The Promise Keepers is a very pro-circ organization, since the bible says all males must be circumcised!  However, many don't know about...

The Secret Initiation of the Promise Keepers
"The Promise Keepers is dedicated to igniting and uniting men to be passionate followers of Jesus Christ through the effective communication of the 7 Promises.  A sovereign move of God's Spirit is stirring the hearts of men. In a world of negotiable values, confused identities, and distorted priorities, men are encountering God's Word, embracing their identities as His sons, and investing in meaningful relationships with God, their families and each other. 

Clearly, Christian men have an unprecedented opportunity to seize this moment and make a difference for Jesus Christ. We believe that God wants to use Promise Keepers as a spark in His hand to ignite a nationwide movement calling men from all denominational, ethnic, and cultural backgrounds to reconciliation, discipleship, and godliness."

The letter arrived in the mail today:

Current members: 
Friday's program will run from 6 p.m. - 10 p.m., the doors will open at 5 p.m. 
Saturday’s program will run from 9 a.m. to approximately 5 p.m., the doors will open at 8 a.m. 

New initiates:
You will arrive on Friday no later than 5:30 p.m.   Once inside the stadium, you may not leave the stadium until conclusion of the ceremonies!
As part of the event, we will learn how to do the "haka," a battle cry or war dance originated by the Maori people of New Zealand.  A haka is typically done before entering into battle or big game.   We are declaring war on the kingdom of darkness.  Get ready to "unleash the barbarian inside you" and do the haka!
I was nervous; did I really want to go through with this?  I had grown up in a Catholic household, where we prayed and took our religion rather seriously.  And we respected the body as a temple of God’s Spirit.  And part of that body was the long, loose foreskin that God gave me a birth and which my parents refused to let the OB/GYN chop off when I was born.  Was cutting of part of my penis really going to make me a better man?  Closer to God?  More committed to my religious beliefs?  

Someone had told me that by accepting circumcision I would be proclaiming to the whole world in a very concrete and physical way that I had submitted to God’s overwhelming power.  Well, maybe.  How much of the whole world is ever gonna see my dick?  So far, aside from gym classes in high school, I don’t think I’ve been unclothed before anyone for religious reasons…
I arrived at 5:20 p.m., and after being allowed to enter the stadium, I saw that a large plywood wall had been erected opposite the huge stage.  The wall was almost as wide as the playing field and had about a dozen oval holes cut out, all spaced about a metre apart.  There was a queue of men, as if in line for the bank on payday.   
I added myself to the queue.  There must have been at least 150 guys in front of me.  I swear the waiting was the hardest part!  When the next hole in the wall became available, the next in the queue would step up, pull down their britches and place their manhood into the oval hole.
Once in a while, you would hear one of the new initiates cry out...  It was considered unmanly to scream, yell or cry out during your "procedure", yet some obviously couldn't remain silent!  But not all the screams sounded like they were shouts of pain or suffering either.  Some of them sounded like the trumpetings of a victorious bull moose, or the triumph yell of the victor in an epic struggle.  The guy in front of me in the queue said that it was the men who were already circumcised earlier in life seemed to be the ones that cried out the most.  I wondered what happened to a guy whose penis was already clipped very tight with little foreskin left to cut off.  

The most important factor with this ceremony wasn't the fact we were being circumcised but that we were bring circumcised together.  The joint sacrifice and blood covenant between us would be a bond of brotherhood that would forever remain.  We were committing ourselves to God, but at the same time we were taking these men as brothers before God and before one another.  And, in a way, before the whole world, because the entire process was being watched by the men who’d been through this ritual previously, and who were watching attentively.  

The large video screens over the stadium displayed the real-time cutting off of men’s foreskins.  And each circumcision was being recorded for posterity.  Each of us had signed an agreement that we would permit the filming of our ‘purification’ and, if we wanted, we would be given a copy of the film for our own use and remembrance of this very special day.
I felt a pit in my stomach as I got to the front of the queue.  The next hole to open up would be my turn!!  I saw a younger guy step back from the wall, he couldn't have been a day over 20, I was tapped on the shoulder and the attendant pointed me towards the open hole in the wall...  I dropped my pants and looked at my pecker in its original state  for the last time.  I gently placed it in the hole and pressed up against the wall hard.

I couldn't see who was on the other side of the wall; I only knew that it was a member of the order.  I felt my circumciser examining my penis.  He pealed my foreskin back, then pulled it forward again and then tugged at it a bit.  Then he pushed the doomed ‘skin back again as far as it would go and I felt him pinch my frenulum, tugging to see how tight it was.  I know he was carefully analysing my cock to determine how tight to make my circumcision, and where to place the new scar that would adorn my penis until the day I die.  Between the feeling of knowing another man was examining my penis, and knowing that I would soon bear a permanent mark to prove my commitment to God and to this brotherhood , my cock grew very hard.

Beads of sweat rolled down my forehead after he stopped checking out my pecker - for I knew the exam portion was over, and it was now time for the "procedure" to take place.  My erection quickly dissipated.  I could feel the head of my dick trying to crawl up into my body, as if it knew what was in store for it.

I started to focus on the guy to my right, as I was pressed up close to the wall with my cock and balls hanging through to the other side, it was the only way for my head to be comfortable.  I could see the blond bloke next to me, staring directly at me, gritting his teeth.  I could tell that he was enduring the purification, that his penis was being circumcised as I watched!!!  The look on his face was unreal:  he seemed to be in only a slight bit of pain, but he appeared to be ecstatically happy at the same time.  He was giving up part of his body, but he was also receiving all those other men as his brothers.  

I began to think:  I’m gonna go through the same ordeal myself in a moment!  Will I be able to endure the steel blade cutting through my dick as courageously as this young stud had done?  

My penis had tried to shrink up into a small a bit of flesh as possible, hoping to avoid being cut. As the young man next to me moved out and another man about my age stepped into the space next to me, I heard him say, “I have looked forward to this day for years now.  I will soon be your brother, and you will be mine.  And the blood from our sacrificially wounded manhood will water the ground and will bring forth a new flowering of upright lives and godly men.”  

As I looked over at him, his penis stood proud and erect as he pushed his uncircumcised tool through the wall to meet the knife awaiting it on the other side.
Just as I was musing on the man whose hard-on was so eager to meet its fat, I felt my own foreskin being roughly man-handled.  It was yanked hard forward and it felt like it was gonna get pulled right off the end of my dick.  I concentrated on that feeling, because I knew that little bit of flesh had only a few seconds of life left in him.  My penis was about to grow up, to become an adult circumcised cock, permanently bared, proudly proclaiming its sacrifice for God and morality.

All of a sudden, there was this burning.  Not pain exactly, more like a fast, intense explosion of sensation righta t the end of my cock.  And the prssure pulling my cockshaft forward immediately disappeared and I pulled back involuntarily, seeing my de-skinned cock for the first time.

· 03/09/05: Minor fixes made.  Direction suggestions below.

· What method of circ is used?  Tight/loose?  Pull & slice, with scalpel.  Bible urges flint in original discussion, but not really done that way, probably for millennia.  Maybe final circee gets clipt with antique flint knife, preferably from Holy Land and maybe had been dunked in the River Jordan…?  Circ would be loose in this sort of op, I’m sure.

· What do the guys leaving the gloryholes look like?  Bandaged?  The bible says nothing about bandages, so maybe they just have bare bared dickheads….

· What does the circ feel like?  What’s going through his mind? Do you mean what does the actual cutting feel like?  Lots of thoughts in his mind; need to think this over a bit.
· Does someone pull out prematurely and freak our hero out?  Not sure about this.
· What happens to all the collected foreskins?  burned as a sacrifice to God
· How do they celebrate their right of passage?  RITE of passage.  Final circee is somehow marked out as special (see suggestion above).

· Does our hero get to move up the “corporate ladder” to circumciser next year?  I hope so.  I wanna do that!

