
MY STORY

I was cool. As cool as a high-schooler could be, as a matter of fact. I had it all: the best looking 
girlfriend in the rural/urban hybrid of a school, a (somewhat) flawless GPA, interest from 
colleges to play football at the next level and a family with two parents that were still together 
and madly in love with each other and their children. Added to this was my perfect attendance 
record at a 280 year old church that I had been born, raised, and baptized in. If happiness were 
measured from purely an outsider’s juvenile view inward: I was one to be envied.

One person, however, who did not envy me was in fact myself. I had built a facade over the 
course of about six or so years carrying on into my freshman year of college that led people to 
believe I had answers, answers that brought me happiness and allowed me to succeed. The 
internalized oppression I had placed on myself because of a fostered performance driven 
attitude led me to not experience much true happiness, what I term true because of its 
sustainability over time, because I was never content. I had built up an impression of my life and 
my God that equated hard work, putting down others because of their lack of religious worth.

I HAD BUILT UP AN IMPRESSION OF MY LIFE AND MY GOD THAT EQUATED TO HARD 
WORK.

Worst of all I felt guilt and shame brought on by my failure and sin, with the pathway to mortal 
and heavenly success. I could not have been further from the truth.

My sophomore year of college I finally heard the truth held within this thing called the Gospel. 
Coming from a guy with huge pride issues and hard ears, this Gospel knocked my teeth out. I 
found out a guy who was God loved me enough to die brutally for all of my failures to allow me 
to be presented as righteous before God here on earth and in heaven. And to be honest, I heard 
this and ran. All of my habits led me to try to find joy in women, friends, and piety and all left me 
feeling empty. I went through countless relationships with women, all based on selfishness and 
lust. I continued pushing myself away from spiritual growth and more toward muscle growth. I 
ran away from service to my community and was consumed by how much money I could make 
with my cattle. I ran and ran until my pride had taken me to a point where the joy I took was in 
how my misery was worse than others.

Well, I got tired of being tired, and thanks to some great friends and a great God who never 
gave up on me, my life began changing drastically in the truth of that Gospel I had heard a 
semester before. I hadn’t had a life or death experience that led me to accept that God loved 
ME enough, someone who continually fought him, to cast away life on earth to give me life in 
heaven. It didn’t matter though. This man, Jesus, showed me that God cared enough for me to 
want me to give my life to him and embrace the joy that came with that.

JESUS SHOWED ME THAT GOD CARED ENOUGH FOR ME TO WANT ME TO GIVE MY 
LIFE TO HIM.

I can’t say the change this Gospel has brought in my life was not faced with resistance. My 
family, pride, reputation and old habits all led me to contest this truth that saved my life. 
Consistency in appreciation of Jesus’ gift to me and to all has come heavy and light like an 
ocean tide in my life, but at the end of the day, I can find true joy that is more lasting than any 
joy in my life by knowing I am meant for something bigger than myself. I take stock in 



Philippians 1:6 that says “I am sure of this, that He who started a good work in you will carry it 
on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus,” knowing that Jesus’ love has freed me to fail and 
be lousy all the while he is transforming and promoting the good works within me.

JESUS' LOVE HAS FREED ME TO FAIL.

Don’t forget that you’re a gift and that you’re loved.


