
The Redemptive Work of Christ in the life of Rod Wheeler 

Growing up the only time I remember being in church was when someone got married or when someone died.  I grew 

up in a great and very loving family, but God wasn’t a part of our life.  As a young child I went everywhere with my dad, 

and as I grew older my life centered on hunting and fishing on weekends with my older brother.  Church wasn’t given a 

thought.   

At age eight or nine I went to a revival at the old uptown theater.  I don’t remember who took me, but I do remember 

going forward and asking Jesus into my life and talking to an older person about my decision. That person gave me some 

papers and said he would come and visit with me and mom and dad about my decision in the next night or two, and I 

was excited!   I went home and told both my parents. I waited expectantly as this was a big deal to me.  And I waited, 

and I waited.  And that person didn’t ever come.  After four or five nights I gave up waiting.  I still remember being very, 

very, disappointed. 

After that, I don’t really remember how I became involved with the Shallow Water Church, but I attended a few events 

around age twelve or so, until it was discovered the Pastor at that time was a child molester.  Coupled with my previous 

disappointment, this really had a very negative effect on my perception of the church.   

I really had no Christian input through the rest of my youth, but I didn’t even realize I was missing anything.  I had a good 

upbringing and a happy childhood clear through high school.  I started dating my high school sweetheart my senior year 

and attended some youth group events with her because she wanted me to.  We were married at age eighteen the 

September after we graduated high school in May.   

I continued to live my life the way I wanted to live it without any thought of making God a part of my life.  After we were 

married, I wanted no part of church as I had other things I wanted to do and didn’t feel like church had ever brought me 

anything but disappointment.  I was more interested in partying on Saturday nights so the last place I wanted to be was 

in church on Sunday morning.  I knew in my own spirit that it wasn’t right to be partying on Saturday night and then 

sitting in church pretending that all was right in my life on Sunday morning. This went on for several years, until God 

started getting my attention in various ways.  

The most devastating way was financial failure of the farm. I began to feel hopeless. I knew that no matter what I did 

each day it wasn’t going to make any difference.  This went on for several years.  That stress affected my marriage, my 

relationships with my children, and my relationship with my brother.  And it affected every other part of my life, but I 

was still stubbornly not letting God be a part of my life.  I remember my thought was if I didn’t get things done it wasn’t 

going to get done.  I had no thought of God, it was all me.  And God, in His mercy, wouldn’t let me succeed without Him.   

It got to the point that my marriage was broken, my relationship with my oldest son was broken, and my relationship 

with my brother was broken.  I turned to each of these relationships in my own power relying on them to make my life 

better.  I bought more farm ground in my own wisdom, I worked harder, but nothing succeeded.  My life was filled with 

turmoil and hopelessness.  God was using a blow torch to get my attention.   

Then in 1990, God gave my wife these words to tell me, “you are going to have to let God help you, because I can’t.”  

That night I opened a Gideon Bible in a hotel room in Phoenix, Arizona.  For the first time in my life I began seeking God 

on my own.  I knew God was speaking to me and drawing me to Himself.  It was like a switch flipped inside of me.  I was 

at the bottom and finally looked up.  He was there and began filling me up with Himself.  He gave me an insatiable desire 

for His word.  In the following year I read the Bible through and began reading all the books in the Church library on 

Christ and Christian living. Before this I hadn’t ever read a whole book or a magazine.  It was a God thing!   Praise the 

Lord!  My life changed.  Pastor Lynne Smith was a wonderful influence in my life.  He believed in me and the changes 

that were coming about.  My life completely changed.  God wanted me to lean on Him and not have confidence in 

myself but have my confidence in Him.   

I feel like I have lived two lives.  One life of striving on my own and one of leaning on God and letting Him be Lord.  I’m 

enjoying my second life.      


