare, I was 
reduced to silly experiments and 

deductions drawn from artifi cial opportunities I created. I 
even tried to measure your fi nger while you slept one night, 
but you kept waking and asking me what I was doing so I 
was forced to abandon the attempt. 

So, how was I to fi nd a ring that would 
fi t you and be something you’d like to 
wear for the rest of your life? My fi nal 
decision, after months of stressful 
research, was that I could not make 

such a choice 
without you, nor should I try.

Some choices simply cannot be made 
alone.

also frustrated 
because I had 
planned to separate 
you from that ring at some point to 
ascertain its size. 

Without a ring to compare, I was 
reduced to silly experiments and 

such a choice 
without you, nor should I try.

Some choices simply cannot be made 
alone.
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Choice #10: Managing marital 
quandries.

However, my inability to choose a ring for my sweetie 
hardly represented the most important choices we faced. 
As we dealt with the emotional turbulence of living in two 
cities, we both resolved that your moving to Dallas was a 
necessary step in easing our suffering and tightening our 
bond.

But when? How? Should you move this summer? We both 
seem to feel strongly that you should. But what does this 
mean? Should we rush off and get married and have you 
move in with me? Should we get engaged, live apart and 
wait a year to see how things develop? Should we simply 
continue to date and remain in a relationship limbo created 
when you moved to Dallas to be with me but I was not 
willing to strengthen my commitment to you in a more 
permanent form?

If we got married, could we pull off such a fast wedding? 

If we didn’t, but got engaged, how would we afford two 
places to live without destroying our financial futures? 
Should you go to school full-time? Work full-time? Both? Do 
one part time and the other full-time?

If we didn’t even get engaged, what would it mean that I 
would be willing to let you move to Dallas to be near me, 
that I would also be willing to help support you financially, 
but would be unwilling to express my permanent devotion 
to you?

BookOfChoices.indd   24 2/14/05   1:48:11 PM



As with my internal debates about jewelry and whether we 
should marry at all, I soon decided that I could not make 
these choices without you.

So I didn’t.
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Future Choices.

And so we arrive at the present. Many of the choices from 
the previous pages have yet to be discussed, sorted and 
decided upon. Several have changed in signifi cance and in 
detail. 

I do not know how we will navigate through the choices 
before us in 2005 and beyond. But I do have faith that we 
will choose the right path among all of the offered choices. 
Perhaps the most lovable thing about you is your openness 
and willingness to follow me into the troubled 
quandaries that I often fi nd myself. Your calmness and 
sensitivity ensure that we will always have frank and open 
discussions about what choices we should make. 
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Still, as we wind down this fi rst of (hopefully) many 
readings of our past, present and future choices, I cannot 
help but feel that we remain at a particular crossroads. 
There are times that I know we must make choices whether 
we feel completely ready to or not.

So, I suppose at this point, it is time for you to make the 
fi rst of several important choices for our future.

Still, as we wind down this fi rst of (hopefully) many 

fi rst of several important choices for our future.

BookOfChoices.indd   27 2/14/05   1:48:17 PM



Choice 
02/12/05:
Bethany, 
will you 

marry me?
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