
The Redemptive Work of Christ in the life of John Harris 
 

Like so many people in small town Kansas I grew up in a mostly Christian home. My parents both worked nights 
while I was younger which meant they slept during the day.  Because of their work schedules they couldn’t 
always go to church, but it seems like we managed to make it nearly every week, and I am grateful that was the 
expectation. I was saved when I was a young child maybe 7 or 8 and like so many others fell away as I aged. I 
remember no matter how far away from God I was, I always felt a pull back to the church. 
 
After graduating high school, I went to FHSU, where I can say beyond a shadow of a doubt my life was a mess.  I 
was barely able to hold on with my pre-med classes, and I am sad to say I was not in good standings, so about 
midway through my sophomore year I changed majors.  This was tough on me. I felt like a failure, and even 
though he never said it directly I knew my father was disappointed.  That summer I moved home to await my 
wedding to the most amazing woman. I can honestly say I have no idea what she was thinking when she picked 
me. I was definitely not worth the faith she has put in me.  I had been home several weeks, and I can still hear 
the panic in my mother’s voice as she yelled for me to come quick to find my father had slumped over and had 
died in front of the computer.  Looking back at my life I can say with absolute certainty this is the moment that 
God changed my life and got my head back on straight.  
  
Within a couple weeks of this event I changed all the classes back to my original major and started looking at 
chiropractic schools.  A year later we were packing a U-Haul and heading to St. Louis.  The first thing Anya and I 
did when we moved to St. Louis was find a church to attend, which was kind of interesting since we hadn’t really 
attended faithfully during college.  The church we found was alive and God used it to give us both a passion for 
ministry.  There were a couple mission interns working at the church, and we were fast friends. Daniel helped 
shape my life, and whether he knew he was doing it or not, discipled me.  I got a passion for faith and soon Anya 
and I were helping with the youth group and leading others.   
 
We grew up when we moved away, and our Savior pulled us in close and showed us the way.  As I was able to 
let go and let God take control, he has brought us to this wonderful community and allowed my business to 
grow more than I could have conceived. 
 
I think it is crazy to look at all the mistakes I have made along the way and see that God still wants me, that he 
is capable of using me.  I don’t know that I will ever feel worthy of any of the gifts God has bestowed on me; a 
loving wife, 5 amazing (and really crazy) children, a mother to expect me at church, a great friend to lead me in 
the right direction, and most of all a Savior, who despite my faults loves me and finds value in me. 
 


