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CHAPTER 1 

Who Are You 

Trying to Please? 
My self-worth began to fade to dust... 

It was a roller coaster of lies, betrayal, and mistreatment... 

Confusion suffocated my mind... 

I was never enough… 

I decided I could no longer go on with life feeling such a void of 

love… 

From the very first breath I took on earth, God has always been a huge 

part of my life. I grew up in church, where I learned who God is and 

why we choose to honor and worship Him daily. Just like topics learned 

in school, if there isn't any application of the teachings to your daily life, 

you will lose the connection and knowledge you've been taught. This is 

how my self-worth began to fade to dust, or in other words, how I 

allowed others' opinions of me to blur out the value God has placed upon 

my life. 

 

When I entered high school, I became fascinated with a boy a year older 

than me. At the beginning, it was a sweet and gentle connection. He was 

the first boy I truly thought would treasure me, but he proved me wrong. 

It was a roller coaster of lies, betrayal, and mistreatment. One second, 

he made me feel as though I was priceless. In the next, he made me feel 

as though I was just another girl to check off his list. Confusion 

suffocated my mind on how it felt as if I was never enough to satisfy 

him. 

 

That was my problem. My mission in life at the time was to satisfy him 

rather than satisfying God Almighty. I chose to spend hours upon hours 

daily trying to prove to this guy that I was enough, when I already had 

someone who says I’m more than enough (God). I was holding onto a 

connection that caused me suffering for three years, when I could have 

been building a deep personal relationship with my creator instead. 
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One day, I decided I could no longer go on with life feeling such a void 

of love. So, I cut off my connections to the guy. Was it absolutely 

painful? Yes! However, I knew that if I just trusted in God, He would 

heal my broken heart and build back up my confidence in the beautiful 

purpose He has for my life. I repented for allowing a man to take away 

God's position of priority in my life and asked for forgiveness for all of 

the sins I committed during my blindness. I asked God to become the 

Lord of my life again, to which I would allow and trust Him to guide 

me through the rest of my life. 

 

From that point, I began to go down the process of finally maturing in 

my walk with God. I read His word daily. I talked to Him from the 

moment I opened my eyes in the morning to the time I closed them to 

go to sleep. I listened to sermons every night. I wanted to submerge 

myself in the love and peace God so generously and abundantly gives 

out when we seek Him. I eventually learned that I should never put my 

happiness and worth in anyone's hands besides God’s. Although God is 

the ultimate treasure, He truly makes His children feel completely 

cherished and whole. 

 

If I could give advice about anything, it would be to remember you are 

on a journey with God. There will be ups and downs, but don't focus too 

heavily on what you believe should be your next move. Allow God to 

guide you through the challenges, through heart breaks, and through the 

doubts. Watch Him transform every harsh storm into the most beautiful 

sunlight there ever was! 

 

Alyssa 

 

219-771-6101 

Ampomales0119@gmail.com 
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CHAPTER 2 

Nobody Knew 
Drinking...  Smoking...  Tripping...  I Was Arrested… 

This Was My Turning Point… 

Being the baby is not always good.  I was born into a family of nine.  I 

had four brothers and two sisters.  We grew up knowing the guy that 

raised us as our dad. We constantly moved to different houses.  We had 

to move every year or every other year.  My mom was the one who 

worked.  My “dad” stayed home, kept the house clean, and “watched” 

us. 

 

As time went on, we had moved to at least five different houses before 

I had turned 6 years old.  Around this time is when it happened the first 

time. I was playing in the family room when one of my brothers 

approached me and raped me.  This ended up not being the only time he 

did this to me, but I was too scared to say anything to my parents.  They 

were always busy, my mom worked her butt off, and she walked on 

eggshells with my “dad.” 

 

When I was 8 years old, I would go with two of my brothers over to 

their girlfriends’ house. They were dating these sisters.  Well, I ended 

up being molested by their dad. I went and told my mom.  As it turned 

out, he had made my brother do worse to him. I went to counseling for 

this, but I still never said anything about my brother and what he had 

done to me.  Eventually, my dad’s true side came out.  He let us know 

we weren't his kids.  When he was drunk, he would beat my mom. I 

have a memory from when I was around 10 or 11 years old.  My mom 

left my dad at his sister's house because he was drunk and acting stupid.  

I had fallen asleep in her bed.  I woke up to my mom crying and my dad 

yelling at her.  This led one of my brothers to confront him. 

 

Due to being raped by my brother, I slept with my parents until I was 

11.  When my brother went to Juvenile detention, I finally felt safe. 

When I was 11, I had stayed the night at a friend's house.  My first time 

staying at a friend’s house, her brother raped me.  She was taking a bath, 
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and I was in her room when it happened. I felt sick afterwards and asked 

to go home. I never told anyone until my mom had my sister take me 

for a pregnancy test.  Sure enough, I was pregnant.  I was 11 years old, 

4 months pregnant, and I finally told the truth about what happened to 

me. I had to be home schooled.  Even though I was homeschooled, 

people found out I was pregnant. 

 

Unfortunately, I ended up having a stillborn a week before my due date. 

I didn’t know it then, but now I know it was all in God’s timing.  “The 

Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in 

spirit.” – Psalms 34:18 

 

After I had lost my son, I went back to school and was bullied.  Nobody 

knew what had happened to me, and I didn’t want to talk about it. This 

is when I started smoking cigarettes and pot to take the pain away.  I 

had become this girl that was “out there.”  At the age of 15, I found out 

I was pregnant with my oldest daughter. When I found out, I told her 

father.  He didn’t believe she was his, and he denied her. We ended up 

moving to another city.  My daughter was born two days before 

Christmas.  On the way to the hospital, we got into a bad car accident 

that almost claimed my daughter's life. 

 

As time went on, my mom helped me with my daughter.  I was still 

going out and partying.  I was drinking, smoking, and even tripping on 

shrooms. I started dating a guy I had known since 4th grade and ended 

up pregnant with my middle daughter. I stayed in this relationship, even 

though it was toxic.  He constantly cheated on me, and we had done 

some hard drugs together.  Eventually, that came to an end. In 2006, I 

was arrested for having pills on me.  I thought these pills were making 

me happy.  Around the time of the arrest, my now ex had got me 

smoking crack.  I feel like getting arrested was the best thing to happen 

to me. 

 

I cleaned up and stopped smoking crack. I didn’t use pills, but I was still 

smoking weed. My ex had gotten out of jail.  I got back with him for the 

kids.  That’s what I told myself anyways.  He eventually would cheat 

on me again, and we were living with his sister around this time. He was 

gone all day.  When he had gotten home, I was going to leave, but he 

did something to the car so that I would not be able to leave. He ended 
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up putting a knife up to my throat that night. 

 

We ended up moving into our own place.  He cheated on me for the last 

time and left me and the kids for some girl. I had to find a job that was 

closer and full time. I ended up meeting my youngest daughter's father 

around this time.  We would party together, but he disappeared when I 

found out I was pregnant.  I didn’t know it then, but this was my turning 

point. My two oldest children went to church with their aunt.  After I 

had my baby, I started going as well.  I went for a good six months but 

then stopped going. 

 

Around this time, I met my husband.  We dated for a year, and then he 

moved in with me. We were struggling due to me working as a server.  

I picked up another job, and we both picked up a paper route. We were 

on our way home from delivering the Sunday paper when we got into a 

car accident.  He had fallen asleep at the wheel.  He hit a mailbox post, 

which hit him in the face.  The doctors said he was a miracle, 

considering he broke all but two bones in his face. They also said they 

weren't sure if there would be brain damage and that he would be in the 

hospital for six months. Little did they know, God was working on him.  

When he woke up from his coma four days after the accident, he had 

told me he went to heaven.  The way he explained it was so breath 

taking. Eleven days after the accident, my husband was sent home.  We 

weren't married then, but he did propose. 

 

We got married two years later.  We started talking about going to 

church. I received a text from my sister-in-law, asking if we wanted to 

go to church.  She and the boys were being baptized.  I went to church 

that Sunday and gave my life to Christ. I don’t do any drugs anymore.  

I have so much joy in my life. I want people to know when you feel like 

there is no hope and feel like giving up, I know what that feels like.  I 

was almost to that point until I found God.  “So do not fear, for I am 

with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you 

and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous hand.” – Isaiah 41:10 

 

April 

 

219-455-5486 

aprilwil28@gmail.com 
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The Truth 
 

 

The people you have just read about had to come to a place of knowing, 

understanding, and accepting the truth before their lives could be 

changed. 

 

As you read through these “Truths” in the pages ahead, take time to 

think about your life.  These truths, when received, invite you into a 

loving relationship with God that will bring you peace, joy, and personal 

transformation to discover and fulfill your life’s purpose and destiny. 

 
Throughout the rest of this book, in between the many more “Real Life 

Stories,” we will share some of these truths with you. 
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CHAPTER 3 

My Get Out of 

Jail Free Card 
My understanding became distorted... 

I would go out and party and do whatever I wanted... 

I was stuck in a vicious lifestyle... 

I wanted all the benefits without the responsibility… 

I grew up in a church-going family.  My parents loved the Lord and 

served Him faithfully my whole life.  They even had their own church 

for a season. Because I grew up in the church, I knew the basics. I knew 

Jesus loved me enough to die for my sins and that He rose again with 

all power in His hands.  I knew that if I repented, I would be saved.  If I 

sinned, I could ask for forgiveness and be forgiven.  

 

From a young age, I always clung to the revelation of Jesus as my 

Savior. If I messed up, I knew He was always there to forgive me if I 

just asked. Somewhere down the line, my understanding of His saving 

grace became distorted. I would go out and party and do whatever I 

wanted to do, then go home and just ask God to forgive me. My 

intentions never were to change my behaviors.  I simply would use God 

as a “get out of jail free card.” It was a vicious cycle of “sin, sorry, 

repeat” for years. My relationship with God stayed shallow, aside from 

the momentary feel-good feelings I would get during praise and worship 

at church.  

 

It wasn’t until an unhealthy relationship ended that I realized that I had 

never accepted Jesus as the Lord of my life. I wanted all the benefits of 

being saved without the responsibility of letting Jesus direct and control 

my life. That realization alone changed everything. I began to live 

differently. I still had struggles and it took years, along with getting 

married, to get delivered from them. But I can honestly say that the 

moment I stopped abusing God’s grace is when I experienced Him like 

never before. It was then that my relationship with Him became real.  
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Now I’m five years into my marriage, have two amazing kids, and am 

serving in our local church. All the glory goes to God for being loving 

and patient enough to not give up on me! 

 

Averlee 

 

502-291-0278 

averlee.roach@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Joseph’s story on page 38. 
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CHAPTER 4 

A Wonderful Journey 
I was raised a good catholic girl... 

My parents were devout and strict... 

Every night, we went into our parents’ bedroom lit up with candles 

and got on our knees to pray the rosary... 

My life radically changed… 

I was raised a good Catholic girl. I went to church every Sunday with 

my parents. I was baptized as a baby. I was required to make my first 

communion and confirmation. I was required to go to confession to tell 

a priest my sins. The gravity of my sins would determine how many Our 

Fathers and Hail Mary’s I had to pray for absolution. I didn’t enjoy 

confessional. 

 

Every night I went to bed praying, hoping I was good enough to go to 

heaven. I knew who God was in my mind but never really had a 

relationship with Him or His son, Jesus. This was always on my mind 

right before I went to bed at night. My parents were devout and strict. 

We were Catholics because my parents were Catholics. We weren’t 

allowed to explore other non-Catholic religions. Every night, we went 

into our parents’ bedroom lit up with candles and got on our knees to 

pray the rosary. 

 

I got married through the Catholic Church on August 26, 1978.  We 

were two individuals with different backgrounds and our share of 

baggage. There was an adjustment period and a newfound independence 

that I hadn’t experienced before. 

 

I worked in a mill during that time period, always getting laid off. On 

one occasion, I was called back to work.  One night in bed, I began to 

have thoughts again about my eternal destiny.  Then while at work one 

day on a 3 to 11 shift, I overheard a conversation with my supervisor 

and an employee.  He was witnessing to her about heaven and hell and 

about being saved. I thought to myself, “What is he talking about? I’ve  
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never heard anyone expressing themselves like that.” 

 

Once the conversation ended, I approached the supervisor to ask about 

salvation, heaven, and hell. I told him I always wondered about my 

eternal security.  I told him that just the night before, I said to God, “If 

you really exist, please show yourself to me.” The supervisor proceeded 

to share with me that if I prayed and asked God to forgive me of all my 

sins and believed in Jesus the son of God, that God would come and live 

in my heart and save me from eternity in hell and take me to heaven 

when I died. 

 

That evening March 10,1983, I received Jesus Christ as my Lord and 

Savior and became a child of God.  This was a divine appointment that 

God had arranged for me. So I said to him, “What else do I do?”  He 

told me to find a good bible-believing church, read my bible every day, 

pray, and seek a personal loving relationship with God. 

 

My life radically changed.  My every thought and word was about Jesus. 

I began to witness to just about everyone in my department and to 

anyone who would listen. I wanted them to receive this wonderful gift 

of salvation from God. 

 

Today, I have grown in my faith and relationship with the Lord. Every 

day, I spend time with Him in worship, prayer, and receiving more bible 

revelation from the word of God. I’m in a wonderful church with loving 

pastors.  The congregation has a heart for loving people and seeing souls 

brought to Christ and being set free in every area of their lives. What a 

wonderful journey this has been. It was just a simple prayer full of God’s 

saving love and power through His son Jesus Christ. 

 

To God be the glory! 

 

Carmen 

 

760-622-4080 

candhhernandez@aol.com 
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God’s Law 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS 

 

             You shall have no other gods before me 

 

    You shall not make yourself any graven image 

 

   You shall not take the Name of the Lord your God in vain 

 

    Remember the Sabbath Day to keep it holy 

 

    Honor your father and mother 

 

    You shall not kill 
 

    You shall not commit adultery 
 

    You shall not steal 
 

    You shall not lie 
 

  You shall not covet 

 

Each of the people you have read about had to face God’s Law. 
Have You Obeyed God’s Law? 

Are You Sure? 

 
You can go to the next page and read several more “Real Life Stories” or you 

can skip ahead to our next truth on page 21. 
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CHAPTER 5 

I Tried Everything 
After failing pharmacy school and facing a divorce... 

I was so caught up in my misery that I couldn’t see straight... 

I used relationships and alcohol to mask the pain... 

I was drinking more and more… 

I searched no longer… 

I was born in a Christian home with loving parents who are still married 

today. I was given all the foundational truths of the gospel, the Bible. I 

was given every tool imaginable to have a successful life, not only in 

my faith but in my career and in every other area of my life. 

 

After failing Pharmacy school and facing a divorce, I made the choice 

to lay everything I had learned and known aside.  I decided to live life 

away from God and away from the call He placed on my life. That’s 

when everything turned upside-down. I can see it now, but at the time I 

was so caught up in my misery that I couldn’t see straight. I had acquired 

two bachelor’s degrees, neither of which ended up providing a job I 

enjoyed. I was divorced and a single mom to a 5-year-old. 

 

I remember the first time my son was away from me for the night. I cried 

the entire night. After talking to my friends, the next day I decided that 

every time my son was away, I was going to get so drunk that I wouldn’t 

remember. It was then that I began to use alcohol to numb the pain. The 

problem was that the next day when I had sobered up, I felt more 

depressed and down than I did before. This cycle lasted more than two 

years. I used relationships and alcohol to mask the pain, but these coping 

skills were temporary.  Things were getting worse. I was drinking more 

and more.  Now, I had pain on top of pain from relationships that robbed 

me and left me feeling even more empty. 

 

Through all of this, I found a church to continue to take my son to. I 

knew it was important.  However, at that time I felt it was only important 

for him but not important for me. One Sunday morning sitting in church 
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after a crazy night of drinking, the worship team began to sing, “All I 

need is You, all I need is You Lord, You Lord.” I began to sob, feeling 

so many different emotions. I felt like that wasn’t true. I felt like what I 

needed was a man who would care for me and take care of me and my 

son. 

 

However, as they continued to sing, the more that song began to settle 

inside of me. I felt something saying, “If you give it to me, I will give 

you all you need.” So that day, I agreed to give it all to Him, to trust 

Him again, and to let Him into my life again. I surrendered and gave my 

life to Jesus! 

 

Two weeks later, I met my current husband. He had found himself in 

the same scenario as me.  He said, “If we want this to work, we need to 

give our lives completely to Jesus.” That’s exactly what we did. We 

married after 6 months of dating. Here we are 10 years later, and look 

at all the Lord has done! We have each other’s children and two more 

children together.  We are lead Pastors of an amazing church, and God 

has shown us His love for us over and over again! Day after day, I am 

so blessed and honored to be able to sit across from women, single 

moms, women going through a divorce, women who are broken and 

offer them the Jesus that I met and welcomed into my life. 

 

Something I say every day of my life is that He is a good Father! I tried 

everything. I tried alcohol, relationships, and even drugs but only Jesus 

has given me the life that I have wanted and needed! He has healed my 

wounds and restored everything I had lost.  He has given me even more 

than I could have ever imagined. If you have tried everything, search no 

longer. Give your life to Jesus! He’s the only true answer! 

 

Elsie 

 

219-880-6090 

elsie082812@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Indio’s story on page 22. 
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CHAPTER 6 

A Double Life 
I wished I had never been born... 

Drinking, drugs, orgies, and parties were a normal occurrence... 

I was constantly covered in bruises and cuts... 

I was arrested for armed robbery…   

Prison was not the life I wanted… 

I was born November 18, 1974. Almost every year from the time I was 

old enough to remember, I cursed that day. I hated it. I wished many 

times for many years that I had never been born. My childhood was 

nothing short of a nightmarish hellish horror story. 

 

God was never mentioned in my household. We had no bibles, no 

crosses, nothing of a Christian or Religious nature anywhere. My 

mother and stepfather were partiers. Drinking, drugs, orgies, and parties, 

were a normal occurrence. I lost count of the times I would come out of 

my room to find the house full of people drinking, doing drugs, or 

having an orgy in the living room. An old school movie projector would 

be playing porn on the white sheet in the background while I stepped 

over bodies just to go to the bathroom.  

 

I would randomly get grabbed during the day or pulled out of bed in the 

middle of the night so my stepdad could “toughen me up and make me 

a man.” His ways of making me a man were mental, physical, and verbal 

abuse. I was a bigger kid, so I was called fat. I was a soft hearted kid, so 

I was called offensive terms and beaten or tortured. If I cried or showed 

any emotions at all, I was again screamed at, beaten, or tortured. I was 

constantly covered in bruises and cuts. It was always played off that I 

was just a clumsy kid. 

 

By the age of six, I started being molested by my aunt. Once my mom 

walked in. We were in my aunt's room and under the covers. I thought, 

“YES, she’s finally going to do something. I will be free of this 

nightmare, and it can stop.” 
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Instead, my mom looked me dead in the eyes and walked away. She 

thought we were just “chilling in bed together” when I asked her about 

it years later.  This went on for years. Coupled with the other abuse I 

was going through, it was a recipe for destruction.  

 

One night, my stepdad found out I was the one who put the padlock back 

on his motorcycle chain, trying to cause him to wreck. I wanted him 

gone so badly that I tried to severely have him injured or even killed. I 

was 10, almost 11 years old, and I took the worse beating that I had ever 

received before.  It was so bad that I could hardly move and had to be 

dragged to my room and put in bed. I woke up sometime in the middle 

of the night, and the only thought I had was, “This was enough.”  I thank 

God that the shotgun was unloaded.  

 

I honestly don't know how much time had passed, a couple months I 

assume. I don't remember anything. Everything is blank other than my 

father finally taking me and my brother. I remember looking out the 

back window of his van and thinking, “I am finally free.” I was free 

from the physical nightmare, but the mental nightmare took much 

longer to be free from. It was 35 years to be exact. I was so full of hatred, 

anger, rage, wrath, and untrust in adults, especially women. I blamed 

my mother for years for the hell that was my childhood. I continued my 

downward spiral. I was a troubled little kid, turned troubled teen, turned 

troubled adult.   

 

My father and stepmom did their best. The did everything they could to 

help me.  By the time I was 15, I was well known by the school for my 

athleticism. I was a letterman.  However, the cops knew me for my 

thefts, gang affiliations, and drug dealing. I was living a double life, 

good and evil, God and the Devil. 

 

I continued this legacy, riding the fence between good and evil all 

through my late teens and young adult life.  I followed in the footsteps 

of what I saw in my childhood. There wasn't a drug I would not do, a 

drink I would not drink, a fight I would not fight, and a woman I would 

not sleep with. 

 

At the same time, I would buy your groceries, pay a bill, give you a 

place to sleep, and give you the shirt off my back. This lifestyle of 
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destruction and wrath, living a double life, lasted until I was 26. April 

1, 2000, I was arrested for armed robbery.  

 

I already had a long rap sheet. I continued the legacy I started. I was 

known and wanted by the cops for dealing methamphetamines, but they 

settled for the armed robbery. I was off the streets. “The Menace” was 

gone.  It did not take long for me to realize that prison was not the life I 

wanted. I did not want the double lifestyle anymore. I wanted to be free. 

I signed up for college, not knowing it was a Christian College.  I was 

released from prison in July of 2004. 

 

Over the next 25 years, I had my ups and downs. Some of the downs 

were so bad I even attempted suicide, two 500-count bottles of aspirin 

and liquid Tylenol PM. When I started to fall asleep, all I remember is 

praying to the Lord, “As I walk into the valley of the shadow of evil, I 

will fear not for you are with me.” 

 

He saved me then and has every day since then for his purpose.  He has 

blessed me more than I will ever deserve. I never felt I deserved kids, 

but God thought otherwise.  I have two wonderful young men, 16 and 

13 years old. I have been blessed to be their father. My oldest, whose 

father passed away before he was born, God blessed me to be his father. 

I was able watch him grow thru the last 15 years, the same age I had no 

father. To be able to watch him grow is nothing short of a miracle. My 

youngest has become a very strong young man of god, and I am truly 

blessed to be able to help him grow. I am blessed to be best friends with 

both my son’s mother and her husband. We are truly a blessed blended 

family. I have an amazing church family, whom I love very much and 

love to serve.   

 

I fully gave my life to Christ in August of 2020. I have been baptized, 

discipled, saved, covered in the blood of the lamb, redeemed, and 

forgiven. This is all because of Christ taking my place on the cross, 

knowing I do not deserve it.  

 

Greg 

 

219-779-6643 

thegoodgraceproject@gmail.com 
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Sin 
 

On page 20, we asked if you had obeyed God’s Law. Have You?  Most 

people will say, “Yes, I have. I am a good person.” Let’s focus now and 

take a close look at some of God’s Laws: 

 

Commandment No. 9 says: You shall not lie. 

 

Have you ever lied? Told a fib? Maybe just a little white lie? Twisted a 

story to meet your need?  Lied when you were a child?  Lied at work?  

Lied on your tax return?  Lied for your spouse or kids?  If I lied, what 

would that make me? A Liar. 

 

Now let’s look at Commandment No. 8:  You shall not steal. 

 

Have you ever stolen? Taken something from work? Taken a piece of 

candy? Cheated on your taxes? Worked for cash and did not claim it as 

income? In your younger years, did you take anything that did not 

belong to you?  What is a person called that has admitted to the above? 

A Thief. 

 

Now let’s look at Commandment No. 7:  You shall not commit adultery. 

 

Have you committed adultery? Jesus said, “Anyone who even looks at a 

woman with lust in his eye has already committed adultery with her 

in his heart.” Have you ever looked at another person with lustful 

thoughts?  What would a person be called that has done the above?  An 

Adulterer. 

 

At this point we have talked about three of God’s Laws. How many have 

you broken? 

 

Take a moment to go back to page 15. See if you have broken any more 

of God’s Laws. 

 

From here, you can go to the next page and read more “Real Life 

Stories,” or you can skip to page 28 for the next truth. 
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CHAPTER 7 

Everything to Nothing 
I remember feeling empty, exhausted, ripped apart, heartbroken, 

and shattered in a million pieces... 

What happened?  What did I do? 

I became my worst fears... 

I didn’t care to live… 

I had lost all control… 

My name is Eliezer. Most call me Indio, thanks to Grandma. I am one 

of ten kids and was raised in a pastoral home. I was destined to be a 

pastor, and it seemed as though life was perfect. At the age of 17, I was 

water baptized and gave my heart to Jesus. I saw the hand of God 

leading and protecting me early in my life. I had a great job, was married 

young, was blessed with a son, and had an opportunity to serve as a 

youth pastor at a local church. Life was great.  

    

 However, things took a turn that I wasn’t expecting. What I thought was 

perfect was not. Infidelity took place, and it stripped everything I had. I 

lost my job, my marriage, my son, and the roof over my head. I went 

from having everything to having nothing, from seeing clearly to 

complete darkness, and from being surrounded with people who loved 

me to not trusting anyone. I remember feeling empty, exhausted, ripped 

apart, heartbroken, and shattered in a million pieces. Sleepless nights 

became the new normal. I became completely lost. As I closed my eyes 

and tried to pray to God, all I could say is, “What happened? What did 

I do? Why?”  

 

I had no answer. I felt worthless. I felt like life was not worth living, no 

one would ever truly love me, and I wasn’t enough. Closing my eyes 

only led me to having nightmares and dark thoughts.  

  

 I was a CDL driver. I drove a CO2 bulk truck. It looked like a small 

missile. The thought crossed my mind to just cause an accident. The 

accident would cause an explosion that would end the pain I felt and the 
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loneliness inside. I continued to smile to hide my broken heart. I became 

my worst fears. The man I once preached against, I became. I didn’t care 

to live. The people that did love me, I lied to. I became a liar. I turned 

to sex thinking that I could gain self-worth, but it left me emptier. Then 

I dived into weightlifting. I became obsessed with losing weight and 

trying to look my best. Then it was alcohol, smoking, crazy parties, 

night clubs, and multiple relationships. During that time, I lived in a 

basement that was dark, scary looking, and cold, but rent was cheap. I 

got home drunk one night, not sure how I made it home. Crawling out 

of the car, stumbling down the stairs, I made it to my bed. Staring at the 

ceiling in that cold basement, I said a simple prayer. “God, if you could 

still hear me, I ask you to forgive me. I have lost all control. I’m afraid, 

and I don’t even feel bad about the way I’m living. Help me to close 

doors that I have opened and have no power or desire to close. Help 

me!!!!! Come save me from myself!!!!!” 

 

 I woke up three hours later. To my surprise, I didn’t have a headache or 

feel hungover. I felt a little fire in the inside of me, a courage I haven’t 

felt before. I remember picking up my phone. I began to cut off 

relationships that in the past I had no strength or desire to cut off. It was 

different, and I couldn’t understand it. Three hours later, I was 

completely sober and a supernatural power took over my life. I said in 

a small soft whisper, “HE heard my cry.” 

   

“For the Son of Man came to seek and save those who are lost.” – Luke 

19:10 (NLT) 

   

 I still had purpose. He was still hearing me. He was waiting for me the 

whole time. That day, my life took a turn. Things began to change little 

by little. As I gave God control of different areas of my life, He changed 

every one of them. He only changed what I gave Him control of. I knew 

I needed to surrender every part of me. The Holy Spirit started to speak 

to me using verses like this: 

 

“You intended to harm me, but God intended it all for good. He brought 

me to this position so I could save the lives of many people.” – Genesis 

50:20 (NLT) 

 

Life started to look different. I had already gone through a second 
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relationship that led to more hurt. I learned that God was interested in 

every broken part of me. Whether that was inside or outside, He wanted 

all of it. God could only use what I surrendered.   

 

 It didn’t happen overnight, but God began to restore every area of my 

life. The desires in me that didn’t line up with His plan for me began to 

leave my life. What I didn’t have power to do on my own, He did it! I 

learned that what He changes becomes permanent. Anything that I 

change could always come back, but what He does is permanent. His 

promises are “Yes and Amen!” 

 

 Healing began to take place from the inside out. Everything the enemy 

stole from me, God restored. A few months later, I met my wife. We 

have now been married for 10 years. I have four beautiful children, we 

bought our first home together, and we planted a church called Come 

Alive Family Church. During the process, we didn’t have the answers 

to many questions we had, but now it all makes perfect sense. Jesus’s 

plans for our lives is good and perfect.   

 

“You can make many plans, but the Lord’s purpose will prevail.” – 

Proverbs 19:21 (NLT) 

 

Our enemy, the devil, can try all he wants to steal, kill, and destroy our 

lives, but he will not be able to accomplish his plans against us. He is 

defeated, the work of Jesus on the cross is perfect and is still 

transforming lives. 

 

Indio 

 

219-448-3566 

pastorindiocafc@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my wife Elsie’s story on page 16. 
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CHAPTER 8 

I Was So Tired 
Mental, verbal, and physical abuse... 

My self-confidence was completely destroyed... 

Hurt, sadness, loneliness, and fear left me with a blinding rage... 

Heroin took me from small petty crimes to felonies… 

I was stuck in a cycle… 

I was born in Northwest Indiana in April of 1986. Being born into a 

loving upper middle-class family, it seemed like my life from the outset 

would be ideal. We went to church on Sundays, celebrated holidays with 

family, went on vacations, and spent weekends together. I had hard 

working parents who loved their children and their families. 

Little did anybody know, just a few short years from my birth, our lives 

would be rocked and shattered, utterly marred by tragedy and loss.  We 

lost my dad shortly after my 4th birthday in May of 1990. Before 

anybody even knew he was sick, he went into the hospital and never 

came home. He had Leukemia. After my little sister Brittiany’s cancer 

had gone into remission for close to a year, I watched her as she laid on 

the couch in our home slip into a grand mal seizure from which she 

never recovered. Leukemia took my little sister in September of 1993.  

 

After my mom finally remarried in November of 1996, and as we were 

trying to move on with our lives, a scuffle broke out between my stepdad 

and my grandfather. The police were called, and my grandfather was 

arrested. The last time I saw my grandpa, he was in the back of a police 

car in handcuffs and face bloodied. He had a heart attack in the back of 

that car. In May of 1997, my Papa went to be with the Lord. 

 

For the next few years, I was subjected to mental, verbal, and physical 

abuse at the hands of my stepfather. I was torn apart verbally to the point 

that what little self-confidence I did have was destroyed.  I was ignored, 

so I felt completely invisible.  I was choked in a classroom at church. I 

was even dragged off my bed and knocked out for a second by the corner 

of a TV stand. 
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By the time my mom finally divorced him, the damage had been done. 

My innocence was broken. All the hurt, sadness, loneliness, and fear I 

had felt for so many years became covered by a blinding rage. I was 

raised by a strong, God-fearing mom who did her best to raise us in 

church and instill Christian values in us. However, I completely 

rebelled. To cover what I viewed as weaknesses, I became someone who 

was fearless. I became a criminal. 

 

When I was 17, I was introduced to a drug that would bring me the 

money, power, and notoriety I was craving. It was strong enough to 

numb me from a lifetime of pain that was still buried deep inside.  

Heroin would take me on a ride from small petty crimes to committing 

multiple felonies, just to keep withdrawals at bay. For the next 16 years, 

I would be stuck in a cycle of drug use, getting clean, relapsing, and then 

back again. I would get clean and start getting my life back on track. 

Then, given a little time, I would go right back to it. It would take me to 

homelessness, suicide attempts, and some of the deepest, darkest, and 

scariest places – places that nightmares are made of. 

 

My actions had cost me and my now wife everything. We were 

homeless or close to it, living out of a hotel, struggling to survive. I was 

out on bond facing a slew of charges. If I was convicted of all of them, 

it would amount to close to 100 years in prison for me. I was clean, 

except for a drug replacement medicine I had been on and off of for the 

last couple years. I was tired. I was so tired. I was tired of the cycle, tired 

of constantly losing everything, tired of something else running my life, 

tired of the darkness, tired of it all. The years of drugs and crimes had 

finally beat me down, and I had no fight left in me.  

 

Then one morning, I woke up in our hotel room. I turned to my wife and 

told her, “I’m done taking my replacement meds. I've spent half my life 

letting something else dictate my life, and I’m done.”  After being raised 

in church and believing in God, I spent so many years running from 

Him. Life had finally broken me. That night laying in my lumpy 

uncomfortable bed, I cried out to Him. “Heavenly Father, forgive me 

for all these years. Forgive me for running from you for all these years. 

Lord, I can't do this anymore. I refuse to live my life as a slave anymore 

to this, but I can’t do this alone, Lord. I've tried so many times, and I've 

failed. Help me, Lord. Give me strength. I have nothing left.” 
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I was there in the dark, broken and afraid. What I didn't know was in 

that very moment, that moment of surrender, the Lord was performing 

a miracle. I've been through withdrawals before. You don't spend years 

doing drugs and not learn the sheer agony of withdrawal. You can't eat, 

you can't sleep, the constant pain, the nausea, the vomiting, the diarrhea, 

pure exhaustion. The racing thoughts, the anxiety, the depression – I 

knew they were coming. Every hour that passed, they were getting a 

little closer. However, this time I was ready. I had told the Lord when I 

prayed that I was ready to accept them and with His strength I was going 

to get through them. No matter how terrible they were going to be, I was 

trusting Him to get me through them. I briefed my wife on them and 

what to expect. “Ok Lord, I'm ready!” 

 

And then… they never came! The withdrawals I experienced were the 

mildest withdrawals I had ever had. I was able to sleep. I was able to eat 

a little. Only God could have done that, but He wasn't done yet. I still 

had my court case pending at this time. However, when it was all said 

and done, I walked out of the courthouse for the last time. I had re-

dedicated my life to the Lord, was clean and sober, and had 18 months 

of probation. 

 

If it wasn't for His grace and mercy, I can assure you I would not be here 

to write this today. It's only because of Him that I'm clean, sober, and 

free today. The Lord has given me back all that I had lost and then some. 

He blessed me with a home. I have a great wife and family. I'm blessed 

to attend an amazing church and have an amazing church family. He has 

opened doors for me to go back to some of the same places I spent so 

much time in the darkness, to minister to others. Run to Him! Cry out 

to Him! Take all your mess, and leave it at His feet. He's there for you, 

waiting. In Him, I found peace, joy, freedom, comfort, safety, and love. 

It's all there for you too. When you feel too weak to stand anymore, 

remember all you need to do is kneel. 

 

Jared 

 

219-406-1325 

thegoodgraceproject@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my wife Jessica’s story on page 32. 
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Penalty for Sin 
 

 

One day, every man, woman, and child that ever lived will have to pay 

the price for their sins. 

 
The Bible says: 
 

“For the wages of sin is death.” -Romans 6:23 
 

 

Death, meaning eternally (forever) separated from God. Every per- son 

will spend eternity somewhere. Heaven or Hell. (There is no in 

between.) You are either with God or the Devil. 

 
At this point, you may be thinking this is hopeless.  “I cannot obey God’s 

Law.” The truth is you cannot do it on your own. You need help.  God 

does not want you to face the Fires of Hell and the curse of the Law, and 

He has provided for you one, and only one chance of escape. 

 
At this point you can go to the next page to read more “Real Life 

Stories” or turn to page 40 for the next truth. 
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CHAPTER 9 

Suicidal Thoughts 

and Depression 
Why do I want to kill myself?  What has life come to? 

Guilt and shame... 

Fornication, drinking, & clowning with my buddies left me empty... 

I grew up in church from an early age. Mom would wake us up every 

Sunday to go to Cornerstone Family Worship center. I hated it. I didn’t 

want to wake up bright and early just to go sing some songs and listen 

to a man speak about God for two to three hours. I used to fall asleep 

and beg my mom to leave early. Suddenly, one day, it all clicked. 

Church started making sense. I felt the goosebumps throughout my 

whole body, and the man who was preaching started to talk about things 

I could understand. As a kid, you can say you’re a Christian.  However, 

it’s not until you grow up and see struggles, trials, and tribulations that 

you can see God amidst it. I didn’t truly understand that until about a 

month ago.  

 

Let’s start back to my first encounter with the evil. I was in third grade, 

and I was sitting across from one of my classmates.  A thought came to 

my mind, “Punch that kid, push him down.”  I thought, “Bro, what? I 

know those aren’t my thoughts because I don’t think like that.”  Next, I 

started worrying chronically. I would take these worries and try to 

cleanse them away. Now, you’re probably thinking I was doing some 

ash training and meditating like the monks, but it wasn’t like that. If 

anything touched my hands that was dirty, I would wash them at least 

six or seven times. In the winter months, my hands would crack and 

bleed.  They would be covered in blood anytime I would stretch them 

out or do anything with them. Then came the “Heavy Weights” of them 

all… the suicidal thoughts and depression. I grew up without a father.  

My mother worked two to three jobs to make ends meet, but I tried 

anything to help her out. Seeing her struggle had a huge effect on me, 

and seeing that daily drained me as a child. “Why can’t God send a good  
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man to my mom’s life to help? Why do I think these thoughts? Why do 

I want to kill myself?”  It got worse month after month. I told my mom, 

and she got me to a therapist right away. It didn’t help. 

 

The therapist recommended that I be hospitalized in a mental hospital. 

“What has life come to? God, I’m in the sixth grade, getting checked in 

with ‘those’ people who are crazy,” I thought.  My mother cried letting 

me go. “Lord what am I in for?” I asked. I walked in and had to be a 

witness to topics like lesbianism, drugs, alcohol, molestation, anger, 

schizophrenia, suicide, and more. My first night, a young girl tried to 

escape the hospital.  The escape was short lived, and she was caught. 

Man, this hospital didn’t play any games. They locked every main door 

right as everybody gathered in each room.  You couldn’t have shoelaces, 

and there was no real silverware.  We were under 24-hour continuous 

watch, and you couldn’t have the door closed when you went to bed. If 

they put you on suicide watch, somebody was literally outside your 

shower making sure you didn’t try and make a move. There was no 

privacy!  I said, “God, is this how I’m supposed to live my life?” 

 

When you’re hospitalized in a mental institution, the doctors will test 

and prescribe you medicine to see if it will have some progression in 

treating you. They gave me a medicine, and it changed my entire mood 

from chill to anger. When I met my mother on visitation day, I told her 

I was going to flip a table over.  The doctors were alerted.  I left there 

and hit a pad in the gym for a few minutes and tore it up. My mother 

instructed them to take me off that medicine.  I could see the pain in her 

eyes, and she started to cry. “Lord, why do you want to see my mother 

cry? Hasn’t she been through enough? Haven’t I been through enough? 

Will I ever see the light?” 

 

I hate to see my mother cry or struggle because it takes a toll on me. 

Days and days went on, and I wasn’t getting any better.  Truthfully, I 

wasn’t as bad as other patients. Then one day, my psychiatrist at the 

institution told my mom I might have schizophrenia. She told me she 

went home, got down on her knees, and begged God to send someone 

to the hospital to diagnose me because she didn’t want to receive that 

for me. A few days passed, and a new psychologist came in.  She gave 

me a completely different diagnosis. She said I had obsessive 

compulsive disorder (OCD). I was prescribed medicine and discharged 
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that day.  

 

Years passed, and I was in my senior year of college. I was serving God 

now but was still in the world doing worldly things. I would go out with 

some of my buddies and drink. I would stay out all night. My buddies 

would clown and make fun of me for not sleeping with multiple females, 

so I started having girls from school come over to perform a popular sin 

called fornication. My junior college basketball coach would joke with 

us all the time and say, “Sin feels so good”. We would all laugh and 

thought it was funny.  The other side of the conversation that nobody 

wanted to hear was that sin is not good for you, and brings guilt and 

shame. You can’t have sin without guilt and shame. They go hand and 

hand. 

 

I remember the last girl I slept with.  When she left, I felt so convicted.  

I prayed, “God, save me from myself.  I can’t do this without You. I 

want to change my life for You and take up my cross.”  Fornication, 

drinking, and clowning with my buddies about world issues left me so 

empty. What the world doesn’t tell you is that you can gain the whole 

world and lose yourself. The money, women, great times out, cars, 

clothes, houses, and whatever you think you desire is nothing compared 

to the love Jesus has for you. Peace surmounts all the glitz and glam the 

world tries to sell you. 

 

As my buddy would say, “Imma rock with Jesus until the wheels fall 

off.” He’s saying he would rather serve Christ than get sucked up into 

this world. After I said that prayer, I got into church.  I  started serving 

in the church and have been trying to get closer to God daily. This life 

isn’t easy, but the true treasure is at the end. To everyone reading this, 

you have a very important decision to make. Live for God and take up 

your cross, or forfeit the relationship with God and choose the pleasures 

of this world. Choose wisely.  You can’t have both.  I tried, and it 

doesn’t work. 

 

Jason 

 

317-515-0321 

Jasonpeace87@yahoo.com 

 



Page 32  

CHAPTER 10 

Some Dark Times 
Drugs, drinking, and arguing... 

Our path was headed to destruction... 

We lost our home, lost our car, and were living in a hotel... 

It scared me… 

I was born in January of 1986 to teenage parents who had a troubled 

marriage from the beginning. As children, they were both raised in 

church but lived far from a godly life. My father played the disappearing 

act for most of my life, starting from the day I was born. My mother was 

fearful of him, as he was an angry man when he was drinking and on 

drugs. He would take out his anger on her with words and fists in front 

of me, and he didn't seem to care about the hurt he was causing. My 

mother ended up trying drugs and liking a few that she made part of a 

routine to help numb the pain inside. She didn’t work, and my father 

couldn't keep a job longer than his first paycheck. We were broke and 

living off the government. We moved constantly, even to another state 

to sell cocaine. By the time I was 5, we had lived in seven different 

houses that I can recall. By age 7, my mother left my father. He signed 

away his parental rights of my 2-year-old sister and myself to his 

parents. The day before my birthday in 2021, my father passed away 

unexpectedly. We had never rekindled our relationship. 

 

We spent weekends, most holidays, and school breaks with Mammaw 

and Pappaw. My Pappaw worked his life in the steel mill, and Mammaw 

was God’s big helper. We spent a lot of time running the church food 

pantry, and she was also a Sunday School teacher. She was the light in 

my life. She made me feel loved, cared for, and cared about. She made 

me forget about the things I had been through, at least for the moments 

we were together. My mother remarried in 1995, and that was hard for 

me. I didn’t take to him in the beginning, and it took many years for me 

to feel comfortable around him. It was hard for me to trust men at that 

time in my life because while visiting my grandparents, something was 

happening to me that no one knew about. I was being molested by the  
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neighbor's grandson who was considerably older than me. Everyone that 

knew him trusted him, and I thought what he was doing was okay 

because he was older and liked by many. I was 7 the first time it 

happened. It happened for years to come, and I became numb to it. I still 

remember the day he was arrested. The neighbor four doors down 

caught him with her daughter, who was 8, and she called the police. A 

couple days after he was arrested, I was questioned by my Mammaw 

and mother if he had ever done anything to me. I said, “No.” I never did 

tell the truth. My Mammaw passed away in 2012, and she took a piece 

of my heart with her to heaven. 

 

My childhood from 1995 to 2004 felt empty. My stepfather owned his 

own company and was too busy running that to give my sister and I the 

fun and family time that we deserved as kids. My mom had her own 

thing going, enjoying money and friends she never had in her previous 

life. She forgot she had kids that needed a mom. I reminded her too 

much of my father, which was enough for her to not love me. It was 

convenient for her to watch my sister who was 5 years younger than me, 

but that was all.  

 

In 2005, when I was 19, I got pregnant with my first child and got 

engaged to his father. Just a few months later, he was killed in a car 

accident. He was only 21. After I gave birth to my son, I turned to drugs, 

pills, constant drinking, and more one-night stands than I care to 

mention.  

 

In 2007, I met the man who would be the father my son needed and 

some stability that we all needed. He and I had our fair share of ups and 

downs, drugs, drinking, and arguing. We managed to raise a family and 

add another son in late 2008. We split up after being together for 8 years. 

We knew our path was headed to destruction.  

 

In 2016, I met back up with a crush from middle school. We hit it off 

instantly. I found out months after we started dating that he was an ex-

addict and about the past he had. About 6 months after that, he relapsed 

hard. I had never been around those drugs before, and it scared me. 

However, I loved him and had hope for him and I. He got the help he 

needed and got clean yet again. Things were going great. We had it all. 

Then he relapsed again, this time on meth. It was a ride straight to hell. 
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We fought and argued. I drank a lot. We lost our home, lost our car, and 

were living in a hotel. I don't even want to remember those two years. 

They were terrible.  

 

In 2019, my sister and I were out celebrating our birthdays. She 

mentioned she was getting baptized the next day and invited me and my 

fiancé. We went and left that church service with a feeling that I've never 

felt before. I needed more! Since January of 2019, I have given my life 

back to Jesus! I'm now happily married to my husband who has been 

clean for three years. We have a daughter, and my ex who swore he'd 

never go to church also gave his life to Christ. We are extremely tight 

knit, and we run a nonprofit for the homeless and those in need. God has 

made me a different person. I don't even act the way I used to. I have no 

desire to drink or do drugs. I’m happy inside. There were some dark 

times I truly didn't think I'd get through. Some days I woke up sad that 

I woke up again. I didn’t want to live that life anymore, and I was ready 

to make a change. If you have found yourself at a point where you’re 

ready to make a change, start building yourself a great support system. 

Have the willingness to get uncomfortable, but before anything open 

your heart up to Jesus and let Him order your steps. Let Him be your 

strength when you feel like you have none. You can be happy again, and 

you are never too far gone. In order to change the outcome of our lives, 

we have to be the change we want to see. Trust and believe that! I love 

you, but Jesus loves you more! 

 

Jessica 

 

219-841-2727 

jecca120@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Jared’s story on page 25. 
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CHAPTER 11 

Why Am I Still Here? 
I was a loner... 

Anger, depression, and thoughts of suicide... 

Thoughts of suicide became attempts... 

I just wanted to die… 

I look back on my life and see now that it could have had a totally 

different outcome. I was born in the 1960s but didn’t start living until 

2017. Growing up in the 1970s, I had what I thought was a fairly normal 

life. My dad worked, and my mom stayed home with my sisters and me. 

There really was no mention of God or even going to church during my 

childhood. My dad was fairly quiet. My mom was the disciplinarian in 

our house. The discipline was far more than just discipline. There was 

verbal, mental, and physical abuse growing up. 

I pretty much stayed to myself as a kid. I played sports whenever I could, 

in order to escape the hurts and abuse. Little did I know, I would carry 

those hurts for many years.  As soon as I turned 18, I joined the Marine 

Corps. I jokingly said if I could deal with the abuse growing up, I could 

handle boot camp with no problem. Even in the Marine Corps, I stayed 

to myself. I told myself over and over that I was a loner, I didn’t need 

anyone. I was a man and could handle everything on my own. My life 

after the Marine Corps was lived pretty much the same way, by myself. 

I spent several years working in law enforcement.  At the same time, I 

was suffering from anger, depression, and thoughts of suicide. This 

affected who I was as a husband and father. After a few years, the 

thoughts of suicide became attempts.  I tried more than once to end my 

life. One night, my wife (now ex) and kids weren’t home, and the 

thoughts came roaring at me. I began drinking heavily.  I remember 

saying, “I just want to die.” 

I was sitting on the back porch steps, and I placed my loaded 45 next to 

me. The devil was saying to me, “Do it.  No one loves you.  You are 

worthless.” I took the bait. I placed the pistol in my mouth, trembling  
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and crying. I pulled the trigger, and nothing happened. It jammed. I was 

so angry. 

I slammed the gun on the step next to me. It went off! The round hit the 

tree in our yard. I sat there sobbing, thinking, “I can’t even do this right.” 

That was the first attempt.  There were two other attempts with 

prescription sleeping pills both those times.  I said, “Why am I still here? 

I just want to end my pain.”  The doctors were amazed afterwards. They 

couldn’t understand why I didn’t die. My kidneys, my liver, everything 

was still in good working order. I now know why and who was behind 

the miracle. This was the merry go round I was living for 30 plus years.  

Fast forward to the spring of 2017, the same merry go round started to 

spin faster and faster again. Suicidal thoughts became vivid again. I 

broke up with my girlfriend at the time and moved out. I wanted to be 

alone.  I wanted to isolate.  The devil has only one pathetic plan:  he 

wants us to be alone by ourselves in the dark.  I fell into his trap. I broke 

up with my girlfriend, but she did not give up on me. She would come 

to my house wanting to talk to me. I would sit on the floor in the dark 

as she knocked and knocked. I was just wanting her to leave. This was 

my life – hiding, crying, anger, and depression.  

I will never forget April 17, 2017. As I sat in the dark, alone and mad at 

the world, I just began to cry and cry. I felt that I had no worth.  I had 

no will to live. At that moment, for the first time in my life, I cried out 

loud and said, “God, if You are real I need Your help. I don’t even know 

if You love me because of all the bad things I have done in my life. I 

just know that I am tired and can’t breathe. I can’t move. God, if You 

are real, help me! Please help me! I can’t do this any longer!” 

That night, I was up all night, although it felt like just a few minutes. I 

remember the sunrise coming in through the window. I was sitting there 

in the same spot on the floor, and I was soaking wet.  It was as soaked 

as if I had come out of a swimming pool. That very moment, I could 

feel, hear, and smell like I was breathing in new air. I felt the presence 

of God.  I heard a soft but stern voice. It was such a calm voice.  It had 

my full attention. The words were, “Are you done? I have known that 

you are tired. I have always been with you.  You’re never alone.” 

At this exact moment, I felt something I had never felt before. I was still 

sitting there. I was still in broken pieces. I was still broken up from my 
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girlfriend.  Yet, I felt a calmness I have never experienced. I felt a 

release. I could take a breath, and it felt like the breath you take when 

you come out of the pool and your head goes above the water. As I sat 

looking at the sun coming in, it was like I was seeing this for the first 

time. I welcomed Jesus Christ into my heart! Sitting there thinking, all 

these answers came to me – all the time I claimed to be alone, all the 

times in my life I thought I was in charge, the times I was getting job 

promotions, even getting myself out of bed each day of my life. It was 

never me! It was always Him! 

I have thought back to the time I pulled the trigger.  When I did, I saw 

God’s loving powerful hand over the top of mine. It was Him, it was 

Him, it was Him! When you accept Jesus Christ into your heart as your 

Lord and Savior, there is no flip of a switch where everything instantly 

becomes perfect. It is the beginning of a walk where you submit and 

surrender it all to Jesus. Your worries, your troubles, all your 

weaknesses, give it all to Him! Believe me, the devil is always going to 

try and attack us. If he’s not that means we are doing just what he wants 

us to do. Go ahead and give the devil a migraine! How? Have a personal 

relationship with God. Pray to Him. Talk to Him. Praise Him. Worship 

Him. He wants us to spend time with Him. Not just when times are a 

little rough, He wants all the time with us. I invite Him in wherever I 

am. As you love on Him, He is loving on you. Remember the girlfriend 

I broke up with, the one that never gave up on me? That beautiful 

woman of God is now my wife! Thank You, Jesus! Whatever you are 

dealing with, whatever you are going through, always remember you 

are never alone.  With God, all things are possible! I praise You, King 

Jesus! 

Jimmy 

 

219-315-1644 

sutherlandinc@yahoo.com 
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CHAPTER 12 

I Struggled with Identity 
I was given a slim chance to live... 

I was shy and was bullied... 

Emotionally and mentally, I was a murderer... 

My boys called me Pablo, as in Escobar… 

On January 24, 1989, I made my appearance onto this earth. Born three 

months early and weighing two pounds at best, I was given a slim 

chance to live. I stayed in the hospital six months.  When I got out, I 

looked like a newborn. The devil tried to take me out, but I now know 

it was for a reason.  

 

Born into a religious family, we practiced the Catholic religion until I 

was about 11.  When I say practice, I went to private school and CCD, 

but that was it.  I went to church with my grandparents on the weekends.  

 

We lived in the suburbs of Portage, Indiana, but if you ask me, I’m from 

East Chicago. I was ashamed to be a minority living in a safe 

neighborhood. I struggled with identity.  

 

I was told that being Puerto Rican is the best ethnicity you can be, and 

if you don’t have three to four girls’ phone numbers or girls at your hip, 

you’re essentially a waste of being Puerto Rican. At a youth lock-in at 

the age of 11, I got a taste of what they were talking about. I had my 

brother’s chain on.  A girl who was a couple years older than me kept 

touching the chain and having a conversation with me that only we 

could hear. That day, I got a glimpse of what jewelry and being Puerto 

Rican can do.  I was intrigued. That became my first power struggle.  

 

Throughout school, I was a shy kid and was bullied in some form. It was 

mainly because of my size. I was 5 feet even and weighed a smooth 90 

lbs.  I was a prime target. At the same time, I knew a lot of people. When 

I was bullied, that bully got dealt with, and they would never bother me 

again. I felt like a self-made man. That was power struggle number two.  
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In my 20’s, that’s when it kicked up a notch. After being taught that 

being Puerto Rican, having jewelry, and knowing people was the way 

of life, let’s add a smooth talker to that list.  In my 20’s, if I saw a girl 

that I liked and they had a boyfriend, it wouldn’t matter. It was my 

mission to take her from him. I knew their boyfriend wouldn’t do 

anything about it because I knew people who could “handle my light 

work.” My boys called me Pablo, as in Escobar. After being bullied and 

disrespected, to be called Pablo was the ultimate respect. Physically I 

never killed anyone, but emotionally and mentally I was a murderer.  

 

I did all of this while still going to church. We had switched to the 

Christian religion when I was 11, and I was even baptized. In my 20’s, 

I was heavily involved in the youth ministry at the small church we went 

to. I would preach or lead on Thursdays and pray for communion on 

Sundays.  I was being the “boy every mom wanted for their daughter.”  

However, on Monday, it was back to being Pablo.  

 

I struggled with identity because nobody told me who I belonged to.  If 

they did, I wasn’t listening. It wasn’t until I was 26 when I met my wife. 

I could put down the fake.  I could take off the mask.  I could no longer 

scheme. She loves me like Jesus loves. That’s when I realized that I 

wasn’t living for Christ. I repented and rededicated my life to God, for 

real this time. We’ve now been married five years and have two 

children. Our children will know their worth and see God move well 

beyond my years. I thank God for that.  

 

I hope my story helps you in some way.  If you struggle with identity 

like I did, here is a scripture that can help: 

 

But you are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, God’s 

special possession, that you may declare the praises of him who called 

you out of darkness into his wonderful light. – 1 Peter 2:9 

 

Joseph 

 

219-713-0073 

joecruzin89@yahoo.com 

 

P.S. You can read my wife Averlee’s story on page 11. 
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God’s Love 
 

“For God loved the world so much, that he gave his only Son, so that 

anyone who believes in him shall not perish, but have eternal life. For 

God did not send His Son into the world to condemn the world, but that 

the world through Him might be saved.” John 3:16-17 

 

God loved His creation (you) so much that He sent His Son to earth to 

pay the full price for all sin. 

 

Jesus did not come to the earth to do away with God’s law. He came to 

fulfill it. 

 

Jesus came as a man in the flesh and did not sin.  Not one time.  He 

obeyed the commandments, God’s Law. Fully. He did for you what you 

could never do. 

 

Jesus was beaten, tortured, and hung on a cross. While on that cross, the 

sins of the world (your sins) were placed on His shoulders. 

 

Jesus died for and with your sins, but death could not hold Him; the 

grave could not contain Him.  He arose from that grave paying the full 

price for every person’s sin.  (That includes you.) 

 

It is only through God’s Love, God’s Mercy, and God’s Grace that we 

can escape the curse of the law. 

 

From here, you can go to the next page for more “Real Life Stories,” or 

skip to page 49 for more truth. 
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CHAPTER 13 

“Control Freak” 
I was always tired and bitter over the circumstances... 

I wondered what I was doing wrong... 

When my husband died, I found I was a stranger to myself… 

All my life, I have been a driven person in everything I did.  Perhaps it 

was because I was a middle child in a family of five, or that I was a girl 

growing up in the shadow of the 60’s.  Maybe it was because a certain 

cool kid at school called me stubby (short and chubby).  In any case, I 

had an unhealthy motivation to prove myself and to be liked by friends 

and loved by family.  I was a goofy, awkward child, begging for 

attention but feeling ordinary and with no real beauty or real talent.  My 

self-esteem was pretty fragile, but I hid it under giggles, smiles, and 

laughing. In reality, I was very sad and empty.  I tried to be someone I 

thought I should be rather than knowing and loving myself for being 

me.  My parents were loving, but I never thought I could measure up to 

my mother’s opinion.  “Mom, am I fat?” I asked. 

 

“No, you are just pleasingly plump.” Snacks were my comfort food, and 

I ate second helpings at meals.   I allowed insecure thoughts to fill my 

head that I wasn’t anything special, but I dreamed I would get noticed.  

By high school, I worked hard. In some classes, I came up with creative 

ways to “stand out” in my work and final projects.  I also continued to 

compare myself to others and became super competitive.  Graduating 

second in my class, I earned scholarships and a Pell Grant to attend the 

state university to become a veterinarian.  I knew God, but somehow, 

He was sidelined as I was on my way to achieving my dreams.  Then, 

puppy love hit, and I fell for an older guy who paid attention to me.  We 

got engaged as I went to college.  He had insecurities of his own, and 

our 7-year engagement reduced to nine months. I quit college to marry 

him that following June, against my parent’s advice and despite the red 

flags that kept popping up in our relationship. After we wed, he lost his 

fascination for me and spent more time with his buddies or in karate.  I 

took up karate with him, so we could be doing something together after 

we both got home from work.  We even got our black belts, training 
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hard, and I was cheering him on.  Despite that, he gave his attention to 

the other ladies or the guys at karate, and I was a wallflower.  Five years 

after we wed and I quit college, I hit a lonely crossroad of feeling 

unloved with a man who became violent in a cyclical fashion.  He then 

cut me the deepest blow by taking up with a woman at the karate 

school.  A spirit of comparison flooded back into me, and I lost in that 

game to her.  I felt trapped in my current situation.   

  

I decided to go back to school, but at this point, I had lost my “full ride 

of scholarships.”  I was seen as a quitter and needed to pay for my 

tuition.  I started commuting, but the dream of being a veterinarian and 

facing 7+ years of school died.  I chose engineering as my major, 

thinking I was strong in math and science.  While my husband ignored 

me, I found it exciting to be back attending school and got a part-time 

job as a laboratory technician to fund my schooling.   I struggled with 

coming back and taking difficult classes.  A kind teaching assistant 

helped me, and we soon became friends.  I then started comparing my 

husband to this teaching assistant, and I began to wish for my husband 

to be like him.  I got the courage to confront my husband of our problem 

and to seek counseling.  Instead, he became angry and violent, and I just 

wanted out of the marriage. 

  

Now divorced, I was a failure a second time. My parents had a 

wonderful marriage, and it was my shame I had to admit my 

shortcoming.  The teaching assistant quickly wooed me, and I was 

feeling he was the right one for me. However, I knew he was not a 

Christian and that it was not God’s way to be “unequally yoked,” a 

Christian married to a non-Christian. God even used a classmate 

to deliver the same message. In the end, I reasoned that he was brought 

into my life by God, and we married in a civil service.  He helped tutor 

me, and I graduated with my engineering degree. We were wonderful 

together. Although he wasn’t a Christian, he went to church with me. I 

prayed each year he would become a Christian, but he politely said that 

he wasn’t, and my heart ached.  I was living with the consequences of 

being “unequally yoked.” I tried to manipulate and guilt him. I only 

made him angry, made myself more miserable, and failed again to show 

a true Christian heart that isn’t a control freak and that loves 

unconditionally.  A couple years after our daughter was born, my 

mother passed away from cancer. We moved back to Michigan to be 
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closer to both our fathers, siblings, and relatives.  It was there he 

accepted Jesus, after I was in a major car accident that left me with a 

broken back. Eventually, I recovered fully and thought life was 

wonderful with my newly Christian husband, as we welcomed our son 

in the world. Wrong! Two years later, my husband began to show 

frequent signs of grand mal seizures and a slurring of speech. This 

condition deteriorated when he was laid off from his job.  What had we 

done wrong?  Why was this happening?  For the next 14 years, I 

watched my husband slowly waste away with a mysterious degenerative 

disease that doctors couldn’t diagnose until the very end.  I became a 

fulltime mother and father to both kids, worker and provider for the 

family, and caregiver and health advocate for my husband.  My father 

helped at times, but soon dementia crept in and I was a caregiver to him 

too. We held on to our faith, even in the very dark times when he was 

angry with God, and I was tired and wanted to feel loved.  By this time, 

our daughter graduated from college, and our son was in high school.  I 

had no idea if this disease would show up in them.  Then, it was like a 

sad country song:  my father-in-law died, my cat died, my dog died, my 

husband died, and then my father died. 

  

I was worn, broken, empty, and trying to be there for my children.  All 

at once, I was no longer a caregiver.  Now, I had no one and felt so 

alone.  I had friends, but I would compare myself to their marital status 

and came up a fifth wheel. Confused, I tried praying, and God seemed 

silent.  I remembered a story in the Bible about Jacob wrestling with 

God and not letting go without a blessing.  I kept myself busy, believing 

there would be a blessing.  I volunteered and helped others, eventually 

leading a grief class for a few years.  Eventually, this church asked me 

to co-lead their singles ministry.  I did that for five years, while I was 

working out my thoughts and asking God for answers to my 

emptiness.  It was during this time that I found how I really lost my way 

and wasn’t obeying God or following His Word.  I found renewed hope 

by surrendering my need to control and compare.  I chose to “test” my 

thoughts and make a conscious effort to weed out the lies I believed and 

replace them with truth.  There is a lot to be said about the power of 

forgiveness and for being forgiven.  I realized that I was doing 

everything my way and not truly believing that God was taking care of 

me.  Once identified, I believed in my value and worth to God. I could 

forgive and let go of offenses or ask forgiveness for any wrongs I did to 
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someone.  I found my heart changing. Instead of holding onto bitterness, 

envy, and fear, God helped me to replace these with His truth, love, and 

grace.  I was no longer losing because I stopped comparing myself to 

others or trying to be perfect. 

 

I still struggle with mind game battles or trying to control a situation, 

but I am ready to address them quickly and choose to not believe the 

lies and false assumptions. My heart is becoming less judgmental and 

less stressed, while I see increases in my compassion and understanding, 

even with those who treat me poorly. Because of this trial, I have 

developed genuine empathy for others who I’ve witnessed experience 

their own hardships. God is using my past to care for others instead of 

judging them. I focused on helping others without expecting anything 

in return. It was five years when I thought God felt I was ready for 

someone to share this part of my earthly journey. He brought a strong, 

Christian man in my life who loves God and is similar minded to follow 

His Word. He treats me like a princess and loves to tell me I am his 

beauty. God brought us together, and we have made it our commitment 

to keep God (Father, Son, and Holy Spirit) first and foremost in our 

marriage. For example, I would very happily be living and staying in 

my home of almost thirty years, close to family and all things 

familiar. God led us to sell my home and move to another state in an 

area we knew no one, taking me out of my comfort zone. Trusting God, 

I am willing to go along with whatever ride He takes us on. We have 

been richly blessed in helping others and loving the area where we have 

settled. He has been healing our hearts from past traumas and poor 

choices. His love to us and through us is helping us live changed lives, 

as we serve others. There’s hope and a bright future now where darkness 

used to be. There is love and happiness in our marriage 

relationship. God is always there, calling us back and waiting to give us 

our chances to come back into His arms, no matter what circumstance 

happens in this fallen world.  I will trust Him faithfully with any 

decision in our lives. He freed me from my past, and I am no longer 

trapped in a control freak lie.   

 

Laura 

rcrageek@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Ubaldo’s story on page 73. 
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CHAPTER 14 

Death Is Not the 

End of This Story 
Grieving is a normal process... 

I hid every sad emotion... 

My heart became so heavy and burdened... 

My sister won the fight… 

Everyone has their story to tell, and we all go through experiences in 

life. Some are good, and some are not so good. It is in those experiences 

that we learn, grow, and become stronger. Sometimes, we even 

encounter sudden, unexpected situations that can totally change our 

lives. This happened to me and my family on March 16, 2003. 

 

I was in Puerto Rico with my husband when we received a call that my 

sister was sent to the emergency room via ambulance. She was in the 

hospital and in critical condition. Doctors had to perform emergency 

brain surgery on her due to a cerebral hemorrhage. “How could this 

happen to her?” and many other thoughts ran through my head. She was 

a healthy 23-year-old with no medical conditions.  Hundreds of miles 

away, I desperately took the next flight to Chicago O’Hare airport and 

drove directly to the hospital. She was in ICU and had suffered a 

massive cerebral hemorrhage. We were in such high hopes that the 

surgery would resolve the hemorrhage.  We believed God could heal 

her. The doctors stated that they did everything they could, and they 

were going to run some tests to confirm if she was brain dead. No matter 

the diagnosis, we decided as a family that we would continue to trust 

and have faith in God that the impossible could be done. I remember 

going into her room and holding her hand ever so tightly and praying.  I 

would go to the chapel in the hospital and pray.  I was praying and 

believing that God would perform a miracle. One day, a lady who we 

did not know approached me at the hospital and said to me, “God has 

sent me here to pray for your sister.” She stated, “I don’t know your 

sister, but God wanted me to tell you that this is not a physical battle 



Page 46  

that she is fighting but a spiritual battle. And the Holy Spirit is saying 

‘three.’ I do not know what that means.  Is it 3 hours, 3 days, 3months?  

I don’t know, but God is telling me to tell you ‘three.’” The lady 

continued to say, “Do not allow anyone in your sisters room that will 

come in to pity her or say anything negative, but only allow those that 

will come in to pray over her to fight this spiritual battle.”  

 

By this time, the doctors were insisting that we take her off the 

ventilator.  In their eyes, she was brain dead, and the ventilator was the 

only thing that was giving her breath.  However, in my heart and spirit, 

I knew it was not time. Because our family refused to take her off the 

ventilator, the physicians took us into a conference room to meet with 

us. Gathered around the table were the physicians, my parents, my 

husband, and I. They started the meeting by asking us if we understood 

my sister’s medical status. I work in the medical field, and I completely 

understood the medical diagnosis and the status of my sister.  What the 

physicians could not understand was the spiritual aspect of the situation. 

They seemed very frustrated because I requested more time to keep her 

on the ventilator. They stated, “We have already extended her time and 

have done everything we could.”  They seemed somewhat frustrated at 

my response.  Then, they responded and said, “Okay, we will give you 

three days!” THREE DAYS!! When the doctor said this, I knew that 

God was in control of this situation.  

 

Day three came, and it was time to take her off the ventilator. I was 

expecting my sister to do the impossible, start breathing on her own, and 

open her eyes. It did not happen. I can remember it as if it was yesterday. 

My sister was laying in the hospital bed with half of her hair shaved off 

from surgery.  She was hooked up to IVs, had a tracheotomy tube in her 

neck, and was on a ventilator with machines making their noises. My 

brothers, my parents, my husband, and I gathered around my sister’s 

bed. I was praying earnestly for God to do a miracle.  I was standing 

there with my family and looking at my sister. It was at that moment 

that God spoke to me and said in gentle words, “It is finished!” The 

beeping sound of the ventilator turned off, and the sound of the heart 

monitor made the long noise indicating a flatline.  There was no 

heartbeat, no breathing. God said in a gentle whisper that touched me 

ever so deep down in my soul, “It is finished!” You see, it was then that 

I realized, this was a spiritual battle that was being fought.  My sister 
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“won the fight.” We know that the enemy’s goal is to steal, kill, and 

destroy, but God came to give us life. It was during this difficult time in 

the hospital, that God reminded me when he said:  I am the resurrection 

and the life. The one who believes in me will live, even though he dies. 

 

No matter what happens in life, God is always faithful.  He will 

complete the work in us, and that is what He did for my sister. She 

received eternal life. It may have not been the miracle we were 

expecting for her to come back to life here on earth, but what a greater 

miracle my sister received to be able to be at the right hand of the throne, 

daughter of a king, with no more pain and no more suffering. It is 

finished… the enemy was defeated.  It is done, signed, and sealed 

because of the blood of Jesus. She is with God, and she is waiting for 

us, waiting for her daughter with open arms! 

 

Grieving is a normal process that we all go through when we lose a 

loved one. Being a Christian does not shield us from sadness or the sense 

of loss. It is not wrong to grieve. It is not a sign of physical or spiritual 

weakness. We have the Holy Spirit to comfort us and help us get through 

those difficult times. 

 

As time goes on, we must be careful that trauma and grief do not become 

an open door where the enemy will try to bring confusion, fear, anger, 

depression, loneliness, or self-blame. I started to think about “the what 

if’s,” the guilt of not being there the day it happened, was I a good 

enough sister, did she really know how much I loved her. There was an 

overwhelming sadness of knowing at the time that my one-year-old 

niece was left without a mother who loved her so much. There was the 

overwhelming grief of my parents and brothers and trying to be strong 

for all of them. I got to the point that I hid every sad emotion to make 

sure I was strong for everyone else, until my heart became so heavy and 

burdened and I needed to be free from this heaviness of grief. Jesus has 

promised to be near the brokenhearted, and He saves the crushed in 

spirit.  My heart was broken, and my spirit was crushed, but God heard 

my cry.  

 

All we have to do is cry out to God. He hears our cry, and He will rescue 

us. It is in those hard times that only God can bring such a peace and joy 

to your life.  No matter what comes your way, He will get you through 
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it.  

 

God cares deeply for us and hears us when we call out to Him. We can 

be free from grief, free from burden, free from loneliness, and free from 

depression. All you have to do is just cry out to God, and He will hear 

you and rescue you! 

 

Death is not the end of this story.  If we believe in Jesus Christ and 

follow Him, there is comfort in knowing that one day, you will see your 

loved one again. I rejoice in the Lord knowing one day I will see my 

sister again!  

 

Lily 

 

Lbonilla0515@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Ranigan’s story on page 62. 
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Judgement Day 
 

The Bible promises us a final judgement: 
 

 

“And I saw a great white throne and the one who sat upon it, from 

whose face the earth and sky fled away, but they found no place to hide. 

I saw the dead, great and small, standing before God; and The Books 

were opened, including the Book of Life. And the dead were judged 

according to the things written in The Books, each according to the deeds 

he had done. The oceans surrendered the bodies buried in them; and the 

earth and the underworld gave up the dead in them. Each was judged 

according to his deeds. And Death and Hell were thrown into the Lake 

of Fire. This is the Second Death---the Lake of Fire.  And if anyone’s 

name was not found recorded in the Book of Life, he was thrown into 

the Lake of Fire.” 

Revelation 20:11-5 
 

 

At the judgement, books are opened. The Books contain every good or 

bad deed of every person. The book of Life contains the names of those 

who have put their trust in Christ to save them. 

 
When God judges you, will you be found guilty or innocent?  Will you 

spend eternity (forever) in Heaven or Hell? 

 

To read more “Real Life Stories,” go to the next page.  For the next 

truth; skip to page 57. 
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CHAPTER 15 

I Thought I Was 

Being Punished 
We lived in poverty...  Roach and rat/mice infested apartments... 

I was made fun of because of my clothes...  I wanted to die… 

I felt so ashamed… 

Ever since I was in my mother’s womb, I experienced abuse and 

hardship.  My mother left to be with my father when she was 17 years 

old because she lost her virginity to him. My father told her to go home, 

as he was not ready to settle down.  However, she felt that she couldn’t, 

as she was too ashamed. My father was an alcoholic, used drugs, and 

was violent and aggressive. When my mother was pregnant with me, 

she begged him to not go out.  He kicked her while she was pregnant 

with me. I was already experiencing the rejection and abuse. 

 

When it was time for me to be born, my father was not present because 

he had to serve in the military in Mexico. My mom had a very hard 

delivery with me, and the doctor had to use forceps to get me out. It 

damaged a nerve above my left eye.  This was something my father 

would pick on me about as I got older. My father was not only abusive 

toward my mom, but he was also abusive to us, his children. My parents 

had four children together, and I am the oldest. A lot of responsibility 

was put on me. I was expected to care for my siblings. Boundaries were 

crossed.  I was emotionally, verbally, physically, and sexually abused.  

We lived in poverty for most of my childhood. We lived in roach and 

rat/mice infested apartments and were limited in income and on welfare.  

 

At the age of about 10, going into 5th grade, we moved from the north 

side to the south side of Chicago because my parents started working. 

My experience on the north side with peers and school was good, I felt 

I fit in.  When we moved, I started getting bullied.  My self-esteem 

plummeted. Where we used to live, everyone was in poverty. We all 

dressed the same.  Once we moved, it was different. I was made fun of 

because of my clothes.  
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One day, I was being made fun of at school because of what I was 

wearing.  When I came home, I was crying.  My dad told me if I wanted 

something to cry about, he’d give me something to cry about.  He started 

hitting me with the belt. Emotions weren’t something he really allowed 

us to express. He would hit us for insignificant things. He woke me up 

once by hitting me with a belt because I had not put my shoes neatly 

under the bed. I did not like to get hit, so I did everything as perfectly 

as I could to avoid it. 

 

As I got older, he started abusing me more mentally and emotionally. 

He started making comments about my appearance.  He would make 

statements about me getting a nose job or suing the doctor who delivered 

me for damaging my eyelid.  He would tell me to get surgery to fix it. 

He would warn me about gaining weight and would control how much 

of certain things we ate. He’d make comments that when I got older and 

was married, my husband would leave me if I gained weight. I already 

started having eating issues at this point.  I experienced eating and eating 

at my grandmother’s house and never feeling full. As I got older, I 

would restrict and eat a peach a day. I had gone from being an outgoing, 

confident girl to a reserved, quiet, shy girl who hated herself. At the age 

of 13, I was molested and really thought I was worthless and unlovable.  

 

My father’s alcoholism continued. The anxiety in the household would 

increase if he wasn’t home by a certain time because we knew he was 

coming home drunk. My mom would start hiding knives, forks, and 

anything he could use to harm himself or us.  She would hide his gun. 

She taught us to ignore him when he’d come home drunk in the middle 

of the night. She taught us that if he offered to give us something cool 

or take us to get ice cream to tell him no.  She was afraid he’d kidnap 

us. She said he would threaten to take us away from her. She’d tell us to 

pretend that we were sleeping so he’d leave us alone. He would come 

in the middle of the night and blast his music, sing, cry, yell, and say 

things like “I want to die.”   We’d pretend we were sleeping. He’d start 

bothering my mom, and we’d pretend we were sleeping. My 

grandmother from Mexico, my dad’s mom, had taught me to pray when 

I was little.  So, I would pray while I was pretending to be asleep. We 

would sometimes go to church on Sundays, but it was almost always a 

struggle.  There would be tension, things would get stressful, and my 

mom would say things like, “It’s as if the devil is trying to keep us from 
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going to church.” Now, I believe that was exactly what was happening. 

I always felt a sense of peace when I went to church.  So, as I got older, 

I started going by myself.  When I was 17, I started dating a man. I was 

still a virgin.  I had been molested but had never had sex. This man 

decided to rape me. I wanted to die. In the moment right after he raped 

me in his car, I grabbed some keys to try to slit my wrists, but he stopped 

me. I felt so ashamed because I had snuck out of the house to see him, 

and this happened. I felt I couldn’t tell anybody. I felt dirty.  I thought 

for sure God didn’t love me now. I thought I was being punished.  

 

At 18, I met a young man who seemed very nice and liked me. We fell 

in love, but I was not ready for intimacy. He was patient and kind. When 

I was about 20 years old, I became intimate with him. However, I was 

not happy that we were not married and were having sex. I felt guilty 

and believed that God could not love me because I was sinning. He 

didn’t want to get married.  As time went on, I saw that he had major 

mental health issues. We dated for eight years.  He attempted suicide 

and was in and out of inpatient treatment many times. I was so stressed 

because I thought one day he would succeed in his efforts. We broke up 

when I was in graduate school.  I was about 25 years old and met my 

son’s father at the time. 

 

I got into a relationship with my son’s father. We dated for a year and 

then moved in together with the plan of getting married. We were living 

in sin.  However, I knew we were going to get married.  So, I got closer 

to God and hoped He would forgive me because I was going to change 

my life. I married him and later found that he had some similarities to 

my dad. He had a drinking problem, cheated on me many times, and 

was invalidating. We had a son together. We lost our home to 

foreclosure.  When I had the baby, he had to go to Mexico for a year.  

He was there for a year, and I had to raise my baby without him. He was 

not there for our baby in the beginning, just as my dad had not been 

there in the beginning for me.  

 

This was not the life I had wanted. I got post-partum depression, was 

feeling suicidal, and was very anxious. Eventually, he came back.  Little 

did I know, he had been cheating on me while in Mexico. He ended up 

getting a DUI when he got back.  A couple years later, he got another 

one. My mom had a heart attack and was in the hospital because she had 
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to get a triple by-pass surgery.  At that time, he ended up cheating on 

me again. I found out that he had taken our son around the woman he 

cheated with. He asked for forgiveness.  I said I’d give him another 

chance if he’d stop talking to her. He agreed but ended up talking to her 

again.  He wouldn’t agree to pastoral counseling, getting involved in the 

men’s ministry at church, or going to marital counseling.  I decided our 

marriage was over. We were married for 17 years, but I finally had my 

eyes opened by God. I was getting closer and closer to God. God never 

left me.  I left him. I was feeling condemned, and that was not of God.  

It was of Satan. The Holy Spirit will convict but not condemn. I asked 

God to clearly show me what was going on with my husband.  He 

showed me without a doubt that he was cheating. All the other times, 

my husband was able to convince me to stay and make me feel as if I 

was crazy.  This time, God showed me there was no confusion.  

 

The struggle was real after the divorce. My son was very depressed as 

was I, but God surrounded us with loving compassionate people to help 

us get through.  He was always present with us. I realized throughout all 

the struggles in my life, He was always there. He was always consistent.  

I was the inconsistent one. My father found Jesus and is now an active 

member in his church and has been sober for over 20 years. I have 

forgiven those that have hurt me and know that the devil will try to get 

at us any way he can. I have been shown God’s grace and mercy time 

and time again. I have gone through deliverance and have become free 

from rejection, abuse, condemnation, and so many other things. I am 

truly free now! I know I am loved and that I am the daughter of the most 

high. I know that nothing can tear my Jesus away from me. He will 

always be there for me. After all, I am still here after all the challenges 

the devil threw my way.  Now, God has turned what was meant for evil 

into good.  I am here to share my story with you.  I hope you can see 

that you too are His child, and He loves you. All you need to do is accept 

Him into your heart and accept Him as your Lord and savior.  

 

Lisette 

 

612-201-0142 

lisetteharo@yahoo.com 
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CHAPTER 16 

The Perfect Family 
I was introduced to marijuana... 

Culinary school was a blur... 

I was totally confused… 

Our marriage was tumultuous… 

A knock on the door… 

It was the police, DEA, IRS, dogs, and helicopters... 

I grew up in a family of six and lived in a prestigious town in a modest 

sized home.  We would go to church every week because of dad’s 

involvement there.  They spoke in Greek, so I never learned anything 

the whole time we went.  Dad always worked, and mom was taking care 

of the house but not really engaged with us.  It all appeared to be the 

perfect family.   

 

As we became teens, things started to change. Dad wasn’t around much 

anymore, and we would come and go as we pleased. In our early to mid-

teens, we began drinking beer before going to middle school.  I had no 

interest in doing any homework.  As I entered high school, I was 

introduced to marijuana.  There was something about buying and 

smoking it that intrigued me.  I became an entrepreneur and began to 

sell some to keep my cost down and put some cash in my pocket.  I just 

barely passed high school.  After high school, I entered a two-year 

culinary school because it was easy to get in with my grades.  I did love 

food and cooking.   

 

After culinary school, the pattern of drinking and dealing marijuana 

continued.  Then cocaine was introduced into my life.  The whole 

culinary school became a blur.   

 

I barely passed culinary school at age 20.  Now what?  At this point, 

there was still no parental guidance.  They did their life, and I did my 

life.  I was trying to figure out what I was supposed to do and was totally 

confused. 
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My cousin got me a job at an Irish restaurant and bar.  Of course, the 

partying continued and intensified.  I eventually began to date a woman 

there who was the bartender.  We got married in 1987.  Both of us were 

coming into this relationship with all kinds of baggage.  We had two 

beautiful children, but I was not there for my wife or children as they 

grew up.  I was present but not engaged, just like my parents were not 

engaged with me. I didn’t plan it. It just happened to turn out that 

way.  Our marriage was tumultuous.  At the 20-year mark of marriage, 

I decided to get divorced in 2007.   I was not happy at all, and my two 

kids were still in high school.  I had a plan all figured out. 

 

I was now a full-time sophisticated marijuana grower.  It was all hidden 

(so I thought) inside a big garage that I had bought on a main street.  I 

had it fully equipped with two diesel generators, 17,000 watts of grow 

lights, total climate control, and custom high performance growing 

system.  This enterprise had now totally taken over my life.  I was 

building my kingdom.  I had all the boy toys a man of the world would 

want and plenty of cash. 

 

I was divorced, had everything that I thought I needed, and could date 

anybody that I wanted to. Yet, I just couldn't find any peace whatsoever, 

and I was looking everywhere. 

 

One morning in January 2008, I got a phone call from my older brother.  

He was trying to keep himself together.  He proceeded to tell me that Se 

Ah, who was my brother Stephen and Sherry’s adopted daughter, had 

just passed away at barely 2 years old.  My sister-in-law had 

accidentally run over her. All hell just broke loose.  

 

The funeral was three days later.  My brother went to the pulpit and 

spoke over his daughter’s coffin that was right in front of him.  There 

were over 700 people in the church, and people that we didn’t even 

know came.  He spoke a powerful eulogy.  Stephen and Sherry invited 

everyone over to their home for a meal.  Sherry’s cousin was in from 

California, and she poured out love upon my whole family during this 

time.  I never experienced so much love being poured out.  I followed 

her around just listening to her.  That night, I invited Jesus Christ into 

my life and allowed HIM to be my Lord and Savior. 
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I went back to living my life, but something had changed in me.  There 

was a strong conviction to stop the marijuana growing and stop all the 

dating.  Little did I know, it was the Holy Spirit now in my life.  I 

couldn’t stop though. 

 

Then on April 11, 2008, there was a knock on the door.  It was the police, 

DEA, IRS, dogs, and helicopters.  The kingdom that I built came 

crashing down.  The Lord was telling me there was such a stronghold 

on me that I couldn’t break free on my own.  As they handcuffed me, I 

felt a veil lifted off my head, and the Lord broke the chains off that the 

devil had on me.   I was saying to myself, “What was I thinking this 

whole time?”  It was like I was in a dark room the whole time, someone 

turned on the light switch, and I could suddenly see.  That afternoon 

while in jail, I got on my knees and asked the Lord to forgive me and to 

give me a soft landing.  He did give me a graceful landing.  The next 18 

months were tough.  As I was chasing God, the DEA was chasing me.  

It was a tight tension.   

 

Once all was settled, my life totally changed.  After giving my life to 

the Lord 14 years ago, I finally have peace and joy unspeakable, like 

never before.  I remarried 12 years ago. 

 

Instead of your shame you shall have double honor.  – Isaiah 61:7 

 

God has now birthed a ministry through my brother and sister in 

law.  They take homeless pregnant women into their home.   I now pour 

out Gods love to others with great joy.   Jesus is now telling me that I 

created you to grow organic produce for the kingdom of heaven, not 

marijuana.  Now go and preach the Kingdom of Heaven to the lost 

world. 

 

Mark 

 

413-464-6273 

(Text first. If no response, then call.) 
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Standing on the Fence 
 

I was standing on a fence, and there was an incredibly large group of 

people assembled around it. 
 

 

On one side of the group stood a man, Jesus. On the other side of the 

group stood another man, Satan.  Separating them, running through the 

group, was the fence I was standing on. 

 
Both Jesus and Satan began calling to the people in the group and, one 

by one, each having made up his or her mind, each went to either Jesus or 

Satan. 

 
This kept going on, and eventually Jesus had gathered around him a 

group of people from the larger crowds, as did Satan. But I joined 

neither group. I stood on the fence. Then Jesus and his people left and 

disappeared. So too did Satan and his people. 

 
And I was left alone, standing on the fence. 
 

 

As I stood there, Satan came back. He appeared to be looking for 

something that he’d lost. I said, “Have you lost something?” 

 
Satan looked straight at me and replied, “No, there you are. Come with 

me.” 

 
“But,” I said, “I stood on the fence. I chose neither you nor Him.” 

“That’s okay,” said Satan. “I own the fence. You belong to me.” 

 

You may go to the next page for more “Real Life Stories,” or skip to page 

66 for more truth. 
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CHAPTER 17 

My Mom Called 

Me MacGyver 
At age 11, I saw porn for the first time... 

I was so selfish... 

I was a deplorable person... 

I felt lost… 

Around the two-year mark of agnostic life, I went to Palestine… 

I was born into a large family. I have seven siblings, and my parents 

raised us as Christians. We had a wonderful life full of adventure 

growing up. I can still remember running down to the creek behind our 

house and riding down the creek in tires we found floating down it. 

At a young age, I showed some hard-headed individuality. I'm not sure 

where it came from, but I developed a passion for serving myself and 

not others. I was very selfish and had a deep desire to not really 

answer to anyone. My mom can tell you, I was a handful. Even at a 

young age in church, she could never keep me by her side. At home, 

from age 2 to 5, they'd have to do special things to keep me from finding 

my way outside and wandering down the street by myself. My mom 

called me MacGyver because I'd always find a way out.  

This self-serving attitude came back to hurt me in a big way at age 11. 

I was staying at a friend's house for a sleep-over, and I saw porn for the 

first time. I didn't know what I was seeing, but I was instantly hooked. 

The desire to keep seeing it never left me. Any chance I could, I would 

watch it. The addiction was beyond normal. It was like a scratch I 

couldn't itch, but I still tried multiple times a day. I had no control over 

the impulse. Computer viruses would start taking control of my parent's 

computer, and I'd blame them by saying they should stop opening 

emails.  

By age 17, I couldn't just watch it anymore. I needed to experience what  
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I was seeing on screen. Eventually, the visual was lackluster, and I 

wanted more. From that point going forward, I would convince any girl 

I could to sleep with me. I became such a deplorable person. Around 

that time, I had a friend named Tyler that I would drink with all the time. 

We had similar interests and were close for years. 

At age 21, I got a girl pregnant. I had slept with her in a secret one-night 

stand, and now everyone would know. I felt bad for myself because I 

was so selfish. Tyler came to hang out with me, and I told him what 

happened. He played frisbee with me all night, and we just talked under 

the moonlight. He was there when I needed him. Sadly, it was the last 

time I'd ever talk to him. He moved away and called me several times, 

but I ignored his calls and didn't call him back. A couple weeks later, he 

died from combining alcohol and prescription drugs. I didn't answer the 

phone when he needed me. 

After Tyler and I talked all night that one night, I told my parents about 

the baby on the way. I still remember my Dad saying, "Why did you do 

this to us?" That deeply hurt me. It was as though the appearance of 

being a good Christian family was what mattered instead of reality. Up 

until then, I believed in God but didn't know anything about Him. My 

Dad's words made me not want to be a Christian. Shortly after, when 

Tyler died, I felt lost. My friend died from doing things he shouldn't, but 

Tyler was a good friend. He was very talented, and I thought 

he deserved life more than I did. It hurt me to think that I wouldn't see 

Tyler play music or laugh anymore.  

After that, I went through a two-year period of agnosticism. I didn't care 

if there was a God and thought, "If there is, I don't want it to be 

the Christian one." As time went on, I thought about how Tyler was such 

a unique person. His personality was larger than life, and there must 

have been some kind of soul-spark in there. "If that was the case, where 

is his soul now?" I wondered. I learned about many religions that 

involve a soul. I read, watched, and meditated on different philosophies. 

Then, at one point, I came across studies on out-of-body experiences. 

The case studies were extensive, and the implications were obvious. My 

suspicions were proven true scientifically. The soul exists and is 

separate from the body. That means Tyler went somewhere, and maybe 

I'd see him again. 
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Around the two-year mark of agnostic life, another close friend of mine 

moved to Palestine. He lived right in the heart of all that happened in 

the Bible. He invited me to come visit, and I bought a ticket to go on my 

first flight ever. I stayed a week. When I went there, I brought a Bible 

with me. The land was not what I expected. I went to Jericho, the Jordan 

River, Bethlehem, and Jerusalem. I tested the scripture's accuracy as 

well. There was so much ancient history there, it was mind-boggling 

how much the Bible is proven accurate archaeologically. I stacked the 

cards unfairly against God, and He was proving Himself right. 

Finally, I visited Capernaum. I'm not sure why my friend thought I 

should go there. It was the last place I cared about going. However, as 

soon as I stepped into that dusty old town, there was something 

different. One house was marked as Peter's. It was right on the shore of 

the Sea of Galilee. This was Peter the fisherman's house, one of Jesus' 

disciples, where the early church gathered and Jesus started His 

ministry. What really got my mind going was when I stood in the 

synagogue about 50 feet away from Peter's house. While standing in it, 

I realized Jesus had preached in this very place. Something in me 

changed at that moment. In my mind the words, "God stood here," kept 

reeling in my mind. At the time, I did not believe Jesus was God and 

hadn't read the Gospels.  

The Holy Spirit was calling to me. I walked out of the synagogue and 

stepped onto the shore of the Sea of Galilee. The wind blew lightly 

across my face, as though the hand of God was caressing me out of my 

deeply lost existence. I looked out and imagined Jesus walking across 

the water in a bad storm. I imagined the disciples in the boat as I stood 

there. I knelt down, picked up a rock from the shore, and accepted Jesus 

at that moment. I knew it was true. I took the rock with me, and I still 

have it to this day. 

Sometime later, after I returned from Israel, I realized I had been 

watching porn for more years in my life than I hadn't. It had been 

fourteen years at this point, and it depressed me. It grieved me that 

Christ was tortured to death for my unending sin. As I was just about to 

pick up my phone to watch porn yet again, I prayed, "Lord, You died on 

the cross so that I don't need to have this burden anymore. Jesus, You 

are enough to stop this sin. No one else can because this addiction is too 

hard for me to stop. I've tried over and over to stop, but I can't do it. 
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Please take this from me." At that moment, like an ice cream scoop was 

used in my brain, that desire was taken from me. That part of my brain 

that needed porn was gone forever. I never had a desire to watch it again, 

and it has been seven years.  

Now, I know Jesus is God, and I love Him with all my heart. I've studied 

thousands of hours of archaeology and read the Bible many times. My 

parents and I now have the best relationship we’ve ever had. I have a 

wife and children, and my life is more blessed than I'll ever deserve or 

comprehend. I'll never deny my Savior again. 

 

Martin 

 

219-510-3529 

martyjglennon@gmail.com 
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CHAPTER 18 

A Case of Mistaken Identity 
Who am I?  Why am I here? 

I felt like I was all alone in a box... 

I had this overwhelming feeling of loneliness... 

I didn’t have a passion, an identity, or a purpose… 

Have you ever been asked to identify yourself or questioned about who 

you are?  

 

I was 14 years old. It was towards the end of my 8th grade year, and I 

was looking forward to summer break. I remember every detail of that 

day; from the clothes I was wearing to the class I was in. Suddenly, the 

principle entered my classroom and asked me to step out of the class 

and follow him to his office.  As I entered the office, there stood two 

men wearing shirts and ties, each with a gun holstered on their side. 

They asked me to identify myself by name, age, and where I was at on 

a certain day and time. A few moments later, my mother walked in and 

was able to confirm my identity. We found out later that they were 

investigating a homicide that happened in a neighboring city by 

someone that was my age. The difference between me being 

investigated further or possibly going to jail was the difference of a 

couple letters of my first name. It is what I call a case of mistaken 

identity. It was at this time that I recalled a conversation with my 

grandmother in Puerto Rico just three years prior when I was 11 years 

old. It was a conversation that led me to ask questions about my family 

history, in particular my birth father. I was seeking my identity.  Who 

am I? Why am I here? 

 

I was born in 1975 on the island of Borinquen, Puerto Rico I had many 

vivid memories with family, friends, countryside celebrations, 

traditions, and customs. When I say I am Boricua, meaning I am Puerto 

Rican, it’s a native name that I proudly identify with. Even with that, 

there was no sense of true identity.   
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If I can describe myself early on with one word, it would be reserved. I 

felt like I was in a box or up against a corner, all alone. I was never 

willing to reveal my emotions or thoughts. I had an overwhelming 

feeling of loneliness. I was just living in the present, attached to the 

words that were spoken to me.  

 

I had good escapes like sports and hanging out with friends. However, 

I still felt like I didn’t have a passion, an identity, or more importantly, 

a purpose.  

 

As the oldest sibling, I saw and heard the good, the bad, and the ugly.  I 

was exposed to people that were tied down to alcohol, smoking, and 

religion. I saw and heard physical and verbal abuse.  I received words 

in my life spoken by people closest to me that would either break me or 

make me.  

 

For me, it wasn’t those issues surrounding me that affected my life. It 

was just the escape of something much deeper within that was broken. 

I’m not saying I didn’t try it or wasn’t tempted by those things. They 

just didn’t become a stronghold. My stronghold, my bondage, was tied 

into my identity of who I was and why I was here. I remember early on 

attending catholic masses on Sunday with my abuela (grandma) and 

going to vacation bible schools at a Pentecostal church. In my life, there 

were those who prayed for me and those whose words preyed on me. 

My grandmother (abuela) was a woman that led by example. I believe 

she lived by the model that if you want to change the world, go home 

and love your family.  As a child, I observed her sitting on her bedside 

with a rosary in her hand, praying the Lord’s Prayer every night before 

bed. That action spoke to me more than any word, correction, or 

discipline I received.  I was about five years old, and that was the first 

time I was exposed to someone praying. I remember those words like it 

was today, “Our Father in heaven, thy will be done on earth as it is in 

heaven.” I didn’t know it then, but I realized years later that this was the 

day the seed of the word of God was planted in my mind and in my life. 

One day, it would produce a fruit of my true identity.  

 

I also recall conversations with my mother when she told me about who 

my biological father was. All I heard was that he was a man that had a 

drinking problem and decided not to be part of my life. They were 
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young, and it was a mistake. This, of course, was not something to be 

mentioned or talked about around my family or anyone again. I just 

absorbed it like a sponge and kept it in. There was a heaviness, a 

bondage of feeling insufficient and feeling like a mistake.  

 

My mother and father loved and provided for us in every way any child 

would desire. I admire step-parents, particularly fathers, that raise kids 

as their own and put them first before their own needs. I had such a 

father. There is a promise that “God is a father to the fatherless, a 

defender of widows, and God makes a home for the lonely.” 

 

Fast forward years later, by this time I am a grown man, serving as a 

Christ follower. I found myself in the place of my birth, Puerto Rico. I 

was on a mission trip, helping those affected by the worst hurricane in 

the island’s history.  As I was volunteering with relief efforts, God 

opened a door, an opportunity to find family that I never knew. The day 

I was headed back to Indiana, God allowed a detour on my way to the 

airport.  I texted my wife and said, “I’m visiting someone.” Her response 

was very calm. I could tell she was praying and asking the Holy Spirit 

to bring the hidden things to light and bring access to forgiveness and 

healing. 

 

I went to find my biological father, the one whom I heard about as a 

child. I thought maybe I could identify with him or he could bring me 

an answer to the “What if?” and “Who am I?” in this life. I did not find 

him. He had passed away years earlier, but God allowed me to connect 

with siblings that I have since then kept in contact with. After 30 years 

of seeking and carrying a burden I was not meant to carry, I found the 

truth that set me free. In Christ, I found true forgiveness and learned 

how to forgive others. With God, there is no coincidence. He has given 

us a true identity. Like a good father, God has loved us first and 

unconditionally.   

 

By placing my trust in Christ, I received forgiveness of my sin. Only 

then, was I able to forgive others and  let go of loneliness, past hurts, 

unworthiness, negative thoughts, and rejection. In Christ, we are a 

chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, and God’s special 

possession. God is calling you out of darkness and into His wonderful 

light. 
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What is your struggle, or what do you identify with? Is it depression, 

anxiety, alcoholism, drug abuse, physical abuse, or verbal abuse? Is it 

the love of money, gambling, or even success? I can continue the list, 

but you and only you know what the deep root of your struggles are. 

You need to understand that your loneliness, your lack of purpose, and 

your identity are not tied into your success, possessions, or your 

struggles. It doesn’t matter how bad or good you are. Your creator, your 

Heavenly Father, sent Jesus Christ His only son to die on the cross for 

your sins. On the cross, sin and death are defeated. Jesus rose from the 

dead to give everlasting life. I truly believe we are the same sinners, in 

need of true identity.  I challenge you to talk to God and someone about 

it. Know that Jesus accepts you as you are to give you an identity as a 

son or daughter of God. The Holy Spirit will be your guide, your 

counselor, and your help in time of need. The word of God will be your 

map to eternal life. Jesus identified with us, even as sinners and 

imperfect humans. He died for our sins and paid the ultimate price to 

save us and give us eternal life. 

 

Ranigan 

 

219-308-5057 

ranigan@att.net 

 

P.S. You can see my wife Lily’s story on page 45. 
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Day of Redemption 
 

 
Jesus gave His Blood, His Life, so all your sins could be forgiven. Jesus 

paid your penalty for sin; in full. 

 

Now it’s up to you to accept or reject what Jesus has done for you. 

  

God is inviting you into a personal relationship with Him as your 

Heavenly Father and Jesus as your Lord and Savior.  Jesus came to show 

you the way because you are passionately loved and wanted. Jesus, 

before He was resurrected, said to His disciples, “…He who has seen 

me has seen the Father.” John 14:9 

 

If you repent for breaking God’s Law and put your trust in Jesus, 

when God looks at you, He will not see a liar, a thief, an adulterer, or a 

law breaker but he will see a person that Jesus has redeemed from the 

curse of the Law, one that Jesus paid the full penalty for their sin. God 

will see the Blood of Jesus that has washed you as white as snow.  Only 

through Jesus can you be right with God. 

 
You may go to the next page for more “Real Life Stories,” or skip to page 

72 for more truth. 
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CHAPTER 19 

A Gun to My Head 
I knew I was going to die... 

An elderly man tried to molest me... 

I lost my identity... Shame and rejection took root in me… 

My life continued to spiral downhill… 

My story begins while I was in my mother’s womb. My biological father 

would curse me in the womb, saying he wished I was never conceived 

and that I would die before I was born. Nevertheless, I was born. I never 

met my biological father. I wasn’t even a year old when my mom met 

my daddy that raised me. He would tell people he fell in love with me 

before he fell in love with my mom! The day they got married, I was 

about three years old. He adopted me that same day. He and my mom 

had six more children, making me the oldest of seven. Life was good 

until I was around six or seven years old.  

 

We were having a baptism for my little sister. One of the elderly men 

took me in the back barn and tried to molest me. It was in no way 

handled appropriately, and there was more shame put on me. I was told 

to go to sleep, and when I woke up nothing was ever said about it. That 

incident changed my life for a lot of years. I lost my identity. Rejection 

and shame took root in me, and I certainly did not feel safe anymore.   

 

The first time I ever did anything with a boy, I got pregnant. I was 16 

years old and ran away from home. I came back home after two years, 

and my life continued to spiral downhill. Now, I had two children. I 

moved back home while I was pregnant with my second child and went 

to work. I eventually met a man and got into in an abusive marriage for 

ten years.  

 

In my 20’s and early 30’s, I wasn’t making great choices. I still felt so 

lost and had no value.  I ended up being raped twice and was still trying 

to find my purpose to no avail. I was looking in all the wrong places. I 

ended up married a second time. His three children loved me but hated  
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me at the same time because I wasn’t their mom. By this point in time, 

I knew there had to be something more to this life. I couldn’t take it 

anymore and came up with a plan.  I got a second job working at a hotel. 

I sat my husband down and told him I couldn’t do it anymore but didn’t 

want a divorce. I told him about my new job and that I would get my 

own place so me and my two girls would live there. I told him that when 

he was done raising his children, he and I could start our life.  That was 

my plan! 

 

That Thursday, I went to work as front desk clerk at a reputable hotel.  

During the first night of training, two gentlemen came in earlier in the 

night. They were asking questions, and one of them was looking at me 

very inappropriately. I even told him, “My eyes are up here, sir.”  Then, 

they left.  Later on in the night, around 10 o’clock, two men came into 

the lobby dressed completely in black from head to toe. The only thing 

you could see was their eyes. It was the same two men who had been 

there earlier. I knew by their eyes.  One of them put a gun to my head, 

shoved me into the chair, pushed the gun into my forehead, and 

wouldn’t let me talk.  I knew I was going to die. As I watched his finger 

pulling on the trigger, all I could say inside my head was, “Our father 

who art in heaven, our father who art in heaven, our father who art in 

heaven.” 

 

The other guy was yelling and screaming at the manager, wanting all 

the money out of the register and the floor safe.  That couldn’t happen 

without two other managers’ keys.  The next thing I know, as the guy is 

yelling for the money, I watched the man’s finger pulling the trigger on 

the gun on my head.  The gun went off two times. I went into shock. I 

thought I was dead. The next thing I knew, the paramedics were there.  

No one could figure out how my head wasn’t blown off.  No one could 

figure out how I was still alive.  The gun shot through the picture on the 

back wall and through the floor into the upstairs bathroom but not into 

my head.  The bruise and gunpowder on my forehead were very 

prominent. 

 

Exactly one month later, I went to my first Bible study. No one else 

showed up, and I was able to hear about the love of God for the first 

time in my life. I had been afraid of God all these years. 
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When I accepted Jesus and prayed a prayer, I literally felt him step right 

on inside of me.  Nothing around me in my life changed, but everything 

on the inside of me changed. 

 

A year later, I was at church worshiping God. Suddenly, it was as though 

God turned on a video camera in my mind and took me right back to the 

night at that hotel. He showed me that when the gun went off, His very 

own hand reached down from heaven, grabbed the man’s arm, and 

moved it. Then I heard the voice of God speak on the inside of me and 

say, “I saved you on purpose for a purpose.” 

 

My life was forever changed again. For the first time ever, I felt 

accepted, healed, and whole. Since that day, God has shown me 

throughout my entire life all the different times He was there saving me, 

keeping me, holding me, protecting, and loving me. He has never left 

me.  Even before I knew Him, He knew me. He has been keeping me 

and providing for me always. He never stops. 

 

What He did for me, He will do for you! He loves you. He’s never left 

you. He’s kept you. He has saved you… on purpose! 

 

Renee 

 

219-309-7246 

My1newheart@yahoo@gmail.com 
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CHAPTER 20 

I Was a Tomboy 
I became very independent...  I didn’t trust most people... 

I felt like no one really loved me...  I lived a bit of the biker lifestyle… 

When I was young, I was a tomboy and didn’t always feel girlie or that 

I fit in with the way other girls played.  My mom and dad divorced when 

I was in the 4th grade.  I basically became “the man of the house” and 

became very independent.  Also, because of some school traumas and 

daddy issues, I didn’t trust most people.  As a teen I became angry, 

resentful, and rebellious because my parents favored my sister.  My 

mom was always stricter with me.  I felt like no one really loved me or 

cared about me.  I was very insecure in my looks and didn’t really feel 

good enough most of the time.  I had boyfriends that cheated and a father 

and stepfather who cheated.  I didn’t trust men but was always looking 

for a boy to love me.  As I got older, I was looking for a man to love 

me. 

 

During my teen party years, something inside me always said, “Don’t 

go too far with drugs or drinking.”  I usually volunteered to drive when 

out with friends.  I felt like I needed to watch over others and not put 

my life in others’ hands.  When I was little, my great grandparents and 

my grandmother would talk about Jesus all the time.  My mother’s 

family was a great Christian example for me.  I know they planted seeds 

and prayed for me a lot!  My grandmother led my sister and I to the Lord 

when I was in elementary school, and I do believe all of those things 

kept me from falling too far. 

 

I have always thought since I was a little girl that I would grow up and 

be on earth when Jesus comes back.  That thought never left me.  It 

saved me!  Even when I would come home late and high at times as a 

teenager, I would put on Christian Television and repent because I knew 

drinking and doing drugs was wrong.  I seemed to have done life 

backwards a bit.  I got pregnant, then married at age 19, then divorced 

and remarried by 21.  I got divorced then remarried my 2nd husband  
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again after he got clean and sober.  We started going to church with both 

of our children from our previous marriages, but I still lived a bit of the 

biker lifestyle.  One time, when we were camping at a motorcycle event, 

I got to talking to a few people from a Christian motorcycle association.  

They had peace and a joy about them I wanted.  Even though we were 

now with a sober bike club, I still felt something was missing.  During 

all this time in my life, my grandparents never judged me.  They loved 

me no matter what, and they prayed for me.  I knew what they had was 

Jesus.  I was familiar with Him, but I didn’t really fully surrender my 

life to Him and was living on the fence going back and forth for years.  

I didn’t fully surrender my life to Him until many years later.   

In my late 20’s, I had another child. Then, as the kids got older, I went 

to college at age 39 and became an elementary school teacher.  I wanted 

to be a light of hope to young boys and girls.  That, in part, I am sure is 

from the abusive teachers I had early in life.  As I got older, I also was 

able to release my parents and myself from bondage and anger I felt for 

them for so many years.  

They in turn apologized to me also.  I was grateful to be close to my 

mom before she died at the young age of 68.  My dad is still alive, and 

we have an actual relationship for the first time in my life.  He is almost 

87, and he tells me he loves me all the time now.  Asking God in my 

heart, changing my thinking patterns, and finding a church body to 

connect with has changed my life.  Surrendering my will, my way for 

God’s will, God’s way has made all the difference.  Today, I am a wife, 

mother, grandmother, and child of God.  I’m tattooed, have piercings, 

and have been through so much in my life.  God brought me through it 

all and loved me as I was and am!  The devil tried to take me out so 

many times in my past.  However, my grandparents prayed for my soul 

and spoke life into me that planted seeds. Because of a prayer to God, 

reading my bible on a regular basis, and talking to my Jesus daily, I 

know today without a doubt I am saved, am loved, and am His now and 

forever!  Thank God for praying grandparents! 

 

Sandy 

 

219-508-7173, TLCSC1992@gmail.com 
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Day of Salvation 
 

 
How do I get saved from the curse of the law?  How do I get saved from 

being forever separated from God?   How do I get saved from the Fires 

of Hell? 
 

 

1.   Admit that you have broken God’s Law. 

2.   Ask God to forgive you. 

3.   Confess Jesus as the Son of God. 

4.   Confess that Jesus died on the cross for your sins. 

5.   Confess that Jesus arose from the dead. 
 

 

The Bible says: 
 

“For salvation that comes from trusting Christ --- which is what we 

preach --- is already within easy reach of each of us; in fact, it is as near 

as our own hearts and mouths. For if you tell others with your own 

mouth that Jesus Christ is your Lord, and believe in your own heart that 

God has raised him from the dead, you will be saved. For it is by 

believing in his heart that a man becomes right with God; and with his 

mouth he tells others of his faith, confirming his salvation. For the 

Scriptures tell us that no one who believes in Christ will ever be 

disappointed. Jew and Gentile are the same in this respect; they all have 

the same Lord who generously gives his riches to all those who ask him 

for them. Anyone who calls upon the name of the Lord will be saved.” 

Romans 10:8-13 
 

 

This is GOOD NEWS! 

 

For more “Real Life Stories,” turn to next page. To get saved, go to page 

81. 
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CHAPTER 21 

I Was Angry and Mad 
I felt disheartened and defeated... 

I was jealous and full of envy... 

My life was not happy... 

I was alone with no help mate and no children… 

I hit rock bottom… 

I was born in a family of nine children, with one girl and eight boys.  I 

was number five in the lineup.  As our family size increased, mom and 

dad were busy trying to keep the family together.  We never had food 

go to waste.  If you didn’t like something, someone would eat it for you 

and leave you hungry until the next mealtime. It seemed like my 

brothers and I were always fighting for space, as well as for the love of 

our parents.  It was not an easy life, trying to avoid fights to defend my 

toys or not get in trouble for taking someone’s toy that I liked.  Over 

time, I felt disheartened and defeated, not understanding how to pick my 

battles wisely.  After losing 90% of these confrontations, I became bitter 

and very angry.  Fighting was futile.  My heart filled with anger and 

resentment by thinking that I was losing all my stuff.  Soon, I was 

jealous and full of envy at seeing my other sibling looking happier than 

me.   

 

With so many boys, I learned quickly that if your brother got into 

trouble, everyone suffered and got disciplined for it.  So, forget having 

a happy childhood.  It was like living in an army camp in a very small 

house.  I learned it was best to stay out of the home to have more 

freedom to get your way and to have fun with friends.  This led to new 

battles to fight at school and with gangs. Here, I learned that if you don’t 

want to fight, you have to be a friendly person to all.  Trying to please 

others also meant giving up your rights to have what you like, trading it 

for safety and peace. So, I began to please and lie as much as I could get 

away with, thinking I was getting smarter every time and staying away 

from problems. However, my life was not happy. 
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By the age of 12, I wanted to be a doctor.  My family was not able to 

afford college for any of us.  So, I changed my mind to become a 

missionary instead, as I heard the church would pay the tuition. I left 

home and attended a Catholic seminary for three years to prepare for 

my career as a priest.  Now, instead of eight siblings, I had 300 

classmates in an institution situation.  We were all living together away 

from our families.   My problems got bigger, and I was never happy or 

content. I became more social and tried to keep my friendly battles 

strategy.  However, when someone pushed me, I exploded abruptly.  I 

would release all my anger and rage like steam from a pressure cooker 

that had accumulated from all my lost battles of the past, fighting against 

anyone, no matter their size.   I soon learned how to use words to destroy 

another’s feelings, intimidating and bullying my attacker to make sure 

they didn’t think of returning for another fight.  

 

At age 15, I began to notice girls.  Being single and celibate for the rest 

of my life was no longer a plan.  “Plan B” was to become an engineer 

and build houses in Africa, finding a wife willing to go and share this 

vocation.  A young girl from choir drew my attention.  Although her 

father never approved of me, we continued to see each other.  She was 

going to college to become a doctor like her father, and she liked the 

idea of being a missionary and serving people.  After four years of 

friendship, I proposed to her on a church trip.  One year later, she was 

pregnant, just before she was due to graduate with her medical degree. 

This forced us to make a decision to get married sooner than planned, 

before everyone knew about the baby.  Looking good and making 

everyone happy in our family was a priority, but her father still rejected 

me.  We started out living a life with our son but without much money 

in our pockets.  Two years later, our daughter was born.  With two young 

children, our family situation caused us to change our target and dreams 

once more.  

 

My wife asked me to have a vasectomy to prevent having any more 

babies. I dropped out of my college engineering courses to work fulltime 

at various construction jobs to support her finishing her medical degree.  

We were both working, and neither of us were taking time for raising 

our kids.  Our jobs made us live apart from each other, and we soon 

were distant in our relationship as a couple. Soon, someone started 

filling my place in her life, and she was losing her love for me.  This 
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filled me with thoughts of betrayal, anger, frustration, jealousy, and 

inferiority.  She was growing more successful, making more money, and 

having more achievements. At a low point, I thought about suicide when 

she confessed that she no longer loved me and was in love with someone 

else. Unable to handle this rejection, I became blinded in my pain and 

selfish. 

 

I resumed my engineering courses for a secular job and pay, and the 

thoughts of missionary endeavors disappeared. I thought my kids were 

first in our lives, but again I felt betrayed and looked out for my need to 

succeed in graduating.  I put my college work as a priority in front of 

them, while she put her career as a priority over them. Neither of us were 

caring directly for them.  As a result, we allowed a disastrous chain of 

events to occur that destroyed our marriage and hurt our kids.  We had 

cycles of separation, which in each iteration, grew longer in duration 

with no return.  We would separate for a time, then reunite together with 

a false forgiveness to each other to look like our relationship was strong 

for our kids’ benefit. We both finished our degrees, but the cost was 

high.  Eventually, the shadows of other men stealing her heart and other 

women distracting me with their sympathy for my situation grew.  In 

turn, our unloving, distorted views of each other made us blind to the 

destructive future we brought on our kids.  

 

I became an angry, silent person.  I was full of dark thoughts and a hard 

heart with no more fight.   I gave up all my dreams and just worked to 

distract myself from my miserable situation.  I was failing at my 

marriage and wasn’t performing my role as a father to my kids.   I started 

making a substantial income but felt less happy.  I was convinced that I 

would lose my wife completely with divorce in the near future.   We 

tried marriage counseling without success.  We started attending 

Christian churches for prayers to release the bad spirits killing our souls 

and were baptized by a charismatic pastor.  Things started to improve.  

In the end, there were still some deep, dark past roots that alone, we 

were unable weed out.  Finally, after the multiple times she left me for 

her other lovers, the inevitable divorce filing came from her, when our 

youngest turned 18 years old.  Both my son and daughter decided to live 

with their mother.  At age 42, my greatest fear became my reality.  I was 

alone with no help mate and no children. 
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At this point, I hit rock bottom.  I felt ugly and insecure every time I 

approached people.  I didn’t think God could forgive me for the failure 

of my marriage and failing to be a father.  This guilt and shame became 

a heavy load, making it difficult to move forward or begin to wish 

anything positive in my life.  I felt only hopelessness.  I dropped to my 

knees and spoke what I thought would be my last prayer request.  “God, 

if you don’t send me an angel to tell me that you love me and that I have 

a future to please you, then you better just end my life.”   I was truly 

dumbstruck when seconds later, someone was at my door ringing the 

bell.  When I opened it, a person came to tell me that it wasn’t over.  He 

told me that God loved me and had plans for me.  He told me about a 

future God had ahead for me if I would decide to give Him control of 

my life.  He told me to forgive those who had hurt me in the past, to 

forgive myself, and to ask forgiveness of anyone that I had hurt or 

offended.  I haven’t seen that person again, but after he left, it all started 

making sense.  His words were like a warm hug from heaven, and I 

cannot explain the amazing feeling in my heart. 

 

Giving away everything…. my family, my identity, my control, and any 

ability I thought I had, was truly a moment of humbling myself in front 

of God and surrendering to Him.  When you have lost everything, it is 

very scary.  You realize you do not control anything except a faith and 

trust in Him for things you haven’t seen.  Before, I was only trusting 

when I could prove things first. By the end of the year, I started looking 

into a relationship that I thought was the perfect fit.  This time I 

promised myself I would make no mistakes.  However, I slid back to 

relying on myself rather than God.  We lived together for three years, 

and it did not work out well.  More problems occurred, and I decided to 

let her go, as I was not filling her expectations. 

 

Being alone for a second time, I decided not to date anybody.  Instead, 

I trusted in God for choosing who He had for me and waiting for the 

right person until she showed up.  I didn’t wait long.  She was a widow 

of five years, and her husband was disabled for their last 14 years of 

marriage.  She had to be the main provider for their two children while 

working fulltime and taking care of him. I heard Jesus very clearly say 

to me to help her in any need, fixing things in her house, and going to 

church.  She was friendly but guarded.  I enjoyed being around her and 

took her to dinner after church.  After four weeks and asking a lot of 
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questions of God, I asked for permission if this was the one He had for 

my future.  I got permission from her 20-year old son to date her.  

Shortly after, I asked her to marry me. 

 

We have been living God’s dream for us ever since, and He has been 

healing our hearts from past traumas and poor choices.  His love to us 

and through us is helping us live change lives by serving one another.  

There’s hope and a bright future now where darkness used to be.  There 

is love and true happiness in our relationship.  I have been helping her 

to make her dreams true, and at the same time she’s making my dreams 

true by bringing my daughter and granddaughter to live with us and for 

me to reconnect with her. God is a good father and will never will let 

you down.  He is a way maker and will always make all of His promises 

come to pass.  He is always there, calling us back and waiting to give us 

our chances to come back to His arms, no matter what circumstance 

happens in this fallen world.  I will trust Him faithfully with any 

decision in our lives. He freed me from my past, and I am no longer 

trapped in a “loser” lie.  He deserves all the glory for all the good things, 

Jeshua is the Lord of my life and all things belong to Him. 

 

Ubaldo 

 

248-795-8790 

vacauvax@hotmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my wife Laura’s story on page 41. 
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CHAPTER 22 

“Free Gift” 
Why am I here? 

 

What is life about? 

 

Is it possible to live just to die? 

 

What good is financial success when we must die?  

 

Many years ago, my wife and I settled down to raise a family. My wife 

met some great people at the church where we were married, and I 

believe this was the start of my receiving a “Free Gift.” 

 
Over the years our family grew. We had four wonderful children, a 

fantastic marriage, financial success, and many good friends. Sounds 

good, doesn’t it? Even though it was good, I had many questions. 

 
Why am I here? What is life about? Is it possible to live just to die? 

What good is financial success when we must die? Why do it? Why even 

be here? Why do I feel so confused? What is the answer? Why, when I 

have so much, do I have a feeling of emptiness? 

 
For 19 years, I strongly believed that my family was the only thing that 

mattered, and I set out to provide for my family with everything the 

world had to offer. Almost everything I did was geared towards providing 

for my family and the generations of family to come. During this period 

of time, I searched high and low, trying many things, to fill the emptiness 

or void I felt: playing softball with the guys and drinking after the 

games, playing racquetball and drinking after the games, buying 

campers, snowmobiles, new cars, houses, etc. I tried working extra hours 

to make more money, buying more worldly possessions, starting a 

business, investing in and buying real estate, etc., etc., etc. All of these 

things gave me a very short-lived pleasure or happiness that would not 

last! It would leave as quickly as it came. 
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Fortunately for my family, while I was providing for their worldly life, 

my wife, Carla, was building the foundation for our eternal life. I have 

always believed there was a God, and I would occasionally pray when 

things were so far out of my control that I could not fix them. A couple 

things come to mind - like when my daughter was only weeks old and 

we had to put her in the hospital, and I feared for her life; when my son 

lay in the hospital with a staph infection; and when my wife was very 

sick and had an infection in her blood system - the doctor told me that 

my wife only had a 50/50 chance of survival. The most recent time 

was when a friend called for our support when his father was ill. Carla 

helped our friend while I stayed home with the kids. 

 
As I laid there in bed that morning, I told God that I felt my friend’s 

father was still needed in this world and that there was much good he 

could do by teaching God’s word to people like me that still needed help. 

I asked God to please save my friend’s father and to give him the 

opportunity to help others like myself. In return, I promised to try to 

follow his path, starting with attending church that coming Sunday. 

 
The following Sunday, I attended church with my wife. It was a very 

peaceful feeling. The people at church all seemed so happy and full of 

life that it made me want to return the next Sunday. As the service was 

ending on my second visit, I felt very relaxed and was in no hurry to 

leave. After searching for the answers to my earlier questions, I came 

to the conclusion that we could not possibly live just to die. There was 

no other answer or reasoning to my problems and questions other than 

believing in God and having enough faith to accept His Son Jesus Christ 

in my life, so I did! 

 
The love I saw in all the people “hit me.” It was like nothing else I have 

ever felt in my life. At that time, I was not sure if it was Jesus filling the 

empty place in my heart or just all the love of the people reaching me. 

Whatever it was, I hoped it would never stop. 

 
Looking back, I know that the Lord was with me every step of the way. 

The path He was leading me down was to teach me about the values of 

the world and temporary happiness versus complete and total joy and 

the values of the Lord. The Lord blessed me and my family by enabling 



Page 80  

us to make the right decisions in regard to my investments. I have 

always based my decisions on what I called my “gut feeling,” but now 

I know it was my inner spirit leading me to worldly prosperity so that I 

would someday be able to testify that the things of the world are 

temporary and that worldly happiness will slip away very quickly. Even 

though I was blessed with prosperity before being blessed as a 

Christian, being a Christian means more to me than anything the world 

has to offer. 

 
If you have any of the questions or problems I had, don’t try to weather 

the storm on your own. Come in out of the rain, and let the Son of God, 

Jesus, meet your every need. Let Him lead you and guide you, through 

the Holy Spirit, from now to eternity. Since the writing of this testimony, 

the empty place in my heart has been filled with the Love of Jesus 

Christ, the Holy Spirit, and God our Father. 

 
In 1990 I had to quit my job of almost 20 years due to a rare blood 

disease.  The doctors did not know what caused it and said they could do 

nothing for me. In January of 1994 the Lord told me He was going to heal 

me of that rare blood disease. In March of 1994, I took the same blood 

test that had led to the diagnosis that I had the rare disease. This time the 

results were negative! My blood had been cleansed by the Blood of My 

Savior. By His stripes, I was healed. Praise God! God can meet your every 

need and will if you do your part. I urge you to read God’s word daily, 

pray daily, and praise the Lord’s name daily. 

 
“If ye abide in Me, and My words abide in you, ye shall ask what you will, 

and it shall be done unto you.” John 15:7 

 

Receive the “FREE GIFT!” 

God Bless You: 

 

Jim – Porter, Indiana 

 

219-762-7589 

Jim@Step-By-Step.org 

 

P.S. You can read my wife Carla’s story on page 82. 

mailto:Jim@Step-By-Step.org
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It’s Time to Pray 
 

If you have already confessed your sins and cried out to God, you are 

saved. If you have not, it’s time that you do. Pray this right now: 

 
Dear God, 

I acknowledge You as the Creator of all things. I admit that I am a 

sinner, and I deserve the Fires of Hell. I kneel at Your feet and ask for 

Your mercy and forgiveness of my sins. I believe that Jesus Christ is 

Your son. I believe that Jesus died on the cross for my sins, and I believe 

that You raised Him from the dead. Jesus, please come into my heart 

and fill that place in my heart that belongs only to You. Jesus, I declare 

You Lord of my whole life today. I ask you to show me my life purpose, 

plan, and destiny for which I was born. Fill me with your Holy Spirit 

and with all the gifts you have for me. I will confirm my salvation by 

telling others what You have done for me. Thank You for saving me 

and giving me abundant life! 

 

Now that you are a child of God, pray this prayer to your Father Daily! 

My Father in Heaven, 

Hallowed be Your name. 

Your kingdom come. 

Your will be done. 

On earth as it is in heaven. 

Give me this day my daily bread. 

And forgive me my trespasses, 

As I forgive those who trespass against me. 

And lead me not into temptation, 

But deliver me from the evil one. 

For Yours is the kingdom and the power and the glory forever. Amen. 

(Matthew 6:9-13) 

 

For more “Real Life Stories,” go to the next page. To find out what to 

do now that you’re saved, go to page 89. 
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CHAPTER 23 

I Just Wanted to 

Feel Accepted 
I just wanted to feel accepted, to fit in, and to be part of the group. 

 

I tried cigarettes to fit in. 

 

I tried alcohol to fit in. 

 

Today, my life is full and complete, and I fit in perfectly.  

 

To find out how I found acceptance, continue reading... 

 
I grew up in a small town in Pennsylvania. I can always remember being 

in church. In fact, at age 13, I was saved at church. I liked going to 

church. I always felt it was the right thing to do. I also liked feeling 

accepted and being part of a group. I had a “good girl” image, and I 

wanted to live up to that. Being a “good girl” meant going to church. 

The world also had some things to offer. If cigarettes meant being 

popular, I tried cigarettes. If drinking could get me accepted, I tried 

drinking. There was always that fear of letting someone down. That 

someone was first of all God, then my family. 

 
My father worked in a car factory, and my mother was a housewife. I had 

an older sister and a younger brother. My father was very strict, so I 

definitely did not want to get caught doing anything wrong. I had an 

aunt who lived in another town about 12 miles away. My sister and I used 

to love to stay at her house. My aunt and uncle would let us stay a couple 

of weeks in the summer or sometimes, the whole summer. They would 

spoil us, and we loved it. 

 
The summer I turned 13, I was staying at my aunt’s when I met Jim. We 

liked each other and hung out together over the summer. When school 

started back up, we broke it off. Two years later, Jim called to invite 
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me to a post-prom picnic. I went, and we started dating. Dating was 

difficult because we went to different schools. We saw each other on 

weekends and when there was no school. Then we made a big mistake. 

We became sexually active. I remember at first I didn’t want to do it. I 

was so mad at myself when I gave in. I knew I couldn’t take it back. We 

had to sneak around to be together because once we started, we couldn’t 

stop. In 1972, I was 15 years old. My dad had been diagnosed with 

cancer. On September 23, 1972, my father died of cancer at the age of 

41. Jim and I continued to date, and a year later we got engaged. Jim was 

two years older than I, and in 1973 he graduated from high school. He 

was enrolled at a computer school in Pittsburgh. He had relatives who 

lived in Indiana who worked at the Steel Mills. They raved about how 

much money they were making. So, Jim decided to go to Indiana for the 

summer and make some money. Once he got to Indiana, he liked it 

and decided to stay. After he was out there for a while, he got homesick 

and wanted us to get married sooner. I only had one year of high school 

left, and I wanted to. He asked me to marry him, saying I could finish 

school in Indiana. I was scared. I didn’t know what to do. I gave in and 

said, “Yes.” 

 
Over the next year, I went through many emotions about marrying Jim 

because I was saved and he was not. I knew I had been pretty wishy-

washy about being a Christian, but I still was concerned about marrying 

a non-believer.  Jim found a church in Indiana that would marry us. 

That was hard, not only because I was saved and he was not, but also 

because we came from two different faiths. We were married on June 

22, 1974. Before we got married, I told myself that I would pray and 

believe, and that in a short while Jim would be saved. That short while 

turned into a long 19 years! A couple of years after we got married, I 

got serious about being a Christian. I still wanted to be that good girl 

and do the right things. I am glad that I never got addicted to alcohol 

or cigarettes. I would smoke and drink on and off to try to fit in, but I 

always felt guilty. Eventually, with the help of God, I quit smoking and 

drinking and never went back to it. Jim, on the other hand, was a drinker 

and a smoker. He went out with his friends a lot. Sometimes, he 

wouldn’t come home until 4 or 5 in the morning. We started a family 

after we were married 7 months. I did go to school here in Indiana, and 

I graduated. I became focused on our children and continued praying 

for Jim to get saved. Jim and I had four children - one daughter and three 
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sons. I raised them in church. Jim never kept us from going to church. I 

praise God for that. At times it was hard, because I didn’t think he would 

ever get saved. I remember once in 1980, he went out drinking and 

didn’t come home for two days. After that, he quit drinking and 

smoking. It was amazing, but he still didn’t get saved. The church I was 

attending started standing and agreeing with me for Jim to be saved. 

There were times when I would get on his case about being saved, and 

I knew I was just pushing him away. I tried to reach him by my lifestyle. 

I did that by being the kind of wife and mother that God wanted me to 

be. That helped me to see that I didn’t need to seek man’s approval any 

more. I only needed to have God’s approval. Finally, on March 21, 1993, 

Jim was saved. Praise God. I do praise God for saving my husband, and 

for getting me on track. 

 
The hardest part of the story is that I committed all of these sins after I 

was saved. That bothers me so much, especially the premarital sex. I did 

repent, and I know I was forgiven because I John 1:9 says “If we confess 

our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us 

from all unrighteousness.” I kept feeling guilty until I allowed Jesus to 

completely set me free. I was forgiven, but Satan tried to convince me 

that I wasn’t. Satan is a liar. Two years after we were married, I was 

baptized in the Holy Spirit, and it felt like God opened up my head and 

poured love through me. That really ushered me to a place of wanting to 

be set apart for God. It was a continuous process that brought me to 

where I am today. Life is full and complete with Jesus as my Savior. I 

do not want to live without Him. It is only because of Him that I am 

where I am. He is my everything. I love You, Jesus. I thank You, Jesus. 

I praise You, Jesus. 

 
Carla 

Porter, Indiana 

 

219-241-7589 

carlalove1957@gmail.com 

 

P.S. You can read my husband Jim’s story on page 78. 

 

mailto:Jim@Step-By-Step.org
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CHAPTER 24 

I Was Different 
I found myself being attracted to... 

I found myself getting distant from my partner and friends... 

Deep inside, I still had that longing... 

I am the youngest of six children from a two-parent household and grew 

up in Ohio. When I was around five years old, I began to feel that I was 

different than other boys. I played football in elementary and loved it. I 

always felt like I did not have any close friends other than four female 

cousins, who were around the same age as me. When I was in junior 

high, I found myself being attracted to both females and males. 

Throughout my childhood, there were times when others called me 

inappropriate names such as “fag” because of some of my mannerisms. 

This was extremely painful.  When I got in high school, I separated 

myself and was a loner. I felt like I did not have any friends, and I was 

trying to hide my same-sex attractions (SSA). I used to hate lunch time 

in high school because I was such a loner. On most days, I would go 

into the library at lunch time and sit by myself. 

 

I was very close to my grandparents and spent a lot of time helping them 

out. I would also assist helping with elderly relatives and some of my 

grandmother’s friends. Around the age of 15, I would go into the local 

laundromat and pick up gospel tracts to read. I would always look 

forward to when they would have new tracts that I had never read. God 

began to convict me that hell was real, and I did not want to go there. 

My mind was in torment because of the thought of spending eternity 

burning in Hell. I began to get a thirst and hunger for the word of God. 

I would look forward to watching the Billy Graham Crusades on TV.  I 

would ask Christ into my life, but I felt like God could not save me and 

I was supposed to have a salvation experience with feelings. As I was 

growing up, I got very involved in church and the youth department. I 

would attend revivals in different churches, and I really looked forward 

to it.  

 

In 1985, I graduated from High School and could not wait to go into the 
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Air Force. I wanted to leave the day after graduation. I went to boot 

camp and was released due to some medical problems with my feet. I 

felt really depressed when they released me because it was a dream that 

did not come through. I wanted to be a police officer and enrolled in a 

Community College to study Criminal Justice. By the time I was 21, I 

went to get mental health counseling. The counselor told me I was 

depressed all these years because I was suppressing my same sex 

attraction (SSA) feelings towards other men. I was told I needed to start 

living my life and getting involved in the gay scene. 

 

During this time, I discovered some support groups for men who had 

SSA and had left the gay lifestyle because they found freedom in Christ. 

I would get monthly newsletters from three different ministries 

throughout the country. I looked forward to receiving them every 

month. I remember one article called “The Ultimate Friend.” The writer 

wrote that most people struggling with homosexuality were looking for 

a friend and there is no friend like the “Ultimate Jesus.” I felt like God 

could do nothing for my situation. In 1988, I moved to another town in 

Ohio to finish my degree in Criminal Justice. I began to frequent gay 

bars. One night, I met a group of men. We became friends, and they 

introduced me to some other gay people in the community. In 1989, I 

officially came out of the closet and told my family. A few months later, 

I met my first partner. We were together for almost four years. I 

developed a pseudo sense of peace by coming out of the closet and 

having a circle of gay friends, partying, and traveling. Deep inside, I still 

had that longing to know Christ, but I still felt God could not do anything 

for my situation and I was going to burn in hell.  I graduated from 

college in 1991, and eventually my partner and I split.  

 

In the summer of 1993, I pursued a dream of mine to move to Atlanta, 

Georgia and become a police officer. I was excited about moving there 

because they had one of the biggest Afro-American Gay communities 

in the country. However, things did not go like I expected as far as a 

career and finding another partner. I always felt destined to live in Ohio. 

 

In 1996, I moved back to Ohio and was hired on with the prison system. 

I began my career in corrections. I still had the burden that if I died, I 

did not want to burn in hell. In 1999, I met my new partner. It was 

exciting having someone in my life. Over the years, we became popular 
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in the gay community on the social scene. I began to drink more, but I 

thought I did not have a problem because I only drank Bud Light. I felt 

it had to go with every meal, and it did not seem right that I did not have 

a beer in my hand when socializing.  We hosted a lot of parties and 

travelled to other cities and states to party. We built a house and had 

three dogs. 

 

In 2013, I got involved in doing prison ministry on my job. The ministry 

was growing, and people were getting saved. God began to convict me 

and told me it was time to leave my partner and the gay lifestyle. I can 

remember telling God if things did not change by the end of the year, I 

was going to have to step away from the prison ministry. I remember 

stopping by my sister’s house. She had a dream and thought it was about 

her, but it was about me. God showed her that I was going to be an 

Evangelist and then a Pastor, but I was going to have to quit all that 

drinking. I always knew that was the path God had for me, but I did not 

like the comment that I needed to stop drinking so much.  Different 

offenders on my job began to speak into my life. One preacher I met 

began to pray for me and advised that I needed to let some people go in 

2014. Another guy advised that I was going to have to make some major 

decisions in 2014. During this time, I found myself getting distant from 

my partner and friends. 

 

In 2014, I knew that I needed to leave my partner and the gay lifestyle. 

I had lived in this lifestyle for almost 25 years. Through the years, I kept 

telling God to give me a few more years. Another guy advised me that 

he had a word from God. God said He was going to have to break up 

some fallow ground in my life. It was going to hurt, but He needed to 

do this to take me where He needed me to go. I woke up one day and 

told my partner that I was going to quit drinking. He asked, “Do you 

have a medical problem?” It was God convicting. In March 2014, I told 

my partner that I could not live life this way anymore. About a month 

later, he moved out. There was some pain when he moved out. By this 

time, I had isolated myself from most of my friends. It was the best thing 

that I ever did, and the peace of God which surpasses all understanding 

was with me. It is still worth making the decision. 

 

A year later, the Lord told me to move closer to my job. The prison 

ministry began to grow and expanded into other prisons. In 2016, God 
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began to place on my heart to get the qualifications to become a 

Chaplain in the prison system. I got the training and began to share my 

testimony. I did some public speaking about leaving the gay lifestyle 

and ministering to men who were involved in homosexuality. I was 

ministering to mothers who had children involved in the lifestyle and 

other men struggling with SSA. In 2019, I transferred to a prison in the 

Cincinnati area and became a Chaplain. It has been an awesome 

experience walking with God. He has given me victory of my past 

lifestyle and let me know that if I keep my eyes gazed upon Jesus, it a 

“Sweet Wonder.” When I was a teenager, I knew God was calling me 

to be a preacher and a minister to those who are struggling with SSA.  I 

am living in restoration.  Everything the enemy has stolen from me, God 

is replacing in ways beyond my imagination. Jesus restores broken 

lives! 

 

Robert (Bobby) 

 

614-352-8406 

mc4p.2014@gmail.com  
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You Are a New Person 
 

The Bible says: 

“When someone becomes a Christian, he becomes a brand new 

person inside. He is not the same any more. A new life has begun!” 2 

Corinthians 5:17 
 

 

Say this: 

I am a new person.  I have a new life, a God centered life. 
 

 

The Bible says: 

“All these new things are from God, who brought us back to Himself 

through what Christ Jesus did. And God has given us the privilege of 

urging everyone to come into His favor and be reconciled to Him.” 2 

Corinthians 5:18 
 

 

God bridged the gap of sin between you and Him by Jesus dying on the 

cross.  He now has given you the honor and privilege of telling people 

how to find that same favor with God through what Jesus has done for 

them. 

 
The Bible says: 

“He died for all so that all who live --- having received eternal life from 

Him --- might live no longer for themselves, to please themselves, but to 

spend their lives pleasing Christ who died and rose again for them.” 2 

Corinthians 5:15 
 

 

Jesus died so you could have eternal life with Him in Heaven. Jesus is 

calling you to now live for Him, doing only those things with your life 

that would please Him. 

 
To learn more about what you should now do, go to page 92. 
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CHAPTER 25 

I Got So Sick and Tired of 

My Lifestyle 
One beer turned to smoking pot… 

I started gambling and betting on horses… 

I constantly would think, what is wrong with me? 

I started hating what I was doing… 

In my sophomore year of high school, I started to drink and party. One 

beer turned to smoking pot. I started to bar hop and get deep into rock 

and roll music. Between the years of 14-24, I just loved to get drunk and 

party. My girlfriend was pregnant, we married and we had a daughter, 

Jennifer. Her mother left me shortly after that. The next three years of 

my life were lost years. I had no idea of my purpose in life. I played and 

loved baseball. I tried out for a major league, but I wasn’t good enough 

to make a living out of it.  

At age 21, I started going to different race tracks. It was then that I 

started gambling and betting on horses. This was the worst time of my 

life. I loved the high of winning and seeing your horse cross the finish 

line. But every time I bet, I lost 90% of the time. Even when I won, I 

would lose the money the next day. I would lose my whole paycheck on 

those Friday nights and would scrape through the week. Some weeks I 

would go 6 days a week. 

I would remember leaving the race track in 1979 with no money. I 

started crying out to God. I constantly would think, what is wrong with 

me? I didn’t realize that God was dealing with me. I know now that the 

Holy Spirit was showing me the way out of my mess. 

God was creating in me a clean heart and renewing in me a right spirit. 
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I started hating what I was doing and just started begging God to change 

my life and help me. I got so sick and tired of my life style. I started 

hating the bar life and partying. I was tired of getting drunk all the time 

and being high on drugs. The gambling addiction had messed me up so 

bad, I never had money. Then, one day I saw this church that I drove by 

9 months earlier. I said, I am going to give up this life of sin and I am 

going to serve God 100%. That week-end I went to the race track that 

last time and had my last beer. That Sunday morning I went to that 

church and totally surrendered my life to Jesus Christ. I was ready to 

live like the apostles of old. God’s presence was guiding me and 

preparing me for a divine appointment with Him. I renounced all my 

wicked ways. I asked God to deliver me from addictions of gambling, 

drugs and drinking. I remember just crying and crying because God was 

totally changing my life. Three days later, a scripture just lifted up my 

heart. It said, “If any man be in Christ he is a new creation.” I used to 

always wonder about when people would say, “Are you saved?” I now 

know what they meant. Old things passed away! For me, that meant 

drinking, gambling, drugs.  

February 2, 1980 Sunday morning, Oh what a day! That was the day 

when I made an absolute surrender to God. I gave my life to Jesus and 

I experienced a new life in Christ. Old things passed away and all things 

became new. I use to wonder about that phrase, “born again “what did 

that mean? I loved God, grew up in a beautiful Christian home, but I 

had no idea what born again was all about. I knew about God but to have 

a real relationship, I never knew. I did not know a life like this could 

exist.  

It’s been 35 years now and I have never gone back to those old ways. I 

now go around sharing the new and everlasting gospel of Jesus Christ. 

That sinner, you don’t have to sin anymore! Jesus saves from sin, 

sickness, and death! Jesus came to restore our lives! God Bless you as 

you read this and may you find God our Father through Jesus Christ by 

His power and the wonder working presence of His Holy Spirit. And 

Jesus would say to you, “Come unto me! Only believe and I will give 

and show you everlasting life. Behold! I am with you! 

 

Ron – Whiting, Indiana 

773-704-2441 
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What Do I Do Now?  
1. Get a Bible, and read it every day. (Start in the New Testament.) 

2. Find a church, and attend every time the doors are open. 

3. Attend Bible studies and other Christ-centered meetings. 

4. Pray every day – morning, noon, and night. 

5. Tell people what Jesus has done for you. 

6. Write out your Real Life Story, your testimony, and give it to 

people. 

7. Make a public profession of your faith by being baptized in 

water. 

8. Shout. Yes, Shout! Friend, you have something to shout about. 

You’ve been set free. Death cannot hold you, and Hell can’t have 

you. You belong to God. No matter what happens in this life, as 

long as you continue to walk with Him, you will be with Him in 

Heaven. 

 

Church Outreach 
  

Every member in every local church has a real life story (a testimony). One 

of the most effective ways to teach Christians how to share their faith is 

to get them to write out their testimony (real life story) and share it as 

part of their everyday lifestyle. Step By Step Ministries worldwide 

award winning evangelism teachings are available on DVD and cover 

the topic of sharing your testimony plus many, many more effective 

ways to witness.  For more information and resources about witnessing 

call, text, write, or email: 

 
Step By Step Ministries 

815 South Babcock Rd, Porter, IN 46304 

219-762-7589 

jimbarbarossa7@gmail.com 

 

www.reallifestoriesbooks.com
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Please do not allow this book to become a dust collector. 

Take it, and share it with someone. 

Allow God to use you to help someone through this book. 

 
Lighthouse Real Life Stories Edition 8 has been made available, partly through the 

advertising dollars of: 

The Shofarman, Inc. 

www.theshofarman.com · 219-762-7589 

Visit them for all your gifts from the Holy Land. 

AND 

Stor For Less Storage 

www.storforless.com · 219-787-5042 

AND 

Come Alive Family Church 

www.comealivefamily.churchcenter.com 

AND 

Precious Testimonies 

ptoffice@precious-testimonies.com · www.precious-testimonies.com 

Please email your comments about this book to us at: 

jimbarbarossa7@gmail.com 
 

Cut Out & Mail 
 
 
 
 

Please contact me, I have read the “Real Life Stories” Lighthouse 

Edition 8 book and: 
 
 

Please check appropriate box(es): 
 
 

❑   I want to know more about becoming a Christian. 
 
 

❑   I prayed and received Jesus as Savior today! 
 
 

❑   I rededicated my life to Jesus today! 
 
 

❑   I would like you to pray for me. 
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Discipleship 

Do Real Life Stories Testimony Books help in the making of a 

disciple?  

It is very hard to disciple people in this day and age because it takes 

time and commitment. Jesus discipled people for 2 or 3 years. There 

is no way we can get people to make that kind of commitment today.    

To be able to disciple someone, you must get some kind of a 

commitment from them. We have found that if you can get a Christian 

to commit to write out their testimony and share it daily, this 

commitment sets the stage for the Holy Spirit to disciple them! 

The first thing we challenge people to do in our 12-part discipleship 

teaching series is to commit to writing their testimony and being a part 

of a Real Life Stories Christian Testimony Book.  

The second thing we do is challenge people to carry two copies of the 

Real Life Stories Christian Testimony in their hand every time they 

leave their home and every time they get out of their car.  

The third thing we do is challenge them to ask the Holy Spirit to help 

them in the giving away of the books!     

The commitment to carry the books, joined with the commitment to 

ask the Holy Spirit to help them, sets the stage for the Holy Spirit to 

be active in their life!  

If a person is always carrying the Gospel message with them in the 

form of a Real Life Stories Christian Testimony Book, they are always 

trusting in the Holy Spirit to help them! This gives the Holy Spirit total 

access to all their Time and Daily Life! 

What we accomplish during our 12 Discipleship Sessions is getting a 

strong commitment from the person being discipled to allow the Holy 

Spirit to led them into Living a Witnessing Lifestyle!  
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Want more information on how you can start a Discipleship 

Gathering in Your City? Send an email to 

jimbarbarossa7@gmail.com with the words “Discipleship 

Gathering” in the subject line. 

You can call or text Jim Barbarossa at 219-762-7589   

You can write to: 

Step By Step Ministries • 815 S. Babcock Rd, Porter Indiana 46304 

You can visit our website at: 

www.reallifestoriesbooks.com 

Real Life Stories Books 
Bringing Hope to Hurting people All over the World.  

If You are a born again Christian and have a Heart to reach lost 

souls, prayerfully consider if God would have You use our books in 

Your City or if He would have You write Your testimony to be a part 

of one of our future books. 

Future Books: 

Real Life Stories Biker’s Edition 1 

Real Life Stories Trucker’s Edition 2 

Real Life Stories First Responder’s Edition 1 

Real Life Stories Veteran’s Edition 1  

Existing Books: 

Real Life Stories Inmate to Inmate 

Real Life Stories Trucker’s Edition 1 

Real Life Stories Lighthouse Edition 5, 6, & 7 

Real Life Stories Lighthouse Edition 6 in Spanish 

For more information, Call or Text Jim Barbarossa at 219-762-7589 

or email jimbarbarossa7@gmail.com.  

Visit our website: www.reallifestoriesbooks.com 

Jim and Carla Barbarossa • Step by Step Ministries 

www.reallifestoriesbooks.com • 219-762-7589 

815 S. Babcock Rd. • Porter, Indiana 46304 


