
MY STORY

Couple of months before college started, I started to be open with my close friends about my 
sexuality. I told one of my friends through Facebook and I forgot to logoff my computer. My dad 
saw the conversation. I burst into tears with fear of being rejected. He told me, "although I don’t 
agree with what you said, you’re still my son and I want you to know that I still love you." I really 
wouldn’t know where I would be now if he didn’t say those words. I’ll forever remember that.

However, some friends I knew from church did not take my words so well. They shut me out. 
From that day, the church was the last place I ever hoped to find love. I hated the church.

THE CHURCH WAS THE LAST PLACE I EVER HOPED TO FIND LOVE.

I took advantage of all that college offered as an institution where alcoholism and hedonism is 
socially accepted. I shared my body with strangers and I intoxicated myself to run away from 
reality. This sensation was like drinking poison that tasted so good. It was hard to stop. I just 
wanted someone to love me.

Throughout it all, I met an upper classmen who stood out to me. It was the way he treated 
others. It was the way he treated me. I remember our dialogue to be very wholesome and 
genuine. I sensed that he deeply cared about me. I knew he would actually put his life on the 
line for me. He identified himself as a Christian. At first, I was in disbelief because the church 
was the last place where I wanted to search for acceptance and love. I started to give these 
Christians a chance. I remember saying to myself in my heart, ‘I want to be just like you.’ 

This was the moment where I chose to follow Christ even though I was smeared with 
embarrassment and guilt.

I began to find that in the midst of my dark days, the grace of Jesus began to shine even 
brighter than I could ever imagine.

THE GRACE OF JESUS BEGAN TO SHINE BRIGHTER THAN I COULD EVER IMAGINE.

I began to realize that there is a void that I was trying to fill. I began to realize that God is the 
only one who can fulfill that void. Yes, giving into things that my body craved in the moment 
made me happy, but not for long. I began to discover who I was when I got to know my Creator 
more and more. The fact that God calls me as his own child is so amazing. I began to know 
where I stood in the world because the identity that God gave me (as a child of God) is so much 
powerful than how the world labels me. My identity that society labels me began to mean less 
and less. I began to learn how to love. My perspective changed on how I interacted with people. 
I started to put others first before myself. I began to look after their own interests and started to 
be happy for them rather than being filled with envy. I began to forgive those who rejected me 
and my bitterness towards them is no more. I began to empathize with people better after going 
through a period of struggle myself. For those who are struggling in this similar path, you’re not 
alone. There is a friend that sticks closer than a brother.


