
Growing up, and for most of my adult life, I called myself a Christian.  After all, I 
was christened when I was a baby.  Not that I remember this event, but I saw the 
pictures.  As a teenager, I was a regular attendee at that same church.  I even 
served on the altar, leading the procession as the one with the dubious honor of 
carrying the cross.  I received Communion every Sunday and participated in the 
recital of group confession.  Yup, I was on the Highway to Heaven.  St. Peter was 
prepping the marching band for my arrival at The Pearly Gates, where I’d spend 
Sunday afternoons with Jesus, doing what I always did on Sundays… watching 
football.   
 
To say this is a distorted view of Christianity is an understatement.  You might be 
shocked when I tell you that there came a time in my early adult years that I 
began to question my faith.  I had dropped the whole church thing by this time in 
favor of the “I don’t need church to have a relationship with God” concept.  This 
worked out brilliantly for me in my own mind.   
 
I remember one time, while hanging out with my brother and some friends, the 
topic of The Bible came up.  I recall telling them that The Bible was just a 
guideline, not to be taken literally or anything.  I mean after all, who would know 
more about the topic than the guy that carried the cross into the room that I 
don’t ever recall seeing a Bible in.  I don’t believe I ever doubted that there was 
indeed a god, just the stories I had always heard about The God.  You know, like 
how He was born of a virgin, lived a sinless life, died for our sins and all that 
“stuff”.  That was just some outdated stuff that old people believed from a book 
written by men 2000 years ago.  
 
As the years passed, I sought The American Dream.  I chased fulfillment in all the 
ways Hollywood and culture portray… money, stuff, etc.  Along the way I tried to 
be a good person.  I even joined the military and served for 4 years.  Now that was 
a bullet on the heavenly resume no doubt… “love knows no greater” and all.  I got 
married (twice), had kids, a successful career, a nice house, cars, a boat and all 
sorts of stuff.  Man, I was on my way.  Life was good.  
 
But it wasn’t.   
  



All my success at work just translated to more hours spent working.  This of 
course meant less time to focus on my family, which was coming apart at the 
seams.  I was failing in my roles as a husband and a father.  My family was 
frantically spinning out of control, colliding with every obstacle in our path, with 
no gravitational center. 
 
“How could this be?” I thought.  “I’m doing exactly what I’m supposed to be 
doing!”  It didn’t make any sense.  Something was obviously amiss. 
 
For a couple years leading up to that point, my wife and I had discussed attending 
a church.  She had been listening to some preachers on the radio and was drawn 
to that style of worship gathering.  I on the other hand wanted nothing to do with 
that as after all, church is about tradition, ritual and sacraments which offer 
salvation!  Yes, that was it!  We needed to go to church so we could save 
ourselves, and I could get back to making that whole American Dream thing 
happen.  Needless to say, we didn’t agree on a church, and things just continued 
to get worse.   
 
One Saturday afternoon, while my wife worked her wool with willing hands, I sat 
down with my laptop and resumed Church Quest.  I came across this local church 
in Loudon that had some sermons online.  So I listened to one.  Then I listened to 
another… and another.  “Why was I listening to these preachers stand up there 
and preach?”, I thought.  I had told my wife that I had no interest in listening to 
some guy stand at a pulpit and wax poetically.  But here I was, on the 4th sermon 
in a row, listening to these preachers preach.  The next day, we attended our first 
service at FCBC.  And we kept coming back.  God’s word and Christ’s bride took 
root in our lives. 
 
We got involved in one on one discipleship relationships, couples discipleship and 
small groups.  Our girls got involved in Youth Group and Teen Discipleship, where 
Alyssa and I were blessed to be asked to serve as leaders the following year.  We 
immersed ourselves in His word, frequently bouncing verses off each other.  The 
phrase, “Oh my goodness, listen to this!” became commonplace in our home. 
  



I don’t stand before you and claim that since I accepted Jesus into my life that all 
the worries of the world just went away.  Our family has experienced devastating 
trials after being saved.  No, the worries didn’t go away.  They went to Jesus, who 
tells us in Matthew 11:28-29, “Come to Me, all you who are weary and burdened, 
and I will give you rest. Take My yoke upon you and learn from Me; for I am 
gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls.”  There is rest in 
knowing that He is working all things for the good of those who love Him. 
 
The worldly desires that once consumed me, I now count as loss.  To quote Paul in 
Philippians 3:8, “Indeed, I count everything as loss because of the surpassing 
worth of knowing Christ Jesus my Lord. For his sake I have suffered the loss of all 
things and count them as rubbish, in order that I may gain Christ”.  
 
This church family has been a blessing to us.  I am humbled to have been asked to 
serve as an elder.  I would consider it a blessing to do so, and I thank you for this 
consideration. 
 
Ephesians 2:1–10 
 
By Grace Through Faith 
 
“And you were dead in the trespasses and sins in which you once walked, 
following the course of this world, following the prince of the power of the air, the 
spirit that is now at work in the sons of disobedience—among whom we all once 
lived in the passions of our flesh, carrying out the desires of the body and the 
mind, and were by nature children of wrath, like the rest of mankind. But God, 
being rich in mercy, because of the great love with which he loved us, even when 
we were dead in our trespasses, made us alive together with Christ—by grace you 
have been saved— and raised us up with him and seated us with him in the 
heavenly places in Christ Jesus, so that in the coming ages he might show the 
immeasurable riches of his grace in kindness toward us in Christ Jesus. For by 
grace you have been saved through faith. And this is not your own doing; it is the 
gift of God, not a result of works, so that no one may boast. For we are his 
workmanship, created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared 
beforehand, that we should walk in them.”  
 


