
“I have spent much of my life working with men and gifted leaders and 
teachers of men around the country. Brent Henderson and Into the Wilds 
have a special place in my heart. I love how Brent combines a terrific mix of 
hard-to-top guy stories from his professional hunting and adventure back-
ground, to the daily challenges men face every day. His humility is genuine 
and the dangerous truth he gives in this book are transformational and 
transferrable. In a world of great danger and great opportunity, this book 
will be a wise guide to help men navigate with courage and confidence.”

—Randy (RT) Phillips 
Former President, Promise Keepers 

Men’s Pastor, Life Austin Church, TX

 
“Into the Wilds reveals Brent Henderson’s passion for helping men see 
where they have been snagged spiritually, and guiding them to the absolute 
joy of being set free from that bondage. This timely collection of stories 
of adventure and insight has the potential to change not just the man, but 
everyone else in his life.”

—Steve Chapman 
Author, A Look at Life from a Deer Stand

“I went on an amazing, once-in-a-lifetime trip to Alaska with Brent, along 
with my son. We stood within yards of eight-hundred-pound brown bears, 
filming them as they pulled salmon out of the Russian River. It was both 
exciting and a little scary at the same time. The danger was real. We listened 
to many of Brent’s adventure stories around campfires, and we became part 
of some of his new stories. We had a gun, but more importantly, we had an 
experienced guide. Into the Wilds is tapping into that experienced guide. 
This is the ‘dangerous truth’ men need to hear. Read it and become moved 
and educated all at the same time.”

—Derek Daly 
Formula 1 and Indy car driver, best-selling author,  

international racing champion



“Brent and I have spent the last twenty years in the wilds hunting, hiking, 
and exploring. We have lived on the edge and encountered many things that 
would throw most men into panic mode. These same principles he teaches in 
Into the Wilds, I have been able to use in my corporate and business experi-
ences in dealing with people, crisis, and challenges for successful outcomes. 
Into the Wilds will prepare you for whatever challenges life throws at you.”

—Brandon Jeffress 
President and founder, JumpSetter

“Discovering one’s identity in Christ rather than in the idols of perfor-
mance and other people’s opinions is the most important issue facing men 
of the twenty-first century. Brent clearly communicates this transformative 
message in his book, Into the Wilds, through his masterful storytelling of 
real-life adventures. Dangerous. Life-changing. Truth.” 

—Derek Wilder 
Executive Director, Lives Transforming Group, Inc. 

Author, Freedom: How Grace Transforms Your Life Now

“Brent’s courage to ask the hard questions is what makes him uniquely po-
sitioned to help men uncover the truth about God’s design for their lives. 
In Into the Wilds, Brent borrows from his own unique experiences as an 
experienced outdoorsman. He utilizes the physical and spiritual lessons 
learned in unforgiving environments to create a survival blueprint that 
speaks to the real heart of men. Brent offers a spiritual strategy to not just 
brave the wild, but survive it and win.”

—Thomas Benge 
Retired police Sgt., tactical trainer, strength coach, speaker,  

teaching pastor

“In the dictionary, under ‘man’s man,’ you will find a picture of Brent 
Henderson. In Into the Wilds, Brent writes deftly to the heart of men, artic-
ulating the truths of grace and identity in Christ. The combination of those 
two abilities, woven together by God, make for a fascinating read and some 
excellent insight for a man’s journey in Christ. Into the Wilds is unpolished 
and heroic all at once—just like the men he is reaching with this book.” 

—John Lynch 
Author/Teaching Pastor, Open Door Fellowship, Phoenix, AZ



“Getting men to engage, especially when it comes to things around God, 
is a difficult task. Anyone who has worked in men’s ministry for very long 
will tell you that. Brent Henderson understands the heart of a man—what 
makes him tick and how to get into his world. His ability to capture and 
hold a man’s attention within the first sentence is truly a gift. In Into the 
Wilds, Brent takes us on an amazing journey from the wild forces of nature 
to the home front, where the forces of the enemy want to kill, steal, and 
destroy the heart of a man. Brent helps men to reclaim what the enemy has 
tried to steal…their identity.”

—Chris Mishler 
Vice President, MenMinistry.org

“Bombs were exploding. Debris was falling like rain. Men were yelling, 
blood was spilling, and my mind was spinning. Even though I was injured, 
I had to triage my patients in order to treat those with life threatening 
injuries first. How was I able to filter out the nonessential noise and prior-
itize the essential tasks? How was I able to do my job as a medic without 
losing my head or becoming paralyzed? The answer is easy: my training 
and my wingman. In the military, we learn, we train on what we learn, we 
fight the way we train, and our wingman has our back. Our Christian walk 
as men is much like combat in the desert. We need to train our minds to 
act without thinking. When sin pops up and our enemy comes to attack, 
we need to be so grounded in the Spirit as to automatically know what 
God wants us to do—then do it. When we fall, we need to have a loving, 
nurturing, nonjudgmental wingman who will come alongside us and help 
us get back on our feet. Into the Wilds will help you find your way through 
the dry spiritual desert that many of us have been trapped in. Study, learn, 
train on what you learn, and find a wingman to watch your back. Find the 
life God has designed for you—a life full of adventure, spiritual battles, 
and passion.”

—Ret. MSgt. Bruce Cooper 
Desert Storm, Operation Southern Watch, OIF 1, OEF 5&6 Q OIF



“As a former fighter pilot, and now an officer trusted to provide reliable 
force-structure advice to the highest levels of USAF leadership at the 
Pentagon, I can appreciate why Brent Henderson’s book Into the Wilds is a 
must-read for men like me: first, when under attack, men needed to know 
they can defeat the enemy, or know they can survive and escape; second, as 
a Christian husband and father, Into the Wilds offers what no other men’s 
book does—‘how to’ instructions for getting the job done. As a man called 
to serve my family, and who has made it my life’s work to win at it, for their 
sake, I need help with the ‘how’ in the same way I needed a cadre of instruc-
tors to teach me how to fly, fight, and win in combat. If you’re anything like 
me, you’ll be awakened by Brent’s book, and you will find the missing tools 
you need to live life the right way.” 

—Dr. Kirk “Bubba” Horton 
Lt. Col., USAF (retired)

“Something is stalking the minds of men. It is the roar of a lion that re-
verberates across miles. (See 1 Peter 5:8.) We have been told the threats 
are temptations of money, sex, and power. In the circles I walk as a pastor, 
danger lurks at a much more primal level. Into the Wilds is set in the adven-
ture of God’s wild creation, but the hunt takes us deep inside every man, 
to our very heart. Men are on a quest for identity. ‘Who am I?’ And, more 
significantly, ‘Who am I in Christ?’ Brent Henderson leads us to self-dis-
cover answers to these foundational questions. But this is not just a men’s 
book. This is for anyone who is tracking deeper answers to their wandering 
hearts and lives. Into the Wilds is must-read!”

—Pastor Keith Wooden 
Ovid Community Church, Anderson, IN



“Some authors write because they’ve spent time studying a subject in 
books. Other authors write because they’ve experienced what they’re writ-
ing about. Brent Henderson is the second type. He has the experience! I 
know he does because I’ve been with him on many of his adventures. As a 
western big-game hunter, I can attest that Brent has the grit and gristle it 
takes to be a man’s man! As a pastor, I connect with his heart for men and 
the biblical challenges he illuminates with clarity and truth. Men, it’s time 
to read Into the Wilds and to step up to our responsibility of leadership for 
our kids. Brent’s book will call you into the game!”

—Roger K. Medley 
C-130 flight engineer, Air Force Special Operations  

Founder, Backcountry Bowhunting
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Introduction

Mayday:  
My First Trip into the 
Alaskan Wilderness 

(August, 1984)

The three of us had loaded our gear and packed a couple hundred 
pounds of caribou meat into the rear of a small plane. As we taxied 

across the Alaskan tundra and the pilot turned into the wind for takeoff, 
he quickly decelerated and announced, “Boys, we’ve got too much weight 
in the plane. We need a plan B.” Our plane was overweight for such a short 
runway. Plan B involved removing our gear and flying me alone, along with 
several thirty-gallon trash bags of blood-coated caribou meat, to another 
spot some forty miles away. Then the pilot would return to pick up my 
friend Ralph and the rest of our gear. Since sudden weather changes could 
occur at our location at the drop of a hat, it was imperative that plan B went 
into effect immediately.

We had been on a caribou hunt in the Iliamna Mountain Range but 
the weather had turned miserable and we had become stranded for the past 
week. We made the best of it as we awaited the return of our bush pilot, who 
was flying with VFR (visual flight restrictions), not by instrumentation. 
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Flying VFR can be a death sentence for bush pilots as the fog and clouds 
can become so thick that they resemble a white, woolen blanket that drapes 
over your windshield, blinds the pilot, and can swallow a small plane with-
out a trace. Alaskan bush pilots have a saying: “All the clouds have rocks 
in them.” That’s how easy it is to fly through a cloud and into the side of a 
mountain. Many of them learned that lesson the hard way. 

Our pilot fit the bill of a stereotypical Alaskan bush pilot: large, un-
shaven, and loud, with a handshake that would crumple lesser men. These 
are rugged men, always living on the edge. They have nerves of steel, uncan-
ny skills, and walk a fine line between genius and psychopath. They have 
years of experience navigating almost blind through the worst mountain 
weather Mother Nature can dish out. Alaska is breathtaking but extreme-
ly unforgiving. There’s another saying bush pilots have: “Alaska’s beautiful, 
but she’s got teeth.”

As we reached our plan B destination, the pilot circled the spongy tun-
dra several times to make sure there was enough space to land. There were 
no runways, control towers or windsocks, only the skill of the pilot to judge 
the conditions and a sharp eye to look out for large rocks or small ravines 
that could bend landing gear or tear up one of the oversized tires. As the 
pilot decreased power and touched down, the plane bounced from side to 
side, eventually coming to rest on its tailwheel. Without shutting down the 
engine, the pilot passed me his AR-15, as I’d left my high-powered rifle at 
our other location. He pointed me to where he wanted me to mark off a 
new runway for his return, and told me to keep an eye out for bears.

During our approach, the pilot had pointed out a huge double-shov-
el caribou, limping along and trailed by a thousand-pound grizzly just 
waiting for the beast to topple over. I had always assumed that most large 
bears were sluggish and well-fed, like the ones we see at the zoo, but as we 
passed just thirty feet over this thousand-pound mass of teeth, claws, and 
muscle, you could see that this bear was wet, matted, muddy, hungry, and 
desperate.

As soon as the plane took off, I realized that I had failed to grab any ex-
tra ammo. I had one clip of .223 cartridges with the same external dimen-
sions as the 5.56x45mm NATO military cartridge. Although a popular 
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round, it’s not the preferred line of defense you want against a large pred-
ator that is bent on having red meat for dinner. About a minute after we 
took off and vanished from view, a staggering reality hit me: I was totally 
alone and there was an enemy nearby who could see my every move and 
determine if I was an easy target.

In truth, I was an easy target. I was a young guy, full of passion and 
desire for adventure, but I’d never been trained on how to survive in an 
environment like this. Few men have. I had very little of the “know-how” 
needed if things got bad—really bad. I had eight hundred dollars in useless 
traveler’s checks tucked into my wallet, but I’d left my high-powered rifle 
back at camp. I can still see the pilot looking at me with a “Boy, where are 
you from?” look as he passed me his AR-15. His parting words still rang 
in my ears: “If the bear gets too close, just fire off a couple of rounds in its 
general direction and it should leave you alone.”

I thought to myself, SHOULD leave me alone? My faith was strong and 
I knew how to pray, but in 1984, that was about the limit of my survival 
knowledge. I’d never fired an AR before and was too humiliated to ask 
for instructions—instructions that could save my life. Like so many young 
men, I had the hat and T-shirt but very little of the “know-how.” I was 
clothed head to toe in the best outdoor attire money could buy, but I didn’t 
ask for help because I was afraid of being exposed.

Starting to believe that the bear was more interested in a wounded 
caribou than it was in me, I began to explore the area. I ventured out about 
two hundred yards until I came to an incredibly steep rock face that ex-
tended down from my position until it intersected with the ground floor 
some five hundred feet below. I remember thinking about how “all the 
clouds have rocks in them” and how I’d never want to be in a plane wreck 
up here because no one would ever find me. No sooner had that thought 
gone through my mind when I spotted something red and white on the 
rocks about seventy-five feet below me. There, smashed like a balsa-wood 
model, was a small plane. My stomach climbed up into my throat as I made 
my way to the wreckage, not knowing what or whom I might find. Looking 
inside, I discovered the plane to be empty of occupants and stripped of all 
electronics, but I couldn’t imagine how someone could have survived that 
calamity.
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After about two hours, I heard the welcome sound of the Super Cub 
returning to pick me up. After repacking to properly distribute the weight 
for takeoff, the pilot turned the plane around, throttled her up, and headed 
into the wind. I breathed a sigh of relief as he climbed to altitude and began 
to relive our adventure, shouting at each other over the deafening drone of 
the prop wash. 

The flight was going smoothly. The weather was clear behind us and 
looked clear in front of us until we got about halfway through the moun-
tain pass on the trek back to Anchorage. As the cloud cover above us be-
gan to drop, we were forced to fly lower and lower—2,000 feet, 1,500 feet, 
1,000 feet. The pilot turned around and said, “Boys, start looking for a 
place to ditch the plane because there are no runways and this weather is 
forcing us down…quickly.” 

No runways? Surely there were fields. I’d been living in the “lower for-
ty-eight” for the past twenty-three years, but nothing there could compare 
to this terrain. All I could see below us was the swift-moving whitewater 
of a glacial melt stream, surrounded by huge rocks and dense forest. The 
pilot got on his radio and issued a Mayday call. He understood the need for 
someone else to mark our location, because the odds were quickly stacking 
against us and we needed help. We waited but there was no radio response 
and the enveloping clouds were engulfing us in a sea of white, forcing us 
even lower—400 feet, 300 feet, 200 feet.

Just as the pilot was ready to risk landing on a rocky creek bed (better 
than flying into the clouds with rocks in them), a voice crackled across the 
radio. I don’t remember the call sign or his exact words; I just remember 
that he told us about a small runway a couple of miles dead ahead. 

The bad news: he said we weren’t allowed to land there because it was 
private property. 

The good news: our rough-and-rugged, half-crazed bush pilot said, “I 
don’t care what you say, sweetheart! We’re landing!” 

The male voice on the other end of the radio, not too happy at being 
called “sweetheart,” reluctantly guided us to their location. 

“You’re going to see a sharp bend in the creek bed below you, surround-
ed by a group of pines. The runway is just on the other side of the pines. Set 
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her down as soon as you clear those pines…sweetheart!” That was the last 
communication we had before landing safe and sound. 

There are times in life when even experienced bush pilots know to ask 
for help when they need a guide—and in this case, it saved our lives. Real-
life storms, whether in the wilds or on the home front, have a way of forcing 
the level of your faith life and your know-how into the open. My faith life 
was strong, but I had very little of the “know-how” needed to survive. It 
was time for me to be willing to take the price tags off my clothing and 
get a little dirty. I needed more than just the wilderness hat and T-shirt. 
Like our pilot, I needed a guide to lead me through both the spiritual and 
physical wilds. 

SURVIVING THE HOME FRONT
If you think the strength of your faith and your repetitive prayers are 

all you need to survive in the wilderness matrix we’ll call the “home front,” 
you’re either foolish, arrogant, self-righteous, or extremely naive. 

Sometimes in life you feel like you are losing altitude and there is no one 
out there to hear your Mayday call. It feels like you’ve been stranded on a 
mountaintop all alone and searching for some sign of hope, but all you find 
is empty airplane wreckage stripped of every bit of its original existence. 
You’ve been left to the wilds, to the hungry bears and torrential downpours, 

My Alaskan tundra plane and bush pilot.
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and although you are wearing all of the new gear you were told you would 
need, you don’t know where to turn next. Maybe you are a crack shot who 
can bring down a caribou at three hundred yards, but that kind of skill is of 
no use to you if you don’t know how to clean it, pack it, or cook it so that it’s 
actually useful to you. You’ve got the gear, you’ve got the guts, but you don’t 
know how to use the guide. You need to be led and taught in life, a spiritual 
process called being discipled. And guess what? You can’t do it alone. 

Life is not formed on icy, ragged peaks; instead, it is nourished through 
the change of seasons. It is forged by winding rivers, pounding rain, and 
blowing winds. It is nourished and grown in the rich soil of deep valleys 
where relationships happen and new life begins. God knew the best view 
of a mountain would come from the valley floor. God desires a relationship 
with you and relationships for you.

This book is designed to take you from the mountain peaks to the 
ocean floor, and into the wild unknown. I want to help you to take the 
lessons and skills you’ve learned from the unpredictable wilds of nature 
and apply them to the home front, where we all live. As you read this book, 
the Holy Spirit will be your guide to help you discover the freedom of liv-
ing a Christ-centered life. If you let Him, He will lead you on an amazing 
journey where you can finally break the chains of needing to perform for 
your worth. He will help you to escape the prison of other people’s expec-
tations and opinions. He will teach you how to uncover Satan’s lies and de-
stroy them with God’s truth. You’ll learn how to determine your spiritual 
temperature and how to acquire the tools needed to demolish unhealthy 
thoughts. You’ll learn how to create safe environments in which trust can 
be built. You’ll discover how life’s challenges are truly gifts. In the end, you 
will find yourself equipped to make other disciples. 

Two are better than one, because they have a good return for their 
labor: if either of them falls down, one can help the other up. But pity 
anyone who falls and has no one to help them up.  (Ecclesiastes 4:10) 

PUSHING THROUGH
Listen, guys, I know how much it sucks trying to make friends in the 

church, and how much harder it is to help one another once you do make 
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a friend. The church has failed to make the process of discipleship into 
something appealing, let alone exciting. Most of the time, you are expected 
to hang out with the guys who live near you or serve on the same commit-
tees as you do. If you are lucky enough to be married, you’ve definitely been 
forced to hang out with that guy on your church’s basketball team who 
wears goggles and a sweatband, only because your wife has become best 
friends with his wife. Men hate forced friendships. What’s even worse is 
when you finally make a buddy but all he talks about are his accomplish-
ments, because his insecurity makes him constantly try to impress or “one-
up” you. There’s definitely a point where you want to say “bag it” and go 
back to hanging out with your old high school or college buddies and give 
up any quest for spiritual growth. 

You have to push through. There are men out there who can help you 
grow when it comes to knowing God, and God will guide you to them if 
you’ll just keep your line in the water. First you learn to survive in the wil-
derness, and then you become a guide to help others who are just as lost as 
you once were. I know that’s a big leap—from feeling isolated and alienated 
from others to leading and discipling other men. Just like life in the wilds, 
it doesn’t happen overnight. You first have to put in the work, gaining skill, 
experience, and wisdom, one excursion at a time. But I promise you, it will 
happen. First and foremost, you will be set free! Then, you will lead others 
in their quest for freedom.

JESUS, FISHER OF MEN
When it comes to leading and discipling other men, it’s all about hav-

ing the right gear and learning how to use it, and most of the time someone 
else needs to teach you. For example, using the correct hook when you are 
fishing can mean the difference between going home hungry or catching 
your fill. J-hooks had been used for decades to haul in every kind of fish 
known to man. But the change from J-hooks to circle hooks turned the 
commercial halibut fishing industry on its ear, causing such an increase in 
the long-line harvest in such a short time that scientists at first thought that 
the halibut population had exploded. No, there weren’t suddenly more hal-
ibut, just a phenomenal increase in the effectiveness of the long-line fishery. 
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Once a halibut had a circle hook embedded where it belonged, there was 
little chance it was going to escape. 

Hooking a halibut is a lot like discipling a man. How so? When you 
catch a fish, it’s so that you can eat it. No, we don’t want you eating anyone 
that you are trying to disciple (but if you do, let’s not mention this book if 
anyone asks you where you got the idea). But you are trying to lure men in 
so that you can teach and lead them. Although you might find a fish or two 
on your own, knowing how to hook them, thereby giving you the ability 
to lead them, is a different story. Having the right gear—doing things like 
hosting men’s events, being able to recite Bible verses, and quoting popular 
Christian songs—doesn’t guarantee you a good catch. You have to know 
“where” and “how” to fish. 

Jesus was called a “fisher of men.” He knew where to go to find them, 
and He knew how to reach them. He didn’t find them slouching in a church 
pew, half asleep. He went wherever they were and spent time with them, 
fished with them, went to parties with them, and then He asked them to 
follow Him. To catch a person who needs to be discipled, you’ve got to 
start thinking as they think and go to where they go, just like when you are 
fishing. Once you’ve got a good catch, it’s time for you to learn how to lead, 
which is pretty much the same thing as discipling, so that your fish will 
learn how not to get caught by some other kind of lure later on in life. And 
believe me, there are some tempting, wooly buggers out there.  

ARE YOU READY?
I encourage you to open your mind and your heart as you take a jour-

ney of your own through the spiritual wilds and allow yourself to be guided 
along the journey. Try to imagine yourself in a place where you are success-
fully applying the things you’ve learned in your own home front, a place 
where you have such faith in God’s ability to disciple you that you can then 
reach out and disciple other men.

It’s time for you to learn the dangerous truth every man needs to know 
as we journey Into the Wilds!
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Into The Wilds Group 
Study Field Guide:  

WARNING!  
Don’t Go It Alone

“If either [man] falls down, one can help the other up. But pity anyone 
who falls and has no one to help them up.”  (Ecclesiastes 4:10)

You’ve got the gear, you’ve got the guts, but you don’t know how to 
use the guide. You need to be discipled. And guess what? You can’t 

do it alone. Life is not formed on icy ragged peaks, instead, it is nourished 
through the change of seasons, and forged through winding rivers, pound-
ing rain, blowing winds, and grown in the rich soil of deep valleys, where 
relationships happen and new life begins. God knows that the best view of 
a mountain comes from the valley floor. God desires relationship with you, 
and relationships for you.

USING THE INTO THE WILDS FIELD GUIDE

1. FLYING SOLO
The Into the Wilds Field Guide is designed to be used on your own per-

sonal time, with a friend or a small group. I highly recommend reading Into 
the Wilds in its entirety before diving headfirst into the questions.

2. WITH A COPILOT 
Another great way to utilize the Into the Wilds Field Guide is to take 

the journey through this paperback wilderness with a spiritual mentor 
or someone you trust. A copilot allows you to have someone to help you 
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process the material, pray through it, and discuss what God is doing in 
and through you both. Always keep in mind that unconditional love and 
confidentiality is a key to building trust and encouraging spiritual growth.

3. WITH A CREW 
Some of the deepest bonds between men occur while doing battle, 

sharing an adventure, or just having fun together. The effectiveness of this 
study relies on creating an environment of trust—an environment that 
draws everyone back each week. You might want to begin each week’s ses-
sion with a cookout, personal adventure stories, or an activity that keeps 
things fun and challenging. Completing the Into the Wilds Field Guide 
questions outside of the church building helps to create a more relaxed at-
mosphere, and decreases the pressure men may feel to “act religious.” This 
allows for deeper and more honest interaction.  

4. LANDING THE PLANE 
At the end of each session, invite men to share how the chapter affect-

ed them, and whether the Holy Spirit revealed and “a-ha” or “take aways” 
moments to them. This will help them see truth more clearly, bringing rev-
elation and encouragement to the group.

OPEN SHARE GUIDELINES
To be read by the group facilitator at the beginning of each session. 

The group facilitator will be responsible to maintain these guidelines and 
intervene whenever necessary to keep the group process safe.

1. CONFIDENTIALITY
What is said in group stays in group. We are encouraged to share our 

process with our support community, but we are not to share details or 
demographics of others’ stories or identities beyond the group. While con-
fidentiality is essential for healthy group function, there is a duty to warn 
others if an individual indicates intent to harm themselves or others.
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2. SHARING
Keep sharing focused on yourself, not on others or their behavior. This 

helps to reinforce personal responsibility, as we can only change ourselves.

3. TIME
Keep individual sharing limited to 3–5 minutes. We all have important 

experiences to share and we want to allow time for everyone to participate.

4. NO CROSSTALK
We try not to “fix” or “feed” or interrupt others when they are sharing 

or interacting with the facilitator. This allows the Holy Spirit to speak to 
us individually as we listen to one another’s journeys.

5. LANGUAGE
No graphic detail or offensive language that could be experienced as 

triggers by another man in the group (i.e., calories consumed, substances 
used, specifics of abuse, etc.).

6. NEW PERSONS
New members (first timers) are encouraged to share if they feel prompt-

ed. They should feel free to pass and not participate in discussions, as well. 
New members who share should focus on what brought them or what they 
experienced while hearing the teaching. The facilitator will thank them for 
coming and offer encouragement, but not offer guided discovery in the first 
encounter.



Poison Pass
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THE WILDS

Poison Pass…Don’t 
Walk Alone

It was mid-September in the Rocky Mountains of southwestern Col-
orado and the elk rut was about to swing into high gear. Three of 

us—Roger, Brian, and myself—had been bowhunting near Redstone for 
several days but decided to move to another part of the state as there had 
been too much pressure from other hunters. We needed to go deep and the 
going had to be rough enough to discourage other hunters from following 
in our tracks.

We arrived at the designat-
ed launching point overlooking 
Poison Pass early in the day to 
give us enough daylight to pack in 
our gear and set up a spike camp 
(a small camp consisting of two 
six-foot tarps stretched just wide 
enough to keep hunters dry if it 
rains) some five miles deep. We had 
intel that the bulls were bugling on 
the opposite side of the valley, but 
first we had to navigate through 
a canyon floor littered with trees 
thrown around like toothpicks and 
boulders tossed like giant Legos. Checking my broadheads.
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After sharpening our broadheads and sighting-in our bows, we cooked 
a quick lunch over a homemade, single-burner stove made out of a soup 
can, packed up enough supplies for several days, and began the long, steep 
trek down the mountainside. As we left the parking lot behind, the last 
thing we saw was a group of pack mules returning from a ten-day hunt 
loaded down with tents, stoves, sleeping bags, and the cape from a bull elk 
one of the hunters had taken. Our excitement level was rising!

About a mile down the mountain-
side, we ran into a cowboy following up 
the original group. He was trying to 
locate a fallen muzzleloader one of the 
hunters lost on the way in. As we ap-
proached him, an extremely large and 
angry canine shot out from behind his 
horse, making a beeline for us, barking 
and exposing some nasty teeth. Caught 
off guard and a little surprised to see 
us, the cowboy pulled back on the reins 
of the horse, shouted “whoa boy,” and 
then proceeded to call off his dog. 

“Sorry fellas,” he said. “We don’t see 
much foot traffic in these parts.” Those 
words should have made us question 
our decision to proceed any further 
into the bowels of the valley, but we 
were fixated on taking a nice bull.

After several hours of rough going over small streams, fallen logs, and 
enormous strewn boulders, we decided to take off our gear and do a little 
recon up the valley floor to see if any elk were still at the bottom before 
we moved any further through the canyon. The valley was surrounded on 
each side by steep canyon walls, walls we couldn’t see because of the pines, 
aspens, tall grass, and thick foliage. It was a beautiful day, and stripping off 
our packs and doing a little forward scouting was a welcome break.

My friend Roger bugling for elk  
in Poison Pass.
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Thirty minutes into scouting the canyon floor, we uncovered a num-
ber of elk beds, two small six-foot wide streams, and a couple of cow elk 
mewing eighty yards in front of us. Rather than spooking the elk and blow-
ing our chances of finding a big bull the following morning, we decided to 
pull back and set up a spike camp. After securing the ropes and stretching 
the tarp over our sleeping area, we unpacked our sleeping bags and bivy 
sacks (a small and extremely lightweight waterproof shelter used by climb-
ers, mountaineers, backpackers, and soldiers). Then we grabbed some 
Mountain House meals and our homemade cooking stove and made our 
way about fifty yards away to the first of two small streams to make dinner. 
While finishing my last bite, I felt a small drop of water tap my nose, then 
another. We hadn’t checked the weather radar after leaving Redstone, but 
didn’t recall any hard rains being forecast for the area. Big mistake.

As I crawled into my sleeping bag and zipped the bivy sack around my 
face, the sporadic raindrops on the tarp above me, not more than a foot 
away, were mesmerizing and peaceful. About midnight, I was awakened by 
the crashing of thunder and flashes of lightning that lit up the canyon floor 
enough to see the water pouring off the leaves of the surrounding trees and 
ferns. By 2:00 a.m., I was roused from a sound sleep to discover that the 
thunder wasn’t crashing anymore. Well, it’s not that it wasn’t still making a 
loud roar; it’s that the roar was continuous. I had no idea at the time what 
I was hearing.

When I awoke again at first light, I could hear the rushing of water, 
and the rolling, continuous thunder felt almost feet away from my face. 
Like being shot out of a gun, the three of us immediately pulled ourselves 
out of our sleeping bags, only to be greeted by the sight of rushing water on 
both sides of us, just yards away! If we had done the math on the way in, 
we would have realized that all those downed trees and strewn boulders we 
saw were the result of not only the spring melt, but also the aftermath of 
strong storms that hit this canyon on a frequent basis. That’s why the cow-
boy was so surprised to see us on foot in “these parts.” We were in a canyon 
bottleneck where some of the stones probably served as grave markers to 
unsuspecting and naive pioneers and hunters in the westward push past 
the continental divide.
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We were in real trouble. The two six-feet-wide streams we’d crossed on 
the way in were now raging rivers, and the rolling thunder was not thunder 
at all, but enormous boulders being rolled by the force of a current that 
would take out your legs and pull you under if you tried to cross on foot.

We needed a plan, and we needed one now. Roger and Brian went 
downstream to try to find a crossing while I headed upstream. The entire 
trip was made by jumping boulder to boulder as that was the only high 
ground left. Within minutes of leaving the other men, the rains started 
to subside and I stripped off my outer rain gear (another mistake) to keep 
from sweating as I raced upstream. The temperature was in the low 40s, 
but I was sweating and didn’t want to get soaked, as hypothermia can be a 
real killer if you get wet in cold weather with no way to heat up your body 
or put on dry clothes.

I laid my pack on the top of a large boulder, placed my rain suit next 
to it, unzipped the pack to take out a protein bar and continued upstream. 
After about a tenth of a mile crossing boulders and downed trees, the hard-
est rain of the entire trip unleashed itself like someone opening the tailgate 
of a dump truck full of water. Within seconds, I was soaked to the bone. 
The long johns I was wearing were so wet it was as if I’d jumped into a 
bathtub of water. I was in real trouble and I knew it.

The rising flood waters that threatened to do us in.
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Upon arriving back at my pack, I discovered that I’d forgotten to zip it 
back up after taking out the protein bar. Everything dry I had left was dry 
no more. I quickly re-zipped the pack, threw it on my back, and made my 
way downstream where I rejoined my friends at the place where the two 
streams, now rivers, converged. I didn’t want to tell them about the dumb 
mistake I’d made by leaving my pack open and taking off my rain gear, 
but it didn’t take long for them to figure it out as I was starting to shiver 
uncontrollably. Things were going downhill fast. At one point, I remember 
leaning over to unzip my pack, but I couldn’t remember how to unzip it. 

Just like in life, when bad things start getting worse, it’s like an ava-
lanche. If we didn’t get ourselves out of there soon, it would cost us a life—
not just one of us, but all three. 

The next thing I remember hearing were the words of my friend, Roger, 
saying; “Brent, if we can’t get out of here soon, we’re going to have to get 
all those wet clothes off of you and put you between the two of us inside a 
sleeping bag.” 

One thing I do remember is what I said in response: “Um, we’re getting 
out of here because that ain’t going to happen!” 

Roger and Brian took out one of the tarps we’d had over us in the night, 
pulled it over me, fired up the one-burner stove, made some hot cocoa and 
had me drink it to try to keep my core temperature from dropping below 
ninety-five degrees Fahrenheit. The warmth felt amazing as the steaming 
cocoa made its way through my body.

Some of the tarps I later used to restore my body temperature.
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It didn’t take long for the effects of the hot liquid to begin clearing my 
thoughts. Soon, the clouds also cleared, the sun pierced through, and the 
waterline on the rocks began to drop. As the sun hit the cool rocks, steam 
rose like incense, making a ghostly potion that moved across the waters 
and trees. For the next couple of hours, I dried my clothing by hanging 
them from a fallen tree, facing them into the sunlight.

It was time to move. Once I put on my “mostly dry” clothes, we began 
leaping from island to island, using small pines as bridges to cross the wa-
ters as they receded. After crossing approximately two hundred yards of 
low water, we could finally see dry land. It was a welcome sight! We hadn’t 
gone more than a few hundred feet when we heard what sounded like jet 
engines up ahead. As we drew closer to the sound, we could see trees all 
bending in the same direction and shaking, almost as if an earthquake was 
happening. Our worst fears were becoming a reality fast. The water in front 
of us was worse than anything we’d seen behind us, by far. It was only 
about thirty feet wide, but it was a raging, brown torrent pulling in trees, 
mud, and anything in its path. There was no way around it.

DON’T GO IT ALONE
I’m reminded of a passage from James in The Message paraphrase that 

talks about how our faith life is forced into the open in times like these: 

Consider it a sheer gift, friends, when tests and challenges come at you 
from all sides. You know that under pressure, your faith-life is forced 
into the open and shows its true colors.  (James 1:2–3 msg) 

What you truly believe will come out. Knowing how dire the situation 
was, we began to pray, although silently (probably from exhaustion and in 
disbelief) that somehow God would deliver us. As if scripted by the best 
Hollywood movie ever made, we looked upstream, and there, hanging ten 
feet above the rapids, was a massive Ponderosa pine tree that had been 
uprooted by the force of the flood, and placed perfectly across the rapids. 
We couldn’t do it on our own. This was the only way out. God had made 
a bridge.
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How arrogant must we be to think we can navigate this world on 
our own? Maybe it’s the images of superheroes like Captain America, 
Superman, or Wolverine, or the lone-wolf soldier images we’ve grown up 
with through action heroes like Sylvester Stallone, Dwayne “The Rock” 
Johnson, or Chuck Norris. Maybe a more realistic approach would be like 
the movies Fury, The Expendables, Tombstone, or The Magnificent Seven, in 
which it took a team of men, a band of brothers, to make it through diffi-
cult circumstances, each man relying on the strengths of the other men and 
showing up for each other when stuff hits the fan. 

God had created a bridge that cold, wet day near Poison Pass, and 
He’s built a bridge for us to live with Him in eternity through Jesus. It 
took a team of faithful men trusting God to help them navigate through 
the flooded Colorado wilderness, each using the skills and abilities their 
Creator gave them to fight their way through the wilds and back to the 
home front. 



Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition
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1
Risk Doing  

Something Different 

“Difficulties are just things to overcome, after all.“ 
—Ernest Shackleton | Polar explorer

One of the greatest stories of survival I have ever read is the sto-
ry of the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition, also known as 

the Endurance Expedition. It’s considered the last major expedition of the 
Heroic Age of Antarctic Exploration. Born out of Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
imagination and his thirst for adventure, the expedition was an attempt to 
make the first land crossing of the Antarctic continent.

Shackleton’s accomplishment as a leader started with his selection of 
a crew for this ship, Endurance. He handpicked some members, including 
two who had served him faithfully and performed exceptionally on a pre-
vious expedition. To recruit the rest, it is said that he posted the following 
notice about the difficult circumstances that awaited them:

Men wanted for hazardous journey. Small wages, bitter cold, long 
months of complete darkness, constant danger, safe return doubt-
ful. Honour and recognition in case of success.

Shackleton‘s recruitment notice pulled no punches about the danger-
ous conditions their expedition would face. No member of the crew would 
be able to complain that they were not forewarned. These men were not 
an uncommon breed, as more than five thousand applied for this daring, 
larger-than-life, suicidal voyage! These were men who wanted to be a part 
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of something bigger than themselves, and they understood that in order to 
accomplish this great adventure, they would endure weeks, months, and 
even years of discomfort. They were willing to leave the safety of the harbor 
because they understood harbors are not why ships are built. 

On December 5, 1914, Endurance sailed from South Georgia Island 
for the Antarctic’s Weddell Sea. As they moved southward toward Vahsel 
Bay, the ship encountered ice floes. Conditions gradually worsened un-
til Endurance became completely frozen in pack ice on January 19, 1915. 
Despite months of frantic efforts by the crew to release her, the crushed 
ship sank on November 21, 1915, stranding her twenty-eight-man crew on 
the ice. Shackleton’s calm demeanor was a steadying influence on his men 
in such dire circumstances. Alexander Macklin, the ship’s doctor, said, “It 
was at this moment Shackleton showed one of his sparks of real great-
ness. He did not show the slightest disappointment. He told us simply and 
calmly that we would have to spend the winter in the pack.”1

After months spent in makeshift camps as the ice continued its north-
ward drift, the party took to the lifeboats on April 9, 1916, and endured 
five harrowing days at sea before reaching the inhospitable and uninhab-
ited Elephant Island. It was the first time in 497 days that they stood on 
solid ground. Embracing reality that their chance of discovery there was 
unlikely, Shackleton made the difficult and dangerous choice of taking five 
of his twenty-eight-man crew on an eight-hundred-mile open-boat journey 
in the James Caird (one of their lifeboats) to reach South Georgia Island, 
which eventually led to the rescue of his entire crew and brought to an end 
their twenty-two-month expedition. Adversity drove these men to over-
come unimaginable odds. Shackleton and his crew were saved because they 
embraced adversity, faced the dangerous truth of their circumstances, and 
were willing to risk doing something different.

REACHING AND LEADING REAL MEN
I speak at forty to fifty men’s outreach events each year, put on by 

churches that are attempting to reach men who would not normally dark-
en their doors. Most of these events have names like Wild Beast Feast or 

1. Erik Seedhouse, Survival and Sacrifice in Mars Exploration (New York: Springer Praxis 
Books, 2015), xix.
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Wild Game Dinner, but many of them are simply men’s retreats. At each 
of these functions, the intent is to stir men’s hearts with stories of wilder-
ness adventures or hunting excursions and then, by the end of our time 
together, issuing an invitation into a relationship with Christ. Before each 
event, almost every church host tells me the same thing over the phone: 
“Brent, make sure to give them the Good News!” Unfortunately, many of 
these churches aren’t prepared to know what to do with these men once 
the Good News has been shared and the event ends. Many of the men who 
run these churches have become too refined and lack the skills needed to 
take real men to the next level. It’s like carrying a .338 Win mag into the 
wilderness but never taking the time to load the gun or practice how you’ll 
handle things if a thousand-pound grizzly decides to chew on your ears. 

Author and pastor Erwin Raphael McManus touches on this in his 
book Unleashed: Release the Untamed Faith Within. He writes,

So what is this good news? The refined and civilized version goes 
something like this: Jesus died and rose from the dead so that you 
can live a life of endless comfort, security, and indulgence. But re-
ally this is a bit too developed. Usually it’s more like this: if you’ll 
simply confess that you’re a sinner and believe in Jesus, you’ll be 
saved from the torment of eternal hellfire, then go to heaven when 
you die. Either case results in our domestication. One holds out for 
life to begin in eternity, and the other makes a mockery out of life.2 

The whole point McManus is making here is that we are speaking to 
men, talking about this great news, and ending the conversation by saying, 
“…and if you don’t accept it, you’ll burn in hell.” Scaring men into a rela-
tionship with God is not “good news,” as you can never truly love someone 
you’re deathly afraid of. A woman may marry a man who puts a gun to her 
head, but that doesn’t mean she’s going to be in love with him. God wants to 
be in relationship with us, so much so that He died for it. The tragic truth is 
that only one out of every eighteen men, or 5.5 percent, have been taught to 
live a life full of Good News, and are then able to teach other men about it.3 

2. Erwin Raphael McManus, Unleashed (Nashville, TN: Thomas Nelson, 2005), 32.
3. Patrick Morley, David Delk, Brett Clemmer, No Man Left Behind (Chicago: Moody 
Publishers, 2006), 134. 
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This number includes not only the men 
sitting in church on Sunday mornings, 
but also pastors and church staff. 

When speaking at men’s events, I 
usually pose this question: “How many 
of you have ever really had anoth-
er man coach you or teach you about 
God? I don’t mean some religious class 
or accountability group. I mean man-
to-man, authentic and real. The kind of 
real relationship that says, ‘I know your 
stuff and I’m not judging or shaming 
you for it. I’ll stick with you, no matter 
what, for as long as it takes!’”

When I talk about real relation-
ships, I’m not talking about a man simply encouraging you to go to church, 
get baptized, join a small group, or pray more. I’m talking about finding 
a man who will teach you how to walk away when you want to lock your 
wife in a closet for a few hours, or how to hear the voice of God when you 
haven’t had sex in six months. (I don’t want you to hear His voice while you 
are having sex, because that would just be weird.) What I mean is hearing 
God and feeling contentment or peace about your world when you want 
to have sex with your wife but she is not interested. Hearing God when 
you are frustrated and tempted to find other outlets for those frustrations. 
Sometimes you just need someone to teach you to hear the Father’s voice 
when He’s speaking to you. Someone who can help you discern the Father’s 
voice from the voices of enemies. Someone who can teach you how to fight 
off the lies of the enemy and how to apply and personalize Scripture to 
your life. Someone who will teach you to grow, share, and serve in your 
faith. Sometimes you just need someone else who is “safe” to talk to.

THE F-WORD
So why don’t guys just talk to each other and help one another? When 

I was a young man, I felt inferior because of my (then) small size. Because 
of that I enrolled in a martial arts class and trained for years until I felt 

Brent speaks at a Wild Game Dinner.
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proficient enough to be able to handle myself if fighting became necessary. 
What I didn’t learn was how to disarm conflict before fighting became nec-
essary. I might be a black belt in the dojo, but I was a white belt when it came 
to conflict resolution. That’s when I realized that I had a fear of failure. 

Failure is one of the main ingredients that keep us from connecting 
with others and learning from one another within our spiritual lives. As 
men, we are deeply afraid of looking stupid, not tough enough, or not holy 
enough. Men don’t like to do anything in which they might look stupid. 
They have bought into the lie that says they must have another man’s re-
spect in order to feel accepted. As long as a man is afraid he’s going to look 
“less than,” discipleship is simply not going to happen. 

When men are part of a team with a coach, they accept the idea that 
the coach knows more than they do. They are comfortable with the idea 
that, hopefully, the coach will be able to teach them something to help 
them improve their game. In sports, you buy into the fact that you are less 
experienced than the coach in some areas and that he is going to help you 
in the long run. 

In a discipling relationship, too often, men oppose one another to be-
come “top dog” in the pack. In our fear of failure, we desperately want to 
avoid being seen as “less than” other men, so we flare our nostrils and stomp 
our hooves to take control of our territory. It’s been that way for ages and it’s 
not working anymore. It’s time to realize that being a man of God means 
more than winning. It means that you are willing to take a chance on some-
thing else, to risk a little bit of failure in the hope of getting closer to God 
and one another, and, in turn, learning to live a better and more fulfilling life.

TRYING SOMETHING DIFFERENT WHEN THE OLD WAYS  
NO LONGER WORK

I know it’s hard for guys to keep from having to prove that they are 
the best; it’s part of our nature. Men want to fight fire with fire, but that’s 
not how Jesus did things. Make no mistake about it, Jesus wasn’t afraid of 
fighting for a worthy cause, but He picked His battles wisely, and without 
sin. How did He do this? First, He recognized that His battle was not with 
the rulers and authorities. His battle was against the true spiritual enemy: 
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Satan. He knew of Satan’s ability to deceive others by casting darkness over 
their hearts and minds. Jesus knew that the real battlefield was being fought 
in the minds of men, and He was a master at winning this battle. His weap-
ons weren’t the typical weapons of warfare. He chose His Father’s Word. 

Jesus knew that truth, empathy, asking questions, telling stories, of-
fering encouragement, bringing hope, and loving unconditionally were the 
ways to defeat the enemy. He didn’t need others to like Him or accept what 
He had to say, because He knew that ultimately the truth would set them 
free. (See John 8:32.) The way He accomplished His mission was like no 
one in history had ever done it before. He didn’t give in to the temptation of 
telling others what they wanted to hear for the sake of being popular. Jesus 
was not about being famous, but about laying down His own life—and in 
that, He was fearless. Through His death and resurrection, He gave us what 
we need to defeat the enemy’s lies: His own identity. We will learn about 
our identity later, but for now, you have to understand that in order to get 
to that point, you have to learn to let go of the need to be “top dog” and 
your fear of looking “less than,” and to embrace accepting help from your 
teammates. We all have the same goal! Learn how to get your gear working 
for you so that when you really do have to fight to survive, you will be ready. 

Ernest Shackleton survived and his men were saved because he kept 
choosing to do something different. Sheer muscle couldn’t break them 
free from the ice, withstand the negative-100-degree temperatures and 
100-mph-winds, or survive countless dark, lonely nights. Hope is what saw 
them through, and that hope came through a leader they trusted to do 
whatever it took to find their way home. The captain of the Endurance was 
training his men how to take on harsh realities, confront fear, band to-
gether, and take calculated risks in order to survive the ruthless forces of a 
dangerous world. They had to do it together and teach one another exactly 
what doing that meant. 

HITTING BOTTOM
One of my favorite survival movies is the film Never Cry Wolf, pro-

duced by Walt Disney in 1983. It was the inspiration for my first trip to 
Alaska in 1984. The movie dramatizes the fictional story of a government 
biologist/researcher sent to the Canadian tundra to research and collect 
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evidence of the menace wolves were allegedly inflicting on caribou herds. 
The story begins with a pencil-pushing lab researcher named Tyler packing 
for a long journey to an unknown location deep in the Canadian arctic.

Having never been in a hostile environment, Tyler packs a veritable 
mountain of supplies that he “thinks” are essential inside the belly of a can-
vas canoe, including a pallet of toilet paper, several cases of light bulbs, box-
es of government-issued carbon forms, and fifteen cases of beer. There’s an 
old saying: “You can’t fix stupid.” Or, in the words of comedian Bill Engvall, 
talking about people who should carry signs announcing their stupidity, 
“Here’s your sign!”

Tyler’s preparations may seem funny and even a little ridiculous, espe-
cially to outdoorsmen, but even the best of us aren’t much different. If you 
ask most men what they pack with them every day to navigate the home 
front, they‘ll probably say something like, “A rugged truck that has enough 
horsepower to pull a killer bass boat, a smartphone with 4G and Internet 
access, lots of man toys like golf clubs, bows, guns, camping gear, and jet 
skis, and a nice house with enough property for riding my four-wheeler.” 
Then he’ll say he needs a job that not only brings in a lot of money but gains 
the respect of other men around him. Oh yeah, and a beautiful wife hang-
ing on his arm who makes him look and feel like a real man.

I’m not sure which one is more ridiculous: a geeky government re-
searcher thinking he has what he needs to conquer the remote reaches of 
the Canadian tundra with a pallet of toilet paper and fifteen cases of beer, 
or the man who thinks that his identity is defined by how he looks, what 
he owns, or what he does for a living. Both men are living in a world where 
there is a silent, deadly enemy who wants to implant fear in men and rip 
out their hearts.

In the film, the world Tyler is about to enter is a world that even the 
most experienced trappers would shy away from. It’s beyond remote, it’s in-
hospitable, and it’s deadly. Going into this environment alone and without 
extensive training in wilderness survival is not just foolish, it’s a death sen-
tence. Yet this is what most men do on a daily basis in this matrix we call 
the home front. We want to test ourselves to see if we have what it takes, 
only to discover that, after lost jobs, broken marriages, bruised egos, and 
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crushed dreams, we need an experienced guide and a team of like-minded 
seasoned travelers who know how to navigate through this brick, steel, and 
concrete spiritual wilderness. Their fear of failure makes them not want 
anyone else to see them screw up. All of the extras a man uses to build 
himself up are just an elaborate mask he wears to avoid being exposed. 

One of the most heart-pounding scenes in the movie comes when Tyler 
ventures onto a frozen lake while scouting for food. Not understanding 
that he’s standing on thin ice, he proceeds to move forward. By the time 
he hears the ice begin to splinter and crack, it’s too late. In the blink of an 
eye, he plunges into a cold, dark world where he cannot survive. The weight 
of his down clothing and excess gear pulls him down, his gut wrenching 
screams muted as he sinks to the bottom of this watery grave. He’s drown-
ing in a lake of inexperience and naiveté. 

Above the surface, the wind blows and a light snow falls; life goes on as 
if nothing happened. No one can hear his cries. No one knows the fear and 
deadly cold depths he is sinking into. No one can come to his rescue. Tyler 
chose to go this journey alone and there was no one around to pull him to 
safety—a deadly mistake. 

What saves Tyler? Hitting bottom. Only after hitting bottom is he able 
to strip off what he doesn’t need and make his way to the surface, where he 
is able to use the barrel of his rifle to make a hole in the ice large enough 
for him to breathe air and eventually break through. Once free from the 
icy lake, he’s still alone, naked, and inexperienced. In the coming days and 
weeks, things that go bump in the night will take over his thoughts inside 
the four walls of his survival tent.

Tyler has come face-to-face with the harshest environment on Earth, 
lacking the proper training and equipment. He looked the part, but under-
neath his brand-new name-brand gear, he was a pencil-pusher. 

Today, Christ-following men often venture into the matrix of the home 
front having picked up the hat and T-shirt, just like I did, but very little of 
the “know-how.” Like Tyler, most of us try to go it alone and survive in a 
hostile world that is both physical and spiritual. We need to take a lesson 
from Ernest Shackleton. We need to risk failure. We need to risk doing 
something different. We need to be discipled.
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INTO THE WILDS FIELD GUIDE

CHAPTER ONE: RISK DOING SOMETHING DIFFERENT
1. When in your life have you been caught in a situation in which 

you were out of your element, and without the equipment or 
tools needed? 

2. How did it make you feel?

3. As of a result of that experience, what actions did you take so 
that you wouldn’t be “caught with your pants down” the next 
time?

4. Therefore, is having your weaknesses and/or inexperience ex-
posed a good thing or a bad thing? Why?

5. What are some things in your world you believe you couldn’t do 
without?

6. What types of things create fear for you? (For example, public 
speaking, starting a new job, finances, dating, talking to your 
wife, being asked to do something out of your element, etc.)

7. What’s an area of your life in which you feel like you’re standing 
on thin ice?
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8. Would it be helpful to have another man to walk with you who 
knows you and is aware of your biggest fears and successes?

9. What could another man or group of men say or do to you that 
would not be beneficial in helping you walk through your deep-
est worries and fears?

10. What could another man or group of men say or do for you that 
would be beneficial in helping you walk through your deepest 
worries and fears?

Before a man can begin this journey through the spiritual wilderness, 
he needs to know he can’t do it alone. He needs to have a safe place to pro-
cess his thoughts and feelings without fear of being judged or condemned. 
This is key in creating a safe place that leads to life transformation, not 
merely conformity of behavior. 

It’s non-negotiable.

We ALL need a GUIDE.

We ALL need to be discipled.

“Christianity without discipleship  
is always Christianity without Christ.” 

—Dietrich Bonhoeffer


