Intro My name is Preston Beach and I'm a senior English teacher here at Great Oak.  I want to tell you about my "model house."  No, not the one at the end of a cul-de-sac near TVHS, but the one that really counts: the one I take with me everywhere I go.   I call it my "house of integrity." So, get ready for the tour!

The foundation of my house was built before I was born (insert photos of my parents when they were young, here).  My father was raised in a strict Baptist family, with one sister, a father who worked for the U.S. postal system, and an overbearing mother who was a perfectionist.  My father served proudly in World War II (insert military picture of my father), took advantage of the G.I. bill, got his doctoral degree in music, and went straight to teaching.

My mother was adopted by an English professor at a Christian university in Michigan (insert her baby picture here).  Her adoptive mother died before she could remember her.  Her father eventually remarried, but the new wife did not like children.  My grandfather compensated by giving his only adoptive child his greatest affections and attentions. My mom met my father in a classroom-he was her teacher, at the same university where her father worked (early picture of parents here).  My dad broke off an engagement to another woman so that he could date my mom.  It was love at first sight…

My foundation is built on (insert picture of my immediate family here) my Christian faith, the value of family, the firm belief that life only gives what you squeeze out of it, and the importance of education for self-improvement, purpose, and meaning in life.  My parents built my foundation. 

The four corners in my life are music (pic), surfing (pic), school (pic), and church (pic).  
surfing
When I need to get away and regain perspective, I grab a surfboard and head for San Clemente.  Surfing calms me…and allows me to restructure my priorities.   Lower Trestles (pic) is my home break, and a great source of my spiritual and physical therapy.  San Clemente (pics) is my "home away from home."  My parents began taking me there when I was in diapers.  My own family still camps several times a year at San Clemente State Beach (pics), continuing a 50 year tradition.

music
When my soul craves expression, I grab one of my many guitars (pics), depending on my mood.  Music is one of the giftings which gives evidence of man's intelligent design.  Without music, I'd be a walking dead man.  Music is flight, and my guitars are my aeroplanes.  I fly somewhere every day.  I use my music primarily to give praise to my Creator (pic); I believe that worship is the highest calling I've been given, and probably one of the few things I do here that will continue through eternity.  

school
My school is Great Oak (pics).  I learn more here about myself and others than anywhere else I go.  My parents raised me to be a lifelong learner, and I am constantly observing as well as "doing."  I am a much better learner than I am a teacher, though the two are inextricably tied together!  I'm forever becoming more aware of what I don't know through the learning process, and that humbles me out!
church
(Pic) My church is, in some ways, more real to me than my biological family.  These are the people I am tied to spiritually; many of these relationships go deeper than blood! (pics)  It's not so much that we believe the same things, although there are some basic non-negotiables.  It's actually the non-negotiables that allow us to respect each other as individuals, love each other, show compassion, forgiveness, and mercy, and encourage each other in the second chances our spiritual life offers us.  This is the place where I am lifted up, supported, encouraged, admonished, held accountable, and accepted unconditionally.  We repeat our non-negotiables frequently during the service: echoed phrases such as "God is good-all the time!" and "Church is not the building; it's the people." (web pic)  

We believe in "the five C's…" (slide from webpage)


COMMUNION,  COMMUNITY, COMMITMENT, COMPASSION, COMMISSION

and in the "three P's…"
PASSION, POWER, PRESENCE. 


Without my church, I'd be spiritually homeless, wandering in a moral wasteland without the power of friends who are closer than brothers.
(pic of me)
The "skin" of my house of integrity is, for me, keeping it real.  They say that skin is the largest organ of the body.  It provides protection, temperature control, aesthetic beauty, and moisture retention, among other things.  I am who I am; it's important to be me in public.  That doesn't mean I spill my guts to the world, or air my dirty laundry.  It does mean that I don't put on airs or pretend to be someone I'm not.  If I had to define my skin, in one word, I'd have to say "humor."  I try to do everything I do with a good sense of humor.  Humor helps lighten things up, and keeps me from taking myself too seriously (or any one else, for that matter!).  Laughter puts beautiful lines in the facial skin; lines that show character, not just worry and wear.  I'm comfortable in my own skin.
(pic of my recovery group)

My roof is sobriety.  I'm a recovering alcoholic, and in the past, I let the booze flood into the center of my house for too long, soaking me in the mold and mildew of unhealthy escapism and self-pity.  Those days are done.  I don't run away from my problems any more; I face them with sanity, sobriety, and serenity.  Working the steps of recovery from this disorder keeps me in touch with self-worth, purpose, and the value of others.  It allows others to help me, and me to help others.  God doesn't create junk, but He knows how to reclaim it!  I'm living proof of that.  Taking one day at a time, as trivialized as that sounds, keeps me from worrying about tomorrow-today has enough worries of its own!  
The portals in my house are influenced by upbringing, education, beliefs, and passions. The view from my structure is colored by what I've learned and experienced; my outlook is "skeptically idealistic."  Having been immersed for so long in a perfectionist environment (home & community), the street drug counterculture, & the liberalist/huckster-dominated educational community, I view new and strange people, environments, and theories with caution (the conservative in me!).  This is the "peephole" in my front door, as well as a message on the porch which reads "NO SOLICITORS!"  I carefully limit and filter who and what attempts to enter through the portals of my structure (no television, unlisted phone number with "no call" status, incoming calls filtered through the answering machine).  Here's the dichotomy: though there are locks on my doors and windows, they are often wide open to the outside air of discussion and debate, and to those in genuine need of shelter, comfort, conversation, or just a good hot meal.  I crave light, and air, and space. Family and friends, good company and music are constantly passing in and out through the portals of my house.  These things strengthen my walls and make the house glow on the inside and the outside.  Occasionally, the doors and windows are shut and locked.  Sometimes I just need space…
Landscape/aesthetics are those things in my life which Oscar Wilde would've described as "art for the sake of art." I like things whose sole function seems to be beauty.  The beautiful thing about these things, though, is that they often possess hidden functions beyond their appearance.  For example, I never dreamed that owning a guitar simply for the joy of playing it all by myself would one day put me on a stage to bring the healing joy of music to others, but it has. Things like this increase my desire to improve my skills, not only for my own enjoyment, but to give to others.  This brings me integrity, this strange paradox of  beauty in my life.  What starts as an escape goes full circle into involvement and contribution to community.  I have a recovery coin that I often carry in my pocket.  I like the weight of it, the brassiness, the words inscribed on it, and what those words mean for me.  The coin isn't worth anything, except that it symbolizes something broken in my house that got fixed.  It's like an ugly scar beautifully healed, which gives character to the house, and suggests a story that needs to be told.  It speaks to the integrity of my house that I live to tell stories like that one…
Credits are due to many people who've helped me build my house; I'll focus on only two.  They are both teachers I had in high school.  One, Gary Swanson, was my English teacher.  He taught me some valuable lessons: that I had a voice, and no one else had it, and if I didn't speak up and write things down, people would be robbed of something unique and significant.  My house of integrity is stronger because of him.  The second teacher was my Bible teacher, Bill Millard.  He taught me about relationships, and how to make them strong.  Once, he gave us a two-part assignment in class. He had us make an exhaustive list of every single quality we could require in the person we would someday marry.  He told us to leave nothing out.  When I was finally done, and handed him the list, he said this: "Now, go and become everything on that list; when you're done, you're ready to look for a wife."  It took awhile, and I had to shorten my list…I found her; we've been happily married for 23 years. These two men are my heroes!
My "house of integrity" isn't perfect; there's always room for renovation, and it's a work in progress.  I hope you've enjoyed the tour!
