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Introduction:
Why Jesus Came to Earth
We wish to see Jesus.
(John 12:21)

The Ultimate Question
Why was Jesus born? Or, why did Jesus come to the earth 2,000 years
ago? Or, what was the purpose of Jesus in His first coming? These
three questions are basically asking the same thing. Together they
amount to the most important question anyone can ask. Most people
ask these very same questions about themselves at some point in life:
“Why am I here? Why was I born? What is my purpose?”
Unfortunately, many mortals don’t know the answer as to why
they are here, and the resulting uncertainty leads to countless
personal—and devastating—problems. Because people can’t figure
out why they are here, they become insecure, paranoid, depressed or
prone to manipulation by others in a desire to feel a sense of
belonging; to secure a meaningful identity. Sadly, many commit
suicide after reaching a point of utter hopelessness about living on
this earth, not knowing why they are here.
Such uncertainty does not apply to Jesus. We know why He was
born. He knew why He was born. He told the world why He came to
earth, with crystal clarity and unmatched authority. He proclaimed
the purpose of His appearance for three-plus years. He
commissioned His disciples to write it down in the New Testament.
Why was Jesus born? The Bible answers that question for us. And
only the Bible answers that question for us.
If we want to learn anything about Jesus—who He is, what He
said—then we can only rely on the Bible for that information. Many
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people think there are other sources aside from the Bible where one
can learn about Jesus. But that is not the case. Some false religions
like Mormonism and Islam have fictitious stories about Jesus in their
so-called holy books. The Book of Mormon says Jesus appeared to
people in the Americas after His resurrection. The Muslims’ Qur’an
says that a young Jesus turned clay birds into real ones, a story
plagiarized from the fictitious and nefarious gospel of Thomas. In
fact, Jesus never made an appearance in the Americas, and He did no
miracles in His childhood days. We know these two claims are false
because they contradict the Bible’s clear teaching about Jesus.
Others naively claim that we can glean valuable, reliable
information about Jesus from old secular sources such as the Roman
historian Tacitus (AD 56-120), or Jewish sources like the Talmud, or
other ancient writers like Thallus, Lucian, Phlegon, and Mara BarSerapion. The most popular supposed secular source of information
on Jesus that is touted would be the Jewish historian, Josephus (AD
37-100). People routinely flippantly throw Josephus’ name around as
though he had written a comprehensive bio on the life and times of
Jesus the Messiah. But he didn’t. He did write a lot of stuff. Some of
it is helpful history. Some of it is highly questionable in terms of
accuracy and reliability.
Among the voluminous writings of Josephus there are only two
so-called references to Jesus. Two brief passages out of tens of
thousands of passages. One of the references is highly questionable
and is rejected as inauthentic by most scholars. It is commonly called
the Testimonium Flavianum (Latin for “the testimony of Flavius
Josephus”) in Book 18 of the Antiquities. It’s one paragraph and is
translated from Greek into about seven English sentences. It states
that Jesus was “the Christ” and a teacher who was crucified by
Pontius Pilate. The earliest reference we have of this passage being
mentioned is from Eusebius, around AD 324. So, there is no early
manuscript evidence before Eusebius to verify this passage even
existed.
The consensus is that Josephus wrote it around AD 94 and that
only a portion of it, a kernel, may be original. A bulk of the seven
sentences are considered an “interpolation,” meaning someone who
came after Josephus added his own stuff to make it sound
convincing. The small kernel of the passage that is authentic no
doubt came to Josephus from the New Testament Gospels, which
ii
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had already been written and circulated in his part of the world for
decades. So, Josephus does not contribute anything new about Jesus
that we don’t already find in the Bible. The only thing Josephus knew
about Jesus that was true was already written in the New Testament.
Further, if Josephus had written anything new or contrary to what the
New Testament had already said, then it is to be rejected as false. All
this is to make the point raised earlier: the only thing we know about
Jesus that is trustworthy comes from the Bible and the Bible alone.
This is what the Reformers called Sola Scriptura! Scripture alone. The
Bible is sufficient. It says everything we need to know and the only
thing God wanted us to know. So, no, we can’t go to Josephus to
learn new truth about Jesus.
Beware the Pretenders
Notwithstanding what has just been said, prominent popular
magazines, like Time and Life and others, come out with special issues
each year around the holidays featuring articles on Jesus, typically
posing the basic question, “Who is Jesus?” They have been doing this
annually for decades. And each time they give the same unbiblical
answers because each time they rely on liberal religious “scholars”
and historians who don’t believe in the Bible. They quote the Bible.
But they don’t believe in the Bible. They re-interpret and distort the
Bible and manufacture their own spin on what it means. They also
routinely give more credence to non-biblical sources than the New
Testament when explaining who Jesus was and what He taught. They
say Jesus was an Essene—a word never mentioned in the Bible. Or,
they’ll say Jesus was married to Mary Magdalene—another farce not
found in the Bible. They promote and propagate a Da Vinci Code
theology that comes nowhere close to what the Bible says about
Jesus.
Consider one of these relatively recent editions, namely Life
magazine, from December of 2018. It is simply titled, “Jesus,” with
the picture of some white-faced, blue-eyed, long-haired hippy that is
supposed to be Jesus plastered on the front, with the sub-title, “Who
Do You say that I am?” This was front-and-center in every aisle by
each cash-register in Safeway and countless other stores at that time.
The whole community was getting bombarded with this false
propaganda. The entire issue (112 pages worth) was dedicated to the
topic of Jesus, with so-called experts telling us who He was and why
He came. Here’s the magazine’s conclusion as to why Jesus came to
iii
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earth: Jesus came to create “a movement of empowerment for the
peasants, telling them that this is what you must do. You must take
your lives back into your own hands. You must learn to heal one
another.”1 The magazine rejects the clear teaching of the Bible and
Jesus Himself, who said He came as the God-Man to save sinners
from their sin.
Consider again a more recent Christmas: December of 2020. Once
again, like clockwork, as I am roaming around Safeway looking for
fresh fruit, I go to the checkout stand and there is prominently
displayed in all fifteen cash-register lines a new magazine titled, “The
Unknown Jesus,” with the sub-title, “The Real Story of the
Messiah.”2 This magazine is 100 pages long and full of stories by
several so-called experts on religion attempting to explain everything
we need to know about the “true” Jesus. And once again, they get it
all wrong. And of course, the Bible is not their authority for
explaining who Jesus was or what He taught. It is all human
speculation couched in religious terminology declaring outright
historical inaccuracies and even blasphemies about Jesus Himself. It
is not worth recounting, but here is one typical absurdity they try to
pass off as a true, scholarly opinion about Jesus: “Jesus was selective
in what He believed in the Bible.”3 The author is arguing here that
Jesus did not believe in much of the Old Testament, and with His
teachings He categorically renounced most of it. The author alleges
that because He emphasized love, “Jesus wiped out a huge portion of
the Old Testament.” Actually, such a claim is outlandish. Jesus
believed in 100% of the Old Testament and considered it the highest
authority (John 17:17), inspired by the Holy Spirit (Matt 22:43) and
the very unbreakable truth of God (John 10:35). Jesus told the
multitudes that He did not come to undermine or discredit the Old
Testament but rather He came to fulfill and endorse all of it (Matt
5:17-18).
The foregoing illustrations are good reminders for the faithful to
remember the many warnings of Jesus, such as when He told His
followers that many false prophets and false religious teachers would
arise espousing false views about all matters, especially regarding
Jesus Himself. Jesus warned, “Beware of the false prophets, who
1Life,

“Jesus: Who Do You Say that I Am?” Vol. 18, No. 27, December 21, 2018.
Guccione Jr., ed., The Unknown Jesus (New York: Centennial Media, 2020).
3Lukas Harnisch, “Jesus: Who Do You Say that I Am?” 61.
2Bob
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come to you in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly are ravenous wolves”
(Matt 7:15). The most dangerous teachers are false religious teachers
because they mix biblical truth with error that is fatal. They
camouflage lies with biblical jargon making it look like the real thing
on the surface. False teaching about Jesus will abound throughout all
history and even get worse as the end of the age draws near. Again,
Jesus warned, “false prophets will arise and mislead many. Because
lawlessness is increased…false Christs and false prophets will arise”
(Matt 24:11, 24).
The hallmark of false religious teachers is that they tamper with
God’s Word, the Bible. They tinker with Scripture. They do so
sometimes overtly and at other times subtly. But in the end, they
deviate from the clear teaching of everything the Bible has to say.
Going back to our original question, “Why was Jesus born into this
world?” let’s look to the Bible for the clear answer, undistracted by
the pseudo-wisdom of those who don’t rely solely on the Bible
regarding the truth about Christ.
The Simple Truth
The answer to the question as to why Jesus came into the world
2,000 years ago is a compound one, yet simple to understand. Let’s
start by looking at the reasons Jesus Himself gave. First, Jesus said
He came to fulfill Old Testament prophecy: “Do not think that I
came to abolish the Law or the Prophets; I did not come to abolish
but to fulfill. For truly I say to you, until heaven and earth pass away,
not the smallest letter or stroke shall pass from the Law until all is
accomplished” (Matt 5:17-18).
Second, Jesus said He came to save sinners. On one occasion, as
Jesus was headed toward Jerusalem, He passed through the town of
Jericho, about fifteen miles north of the city. There resided a pathetic,
compromised, money-loving tax-collector named Zacchaeus.
Zacchaeus had a notorious reputation for being a traitor to the
Jewish people, for he collected, and even extorted money from his
own race on behalf of the pagan Romans. Jesus invited Himself to
Zacchaeus’ home as He passed through the town. Fellow Jews who
saw this “grumbled” over Jesus’ decision because they considered
tax-collectors to be unclean and incorrigible enemies of God. Jesus
considered Zacchaeus to be a human made in God’s image in need of
forgiveness. Jesus offered salvation to the sinner, Zacchaeus.
Zacchaeus accepted and repented of his sin. Jesus then said to him,
v
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“Today salvation has come to this house, because he, too, is a son of
Abraham. For the Son of Man has come to seek and to save that
which was lost” (Luke 19:9-10). Here Jesus clearly states why He
came to earth: to seek and to spiritually save sinners.
A third reason Jesus came into the world was to bring truth to
humanity. At His trial during the last week of His life, standing
before Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor, Jesus responded to
Pilate’s cynical statement as He declared, “You say correctly that I am
a king. For this I have been born, and for this I have come into the
world, to testify to the truth. Everyone who is of the truth hears My
voice” (John 18:37). Why was Jesus born? To declare the truth. In
context Jesus meant He came to earth to proclaim ultimate truth
about a holy God, sinful humanity, and the only solution to bridge
the infinite chasm between the two, namely the substitutionary death
that Jesus would provide on behalf of sinners to assuage the wrath of
a holy God.
A fourth reason Jesus came into the world was to be a servant by
dying on behalf of sinners who had become enslaved by Satan and
their own sin. This is what He meant when He said to His disciples,
“For even the Son of Man did not come to be served, but to serve,
and to give His life as a ransom for many” (Mark 10:45). The word
“ransom” was a term used in the human slave market. It was the
price to be paid to free someone in bondage. Jesus came to pay the
price required to free sinners who were in spiritual bondage to their
own iniquity, and the price He paid was His own life—His shed
blood on a cross. And that price was paid to God the Father who
required death as the penalty for sin.
A fifth reason Jesus gave for the purpose of His coming 2,000
years ago complements the first four. He told the Jewish religious
leader, Nicodemus, that He came into the world to save those who
believe in Him from perishing by giving them eternal life. He
proclaimed, “For God did not send the Son into the world to judge
the world, but that the world might be saved through Him” (John
3:17). Jesus came to save people; to bring salvation to sinners. Jesus
was clear what He meant by the word “save.” He meant to save
people spiritually; to rescue them from their own personal sin and its
consequences which included spiritual death (which is separation
from God), physical death, and eternal death, which is the same as
being cast into eternal hell—a real place where the unrepentant will
vi
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spend all eternity in anguish and pain resulting from God’s ongoing
holy wrath. This is in contrast to what He did not mean by the word
“save.” He did not mean that He came to save people economically,
or to liberate them from their financial burdens and debt. He did not
come to eradicate poverty. He said just the opposite by declaring,
“For you always have the poor with you” (John 12:8). He did not
mean He would save people socially by changing the culture or
political structures of the world. He did not come 2,000 years ago to
eradicate slavery. If He did, then He failed. But Jesus failed at
nothing. He accomplished everything He came to do in His first
coming in humiliation. On the cross He exclaimed, “It is finished!”
One word in the Greek language—tetelestai. And it was emphatic.
Mission accomplished!
This takes us to Jesus’ sixth self-proclaimed reason that He came
into the world, which is that He came to call sinners to repentance.
Jesus said plainly to the arrogant spiritual snobs of His day, the
Pharisees, “It is not those who are well who need a physician, but
those who are sick. I have not come to call the righteous but sinners
to repentance” (Luke 5:32). Why was Jesus born? So that as the GodMan, the Savior and Judge of the world, He could call sinners to
repentance. Repentance is when a sinner admits personal guilt to a
perfect, holy Creator God (Ps 51:4). And the repentant one knows
that such sin deserves death from God (Gen 2:17; Exod 21:17; Ezek
18:4; Matt 10:28; Rom 6:23). Anything less that that attitude and
admission of guilt is not true repentance (cf. Luke 18:13-14).
In addition to Jesus’ own stated purposes for being born, the
other New Testament writers attest to the reason why He came, and
their reasons complement His. Paul says in Philippians that Jesus left
the eternal glories He shared with the Father in heaven to come to
earth as a humble human to die for sinners in “obedience” to God’s
will (Phil 2:6-8). The author of Hebrews said Jesus came to earth to
“bring many sons to glory” by dying for them, and that “through
death He might render powerless him who had the power of death,
that is the devil, and might free those who through fear of death were
subject to slavery all their lives” (Heb 2:10, 14-15). In other words,
Jesus was born to die. His death was a supernatural transaction that
would conquer Satan and death, and secure personal salvation for
sinners. An angel of God told Joseph, the husband of Mary, that
Jesus was born so that He might save His people from their sins.
vii
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Jesus the Savior
The Bible gives one consistent, full, comprehensive answer as to why
Jesus came, yet it is stated in many ways as we have just seen. Jesus
came 2,000 years ago in obedience to the Father to reveal spiritual
truth, to die as a substitute, to fulfill all that the Old Testament
predicted about Him, to conquer Satan, sin and death through His
substitutionary death, to call sinners to repentance from their sin in
order to rescue them from eternal hell and to give them eternal life.
God did all this because His ultimate plan has always been to reveal
His full glory to His people and to “dwell among them and they shall
be His people” (Rev 21:3) for all eternity. This is glorious news. In
fact, the Bible calls it good news. That is what the word “gospel”
means. The good news was the message that Jesus came and
preached (Mark 1:14-15). He is the good news. He is the only real
good news. And sinners get to share in the blessings of His good
news by embracing His gospel. When a sinner hears, understands,
believes and submits to Christ’s gospel, God instantly saves that
person and adopts them into His spiritual family forever. They
instantly become a new creature, having been born again and indwelt
with the Holy Spirit of God.
This book is about Christ’s good news. It contains true stories of
sinners that Christ has rescued and saved through His substitutionary
death on the cross. These dear saints tell their stories of how God, in
His grace, convicted them of their sin and opened their hearts and
spiritual eyes to the truth of God’s Word and the reality of who Jesus
is—the only Savior of the world, and the only way to God. As you
read their stories you will be blessed by the various ways God is still
saving sinners through the one, unchanging, incomparable means of
the gospel, which is the message of Jesus Christ, the God-Man who
lived and died to save sinners. Our desire is that as you read these
personal stories you will be reminded of God’s grace extended
toward you, manifested when he saved you and caused you to be
born again. And if you are not a Christian, we encourage you to read
these stories all the more with the hope that you too can discover the
real reason Jesus was born and came into this world 2,000 years
ago—not to be served, but to serve and give His life as a ransom for
sin; to seek and to save sinners just like you and me.
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1
From Addiction to the Cross
Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation. The old has passed away; behold,
the new has come.
(2 Corinthians 5:17, ESV)

My Biggest Priorities
Growing up in a “Christian” family and always attending church on
Sundays is how I was raised from as early as I can remember. Church
was just something we did every weekend. Afterward we went to
breakfast and then it was back to the busyness of life. Deep down I
always knew something wasn’t right, but I never wanted to address
it. For years I was in youth groups and part of the church in some
shape or form. I was even part of my church’s music ministry when I
was in junior high school, playing the bass guitar. This all began to
change as soon as I started high school.
As high school came around my interests and priorities started to
change. I was always serious about playing soccer and that was my
priority. But after starting at a new school and meeting new people, I
became involved with a group of people whose interests were
different than mine, and I started smoking marijuana and partying. It
began as an occasional thing but then slowly started to dominate my
life. I would live like a demon throughout the week and weekends
only to show up to church on Sunday mornings to try to clear my
conscience from what I knew was clearly wrong. Simultaneously, I
did not care enough to stop. From high school until the day I got
saved, smoking weed was my life and I couldn’t cope or function
without it. My biggest fear every night was whether I had enough
marijuana to fall asleep, but I always managed to find a way to get
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what I needed. If I was traveling somewhere, I would mail enough
weed to my destination so that when I arrived, I would be able to
smoke. It was without a doubt my biggest priority and my idol.
Through all of this I would still show up occasionally to church on
Sundays. I would leave immediately after the service and meet up
with my friends to get high again. I remember making many vows in
my head to God during church services that I would stop smoking
marijuana, but sin had such a stronghold on me that my vow would
most times last about thirty minutes. This went on for almost eight
years, through college and into my professional career.
After I finished college, I started to work for my dad’s financial
planning company in Southern California. During this time I met a
girl who I started dating, and our relationship quickly became serious.
Suddenly my priorities changed again; smoking weed was something I
tried to hide because she, too, claimed to be a Christian, and I didn’t
want my marijuana habit to affect our relationship. For some reason,
fornication was permitted in her mind, but smoking and drinking
were not. I was dishonest as to how often I was smoking weed, and I
would justify my “occasional” marijuana smoking sessions by telling
her that it was just a fun, social thing. Still, every day I would find
time to step away and smoke as I needed to, and then I would cover
it up by using eye drops and mouthwash so that she never knew I
was high.
Losing an Idol
This immoral relationship carried on for about seven months. During
this time, she was the god of my life in every single aspect.
Everything I did was for her, and I lived to please her. I was able to
slow down with my drug usage, but I would hide it and do it on the
days and nights when I did not see her. This went on for months,
and I thought that my life was amazing. I was dating a girl that I
thought I really liked, and I had everything I needed in life. I did not
want anything to change and had it been up to me, nothing in my life
would have changed.
But God had other plans. Suddenly one night I got a phone call
from my girlfriend, and she said we needed to talk about something
very serious. She came over and broke up with me. Within hours
everything in my life changed. That night my life had no meaning and
I had nothing to live for. I was completely empty and was left
confused and broken. I had given my entire life to pleasing and
2
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serving her and suddenly she was gone, and I did not want her to be
gone. That night things started to spiral out of control. The moment
she left I drove to the grocery store to purchase some alcohol, and
immediately thereafter I pulled out all the marijuana I had been
hiding in my small little apartment so I could begin to drift away
from all thought and memory of what had just happened. I suddenly
couldn’t stand to do anything, because almost everything in some
way reminded me of her. But now she was gone, and I was left
broken.
When I showed up for work the next day, I was a wreck. In God’s
perfect providence, my dad was my boss, and he sent me home and
told me to take as much time as I needed to get my head and
emotions to a better place. He could see that I was not myself. I
could barely function or even get through a conversation. For about
two weeks I could do nothing but smoke, take pills and hide myself
away in my apartment, encountering only the occasional friend
stopping by briefly to see how I was doing. All the while I hoped
deep down that my former girlfriend would call or text me to say she
had made a mistake and that we could continue our relationship. This
hope of her returning slowly disappeared as I realized that what I
loved so dearly was gone and that she was never coming back. I still
was not able to cope with life without abusing substances to suppress
my thoughts.
A Turning Point
Nothing changed until one day something made me open a Bible
commentary that my mother had given me a few months earlier. At
the time I received it I had no interest in reading it. One day I opened
to a section dealing with the book of Revelation and decided I would
start reading about the “end times.” I had always been fascinated with
Revelation, so I decided to start there because I wanted to know
about what happens at the end of history. Instantly, I was drawn into
the other sections as well—I would smoke and read for hours on end
trying to learn everything the book had to say. I was driven mostly by
pride—I wanted to store up biblical knowledge. But at the same time,
I found comfort in everything I read. This carried on for about three
weeks and slowly everything that the Bible said started to come
alive. As I read the commentary, it referred me back to different
books within the Bible. I started to realize that this was not an
ordinary book. It was truly not just a book written by men. The Bible
3
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was a book given to men by God. Everything I read was perfect from
start to finish. It flowed perfectly and everything started to make
sense.
Around this time, I reconnected with an old neighbor who lived in
the apartment above me. I used to get high with him. As we talked, I
found out that he was very interested in the end times as well. He and
I started to try to learn about eschatology by watching YouTube
videos together. After a while, I started to become weary of the
videos. I was quite interested in the video content, but I knew that I
had to compare what the videos taught to what the Bible taught. In
fact, I wanted to learn everything about the Bible. I think a lot of my
desire was driven by pride, but I also know that God was enabling
me to study and understand the Bible. Praise God for His grace
towards me, because not everyone who obsesses about the end times
enjoys a positive result. I learned this months after my friend and I
parted ways; he became so paranoid from the drugs and the online
end times videos we had watched together that he eventually went
crazy—to the point of believing that God would take control of his
steering wheel on the freeway while he was going 80 miles per hour,
which resulted in a crash. By God’s grace, my neighbor didn’t die in
the crash. He moved back to his home state of North Carolina and
checked himself into a rehab center for help.
My Bible reading was good and bad. It was good because I started
to enjoy reading and learning about the Bible. It was bad because I
was reading the Bible as a hypocrite. On one hand, I started to learn
what God demanded of me. On the other hand, I was living in
outright sin. I knew that I was living in hypocrisy and my conscience
started to bother me. Deep down, I knew that I had to give up my
idol of smoking marijuana, and that terrified me. I had not been able
to cope with life for almost eight years without smoking multiple
times a day and then every night before bed. I just wasn’t sure if I
could give up smoking.
I started to read more and more about Jesus, His death and His
resurrection, but I still did not fully understand what happened at the
cross. Growing up, I had always claimed to believe in Jesus Christ,
and I was familiar with phrases like “trust in Jesus.” This familiarity
almost made it harder to understand what it truly meant to believe in
Jesus. As I was grappling with these truths, I did everything I could
to try to clean up my life. But I still could not get away from smoking
4
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weed. Deep down, all the good deeds I tried to do never felt like they
were enough to cover my sin. I still did not understand what it meant
when the Bible says that a person is saved by faith alone. I tried so
hard to change my external actions, but everything in my heart and
thoughts kept bringing me right back to all my prior sins.
God’s Moving Hand
After about two months of this, an old family friend invited me to a
Wednesday morning Christian men’s gathering. The gathering had
been happening for years. It was an hour-long meeting where there
was some singing, followed by a short sermon by a pastor named
Pete. The day I stumbled in, the pastor was teaching on being a true
follower of Christ. He went on and on about how if we claim to
follow Jesus Christ—if we claim that He is our Lord—we cannot sit
on the fence and have one foot in the world and another with Jesus.
All this was good, and I agreed with what I had heard, but every time
I previously had made a vow to turn from my sin I would stumble
right back into it, so I just thought maybe this was the struggle of the
Christian life.
Towards the end of the sermon, Pastor Pete asked us to turn in
our Bibles to Matthew 7:21-23, where Jesus says,
Not everyone who says to Me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter the
kingdom of heaven, but he who does the will of My Father
who is in heaven will enter. Many will say to Me on that day,
‘Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy in Your name, and in
Your name cast out demons, and in Your name perform
many miracles?’ And then I will declare to them, ‘I never
knew you; depart from Me, you who practice lawlessness.’
As soon as he spoke these words, it was as if God was speaking
directly to me through His Word. I slumped down in my seat and felt
the weight of this passage, realizing that this passage defined me. I
was someone who would die and stand before Jesus and say, “Look,
I did these things for You,” even though I never truly trusted in
Christ. I was the one who claimed to be a Christian but never obeyed
Jesus. I was so convicted of my hypocrisy that I started to think and
pray in my seat. I knew what I had to do, but I still wasn’t sure if I
could truly do it. I went back home after the meeting and closed the
door to my room and for the first time ever I got down on my knees
5
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and truly cried out to God. I begged God for His mercy and His
grace. I confessed that I couldn’t give up my idols without His help,
and that I wanted so desperately to be freed of their power over me. I
was terrified, fully aware of my sin, and yet somewhere amidst my cry
for help God answered. It was as if right then and there the burden
was lifted off my shoulders.
I took everything that was dear to me, all my marijuana and
paraphernalia, went to the trash and threw it all away. I remember my
roommate at the time watching me throw everything away and then
asked me how long of a break from smoking I would be taking. I was
scared, but with some resolve as well as hesitation in my voice I told
him, “Forever!” to which he laughed because he did not believe me.
There were times in my life I would stop smoking weed for three or
four days because, at that point in a consistent smoking cycle, it’s
difficult or even impossible to become high anymore. During those
days, I would typically take pills or drink alcohol to help me get
through the withdrawals. I habitually did this all so that when I
smoked again, I would get the feeling I was chasing after. After he
laughed, he instantly went into the dumpster that I had thrown
everything into, searched for everything that was mine and took it for
himself. I made it through that first night without smoking marijuana,
and I remember waking up feeling like I had been freed from my
bondage. I felt as though I had truly been set free from what had
been such a huge part of my life for so many years.
Church Hunting and Divine Providence
During the next couple weeks, I was in a desperate search for a
church that wanted to study and talk about God’s Word. I stumbled
into many churches and met many people that sat in the pews, but as
soon as the sermon finished, they quickly turned their conversation
to anything and everything other than Christ and what He was doing
in their lives. I even remember meeting younger people at churches
who were just like I was before I got saved. I would ask them if they
were interested in doing a Bible study or just talking about God’s
Word, but my inquiry was met only with rejection. For these folks,
once the sermon was over it was on with life—a life that Christ did
not really seem a part of. I became increasingly frustrated at the many
churches that had little to no interest in what the Bible had to say. I
remember studying and looking in the Bible for answers to the tough
6
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questions I was asking, but no one was able to help me with my
search.
One day, I finally attended a community church in Irvine,
California. Praise God for His providence that drove me to visit this
church! This was the first time I had heard expository preaching. The
pastor just taught what the Bible said, line by line and word by word!
It was incredibly refreshing. It is a sad indictment against so many
“preachers” who try to use their own wisdom to teach instead of the
perfect Word of God! Nevertheless, I was thankful for finding this
church that became my home for several years. I was learning so
much, but I still was a little bit confused about the gospel. I wrestled
with my thoughts about works righteousness until one night, after a
Bible study, my friends and I went out to dinner. A dear friend I had
met named Tito was in conversation with someone else, but I was
listening in to what he was saying. He was talking about Isaiah 64:
For all of us have become like one who is unclean, And all
our righteous deeds are like a filthy garment; And all of us
wither like a leaf, And our iniquities, like the wind, take us
away. There is no one who calls on Your name, Who
arouses himself to take hold of You; For You have hidden
Your face from us And have delivered us into the power of
our iniquities (Isa 64:6-7).
I had never fully understood the fullness of my wickedness. And at
that moment, I realized that all the works I had ever done would
amount to nothing in the eyes of a perfectly holy God. I realized the
amazing truth that justification before God occurred only through and
because of the blood of Christ that was shed on behalf of sinners like
me. I also finally understood that I would stand before God on the
day that He calls me home, and that my only plea will be, “God, be
merciful to me, and see Christ in me as I have nothing but sin and
filthy rags to offer.” Understanding these truths changed everything.
Since 2012, I have never stumbled back into smoking marijuana.
Praise God for freeing me from the sin that controlled my life for so
many years! All the Glory be to Christ who saved me.
For we also once were foolish ourselves, disobedient,
deceived, enslaved to various lusts and pleasures, spending
our life in malice and envy, hateful, hating one another. But
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when the kindness of God our Savior and His love for
mankind appeared, He saved us, not on the basis of deeds
which we have done in righteousness, but according to His
mercy, by the washing of regeneration and renewing by the
Holy Spirit, whom He poured out upon us richly through
Jesus Christ our Savior, so that being justified by His grace
we would be made heirs according to the hope of eternal
life (Titus 3:3-7).
Nevertheless, I still stumble greatly, and I am so thankful for the
grace of God that sustains me. And I frequently find myself echoing
the old classic Hymn that says, “He will Hold Me Fast.”
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2
The Greatest Treasure
Or do you presume on the riches of his kindness and forbearance and patience, not
knowing that God's kindness is meant to lead you to repentance?
(Romans 2:4, ESV)

Mom and Dad
My parents emigrated from China to pursue the American dream.
They decided my mom should stay home to raise me (and later, my
two younger siblings) while my dad shouldered the burden of being
the sole breadwinner for the family—even if it meant working
multiple jobs.
One parent working in the San Francisco Bay Area of Northern
California to support a family of five was no easy task. My dad often
worked late hours. Simultaneously, my mom was constantly
challenged by her children’s lack of appreciation for her role as
homemaker and by non-family members’ scoffing about her having
the “easy life” because she didn’t have to work. Nonetheless, my
parents still managed to ensure that we always had enough food to
eat and clothing to wear, and that we had a roof over our heads. We
didn’t get all the extravagances that our friends or cousins had, but
we did have a fair amount of family vacations filled with laughter
throughout our childhood.
The obstacles my parents faced—whether emotional or
physical—fueled them to push my siblings and me to work hard in
school. They had high expectations for us academically to become
doctors or lawyers so we could live the promised “good life”
advertised as the “American Dream.” In addition, they wanted us to
remember our roots, so we were instructed to only speak in their
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native tongue at home. We unsurprisingly grew up surrounded by the
cultural beliefs of my parents’ motherland, which were highly
superstitious and heavily influenced by Confucianism and Buddhism.
We grew up loosely Buddhist and would go to Buddhist monasteries
to pray to various man-made gods in pursuit of good health and
success in school or work.
Growing Up
I grew up with my nose stuck in magic novels and headphones on my
ears as far back as I can remember. Books were my favorite escape
from reality because they were a great way to travel, any time I
wanted, to fantastical lands filled with magic and talking animals
without violating my parents’ desire for us to return home
immediately after school. Throughout my childhood I was very
introverted, being more interested in books than people, but I still
had a handful of good friends. I did well in school to appease my
parents and had a bright future ahead of me. Everything seemed to
be going well in my life: I was a smart kid; I aced core classes in one
of the best public high schools in the state; and I was liked by my
teachers.
Nonetheless, my high school years teemed with teenage angst. I
didn’t understand how my parents showed their love for me. Instead
of appreciating their respective sacrifices to make sure that my
siblings and I had no worries for food or shelter, I felt that my
parents were too controlling and overprotective. Their cultural
upbringing had not included hugs, kisses, talking about emotions, or
saying things like “I love you”—the typical expressions of family love
shown in American movies. Feelings of jealousy flared when my
siblings (who didn’t ace all their classes) seemed to get whatever they
wanted, whereas I always had to fight for even the smallest gift or
freedom.
I felt that my parents didn’t understand me at all, and I often
daydreamed about my future family, which according to my vision
would have a very different atmosphere than what I had experienced
in my childhood. Deep down, I longed to have my own family, filled
with warmth and love, but I was only a teenager; I was far too young
to start thinking about these things.
Although I had decided to not worry about popularity since
middle school, I still yearned for quality relationships. I had a handful
of close friends whom I saw as “family.” I shared joy, laughter,
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sorrow, and everything in between with them. But over time, each of
these close friends would let me down.
As I faced one disappointment after another in my various
relationships (family, friends, and crushes), I started to close myself
off to others, to not care what others thought or felt about me, and
to believe that it was fine to live my life however I wanted. I had a
reputation for being mean to people that was well-known, and for
being protective only of the ones I truly cared for. I did whatever I
wanted (within the limits set by my parents), took unnecessary risks
to run away from life’s troubles, and tried to find solace by drowning
my sorrows and anger in emo (a form of emotional rock/punk)
music.
First Brush with Death
One of my quests for deeper family life led to a closer friendship with
one of my friends whose dad had passed away suddenly while we
were in high school. I had known her since elementary school. She
was always soft-spoken and kind, and her smiles were always filled
with warmth and joy—until her father’s death happened. I wanted to
bring back her happy smiles and comfort her however I could, but I
really wasn’t sure how to do that. What do you do when a high
school friend—a teenager just like you—loses her father? What I did
was talk to her more and spend more time with her. She was raised in
a Christian household and loved the Lord. I enjoyed the time we
spent together, so when she invited me to Agape, a Christian club
that met after school, I didn’t hesitate to go with her.
That was where I met a Christian guy who was funny and
musically talented. He seemed so much more mature than all the
other boys I knew, and he didn’t seem to be interested in anyone else
at the time. I was intrigued and thought that we might like each other
if only we could spend more time together. I started attending the
club with my mind set on him rather than Jesus Christ, whom this
boy proclaimed to follow. To this day, because of my misguided
intentions, I only have vague memories of singing worship songs
about Jesus with the other club members, all of whom were very nice
and likeable. I also remember a story about seeds (the Parable of the
Sower, see Mark 4:3-9; Matt 13:18-23). I had started reading the
Bible—from the very beginning with Genesis—but I soon lost
interest when I reached Noah’s genealogy (Gen 10). When my
parents found the Bible that I had kept well-hidden at home, a big
11
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fight ensued, after which I decided to stop going to the Christian
club. This decision was also easier because I had no interest in
continuing my affections for the Christian guy who had at this point
started showing interest in another girl.
Throughout the year, I had seen my friend who had lost her father
slowly return to her cheerful self. So, when I decided to stop visiting
the Christian club, I gradually faded out of her life as well. We were
still good friends, but we didn’t spend as much time together
anymore and eventually became more distant, especially when we
decided to attend different colleges.
Taste of Freedom
When I had received my college acceptance letters, I was quick to
pick the closest university that had a “passable” reputation but was
far enough away that I wouldn’t be able to live at home and commute
to school. I felt suffocated by my parents’ overprotectiveness and
needed to escape from the house. Most of my friends had a curfew,
but my siblings and I were expected to return home immediately after
school; the only “out” was to join after-school clubs “for the college
application.”
I believed that it would have been impossible for me to continue
living at home without bickering with my mom every day, so I just
said that the university had a better reputation than the local state
university. My mom had initially protested my selection, saying that I
could attend the state university and live at home, but my dad gave
me his blessing, so I left home. I reveled in and eventually abused the
newfound freedom that college life provided. Freshman year was
heaven to me—I could do whatever I wanted. I stayed out with
friends playing games, eating, and watching movies until dawn. I
joined a co-ed community service-based fraternity and quickly made a
lot of new friends. I did my fair share of partying as alcohol proved
both fun and social. I knew the risk of underage drinking (and
drinking too much), so I was careful to only drink with close friends
at house parties, but I still spent quite a bit of quality time with the
toilet.
However, one incident that almost ended with my parents finding
out about my drinking brought that habit to an end until I turned
twenty-one. As a result, I slowly stopped hanging out with the friends
who were heavy drinkers, with my excuse being that I was busy with
school.
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I had become more distant from my dorm roommates over the
year because I had chosen to go to parties and drink. At the end of
freshman year, after they each announced that they would move in
with family for the next year, I was left to seek housing on my own.
Unbeknownst to me, God had a lively, wholesome, refreshing
housing arrangement in store for me. A very kind Christian girl I met
on my first day in the dorms had been in one of my classes. She was
a year older than me and had helped incoming freshmen move into
the dorms. When she heard about my housing dilemma for the
upcoming year, she introduced me to some friends of hers who were
looking for a female roommate.
As a result, for the next two years I lived in a townhouse with
seven other girls (mostly Christian), and amazingly we rarely had any
conflict. The girls were nice, and I loved my time with them. They
might have asked once or twice if I was interested in joining them for
Bible study, but they didn’t push me when I politely declined their
invite, and they would still include me in other house activities. At the
time, I characterized all Christians as “being nice,” which was
something that I wasn’t accustomed to. Although I enjoyed their
company and friendships, I decided that I couldn’t possibly be nice
like them, so I didn’t bother getting to know more about their faith
or their church events.
I proudly graduated college in four years as a double major with a
Bachelor of Science and a Bachelor of Arts. Although I had veered
from my parents’ plan of medical school, I stayed at the university
and worked as a scientific researcher after finding lab life to be way
more fun than the sterile white doctor gowns typically advertised on
television. Initially, my parents were upset that I had found (and
accepted) a job at the university without even consulting them; I had
balked at the necessity of letting them decide my career path.
Nonetheless, the potential of a master’s degree in later years (after
some practical experience in the lab) satisfied my parents enough so
that they did not take issue with me continuing to maintain my
independence and live away from home.
Staying at the university meant that I could still be in the same
place as my boyfriend, around whom I foolishly started to build my
life. After many highs and lows over two years, we broke up. I had
hoped that he would be a part of my family, despite my parents’
disapproval, so the heart-wrenching and mind-shattering breakup
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devastated me. But the breakup also pushed me to better protect my
heart and pursue more self-improvement.
Two years after the breakup, I had become very close friends with
my ex, who was my “best friend” again. Ironically, he was the one
who helped me push through a subsequent, brief but extremely
foolish office romance that turned south and ended with me feeling
unable to trust myself or my feelings. With this final straw—and the
fact that my parents were getting older and could use more help
around the house—I decided to move back with my parents. They
were elated but didn’t know the agonizing moments that led up to my
decision to move back home.
The first job I found in the area was at a biotech company where
one of my workmates was a close friend of one of my cousins, and
both women were Christians. Thanks to these two, I started to find
new friendships at weekly after-work badminton sessions. I also
established many new roots of friendships at work. Life started
picking up again for me.
The Christian Death
When a Christian friend’s parent died, I sat at the memorial service
listening to the eulogy in surprise. They shared the life of the
deceased but also said that they were joyful because they knew that
the deceased has been received by Jesus. What did that mean? What
happened after death? Why were they happy? Aren’t people usually
sad when those that they love leave them? I had avoided thinking
about what happens after death because I didn’t know what to
believe—there were too many religious people who would give
different answers; besides, the worst part of death was always the
grief present in the people who were left behind.
I asked my coworker and my cousin—the Christians I was close
to—what Christians believed happened when a person dies. They
shared the gospel with me and told me that those who believed and
repented would have life again after dying, and that they would live in
heaven for all of eternity. They explained that a believer’s death,
while sad, is also a joyous occasion because the believer now could
live with their beloved savior, Jesus Christ.
Then they asked if I would be interested in attending a “Who Is
Jesus?” seminar taking place in a few weeks’ time. They told me that
someone from their church would be talking about Jesus and
answering any questions the audience had. I attended the seminar and
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surprisingly enough felt compelled to defend Christ along with the
preacher when one of the attendees emotionally demanded to know
why bad things happened, although my answer “to help us improve
and become better versions of ourselves” was far different than what
the preacher had responded with. He, instead, answered that we live
in a fallen world subject to the curse of sin, yet God can still use the
bad things for His good (Rom 8:28).
The seminar drove me to ask my coworker and cousin more
questions. They advised that I read the book of John if I really
wanted to know more; so I downloaded the Bible app that they had
recommended and started reading. They welcomed any questions
that I had—even when I wasn’t sure how to phrase the questions.
The book of John—like the other three Gospel books—was not
difficult to read and was a fast read for an avid reader like myself.
After quickly devouring the book of John, I asked what else I should
read. They said to continue to the book of Acts. This exchange went
back and forth over the summer months with me reading but not
truly understanding what I was reading. Although they had invited
me to a Bible study a couple of times, I had declined, thinking that I
would be able to find the answers that I wanted from reading on my
own. I wanted to learn about Christianity seriously, without being
pulled in for the wrong reasons again, so I diligently and quickly read
everything “assigned” to me.
As that summer ended, my coworker mentioned that their young
adults’ ministry pastor would be starting their Bible study from the
very beginning (Genesis) and would be discussing Creation as well as
multiple other “biblical topic” studies. My cousin asked if I would be
interested in attending. My curiosity got the best of me, so I agreed to
go.
God had provided a host home for the Bible study, with attendees
that consisted of a mixture of college students and young
professionals in the area—about thirty people in all. I felt very
welcome with the warm greetings from both the hosting family as
well as the young adults in the house. The only sense of awkwardness
I felt was when everyone started singing worship songs in praise of
our loving God,and that was mostly because I wasn’t sure if I should
sing along with the lyrics on the screen or just stay silent. The Bible
study teacher was the church’s young adults’ ministry pastor. He had
warmly greeted me immediately when I entered the house. I was
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surprised that he had remembered me even though we had only met
briefly once before.
I had studiously taken notes in the lesson very much like a college
student would at any lecture. Although the pastor had answered a few
questions that I had, I still had many more questions. So when he
ended the lecture on a huge cliffhanger with “...and we will discuss
this in our Bible study next week,” my intellectual curiosity fueled my
desire to return for an otherwise unintended second session. This
process repeated itself several times over the next couple of months
until I was going to Bible study as part of my (desired) weekly
routine. After picking up the melodies to the worship songs that were
becoming more familiar, I even started singing songs to praise Jesus
for His work on the cross, even though at the time I didn’t fully
understand the true meaning of what I was singing.
I still had many unanswered questions, so in addition to attending
the weekly Bible study, I continued reading the Bible based on my
coworker and cousin’s suggestions. I also met with them for lunch
every other week to talk through my questions and, later, to work on
the Fundamentals of Faith workbook produced by Grace Community
Church in Sun Valley, California. Over the span of about three
months, I had gone from mildly, superficially curious to actively
immersing myself in the Bible and its teachings and wanting to learn
and read more. Some of the lessons made more sense than others,
but I was convinced that I just needed more information to better
understand everything else that didn’t make sense. I was even
interested in checking out church to see if that would help unveil any
of the mysteries that were still hidden from me. Everything was
moving along at a good, steady pace in this journey in search of truth
and understanding, until a family emergency intruded and threatened
everything that I had been learning.
Death and Hell, Revisited
My maternal grandpa had fallen and was in the hospital. He lived in
St. Louis, Missouri. The doctors and nurses warned my aunts that
they should be prepared for the worst-case scenario because falls
were extremely dangerous for the elderly. The initial news shocked
everyone, but as they debated what to do, I offered to accompany my
mom and help communicate with the doctors, as English was not the
native language for family members of my parents’ generation. We
purchased the plane tickets to leave in three days. In that time span,
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my grandpa went from conscious and in pain to unconscious and still
in pain. The doctors didn’t think he would wake up again and kept
insisting that his immediate family members should come to the
hospital and make the call to remove life support.
I didn’t know any of my grandparents very well. They lived with
other relatives and only visited us occasionally when we were very
young. While we were kids, my parents encouraged us to call our
grandparents to wish them a happy birthday or happy holiday out of
respect, and my parents expected us to thank any relative from whom
we received gifts either by phone or mail. As we got older, the calls to
our grandparents and relatives became part family tradition and part
reminder of the warmth of family.
That year, when I called my grandpa to wish him a happy
birthday, he had already been in a coma-like state for over a day. One
of my aunts put me on speakerphone after saying in the middle of
sobs that even if he couldn’t respond, he should still be able to hear
us. I wished him a happy birthday and felt both gloomy and guilty
inside. Sure, the sadness was expected—who would be happy when
one of their relatives is on their deathbed in the hospital, especially
on his birthday? But why did I have the feeling of guilt?
First, because I knew what was waiting beyond this life for anyone
who was unsaved. Everyone said that my grandpa was in a lot of
pain—even in his comatose state—but what was waiting for him was
worse than anything he was currently experiencing.
Second, because I was in the unique situation of having been
given the information necessary to avoid living eternal life after death
in that miserable place known as hell.
Third, because believers had shared the gospel with me, and
because I didn’t think (and still don’t know if) anyone had ever
shared the gospel with my grandpa while he was alive. Everyone on
my maternal side of the family claims Buddhism, agnosticism, or
atheism, so they all felt that death would “release” him from his
current state of suffering.
And, finally, because I felt that I shouldn’t have the opportunity of
being saved when I have committed so many sins, when my dying
grandpa who was clearly running out of time had the more urgent
need of being saved yet wasn’t given the same opportunity.
I mean, I know that God’s invisible attributes have been revealed
in the things He made since Creation, so technically everyone has had
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the opportunity to recognize His existence (Rom 1:20), but wasn’t
there a way to give my grandpa another chance? Couldn’t God
extend my grandpa’s time on this earth so that he could also hear the
gospel that he desperately needed? Maybe God would be okay with
saving my grandpa instead of saving me? I struggled with these
thoughts more and more as time passed, especially when the doctors
said that my grandpa wouldn’t be waking up from his comatose state.
The doctors said that my grandpa was in severe pain despite all
the pain medications they were administering to him and that his
organs were slowly shutting down, one at a time. The doctors weren’t
willing to operate on him because of his age, medical history, and
frailty; they couldn’t do CPR on him (if it was needed during surgery)
because the intense bursts of force applied to his chest would likely
crush his ribs and damage his heart further, thus killing him.
By the time my mom and I were on the plane ride to visit my
grandpa, I experienced an accelerated five stages of grief timeline
(denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance) where I had to
deal with my grandfather’s impending death. But I was fortunate
because I was able to deal with these intense emotions all in prayer to
a loving God who was patiently and sympathetically listening to all of
my struggles. I was angry that my grandpa was in such a grim, dire
situation when he had been so happy and healthy less than a week
prior. I wanted to ask God to not send my grandpa to hell despite
not knowing Him. I wanted to ask God to set him aside as an
exception. I wanted to ask God to save my grandpa instead of
me...but I couldn’t.
I tried looking up verses in the Bible to see how I should be
dealing with death, but everything I found told me how a believer’s
death was filled with hope and joy as the believer would be welcomed
by Jesus. But what about the unbeliever? How did a believer deal
with an unbeliever’s death? How would a believer talk to unbelievers
about an unbeliever’s death—especially after the death had just
occurred? Overwhelmed by all these questions swirling in my head
and feeling completely powerless in my situation, all I could do was
pray fervently to God who is the all-powerful, ever-present One who
could make miracles happen. When I finally accepted that my
grandpa’s life was drawing to its end, I prayed that God would grant
me the strength to overcome the present and to be as helpful and
comforting as I could when the inevitable happened.
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My mom and I went straight to the hospital from the airport.
While I had a rational understanding of my grandpa’s serious
condition, I wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted me from the
hospital bed. Over the years, my grandfather’s hair had whitened, and
his skin had developed more wrinkles, but he still had retained his
energy, at least until my most recent brief phone conversations with
him when he would say that he felt tired and weak. The old man in
the hospital bed was pale, the skin on his face seemed uncomfortably
stretched, his skinny hands had more wrinkles than ever, and he had
IV lines along with other hospital equipment attached to various
parts of his body. Seeing my mom and her sisters teary-eyed also
made my heart ache for the family members who would soon grieve
over his death.
My mom and I offered to stay overnight at the hospital. I knew I
had a long night ahead of me. After I had convinced my mom to
sleep on the couch at 4 a.m., I sat in the chair next to my grandpa’s
bed with too many thoughts and feelings. I still remember holding his
frail hand while praying for strength as the reality of the situation
crashed in. Despair tore at my heart as the sinking feeling that he
wouldn’t wake up anymore grew with every passing moment.
Two days later, at a little past 6:30 a.m. the next morning, an aunt
awakened my mom and me and told us between heavy sobs that my
grandpa had just passed away. I vaguely remember feeling numb
inside. Once the initial shock passed, we quickly changed and went to
the hospital. My grandma was in a chair next to my grandpa, while
my aunts were standing around the bed. I suddenly felt very distant
from the scene in front of me. I couldn’t offer anyone any comfort
any more than I could revive my grandpa. How could I tell the crying
sisters during their grieving that they were wrong about my grandpa
being free of suffering? I knew where he was if he did not call Jesus
his Savior and Lord; he was suffering even more than when he was in
the hospital and he was not in a better place. I also wanted to stop
the recording one of the sisters kept playing on repeat; according to
her, the Buddhist chant would help the soul find rest. What a lie.
What a big fat lie! I was angry that she could think that there is rest in
death in any way other than in Christ.
Despite everything that I was witnessing and feeling, I never
blamed God, nor did I think that He was cruel for taking my grandpa
away. Instead, I asked Him for more strength in comforting everyone
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else who was grieving. I thanked Him for providing me the
opportunity to see my grandpa one last time, even though he was
unconscious the entire time. I prayed for even more strength for the
upcoming days.
In the days leading up to the funeral, I helped put together the
paperwork that was necessary and otherwise set everything up. I
cared for the grieving sisters and my grandma as best as I could in
between handling these tasks. It was a busy time, but I was
strengthened by God. I thought that I was still in a state of shock and
that I would be overwhelmed by feelings of grief when the funeral
itself was over—or during the service—but the tears of mourning
over my grandpa that I expected never came.
Guilty Before the Cross
During the next month while my grandma lived in our home, I tried
to cheer her up as best as I could, while at the same time I felt myself
withdrawing from God. I didn’t want to visit church anymore. I
didn’t want to return to the young adults’ Bible study that I had been
attending, which was on a month-long break. I didn’t even want to
go out with friends. I read the Bible less frequently and didn’t really
feel the desire to read more.
But God had other plans for me. He continued His magnificent
plan to save me through my co-worker and cousin, both of whom
continued reaching out to me. God also brought other Christian
friends that I had met over the past year into my presence to give me
comfort, warmth, and light at the times when I wanted to hide and be
alone. They cheered me up, laughed with me, and shared in my
sorrows. They gave me a brief glimpse of Christ and His love for all
of mankind. Most importantly, they encouraged me so much that I
wanted to learn more about Christ and go back to Bible study.
For the next couple of months, I resumed my weekly attendance
at the young adults’ Bible study and likewise resumed my personal
reading of the Bible. I also continued meeting with my co-worker and
cousin to work through additional questions that I had along with
completing the additional sections of the Fundamentals of Faith
workbook.
A month into this routine, I decided that I wanted to visit the
church that everyone at the young adults’ Bible study attended. My
first day at church was most memorable because the pastor who was
preaching at the main service taught Scripture very differently than
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the pastor I had become so accustomed to. The congregation had a
couple hundred people in attendance, from the youngest babies to
the oldest great-grandparents. There was a lot of diversity, and people
were clearly in different walks of life—from being single to newly
married, from having young families to having multi-generations of
family at church. It was very refreshing but also slightly intimidating
to see such a diverse group of people gather to learn about Jesus and
to worship Him.
Initially, I huddled up with the familiar faces from Bible study, but
I met more people during the one-minute “meet and greet” session
in every main service I attended. New friendships were formed, and it
became easier to explain to strangers at the church how long I had
been visiting and who had first brought me there. Despite not liking
large gatherings, I found the church to be endearing because of its
members. Soon, I also found the church’s pastors to be a good
source of solid biblical teaching; different pastors taught with their
own styles, but they always taught straight from the Word. Their
normal pattern was to read a few verses from the Bible and then
explain what the text meant in its given context.
Although I continued to learn more about Christ and His love for
me, I still felt guilty over my grandpa’s death. From what little I knew
about him, he didn’t seem to be a believer. Some Christians revealed
that they initially felt guilty for being the only one saved in their
family because they didn’t feel worthy of this gift. As I dug a bit
deeper within myself, I realized that I didn’t feel guilty because my
grandpa wasn’t saved before he died. I felt guilty because of my sins.
I had committed so many sins, yet I was being offered eternal
forgiveness if only I would believe in Christ and repent from my sins.
When I shared this with my co-worker, she told me that she
understood how I felt and then challenged me to think over my
response to the gospel message. “You have all the necessary pieces of
information to make an informed decision. You have more
information [than a lot of others who were saved]. Do you believe?”
I did have the “head” knowledge and by now could recite the
necessary pieces of the good news that is the gospel:
•

All humans are sinners (no human can live a perfect,
blameless life) and deserve death (the required payment
for sin).
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•
•
•

Jesus is both 100% God and 100% man.
While He was on Earth, Jesus lived a perfect, sinless life.
Jesus died on the cross to pay the penalty for the sins of
believers; Jesus was buried and rose on the third day—a
sign that God accepted His substitutionary death on the
cross for believers’ sins (1 Cor 15:3-4).

I believed all these things and was even willing to ask God for
forgiveness of my sins despite still having many unanswered
questions. But I realized that I wasn’t ready to let go of my deepest
desire: I wanted to get married and have my own family. Would I be
okay if God’s plan didn’t include these things for me? Was I able to
prioritize Him over all else, including husband and children?
Salvation
After attending church for a month, something clicked inside me. It
was the end of the workday, and I was updating my lab notebook. As
I studiously penned the latest experiment and its results, a smile
spread on my face, and I stopped writing. “You know what?” I
thought to myself. “If God’s plan doesn’t include a husband (or
family) for me, I would be okay with it. In such a circumstance I
would still want to abide by His will and plan for me.” In that
moment, I felt lighter—the invisible burdens I carried seemed to
disappear (Matt 11:28-30). I didn’t need to know all the answers to
my questions; they didn’t really matter anymore. I felt giddy inside
and couldn’t wait to share this personal revelation with my co-worker
and cousin who had been faithfully guiding me in this long and
difficult journey.
A month later, I was baptized at what I considered my home
church. I boldly proclaimed my faith and desire to follow Christ
through my verbal testimony at my baptism and shared the story of
how I was saved at the age of 28—twelve long years after my first
encounter with God—with the 200-person audience. I am grateful to
have an omnipotent, omniscient God who not only knew this would
happen, but also faithfully and patiently worked things together so
that I would come to know Him.
It took over a decade and three encounters with death for me to
humbly bow the knee to our loving Creator and to want to break free
of my enslavement to sin. Although I may never have all of my
questions answered, I know that the God I know loves me. He loved
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me so much that He sent His Son to die on a cross so that I can live
(John 3:16). He has always and will always work things together for
the good of His children (Rom 8:28).
Since being saved, I have discovered a lot more about our Savior
Jesus Christ and myself. I have been born again, so I’m constantly
putting sin to death (Col 3:1-17; Eph 4:17-32). I have learned that
being saved does not mean that I will start to live a perfect, sin-free
life; in fact, I have discovered more sinful behavior in me than I had
been aware of for the entirety of my life prior to that. Though I have
made improvements in some areas, I know that I still have much to
learn and grow to become even more Christlike. I continue to pray
for my family as I strive to be a faithful witness to them. I have also
learned that God disciplines His children similarly to how a loving
father would discipline his children (Heb 12:3-11). Most of all, the
richest treasure is to have Christ in me. God knows everything that I
need and will give me what I need if I seek His kingdom and His
righteousness above all else (Matt 6:32-33).
Although life can be difficult at times, I know that my deepest joy
is not in the things of this world but in Christ. God has graciously
provided a wonderful church family to help me through the
challenges that I face as a newborn Christian. He has placed around
me many loving brothers and sisters in Christ—my warm, loving
family—whom I can count on to both encourage and exhort me in
the faith. God has gifted me with the older siblings that I had always
wanted. He has also blessed me richly with a godly husband who
strives for Christlikeness. I thank God for His unceasing grace and
love toward me.
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Divine Serendipity
Things which eye has not seen and ear has not heard, and which have not entered the
heart of man, all that God has prepared for those who love him.
(1 Corinthians 2:9, NASB)

Apart from God, I could imagine myself being a self-justified, selfreliant, outwardly-composed and yet inwardly-agonized person.
Constantly reaching for noble goals with neither eternal significance
nor meaning, apart from God I would eventually face the end of my
life as a confused and miserably dissatisfied individual, void of
heavenly peace and eternal hope. The Supreme Creator, the God of
this Universe, out of His mercy, grace, love and will, did not allow me
to ruin my life, but rescued me from my unworthiness. At fifteen
years old, I was saved by God’s grace, which I neither earned nor
deserved. After now having been a Christian for five decades, I still
marvel at how God saved me, forgave me and cleansed my sins by
the shed blood of Jesus, His Son, on the cross. God paved the way
for my salvation even before I was born.
My Guardian Angel
It all started with my mother. To me, among all women I have ever
met, she was the most amazing and beautiful lady, inside and out.
Barely four-feet-nine inches in stature, she was gentle, humble and
wise, yet vivacious and determined. Coming from a family of four—
two parents plus a younger brother—she grew up in a loving
environment as a daughter of a farming family in China. Her life was
normal and peaceful. Working hard at farming, taking care of her
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younger brother and helping her parents in whatever ways they
needed was how she grew up. Then World War II broke out, and her
life was changed forever.
As the Germans spread their conquest over much of Europe, the
Japanese aimed at conquering large parts of Asia. Eventually, Japan’s
invasion into China reached deep inland and toward the southern
portion of the country. Wherever the Japanese soldiers went, raiding,
destruction and occupation occurred, leaving a trail of tragedies for
the Chinese citizens. The farming community that my mother’s
family lived in was not exempt from these tragedies. At age twelve,
my mother witnessed many horrific deeds. One that she clearly
remembered was seeing a soldier throwing a baby up in the air and
then catching the baby with his long sword, killing the baby instantly.
Simultaneously, the soldier threw his body backward and laughed out
loud with satisfaction. That left a deep mark in my mother’s heart;
she realized how evil humans could be. Civilian casualties were
everywhere. Lives were destroyed and properties confiscated. Sadly,
my mother’s parents were in the casualty count. That was the first
heart-wrenching loss my mother experienced as an adolescent. My
mother and her brother became orphans. Running for their lives,
some villagers took them to hide in the hills. They would live to
survive the war.
In the process of rebuilding life, the villagers thought it would be
better for my mother and brother to be adopted into homes. A
willing family quickly adopted her brother. My mother, being a girl in
a patriarchal society, was not desirable for adoption. Instead, she was
sold to a rich family as a maid and was taken to live with them in
another part of China. As a young teenager, my mother, who had lost
her parents and was now permanently separated from her brother,
was totally alone in this post-war world, displaced to an unfamiliar
region of China. Yet, against all the difficulties she faced, my mother
thrived well in her master’s family by being herself and serving them
well. One day, a visit from a prominent friend of her master brought
about another change in her life.
This visitor recognized that he and my mother were from the
same province because they spoke the same Chinese dialect. He was
impressed by her as they interacted. Somehow the desire to “take
care of your own” entered his mind and heart. He bought my mother
from her master and brought her into his household as a servant.
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This new home had two grown sons; the older one was married.
Mother thrived again. The master treated her almost like a daughter.
He even allowed her to go to school. At that time in China, only the
privileged girls could get an education. So my mother attained the
equivalent of a fifth grade education. She was so thankful to her
master because later when she became a Christian, she was equipped
to read the Bible!
A few years passed. The older son’s wife gave birth to two baby
boys. Unfortunately, they did not survive babyhood. Their grandpa,
the master, was very sad. As his habit and Chinese belief directed
him, he consulted his spiritual mentor, a certain fortuneteller. He was
told to find a second wife who must be much younger in age, strong
and healthy, so that the two wives’ wombs would fight and thus
would give him robust grandchildren. He took the advice. Being very
fond of my mother, instead of matchmaking for a second wife, he
married my mother into the family. She became the concubine to my
father who was eighteen years her senior. In some ways the
fortuneteller was right. The two wives started giving births to a
combined number of thirteen kids. He was not correct in that two of
my mother’s baby boys also did not survive babyhood. Though my
mother’s status changed from servant to family, her life got harder.
The first wife did not treat her well. But mother bit her lip and
endured much humiliation and extra hard work for her and my
siblings to fair well.
For a period of time, the master’s wife, who was my grandmother,
was having weekly visits from a missionary woman from the United
States. Out of politeness, grandma would listen to her messages. But
she never responded to the gospel. In fact, she told my mother that
the American woman had nothing better to do and was strange in
leaving her homeland to talk about Jesus to strangers. However, the
name “Jesus” entered and was stored in the back of my mother’s
mind with a sense of curiosity.
After 1949, the Communist Party in China started to gain
momentum. On October 1, 1949, Chairman Mao proclaimed the
founding of the People’s Republic of China. The Nationalist Troops
for the Republic of China fled to Taiwan from mainland China.
China was thrown into chaos. Persecution started. My grandfather,
being a landowner, educated, and having worked for the former
Republic of China government, sensed that danger was closing in on
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the family. He urged his two sons to run away to preserve the family
clan. Together with my uncle’s family, my father took his two wives
and seven younger kids with them. Not knowing that this would be
their last moments in mainland China, they hurried south with
basically only the shirts on their backs. The older siblings were left
behind to take care of the grandparents. No one expected at that
moment that the separation would be permanent. Years later, news
came to us that all the properties were confiscated, the grandparents
passed away, and some siblings had been tortured to death. A couple
of the siblings did manage to escape and change their names, but they
were never heard from again.
The Unwelcomed One
The family landed in Hong Kong (a British colony then) and was
gathered into a refugee camp on the Island of Cheung Chau. During
that time, lots of missionary groups came to help with the refugees.
My mother heard the name of Jesus mentioned again as food, clothes
and necessities were handed out to the family. Remembering the first
encounter with Jesus’ name in China with grandma, mother now
knew that Jesus was a good name, full of love and compassion. She
asked the missionaries how she could learn more about this Jesus.
She was introduced to the Southern Baptist Church on the island.
She started attending the services, learned about a holy God sending
His sinless Son, Jesus, to die on the cross for the penalty of sin and
raising Him from the dead so that sinners (all human beings) could
receive forgiveness, be made right with God, become God’s children,
and have eternal life after earthly death if they repented and believed.
My mother repented of her sins and believed in her thirties. She was
the first one in the family to become a child of God.
Soon the family survived by getting manual jobs here and there.
This season was very difficult as the family struggled to settle and
build a life on the island. It was during this time that I was born as an
unwelcomed shock to the family. I was the youngest child and the
only one born with a British Colony birth certificate. My arrival
posted double inconvenience to the family.
First of all, no one wanted another mouth to feed. Secondly, no
one wanted my mother to be tied up with an infant when she was
much needed to tend to the whole family. As a baby, it was a blessing
that I was oblivious to how unwanted I was by the family, except my
mother. One day, Big Mom (the first wife) came home with an
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American couple. The three approached my mom who was holding
me in her arms. My mom quickly realized what was happening: Big
Mom had arranged to get rid of me by selling me to this couple. My
mother tightened her embrace of me and refused to let go. Seeing an
unyielding situation, the couple walked away. My mom was very livid
with Big Mom. Thankfully, the incident was never repeated. Years
later, when I got married to my American husband, my mom joked
about how I was destined for America, but not by man’s way—only
in God’s way and His timing.
My father was eventually noticed by Cheung Chau Island officials
for his intellectual abilities. Soon he was getting writing and
translating work from various sources. The family began to see some
light at the end of the tunnel. Other refugee families were also seeing
hope for a new future in different ways. Meanwhile, the streets of
Cheung Chau Island were filled with young children always running
wild. The authorities foresaw future problems as the children would
grow into teenagers. They quickly sprang into action to build a school
for educating the children. My father was invited to join the team
effort. He welcomed the opportunity also for the sake of his own
children. There was one problem for him, however: he had two
wives. Working as an educator, his marriage situation would pose a
bad role model for the youth. My father was told to get rid of one
wife. My mother, being the concubine, was brave and willing to leave
for the good of the next generation. She agreed to sever ties with the
family. Big Mom was to adopt my two older natural siblings, a
brother and a sister, but she would not adopt me since I was a needy
toddler. With some basic belongings, my mother left the safety net of
a Chinese family with me and ventured out into the unknown
patriarchal outside world as a single mom.
From that point on until I was an adult, I had probably seen my
father less than ten times. During one of those times, I asked him
why he was so cruel to let us go. He answered that if he let Big Mom
go, she would not have survived on her own, but he knew my mother
could. I took that as a big compliment for my mom, but his answer
only calmed a tiny bit of my anger towards him. Growing up with a
single mom, I had encountered so much prejudice and unfair
treatment in this patriarchal culture that resentment coupled with
inferiority began to build up in my heart. It took years after I became
a Christian to learn to forgive and let go of my anger and resentment
29

Divine Serendipity

towards my father. By then, I understood that everything that
happened to me was in God’s plan to draw me to Him, and He was
the best Father one could ever have! He healed me and made me
whole.
Over the years, I observed men being interested in my mother, for
she was still young and very beautiful. A couple of them even
proposed to her! She turned them all down and shared the gospel
with them instead! We learned that two of them later became
believers.
When I asked mom why she wouldn’t remarry to give us a better
life, she gave me three reasons. First, she was thankful to be married
to my father and therefore she would be faithful to the family name
until death. Second, she did not want any complication that might
arise for me in having a stepfather. And thirdly, she said that God
would take care of us no matter what. Her virtue and faith deeply
impacted my decision-making process later in life.
Alas! A Prodigal Girl?
As our main family started to blossom with my father becoming the
headmaster of the newly founded school, my mom and I settled into
an industrial area in Kowloon, in northern Hong Kong—far, far
away from them. We survived with mom working days and
sometimes nights in a manufacturing facility and living in a women’s
open dormitory nearby. I was mainly a street kid, running around
with other kids all day long until my mom came to look for me after
work. Seemingly, there was not much future to talk about for us. But
mom was right: God was working and providing for our future, even
when we were unaware. To start, mom found a church for us. The
lady who took care of the church facilities was very kind. She
committed herself to keeping an eye on me when mom was at work.
After gathering a few kids with similar circumstances, she harnessed
us and started teaching us writing, reading and math at the church
facility. I remembered how thrilled and proud I was the first time I
could tell time from the round clock at the church!
Shortly after, a new Anglican primary school was established in
the neighborhood. The school eventually opened an evening school
for street kids who could not afford regular tuition. My mom was
encouraged to enroll me. It sounded like a great opportunity for me
to get an education. But I was too wild at heart and could not sit still
in a classroom night after night. I was often openly rebuked and
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punished by the teacher. My first couple of report cards were awful. I
was last and second to last in class. I told my mother that the teacher
hated me and I was not going back. Mom calmly urged me to try one
more quarter before quitting and suggested that I pay attention in
class and do all my homework. I agreed to do all she asked in the
hope of proving my point that the teacher was the problem.
To my surprise, by the end of the quarter, I rose to become the
top student of the class! Suddenly, my eyes were opened, and I
started to like learning! Soon my teacher suggested that I should be
put into a full-time school. She even researched for us and found an
affiliated new school offering scholarships to attract able students.
She recommended me and I got accepted. We had to move away for
my new school. My brave mom uprooted us and found handiwork
that she could do from home so that she could monitor me closer as
I started my formal education at “primary four” (equivalent to 4th
grade).
The next few years were stable for us. I was basking in a very
nurturing environment with a mom who worked from home,
Christian teachers who invested much in me, and a loving church
with people who cared for us in many practical ways. Although
lacking in material supplies, we were rich emotionally and spiritually.
This blissful period lasted until I became an adolescent. I was familiar
with the gospel and the facts of salvation. I had heard most of the
stories in the Old Testament because my mother used them as
bedtime stories. Mother also practically used the Bible as a daily living
handbook. Between mom’s guidance and the teaching accumulated
from the church and my school, I received a solid foundation for
living a life built on scriptural truths. Yet, I took all that for granted
and did not treasure what I had.
When I started secondary school (equivalent to high school in the
United States), I got distracted by and attracted to my non-Christian
classmates in a Christian school. The way that they seemed to live so
freely fascinated me. I wanted their form of freedom! So, I declared
to my mom that I would like to explore other ways of living besides
the Christian way.
By faith, my mother let her precious daughter loose. I took off
without hesitation. Eagerly putting behind all my Christian
involvements, I ran around excitedly with my new friends to greater
adventures ahead. It was fun-filled and rewarding for a while. We
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became very close and I was able to observe what they desired and
aspired to be. They were targeting the best the world could offer
them so that they might live lives to the utmost fulfillment. They
were looking for great opportunities including a great education, great
jobs, great marriages, great children…and then what? A great death? I
asked myself: what was that for?
Although they already seemed to have much they desired and had
their futures apparently laid out, I noticed that most of them were
dissatisfied, unsettled and ungrateful with life. In fact, instead of
being free, they were entrapped in the circle of life. After two years
with them, I concluded that I didn’t want what they were pursuing. I
wanted more for my life. But what should I be seeking, and how
would I get there? What was life—and my life in particular—really
about? I had just turned fifteen, and, feeling lost, empty and
miserable, I consulted with my mother. She gently pointed me back
to church and hinted that the answers may be in the Bible.
The New Creation
Reluctantly, I dragged myself back to our church, but I thought I
would just be embarrassing myself. To my surprise, the Christian
friends I grew up with didn’t question my sudden disappearance at
all! Instead, they welcomed me back as if I had never deserted them. I
was so moved and felt safe to be back.
I began taking Scriptures seriously and personally. (And since then
I no longer take my Christian settings for granted.) One Sunday, the
pastor preached from Genesis 5 on the genealogy. When we got to
verse 24, I knew God was giving me answers to my quest and
drawing me to Him. “And Enoch walked with God; and he was not,
for God took him” (Gen 5:24).
That was it! I wanted a life of walking with God! I was foolish and
sinful to seek a life away from God. I thought I could run my own
life, but that only ended in disillusion. Right then and there, I prayed
silently for God’s forgiveness and told Him my desire to walk with
Him for the rest of my life. Not really understanding what walking
with God meant or would encompass, I simply believed in Jesus
when He said in John 10:10, “The thief comes only to steal and kill
and destroy, I come that they may have life and have it abundantly.” I
was not going to have any further part of my life stolen, killed or
destroyed. Shortly afterwards, I received Jesus as my Savior and Lord,
followed by believer’s baptism.
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For the next five decades, I journeyed with God. The path was
not always easy, though blessings were plenty. His presence was with
me, and His Word was guiding me. I was blessed with the
opportunity to study in the United States, got my graduate degree and
was a high school teacher for many years. Unexpectedly, after a Billy
Graham rally event in Hong Kong, God brought my husband and
me together from two continents totaling 8,000 miles apart. We got
married four years later. My husband loves the Lord, His Word, and
is eager to help people in need. Together, we learn, we grow, we
conquer life by God’s grace. He is a man full of ideas; life together is
quite an adventure. There is no other person I would rather go
through life with. We raised two wonderful children.
In my thirties, all three of my parents passed away within a few
years. When my mom died suddenly with a brain aneurysm, my
sorrow was inconsolable. I felt a big part of me went with her. For
the next few years, I was mad at God that He would take the most
precious person in my life with such abruptness when I still needed
her. In time, I learned to relate to God boldly and honestly without
my mother as an advocate. I grew closer to Him and was so grateful
for the years I had with my mother. By the grace of God, during this
difficult time of loss, my older brother became a Christian.
An Aspiring Worthy Vessel
Through all kinds of circumstances—whether these be of joy or
disappointment, illnesses, deaths, or much suffering—I have learned,
no matter what, to walk humbly by faith and not by sight, trusting
and obeying God as guided by the Scriptures. Divine serendipity is
not serendipitous. With my background that was seemingly stranger
than fiction, I truly believe that everything that has happened to me
was, is, and will be under God’s perfect will, His blessed design and
His sovereignty. “And we know that for those who love God all
things work together for good for those who are called according to
his purpose” (Rom 8:28).
For my remaining years, I desire to abide in Christ in the hope of
bearing much fruit. I desire to know Him more, love Him deeper,
and serve Him well so that I may be worthy of my calling as His
child. “For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain” (Phil 1:21).
Rescued by His amazing grace, I am set free to obey, to serve, to
please and to glorify Him, with the assurance and hope of a life
eternally in His presence after my journey here is over. “To them God
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chose to make known how great among the Gentiles are the riches of the glory of
this mystery, which is Christ in you, the hope of glory” (Col 1:27). Hallelujah,
amen!
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A Fighter Broken by the Grace of God
knowing that you were ransomed from the futile ways inherited from your forefathers, not
with perishable things such as silver or gold, but with the precious blood of Christ, like
that of a lamb without blemish or spot.
(1 Peter 1:18-19)

Months of training, extra 5:00 a.m. practices, daily torturing of my
body, pushing myself to the point of breakdown, thousands of kicks
and punches—both received and thrown—and hours upon hours of
submission grappling had brought me to this moment in my life.
Sitting with anticipation to enter what can only be described as a
modern-day gladiator arena, I was battle ready in a very real and
combative sport known as professional Mixed Martial Arts (MMA),
also called Ultimate Fighting.
The sounds of the packed crowd’s jeers and cheers echo down the
hall and into my locker room. As each fight progresses, the locker
room starts to empty, leaving behind bloody towels, tape, and an
intense atmosphere—an atmosphere resembling the same intensity
that existed earlier in the car on the ride to the event center.
Replaying in my mind is everything I knew about my opponent,
my fight strategy, and my “What if?” game plan. I try to suppress the
gathering nerves when I finally hear my coach call out, “Time to
warm up.” In response my training partner and I start some backand-forth drills to break a light sweat.
Finally, it’s my turn—my time to go and show off my skill in a
battle against another man who has put in the same time and
dedication. Out in the center stage, The California State Commission
employee gives me the green light. As I rise and head to the cage
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down the long walk, music is blasting, lights are flashing, and smells
of the fight scene overrun my senses. I grease my face—something
done to help prevent cuts—and the referee does a quick inspection.
My focus narrows on that task at hand. In that moment, there is no
flight and only fight. Little did I know in five years’ time, the fight I
would be partaking in would be an entirely different type of fight and
would change from the physical to the spiritual.
Growing Up
I was born in Schenectady, New York into a Christian family of five,
with an older sister and younger brother. We lived there until I was
nine. As avid churchgoers, my parents were close friends with the
pastor and his wife. My parents were about the same age as the
pastor and his wife and they had two sons the same age as my
brother and me. It became a tight family connection. I don’t
remember too much about the church, but we would attend
faithfully. I attended a Christian school in the area as well. I have
typical childhood memories consisting of school bus rides, teachers
who stick out in my mind as wonderful people, hanging out with my
best friend from church, hours of exploring the woods in his
backyard, fishing with my dad, riding our bikes to the park, and
visiting my extended family. My grandparents, aunts, uncles, and my
cousins all lived in New Jersey—a quick and fun trip away with my
family. Summer trips would alternate from going to upstate New
York to a cabin by a lake in the Adirondack Mountains—my dad’s
favorite—and going to Ocean City, New Jersey to the beach—my
mom’s favorite.
Yes, I have some not so typical childhood stories like the time I
cut my head open with an axe or when I cut the tip of my finger
almost completely off with a small hatchet. Or how I broke my leg
three times, or how I had to spend a lot of time in the hospital
because I had asthma attacks. I got to know the local hospital
emergency room very well. As a nurse, my mother knew how to
handle accident-prone sons: my brother would end up breaking his
arm on four separate occasions as well. Overall, I was very blessed to
be able to enjoy my childhood as God, in His mercy, sovereignly
cared for me. Even asthma, which would play a role later in life,
prevented my acceptance into any of the armed forces.
Being exposed to a Christian upbringing and environment, I was
influenced heavily by Scripture, something I praise God for. With
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church, Christian schools, and AWANA (a Scripture memory
program for kids), which was every Wednesday evening, there were
some obvious seeds planted. I remember a moment in time when I
was five years old, having a very special talk with my mother. I could
not tell you what really prompted the conversation. Perhaps it was
something mentioned in Sunday school class as the Sunday school
teachers would always be talking about having Jesus in your heart.
Our conversation, which started as a question, was forward and
straight to the point. I asked, “Mom, can I get saved?” I remember
clearly where this took place. At the bottom of the stairs where the
blue carpeted run made a ninety-degree turn toward our kitchen. My
mother answered with a resounding “Yes!” I wish I could remember
the conversation that followed, but it would have included asking
Jesus to come into my heart, which was something I had heard many
times in the past.
Looking back at this memory, I cannot say I honestly understood
the full concept of repentance from sin or what really took place on
the cross where Jesus willingly laid His life down for guilty sinners.
What I can tell you is, at that moment, I believed I got saved. I mean,
after all, I believed in Jesus and God and that I did bad things. I
would hold to this time as my salvation story for many years to come.
It was only later I realized there was something drastically wrong.
When I was ten years old, my family ended up moving to West
Chester, Pennsylvania. This was a new adventure for sure, as our new
school was a strict Baptist school, which was different from our other
school experiences in many ways. “Yes, Sir” and “No, Sir”, or “Yes,
Ma’am” and “No, Ma’am” were the only acceptable ways to respond
to the teachers or any adult for that matter. There was even paddling
(a.k.a. “spanking”) for almost any infraction of the rules. I once heard
a story from my brother’s first grade class of a kid who was paddled
because he wouldn’t stop crying for fear of getting paddled.
Besides all of that, the school did have a great musical program,
and everyone had to participate. I took up the saxophone, so I was
able to participate in the band. They had a military-style drill team,
where only boys could participate. There were ranks, advancements,
and even a special Saber Squad where we performed drills with actual
swords. What young man would not want take part in something like
that? One of the main things I took away from my time at this school
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was a more in-depth review of Scripture. In fifth grade, we read
through the entire Bible.
These were the years I was introduced to sports. My school had
basketball, soccer, and baseball teams and in the summer, they had
area leagues for baseball and competitive swimming. I loved each of
these sports for the competitive aspect and performed well in each
one. The winters had tons of snow and we had prime real estate for
sledding hills in the area. The family would also go for week-long ski
trips in Colorado and Vancouver. These sports activities would play a
huge role in cultivating my drive and competitive nature that would
eventually bring me to combat sports.
The nondenominational church in this area we attended took the
prize for the wackiest youth group I ever encountered. This was also
a time where I look back and see my sinful nature being exposed
along with my many failures. Harnessing my destructive nature, I
would break church property in a rebellious, but thrilling act to
mimic the older kids who would break things. The church had an
AWANA program. I remember the first time we had to practice for
an AWANA Olympics. Here is where I was able to make a name for
myself as one of the fastest runners, surprising a lot of people. Again,
I know we had to memorize Scripture and would work for reward
badges, but I don’t remember a specific time I heard the gospel
preached as defined in the Bible. After all, I believed in Jesus, so I
was good to go, right? Or so I thought.
Move from East to Midwest
For the start of high school, my family moved again and this time we
ended up in Racine, Wisconsin. My high school was a Lutheran
school and was probably the most relaxed and least disciplined of all
the schools I had attended up to this point. I remember the kids
always would ask me to say certain words because they said I
sounded like I was from Australia, and this made me laugh. During
those years, I participated in soccer, track, and wrestling. Of all the
sports, I really loved and excelled in wrestling. I had great coaches
and would place second and third in the Wisconsin State
Championships. This was a springboard to not only my success in
MMA fighting in the future, but also to my work ethic and drive to
succeed.
Upon moving, my family found a great church that had a
wonderful group of kids my age and we loved hanging out and had a
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great time. I would spend time with my church friends rather than
school friends. This, I am sure, kept me out of a lot of trouble.
During this time in my life I was rather uninterested in the things of
God. I was holding on to the profession of faith I had as a child, and
when I sinned, I would say, “I am saved and I am going to heaven.”
Nothing could have been further from the truth. I was lost.
Senior year came around and I was unsure what my plans were for
the future. The only thing I was almost positive about was staying
with the girl I was dating, and everything would be just fine. I mean,
her dad had a small home design business and he wanted me to work
for him in the future. He even got me a job with one of his building
contractors whom he would use to build his designer homes. I
thought my work at this carpentry job in the summers in between
school semesters would pay off soon because I was developing a
skilled trade; I just had to finish college first and I would have it
made.
Well, as God’s providence goes, none of those things were going
to last. The girl and I broke up, and her dad started having his own
problems in his marriage and was not able to pay me what would
have been a decent starting wage. So I was forced to make new plans.
I was not living for the Lord in the least bit. I was living in sin and
would continue this path until my plans started to fall apart. There
was difficulty in my life, but instead of turning to God, I became
bitter and ran the other direction. Praise be to God, what I meant for
evil He meant for good (Gen 50:20).
At this point in my life, I had moved out of the house. My parents
had once again moved to a new state, but I stayed behind to finish
school studying architectural technology in Milwaukee. I was no
longer associating with the church I was attending or the friends I
had from the church. I made new friends from school and would
hang out with them most of the time as we were in class all day in the
labs, working on our reports and projects. There was a new romance
I pursued which would cause me to move to Madison after
graduation. This move took me away from all I knew. At this point I
was still not going to church and was not interested in the things of
God, yet I would deceive myself into thinking that I was a Christian.
I would hit new lows in my life that completely revealed my lack of
trust or faith in Christ. I was not a new creation and did not have
fruit that accompanies true repentance.
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Living in Madison, make no mistake, is living in a college party
town, and I fully participated. I would get drunk, bar hop, and live in
sexual immorality. I also became a car enthusiast and was really into
the foreign car scene. This would introduce me to new friends, new
troubles, and new idolatry. Where was my walk with God? Where
was the reading of the Bible? None of that existed in my life. I would
seek after the things of the world. My life consisted of working hard
during the week and playing even harder during the weekend. Friends
were my support system as I was an easy-to-get-along-with type of
person and seemed to have it all together. These associations of mine
replaced the church family. After all, I had no accountability or
anyone to give me direction.
I ended up getting a job as a computer-aided design (CAD)
drafter, designing and engineering fire sprinkler systems. Although
this was not really what I went to school for, it would sustain me and
enable me to keep living in willful sin. This job didn’t pay very well,
however, and I ended up going back to carpentry after a year.
The Sustainer of Life
There were many times I look back and see how the Lord was
preserving me. His sheep are so precious to Him, not one of His
sheep will enter eternity without hearing His voice and coming into a
right relationship with Him. We have this promise from His Word.
He will preserve them and raise them up on the last day (John 6:44).
Being close to death’s doorstep on several occasions, there was not
one reason other than the mercy of our great God and King that I
am able to be here. I am truly amazed God didn’t just let me go on in
my wretched rebellion, but now I will praise Him for His glory
forever. Just see how good the Lord is!
I was living with my girlfriend at the time and, as you can guess,
there were constant battles. After all, there was no foundation in
Christ to sustain the relationship—just the selfish wickedness of the
unconverted human heart. What’s worse, I was the one person in the
relationship who knew better, yet I continued to live in grievous sin.
There was one point where I got so low, I was willing to end it all.
This was not the first time I contemplated suicide, nor would it be
the last, but it would be the closest call. After some crushing
conversations, I left the apartment late at night and found a quiet
place on the side of the road.
Filled with depression and despair, I decided everyone—friends,
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family—was better off without me, and so was the world. I was so
convinced of this that I took a hose, attached it to the end of my car’s
exhaust and fed the hose to one of the windows, cracked just
enough. With tears in my eyes, I started to get sleepy and nodded off,
but I noticed that there was something wrong and that the air started
to clear. Turns out there was a hole in the hose that allowed the toxic
carbon dioxide to escape. The Lord stopped my attempt to end my
own life and protected me from being taken to the final step of being
cast into eternal hellfire.
The toxic relationship ended, leaving me with financial troubles
after being forced to cover my ex-girlfriend’s side of the rent. I would
continue to work hard to make ends meet, but the Lord had a hand
in protecting and sustaining my life during all that was happening. I
was reaping what I had sown, however, and I would continue to live
a life of drunkenness and immorality.
One day, while working on a new custom home, something
amazing happened in my life. The house was pretty much in its
finishing stages with all the windows in and the un-shingled roof
covered. There was a corner of the house that had some scaffolding
set up that towered the full height of the outside walls. This scaffold
was set up to support some steel and wooden planks that were
resting on it. The planks’ other ends were resting on a walkout porch
on the second story of the house, which was above a walkout
basement. That, in total, made up three stories: basement, first floor,
and second floor. I happened to notice that there was a window on
the corner of the house that needed some work finished. Standing on
the second floor walk out from the porch, I proceeded to walk out
on the plank towards the scaffolding when the worst possible thing
happened: the scaffold moved slightly and the plank slipped off the
edge of the scaffold. I fell from the second story level to the walkout
basement level and landed on my back.
The moment seems like slow-motion to me now. To have a firm
foundation, or so it seemed, drop out from underneath you was quite
terrifying. Matthew 7:24-27 comes to mind in how it depicts a wise
man who hears and does Jesus’ words, thus having a firm foundation.
This contrasts with a foolish man, who hears Jesus’ words and does
not do them. When the storm comes, that person will experience a
great fall. Returning to my story, I don’t know how I walked away
from that accident. The Lord preserved my life yet again.
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A while after this incident, I was able to start a small business as
an independent contractor. I had just finished for the day and was on
the way home. Traveling on a road with a speed limit of fifty-five
miles per hour, I was heading back into town when I noticed a car
heading the opposite direction had started to drift into my lane. Not
only was he drifting into my lane, but he was also now heading
straight towards me. We were both going over fifty-five, and with
little time to think or react, I pulled hard to the right to avoid him
and had to counter-steer back to the left to avoid going into a threefoot ditch on the side of the road. This maneuver caused my little
work car to fishtail all the way around, now facing the opposite
direction. This was a car without airbags or any modern safety
technologies, and I truly believe it would have been a fatal accident
had the Lord not sustained me in this case. It turns out the driver of
the other car was a diabetic and was low on his blood sugar after
giving blood earlier that day.
In all three of these accounts, I never thought to myself more than
a few fleeting moments that God was calling me to repentance, trying
to wake me up so that I would get right with Him. Looking back, I
see a clear testament to just how merciful our God is.
The Move: from Wisconsin to California and from Death to Life
Then the time came in Madison when God would providentially
provide me with a precious gift. There was a wonderful woman who
became the driving factor behind why I would travel to California, a
place that would eventually become my home. This lady would one
day be my wife. I met her through mutual friends, and we started
dating. She was looking to do travel nursing and I decided I was
going to tag along with her. I was feeling confident I would be able to
find work in a skilled trades job just about anywhere. So off we went,
with the first stop in the San Francisco Bay Area.
There I found a job in hardwood flooring installs and remodel
work. This was also the time I found out about the sport of MMA
and started training with the goal of becoming an MMA fighter. My
job allowed me the flexibility to train a lot, so I quickly climbed the
ranks. Although we had plans of moving on to other states, we ended
up staying. Three years after moving to California, on Christmas
morning, I decided it was time to ask my beautiful girlfriend to marry
me, and so I proposed. She said yes, and we got married that March.
She got pregnant right away and had our daughter nine months later.
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This was a major life changer. It was time to really start thinking
about life and make some serious decisions.
First up was work. I couldn’t be an MMA fighter for an extended
career. What about living and housing? Well, I wanted my kids to
have a place they could call home and not be forced to move every
time the rent went up by some astronomical margin. Priorities were
about to really change. However, it was very important to me that we
start going to church. Even though she didn’t fully know what this
implied, my wife was supportive of this decision.
We started attending a small Baptist church and everyone was very
welcoming. We enjoyed getting to know the people who really loved
us, our daughter, and studying the Bible. The next step was to find a
place we could call home, rather than having to worry about the
continued rising rent trends. There was much to consider because the
housing prices in the San Francisco Bay Area are so expensive. We
decided to investigate the San Jose area since it had more reasonable
prices at the time. However, with this move, it would inevitably also
end almost every relationship I had made in the Bay Area up to this
point. We found a home and moved into a nice community and
continued to grow the family by one.
We found a church that was fifty times the size of the church we
attended previously. Now looking back there was not much gospel
presented but it consisted primarily of a motivational speech with a
little bit of God sprinkled into it. On some occasions, there were
people who would come through and preach conflicting messages. In
one of those messages, my wife was broken and heard how God
sacrificed His Son on our behalf. As a mother, she could not get how
someone could do that. Her background is much different than mine,
so this was all very new to her. She put her faith in the Lord Jesus
Christ at that moment, was born again, and later was baptized. That’s
right, folks—my wife was a born-again believer before I was. I never
told my own wife about the gospel and was still lost in my sin.
We stayed for a while but ultimately felt called to move to a
smaller church where we could get to know people other than folks
around our regular Sunday section in the pews. So we got connected
to a smaller church and for a time, things were good. However, there
was suddenly a split, resulting in much drama at that church. This
was a bitter experience, so we needed to find a new place.
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Conversion
Not far away was another church that was a bit more on the
charismatic side of things. People were very nice there and I
connected with another man who was new to the church. He would
regularly go out on the street and hand out gospel tracts. So, I ended
up going out with him. Why not—I am a Christian, right? I should be
telling others about Christ.
During my time handing out tracts, I found there was much
personal conviction and I wanted to learn more. I started watching
street preaching online and this had a profound impact on my life. It
was like a light went off and I found I was not living as I should, but
was living a lie.
Through God’s Word being preached from the Bible on the
street, God exposed me and I realized who He was and where I was.
Among the many familiar verses that I heard preached, there were
three that took hold of me and shook me to the core.
The book of James was preached in a convicting way like never
before. James 4:4 says, “You adulterous people! Do you not know
that friendship with the world is enmity with God? Therefore,
whoever wishes to be a friend of the world makes himself an enemy
of God.” I heard this, listening intently, and my unconverted heart
was flooded. I thought to myself, “Just wanting to be a friend of the
world makes me an enemy of God!”
Again, hearing the Word preached in the open air from the online
preacher, Jesus said in Matthew 7:21-23:
Not everyone who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter the
kingdom of heaven, but the one who does the will of my
Father who is in heaven. On that day many will say to me,
‘Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy in your name, and cast
out demons in your name, and do many mighty works in
your name?’ And then will I declare to them, ‘I never knew
you; depart from me, you workers of lawlessness.’
The God who I believed in became very different to me: I started to
fear God.
The following verse also really awakened me. Jesus said,
“Whoever is not with me is against me, and whoever does not gather
with me scatters” (Matt 12:30). I was lukewarm at best. I couldn’t
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serve two masters. It was either Jesus Christ the Lord or myself. I
could no longer continue in the life I was living.
Finally understanding what true repentance was, I begged God for
forgiveness. I begged God for discernment. My Savior, my God, and my
King, I trampled on your blood for so many years. On that cross, Jesus paid in
full the wrath of God that was intended for me. This wicked and depraved person
who did horrible things has been forgiven, and I have passed from death to life.
After that, I wanted nothing to do with the worldly things I was
doing. The sins I was trying to justify became a thing of the past. Sins
I had futilely tried to stop on my own no longer had control of my
life. My conscience became clear and strengthened. Psalm 103:12
says, “As far as the east is from the west, so far has He removed our
transgressions from us.” My love for my Savior was never more
evident. I longed for God’s Word and prayed for wisdom. I was truly
born again. My sin nature did not have control over me as it once
had. Colossians 3:10 teaches that believers “have put on the new self
who is being renewed to a true knowledge according to the image of
the One who created him.”
The New Fight
One of the most profound differences between the old Adam and
the new Adam (no pun intended; my name is Adam) was a strong
desire and longing for the lost. I had a true realization that all who do
not repent of their sins and believe and trust in Jesus Christ will die in
their sins. They will face a holy God as their Judge where they will
have to give an account of their life. Hebrews 9:27 says, “as it is
appointed for men to die once and after this comes judgment.”
Without Jesus as their advocate, they will be cast into hell.
At that moment of conversion, there was an overwhelming sense
of urgency as I realized how many souls there are out there. Jesus
said in Matthew 7:13-14, “Enter through the narrow gate; for the gate
is wide and the way is broad that leads to destruction, and there are
many who enter through it. For the gate is small and the way is
narrow that leads to life, and there are few who find it.” Jesus says in
Luke, “The harvest is plentiful, but the laborers are few” (Luke 10:2).
The transformation was drastic, and I experienced what I can only
describe as a change of glasses. Trips to the mall became unbearable,
seeing so many who need to hear the gospel.
Unable to stay silent, I entered a new battlefield to preach the
gospel in the open air, so that I might compel others to come in. No
45

A Fighter Broken by the Grace of God

longer fighting against flesh and blood, “but against the rulers, against
the powers, against the world forces of this darkness, against the
spiritual forces of wickedness in the heavenly places” (Eph 6:12).
I share my story with you out of love. I love you enough to tell
you the truth. And “love without the truth is a lie.” Now, I am still
learning, and I would never claim to be perfect, or that I know
everything, because I still stumble and pray for God’s continued
grace and sanctification. But God has called me to Himself, and I
want to be faithful to the King of Kings.
What a joy it is to tell you of this mighty work God did in my life,
who saved such a great sinner like me. I will close with a Scripture
found in 2 Corinthians 5:21: “He made Him who knew no sin to be
sin on our behalf so that we might become the righteousness of God
in Him.” Through the saving power of Jesus Christ, and Christ Jesus
alone, I put my faith and hope in the promises He gave of life in Him
and life more abundant. Amen.
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5
From Death to Life
Jesus answered, “Truly, truly, I say to you, unless one is born of water and the Spirit he
cannot enter into the kingdom of God”
(John 3:5, NASB).
Therefore if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creature; the old things passed away; behold,
new things have come
(2 Corinthians 5:17, NASB).
And you, who were dead in your trespasses and the uncircumcision of your flesh, God
made alive together with him, having forgiven us all our trespasses
(Colossians 2:13, ESV).

My hope is that as you read this testimony you would see the clear
examples of God’s grace weaved into my life. Ultimately, my hope is
that He would be glorified through my testimony in this chapter
about His saving work and the mercy He showed to me. If you
haven’t already, may you also accept His free gift of salvation in Jesus
Christ. I was eighteen years old when I finally accepted this gift and
put my trust in Christ alone for my salvation. At that point in my life,
I had been born again, and I was made into a completely new
creature in Christ. I pray this happens to you as well.
Let me take you through my journey and expound on the road
that I took from death to life.
Introduction
At the time of this writing, I have been a Christian for about six
years. I was married at age twenty-two to a youth and music minister,
pregnant around three months after our wedding, and now enjoying
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the birth of our first-born child. We live in California, which is
approximately 2,500 miles away from my hometown, my old friends,
and family. Beyond that, I have chosen to forego a career and instead
have accepted a full-time position as a wife and mother, seeking to
love my husband, raise children, and care for our home.
But wait. This was not my original plan. I was supposed to live
near my family. I had plans to finish graduate school and build my
resume. I never expected to get married before establishing a career.
Certainly, children weren’t in the picture until I was at least 27! I’ll
miss out on so much traveling and experiences and fun now. Am I
not lacking so much of what the world says I need: money, success,
prestige, and amazing experiences? Have I ruined my life?
In the eyes of some, the answer is yes, but to those who know of
the riches to be found in Christ, I have most certainly not ruined my
life. I have only just found it! “For whoever wishes to save his life
will lose it; but whoever loses his life for My sake will find it” (Matt
16:25). My point in sharing this with you is not to say that all women
must become wives and mothers, or that as a woman you must give
up all your future dreams and aspirations to be in God’s will. No,
instead I share the complete change of my life’s trajectory with you to
highlight the power of the gospel in changing our desires, the effect
God’s Word has in guiding our steps, and how the assurance of
eternal life with Christ should give any believer the ability to lay aside
his or her will to commence doing God’s will. So, your story may not
look like mine, and your course may be a different one, but the
question that we ask ourselves is the same. What am I living for? Or
better yet, Who?
Growing up on Olde Winter Trail
Now let’s go back to the beginning and unfold how I transitioned
from living for myself and the praise of man to living for God and
the praise of His name. I grew up in a small town in Northeast Ohio,
spending most of my life in the same home on Olde Winter Trail,
and most of my summers thirty minutes away at our lake house; the
bulk of my memories are tied to those two places. Fortunately for me
those memories weren’t created alone. I had a close-knit family unit
with whom I walked the years of my early life. I grew up with two
brothers, one older and one younger, and an older sister, as I was the
third of four children. I also had the care of both parents, who loved
us all dearly and provided a stable and loving home. I grew up safe,
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loved, cared for, affirmed, and supported. My parents provided
abundantly for us, both materially and emotionally. We rarely lacked
or wanted for anything. We enjoyed two homes, countless family
vacations, many gatherings with our rather large extended family, a
family mealtime almost every night around the table, a big backyard
to let our imaginations run wild, strong relationships, a close
community of friends, and countless more wonderful things.
Overall, my childhood was somewhat picturesque; one that I
believe most people are striving to provide for their families. These
things I had growing up are not evil in themselves. Actually, they are
quite the opposite. I know now that all the blessings I enjoyed in my
life were actually gifts from God, meant to turn us from the gifts
themselves to the Giver in thanksgiving. “Every good gift and every
perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of lights
with whom there is no variation or shadow due to change” (James
1:17). However, I must highlight a somber reality. Although I had
everything I could have ever wanted or needed growing up, as well as
a potentially successful future in worldly terms, I was not in right
standing with my Maker. Nor did I turn from the good gifts to praise
and thank the One who gave them. Instead, my young heart only
wanted more. I craved wealth, status, success, and praise for myself,
even at a very young age. But Jesus strictly warns us against this in
Mark 8:36: “For what does it profit a man to gain the whole world
and forfeit his soul?” Answer: absolutely nothing. I was not at peace
with God and did not have eternal salvation or forgiveness of my
sins, and yet I lived each day as if the next were promised and began
my endeavors to build my own “earthly kingdom.” Jesus speaks to
this in the Gospel of Luke 12:16-21:
The ground of a certain rich man yielded an abundant
harvest. He thought to himself, ‘What shall I do? I have no
place to store my crops.’ Then he said, ‘This is what I’ll do.
I will tear down my barns and build bigger ones, and there I
will store my surplus grain. And I’ll say to myself, ‘You have
plenty of grain laid up for many years. Take life easy; eat,
drink and be merry.’ But God said to him, ‘You fool! This
very night your life will be demanded from you. Then who
will get what you have prepared for yourself?’ This is how it
will be with whoever stores up things for themselves but is
not rich toward God.
49

From Death to Life

My goal was to store up more for myself; to build the happiest,
richest life for me now on this side of eternity. Yes, I had an
abundance, things many people would even covet, but I tell you I had
nothing, because I did not have Christ. Yet, if you asked me if I was
going to heaven when I died, my answer would have been, “yes.”
My Catholic Background
I did believe that there was a God. I even prayed many times as a
young child. I was also taught about Jesus and His death on the cross.
So why would I consider myself “unsaved” or refer to my earlier life
as one that did not know Jesus? Simply put, I was deceived. I did not
understand the way of salvation that God had revealed to us in the
Scriptures. Instead, I followed suit with my family and attended
Catholic Mass most of my life—for the first eighteen years to be
exact. I attended Catholic schools until fifth grade, participated in
Confraternity of Christian Doctrine (CCD) through eighth grade, and
was a regular attender of Sunday Mass. I was baptized as an infant,
received my first reconciliation in second grade, along with my first
Holy Communion, and received Confirmation in eighth grade.
For those who are unfamiliar with the Catholic faith, these are
some of the sacraments Catholics receive. According to the Catholic
church, “the sacraments are necessary channels for the continual
infusion of grace. They bestow grace in virtue of the rite
performed.”4 I didn’t question it; I just did what everyone told me to
do. I considered myself a devout Catholic. My authoritative truth was
my parents, and their authoritative source of truth was the Catholic
church. I later learned that the Bible says something different. It
teaches that, “the child of God is the constant object of the Father’s
grace” (see Rom 5:1-2). As this verse communicates, there is no need
to receive these sacraments to gain more grace. Yet this is just one
small example of the contradictions and misleading truths in the
Catholic church.
Let me clarify something, however. I did not know or understand
the fullness of what the Catholic church taught until after I left it.
Instead, as I continued to grow up and into my middle school years, I
began to base my belief about who God was on whatever I thought,
not necessarily on Catholic doctrine. Still confessing myself as a
Catholic, even thinking I was Christian, I believed only what I wanted
4James

G. McCartney, The Gospel According to Rome (Eugene, OR: 1995), 119.
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to about God. My god, the one that I conjured up in my mind, had a
very low standard. Really, what I believed was that you just had to be
a good person and have some form of religion and you would be
saved. And I considered myself to be a very good person; even good
enough to earn my own way into heaven. Jesus died for my sins, but
I was supposed to complete His work by my good deeds. The funny
thing is, my idea of good was really pretty pathetic. I went to church
on Sunday, believed God was real, and didn’t murder anyone. Okay, I
thought, I’m good enough. I’m better than the people in prison, nicer
than that one friend at school, and I’m not an atheist. Compared to
other people I was not that bad—and definitely not bad enough to
spend eternity in torment. I later learned that the Bible’s standard is
much different than my own. My so called “righteous acts” could be
compared to filthy rags before the Holy, Almighty God (Isa 64:6).
Romans speaks of an even more humbling truth that lays us all bare
before a holy God. As it is written:
None is righteous, no, not one;
no one understands;
no one seeks for God.
All have turned aside; together they have become worthless;
no one does good,
not even one (Rom 3:10-11).
Whoa! That was strikingly different from the opinion I had of myself.
I hardly ever sinned, I thought. And if I sinned, I had been taught to
confess the sinful act to a priest in the sacrament of Penance, and
then I would be right with God once again. However, I honestly
didn’t think I even sinned enough to need reconciliation. There were
times in Catholic grade school where the whole class would go over
to the church for a time of confession before a priest. I have vivid
memories of not knowing of a single sin that I could confess to the
priest because I was really good! I mean, maybe I was unkind to my
siblings, or told a white lie about something, but that wasn’t really
anything serious. So, most of my confessions to the priest were vague
(and sometimes even made-up sins) that I said just to get something
out.
The Catholic church actually does teach that there are sins not
worthy of eternal damnation. They call them venial sins. But this is
not what the Bible teaches. On the contrary, the Bible teaches that
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“the wages of sin is death, but the free gift of God is eternal life in
Christ Jesus our Lord” (Rom 6:23). The wages of all sin is death, not
just some sins and not others. The book of James says this, “For
whoever keeps the whole law but fails in one point has become guilty
of all of it” (James 2:10). In addition to this false idea of sin and its
consequences, I must also point out the fallacy of confessing our sins
to a priest. The Catholic church teaches that, “The priest forgives sin
as a judge.” And after confession you must complete acts of penance
to make satisfaction for the temporal punishment of sin. In essence,
the priest is the mediator between us and God.
The Bible has many things to say about this. First, no one can
forgive sin except God alone (Isa 43:25; Mark 2:7). Second, the Bible
says, “For there is one God, and there is one mediator between God
and men, the man Christ Jesus” (1 Tim 2:5). No earthly priest is
needed to reconcile me to the Father; that is now the job of Jesus
Christ. As for doing acts of penance, the Bible teaches us that Jesus
made perfect satisfaction for all sins (see 1 John 2:1-2). It wasn’t up
to me to pay half the price, or even one percent. He paid it all. There
are many more examples that can be shared. (If you would like a
good reference to study more about the differences between the
Catholic church and what the bible teaches, I encourage you to read
the book, The Gospel According to Rome, by James McCarthy. It was a
helpful tool for me in understanding the key differences.)
Again, let me clarify: I did not know these truths at this point in
my life. I rarely read the Bible, and quite honestly, I thought it was
boring and confusing every time I tried. But I lived each day wrongly
feeling safe about my eternal state and continuing to blindly follow
the religion of my childhood. The frightening thing is that many
others are deceived as well. Jesus says,
Not everyone who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’ will enter the
kingdom of heaven, but only the one who does the will of
my Father who is in heaven. Many will say to me on that
day, ‘Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy in your name and in
your name drive out demons and in your name perform
many miracles?’ Then I will tell them plainly, ‘I never knew
you. Away from me, you evildoers!’ (Matt 7:21-23).
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I consider this to be one of the most terrifying passages in the entire
Bible, and it compels me to urge every reader to search the Scriptures
diligently and be assured of one’s salvation.
Falling Away
As I transitioned from middle school to high school, my
acknowledgement of God and devotion to religion began to decline.
I no longer had to attend regular religious teaching, such as CCD,
and I started to find Sunday Mass to be an increasingly boring part of
my week that I couldn’t wait to check off the list. I was a teenager, I
thought I knew everything that was good for me, and I cared only
about myself. I ignored God and began chasing after things I thought
would make me truly happy. I felt empty and discontented, and I
wanted to be filled.
So, I searched obsessively and looked to the world for the
answers. It started with my appearance. What value I could have if
only I could be physically beautiful, I thought. Not just beautiful, but
the most beautiful. I was never satisfied with the way I looked; always
craving and wanting to have more than I did. My false ideas of beauty
and the value that I believed to come with it led me down a
dangerous path of insecurities. There were weekends when I
wouldn’t even want to leave the house because I was so unhappy
with the way I looked. I cried often over what I felt I was physically
lacking, and I began a downward spiral of depression and selfloathing. On occasion, I even made myself purge, in hopes to
maintain the acceptable body type.
Along with the fulfillment I sought from my outward appearance,
I also searched for happiness in success. I hoped that my academic
achievements, athletic abilities, or even my status as student council
president would give me the satisfaction for which I was longing. I
was no superstar, yet I expected myself to live up to standards that
were impossible to attain. I certainly was no valedictorian or star
athlete; I was just your typical high school girl. So my self-hatred
increased, as I found that I was not the person I wished I could be. I
was a jealous young teenager, one who was characterized by
covetousness and discontentment. Which leads me to another
worldly device that I looked towards to fix my problems:
relationships.
Due to my ever-increasing insecurities and the insatiable hole in
my heart, I looked to the acceptance and praise of man. I desperately
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wanted to be popular, well-liked, and valued by people. As you can
imagine, as a young teenage girl who thought this way, I easily and
frequently fell into peer pressure. Through high school I
progressively walked down an unrighteous path, all in the name of
popularity. I partook in numerous drunken parties, fell into sexual
immorality, and became more of a liar and deceiver than I ever
thought I was capable.
Of course, my moral parents would not approve of underage
drinking, or the debauchery in which I found myself, so I had to lie
to them—all the time. I frequently snuck out of the house, binge
drank, and then would drive myself home many times after such
episodes. I lied in the hope that my parents would not catch me in
my sin; but also because I truly felt as though I was invincible.
Reckless behavior was not frightening to me because I believed the
lie that I deserved to live a long life. Now I see the utter pride in my
heart to have believed such a thing. I was a fragile, tiny human being,
who continued to live contrary to a holy God’s commands, in more
areas of my life than just one. And my greatest excuse that it was all
permissible was that, well, everyone else is doing it!
Thanks to my moral and religious background, however, it didn’t
take long for me to realize that my actions were truly wrong. I soon
began to feel the strong weight of guilt. So, I stopped everything and
followed Jesus, right? Wrong. Instead, I got angry with God. None of
my other friends seemed to have this surmounting guilt on their
backs. Why me? I remember things I used to say to God in my head
when I was participating in these sinful activities. It was, “Go away.”
I didn’t want to stop because I loved my sin. I didn’t want to stop
sinning because it made me fit in with the popular crowds. My fear of
man was strongly overpowering my fear of God. By His grace I see
now how foolish it was to fear mere men more than an almighty,
omnipotent God. Yet, in my rebellion, I walked further into
unrighteousness and soon began to doubt that God was even real at
all. “For the wrath of God is revealed from heaven against all
ungodliness and unrighteousness of men, who by their unrighteousness
suppress the truth” (Rom 1:18, emphasis added). This statement was
true of me.
The Gospel
I only went through a short season of doubting God’s existence, and
my years characterized by disobedience did finally come to an end.
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Eventually, toward the end of my senior year of high school, I began
to recognize my need for true forgiveness. I was broken and the
things I sought so aggressively left me empty and hurting. The guilt
grew stronger in my heart and I became convicted that if I were to
die, I would not be welcomed into heaven. I was afraid, and I didn’t
know where to turn. Providentially, while my emotional high school
rollercoaster was coming to a peak, and as I was reaping the bitter
fruit of my high school-era choices, God sent my older brother to
share the gospel with me. By the Lord’s grace, I at last understood
my need for a Savior. As my brother opened up the Bible to me, it all
started to click. Ephesians chapter two opened my eyes:
And you were dead in the trespasses and sins in which you
once walked, following the course of this world, following
the prince of the power of the air, the spirit that is now at
work in the sons of disobedience—among whom we all
once lived in the passions of our flesh, carrying out the
desires of the body and the mind, and were by nature
children of wrath, like the rest of mankind (Eph 2:1-3).
Yes, that was me! Following the course of this world, living in the
passions of my flesh, and by nature a child of wrath. I was dead in my
trespasses and sins despite my self-righteous middle school years!
Unlike before, my eyes were opened to the reality that I was a sinner
before a Holy God.
But God, being rich in mercy, because of the great love with
which he loved us, even when we were dead in our
trespasses, made us alive together with Christ—by grace you
have been saved—and raised us up with him and seated us
with him in the heavenly places in Christ Jesus, so that in
the coming ages he might show the immeasurable riches of
his grace in kindness toward us in Christ Jesus (Eph 2:4-7).
God was rich in mercy towards me! Even when I was His enemy,
pushing Him out of my life and indulging in my sinful desires,
forsaking Him and hewing for myself dirty broken cisterns (Jer 2:13),
He made me alive in Christ. All by His grace. My sins could be
completely forgiven because of the work Jesus Christ completed on
the cross, and not because of my acts of penance or my
55

From Death to Life

“counteracting” good deeds. No, look at what this passage says next:
“For by grace you have been saved through faith. And this is not
your own doing; it is the gift of God, not a result of works, so that no
one may boast. For we are his workmanship, created in Christ Jesus
for good works, which God prepared beforehand, that we should
walk in them” (Eph 2:8-10).
There was nothing I could do to earn God’s mercy; nothing I
could say to Him to appease His holy wrath that was due me because
of my sin. My salvation was a free gift of God—a result of His grace
and His work! Whatever your story may look like, whether you have
plunged to the deepest depths of sin or have lived a self-righteous
moral life, you need a Savior. If you do not have Christ, you cannot
be saved. Jesus says, “I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No
one comes to the Father except through me” (John 14:6). He is the
only way to heaven, the only way to a right relationship with the
Father. I urge you to put your faith in Jesus alone for your eternal
salvation and share with me in the heavenly inheritance that is laid up
for those in Christ.
Renewed by His Word
So, it was around the age of eighteen, nearing the end of my senior
year in high school, when I repented of my sins and accepted Jesus as
both my Savior and my Lord, in part due to the faithful evangelism
and teaching of the Bible from my older brother. There was a definite
new birth that had happened to me, and at this point in my life things
started to really change. Even my friends noticed a difference in me.
Some of them thought it was just a phase, while others began
ridiculing me for how weird they thought I was becoming. I was no
longer being conformed to this world and I no longer walked the
same paths they did. This change of desires and life direction caused
major distance in most of my long-time friendships, all of which, to
be honest, were quite shallow anyway. But I was no longer afraid of
what they thought because my desires had truly changed, and I now
had a heart for what God wanted. Romans 12:2 says, “Do not be
conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewal of your
mind, that by testing you may discern what is the will of God, what is
good and acceptable and perfect.” I knew that the Bible was the very
Word of God, and I was hungry to know more of what God
revealed.
Providentially for me, my brother would lead my family in a Bible
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study during the months leading to my conversion. I remember one
with particular clarity. It was in the Gospel of Luke, chapter five. As I
read the passage, I felt like I was being hit with a two-by-four directly
in the face. Because I realized, in that moment, that I didn’t know
God. I never read His Word! And if I did, I never understood it like I
had started to now. For the first time I recognized the authority and
the necessity for God’s Word, the Bible. My previous standard of
truth was based primarily on my own logic or ability to reason, or just
my own opinion. However, the Bible claims to be the very word of
God (2 Tim 3:16-17), so if I was to know anything about God or
salvation, then I knew I must look to Scripture as my sole authority.
This was easier said than done, because—for me—the Bible was very
intimidating when I first became a Christian. I remember a Bible
study that I attended the summer before entering college in which I
didn’t say a single word. I later joined a campus Bible study at the
beginning of my freshman year of college, attended it weekly, and
never spoke. Why? Because I was so embarrassed about how little I
knew of Scripture and that I claimed for so much of my life to be a
Christian, to believe in God, and yet to have never read His book,
especially when Jesus Himself says, “If you abide in my word, you are
truly my disciples” (John 8:31).
In addition to embarrassment, I felt it a daunting task to start
studying this book that was not only massive in size, but quite
confusing to me as well. I was convinced, however, that I needed His
Word. If I desired to know God, to be assured of my salvation, to
walk in a way that is pleasing to Him, I needed His Word to
transform me. Hebrews 4:12 says “For the word of God is living and
active, sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing to the division of
soul and of spirit, of joints and of marrow, and discerning the
thoughts and intentions of the heart.” Second Timothy 3:16-17 also
says, “All Scripture is breathed out by God and profitable for
teaching, for reproof, for correction, and for training in
righteousness, that the man of God may be complete, equipped for
every good work.” So my journey as a Christian began, and I grew
and changed quickly through the sanctifying power of His Word
(John 17:17). My growth has not been perfect, though, and has not
been without the help of other believers in Christ.
The Need for Community
Shortly after becoming a Christian, I was blessed to find a local Bible57
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believing church almost right away. Here I sat under the teaching of
faithful pastors who preached the fullness of God’s Word, and I
enjoyed the many benefits of older, wiser Christians who helped me
grow.
Looking back, I realize how impossible it would have been for me
to continue in the faith without encouragement, edification and
accountability from the fellow believers in my church. Through
college I encountered various attacks on my faith. Each time I would
run to one of the pastors and ask for help on how to defend certain
truths of the Bible. In addition to that, I had many sins that I was
blind to, and with the exhortations of loving and courageous older
and younger women, I started to recognize these sins and repent of
them.
It took me almost two years to truly submit to the Scripture
regarding the sin of drunkenness. I came dangerously close to that
line many times before realizing that the Christian life wasn’t about
how much I can get away with without being sinful. A loving sister in
Christ pointed me to Hebrews, which says, “Let us also lay aside
every weight, and sin which clings so closely, and let us run with
endurance the race that is set before us” (Heb 12:1). Not only is the
Bible saying to lay aside sins, but even weights that hinder our walk
with the Lord.
Another helpful and necessary means to my growth as a Christian
was having the ability to live life with other believers. Because the
temptations to old sins and habits were still there, having the
opportunity to live around people who sought to please the Lord
only made it easier for me to do the same. The Bible says, “Do not
be deceived: ‘Bad company ruins good morals’”(1 Cor 15:33). There
was a Bible study held every Friday night that I would attend
regularly in the home of two beloved believers. It was crucial for me
in curbing my appetite for sinful behavior that still existed within me
to be in regular fellowship with other believers.
I remember a particular Friday night when I sat in my room
looking at all the “party clothes” in my closet that I could put on for
an evening out at the bars. I vulnerably turned to my sister—she,
being a believer herself and who walked closely with me during the
time of my early conversion—and honestly told her that I didn’t want
to go to Bible study that night. I really wanted to go partying with my
friends. I started to feel like I was going to miss out on something
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fun or exciting. I even started to feel like maybe I would never have
fun again. She graciously encouraged me and helped me get into the
car to go to Bible study. That night I was taught the Word of God
and I heard directly from the Creator of all things through the
Scriptures. I also got to worship the one true God through song and
prayer with others who loved Him. Talk about potentially missing
out! That night another fellow believer encouraged me with this verse
from 1 Peter:
For the time that is past suffices for doing what the Gentiles
want to do, living in sensuality, passions, drunkenness,
orgies, drinking parties, and lawless idolatry. With respect to
this they are surprised when you do not join them in the
same flood of debauchery, and they malign you; but they
will give account to him who is ready to judge the living and
the dead (4:3).
This passage pierced me like that two-edged sword spoken of in
Hebrews 4:12. The time that passed was sufficient, and the kingdom
of God is at hand! Praise God for His grace towards me in awakening
me to the reality of His coming judgments and opening my eyes to
see that He is the most glorious of all things. Now I was free to
worship Him instead of wasting my life in pursuit of worldly, fleeting
pleasures. There is no greater joy than knowing the Lord God
Himself!
Conclusion
I went from being a young woman who voraciously wanted the
praise and adoration of man, who sought after and labored for
personal success and material things, who lived according to the
passions of my flesh, to being a born again, entirely new creation. All
by God’s grace! I was transformed by His mercy that He poured out
on my undeserving and rebellious sinful soul. Of course, I am still
growing and by no means perfect, but I await the promise of perfect
holiness in heaven when Christ presents me holy and blameless
before the Father (Col 1:22). Some may look at my life now and think
I have suffered much loss, or have missed out on things that could
make my life happy and easy, but with the apostle Paul, and through
the work of the Holy Spirit, I can joyfully say, “Indeed, I count
everything as loss because of the surpassing worth of knowing Christ
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Jesus my Lord. For his sake I have suffered the loss of all things and
count them as rubbish, in order that I may gain Christ” (Phil 3:8).
I pray that you, too, if you have not already, will be able to see the
surpassing worth of knowing Christ, that you may gladly and without
burden repent of your sins, forsake your life and trust fully in the
work of Jesus Christ to be saved from the wrath to come—the wrath
which we all rightly deserve. I pray that you may be like the man in
the parable of the hidden treasure, which says, “The kingdom of
heaven is like treasure hidden in a field, which a man found and
covered up. Then in his joy he goes and sells all that he has and buys
that field” (Matt 13:44). I pray that you, too, will cease your
endeavors to store up treasures for yourself on earth, and instead
seek with all your heart the imperishable treasures in heaven. Jesus
commands:
Do not lay up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth
and rust destroy and where thieves break in and steal, but
lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where neither
moth nor rust destroys and where thieves do not break in
and steal. For where your treasure is, there your heart will
be also (Matt 6:19-21).
Becoming a Christian will not guarantee you an easy life. In fact, it
may bring you more turmoil and more trials than before. But your
eternal salvation will be secure, your guilt before a holy Judge will be
wiped clean, and best of all, you will begin to know, love and a build
a relationship with the very One who created you, Jesus Christ. Thus
says the Lord:
Let not the wise man boast in his wisdom, let not the
mighty man boast in his might, let not the rich man boast in
his riches, but let him who boasts boast in this, that he
understands and knows me, that I am the Lord who
practices steadfast love, justice, and righteousness in the
earth. For in these things I delight, declares the Lord (Jer
9:23-24).
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6
Wrestling for Assurance
For the wages of sin is death, but the free gift of God is eternal life in Christ Jesus our
Lord.
(Romans 6:23)

The Battle Begins
My story begins in Monrovia, California, where I grew up immersed
in Christian influence. For as long as I can remember, I’ve always
believed in God, but it hasn’t been an easy journey. My earliest
memories as a preschooler include going to church most Sundays and
learning common Bible stories with flannelgraphs from kind, elderly
servants. Although I wondered why I had to go to church instead of
staying home on Sundays, I enjoyed my time there.
I was taught the essentials of God and believed in Him, but I
remember very vividly thinking long and hard about some of the
things that I had been taught—even as a preschooler. I couldn’t get
over the fact that nothing existed before God created the world in six
days. I would frequently close my eyes and try to imagine nothing,
but I was scared and couldn’t imagine a world of nothing—a world
that I couldn’t physically see; a world that didn’t have all the familiar
things that I knew.
I also remember learning that God was everywhere at once and
could do anything. With my mind filled with doubts, I tried to test
these two facts when I was alone. I poured some of my dad’s raisin
bran cereal into a plastic cup and started praying out loud. I told God
that I wanted some proof of Him being here and listening to me, so I
told Him that I would count to ten, walk away, and come back, and
when I came back, I wanted some of the cereal to be gone. But when
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I came back, the cereal was still there. It didn’t work! I tried my test
again and again until I finally gave up, feeling frustrated and doubting
God and His care for me because He didn’t go along with my little
test.
Another time I wanted to pick my outfit for the next day.
Remembering that God was always watching me and knew exactly
what I would choose, I figured that I should pick out a different
outfit so that God wouldn’t know what I was going to wear. But as I
thought about it some more, if He was sovereign like I had been
taught, He would know what I would end up wearing no matter how
many times I changed my mind. I was frustrated because no matter
how clever I thought I was, I couldn’t escape God’s omnipresence
and sovereignty. I wouldn’t fully understand until later what amazing
realities those were!
Growing up Culturally Christian
When it was time for me to go to kindergarten, I was enrolled in the
Christian elementary school where my mom worked. The school was
also connected to the church I attended. I didn’t realize at such an
early age what an influential place these grounds would become over
the course of my life. I was on the campus six days a week for school
and church. I was surrounded by Christian culture everywhere I
looked, and I was taught countless Bible stories and memorized many
verses over the years. I embraced most of what I was taught and
accepted it as the truth.
When I was six years old, I made my first profession of faith in
Jesus. One of my friends from school told me that she had accepted
Jesus into her heart and was going to heaven. I decided that I wanted
the same thing because I didn’t want to go to hell, so I repeated a
sinner’s prayer and asked Jesus to come live in my heart. I was
genuinely excited to have Jesus with me and to go to heaven one day.
Looking back, although I claimed to be a Christian and genuinely
thought I was one, I’m not sure that I comprehended the gospel and
was truly heaven-bound at that point because my life remained
relatively unchanged.
Throughout my childhood I had many behavioral problems and
struggles and made things challenging for myself, my parents, and my
teachers. I would sometimes try to mask my problems around people
I didn’t know well, but I was defiant on the inside. My family got an
up-close look at what I was really like—argumentative and downright
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disrespectful. My parents and I were frequently frustrated with my
tantrums, rebellion, and extreme emotional highs and lows.
One time, even though I was a child on vacation, while alone in
my hotel room, I was crying out to God in frustration over all these
bad behaviors. I was a very unhappy child, and I was at a loss for
what to do to change things. I felt like I just couldn’t help but behave
poorly, and I felt this way for most of my childhood. I continually
struggled with anxiety, depression, and anger. Scarcely a week went
by without tears. Of course, I went to God when I really needed
something. If I was sick, scared, or wanted something as trivial as the
stop light to turn green, I would throw up a quick prayer. I didn't
understand how I could be a Christian yet feel this hopeless.
I grew up going to church and Sunday School most Sundays, but I
never really felt like I fit in with the other kids. I was typically the
only girl in my grade, and even though I went to the same school
with most of the boys, they usually stuck together and left me out of
their fun on Sunday mornings. Kids of different ages began to
interact with each other more as I grew older, but I didn’t really feel
like I fit in with the younger or older girls, either.
Junior High
When I got to junior high, my mom wanted me to attend the youth
group, so I went a few times but felt totally out of place. I strongly
disliked their classic silly games and didn’t want to participate but felt
that I was given a hard time whenever I just sat back and watched
them. I begged not to go back, so my mom gave me two choices:
attend the youth group activities on Sunday mornings and the middle
of the week or volunteer with kids. It was an easy choice for me
because I have always liked working with kids. Thus, I began
volunteering in the nursery and as a helper in the preschool Sunday
School class every week. I found I felt more at ease with young
children and older adults because they didn’t seem as intimidating as
my peers.
During this time, I was being taught about the end times at my
Christian school. This was the first time I had heard something
taught from the Bible that scared me. The rapture and tribulation
sounded particularly terrifying, especially for those who didn’t repent.
I didn’t really understand the concepts and I was afraid. Despite
professing to be a Christian, I realized that should the end times
come at that moment, I wasn’t entirely sure what would happen to
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me. I knew that if I was a Christian, I shouldn’t be worried, but I
didn’t know if I was saved or how I could verify it, so I was scared.
This created a tremendously scary and dark time for me. I remember
wishing that I had never been born because then I wouldn’t have to
deal with these worries. Why did God even make people in the first
place? I was never one to open up to anyone about the types of
things I was thinking through, so I would bottle them up. Of course,
this led to further fear, anxiety, depression, and anger as my mind
continued to further dwell on these things.
As my doubts of faith were exposed, I became very fearful of
death. If I was honest, I didn’t know where I would end up if I were
to die, so I would frequently pray that “magical prayer” (the sinner’s
prayer), like I did as a small child to ask God to forgive me and ask to
be saved. I prayed it repeatedly just to be sure but never really felt
sure. I thought that my chances of being saved would increase if only
I had the right formula of words to say or if I prayed it more
frequently. After all, my life didn’t really seem changed as it did for
those professing Christ.
When it was time to figure out where I would go to high school, I
was terrified of what the future held. I had grown up in this Christian
community between my school and church, with many of the same
overlapping people my entire life. I loved this Christian bubble I was
in and didn’t want to leave it. I’ve never been one to embrace change,
and this was a huge change for me. I had really wanted to go to the
private Christian high school that a lot of my peers would be
attending, but my family could not afford it because it was
significantly more expensive than my elementary school and my mom
would no longer be getting a discount on tuition. So, that meant that
I would have to go to public school. Growing up in a Christian
school, I had heard all kinds of scary things about public school. The
school district where my family lived didn’t have the best reputation,
and I didn’t know a single person who would be going to that school.
I squirmed at the thought of being thrown into that kind of
environment all by myself.
God graciously provided my parents an opportunity towards the
end of my eighth-grade year to move a few cities away, which was
assigned a different school district. I felt some comfort with this
change, because the new school was closer to where I was currently
attending school and some of my classmates would be attending the
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same school as well, including one of my closest friends. I was still
nervous about attending public school but felt better about going
into it with some familiar faces.
High School
Although I had an idea of what school would be like, I wasn’t fully
prepared to start high school. When my mom asked how the first day
of school went, I responded with “I didn’t know there were so many
different colored hair dyes, I’ve seen piercings in places I didn’t know
could be pierced, and I’ve heard some choice words on average about
every twenty minutes today.” I clung to the people I already knew.
Although I tried to be friendly and make some new friends, it was a
frustrating experience because most people already knew each other
from middle school and weren’t looking for new friends. I didn’t
really want to be friends with the people I met because they seemed
very worldly. I was hypocritical as I didn’t fully understand my own
faith but internally judged others because I thought that my sins
weren’t as bad as theirs.
With the few friends I had, we decided to attend a Christian club
on campus once a week during lunch. The club was fun because it
reminded me of that comfortable environment I was so fond of and
had become accustomed to. However, as school progressed, many of
my friends began to make new friends and we slowly started drifting
apart. Although I had struggled with friendships and sometimes felt
socially unsure in my earlier years, I always had a close group of
friends. In my small elementary school, I was a big fish in a small
pond, yet I felt the opposite in a high school with over 2,000
students. I became more and more socially anxious and would avoid
going to events with more than just a few people that I knew well. I
felt clammy walking through the quad on my way to classes. High
school became something for me to get through because I had to. I
desperately wanted to go back to my comfortable bubble—not
because I truly desired to be with Christ followers—but because it
was familiar.
Over time, my friends stopped attending the Christian club on
campus. Initially, I still went on my own, but I didn’t really feel like
going without them, so I also gradually started going less frequently.
At church, I still struggled socially and stuck to helping with the
children’s ministry. The kids weren’t as intimidating as my peers, and
I felt like I was spiritually superior to my peers for serving kids. In
65

Wrestling for Assurance

reality, I was using my service to the children’s ministry to hide the
struggles I had in my heart with spiritual well-being.
Additionally, I continued to struggle with academics, a problem
since childhood. I was diagnosed with many learning disabilities and
frequently used them as excuses to not do my assigned work. Because
learning was such a struggle, I never enjoyed school itself, but I
strived to at least look like I was doing well. The main reasons I put
on the appearance were because I wanted to prove that the teachers
and counselors who had been unsure of my academic abilities for
years were wrong and because I wanted to impress others. I knew I
wouldn’t excel in the same ways many of my peers did as my high
school was competitive and sent a good number of students into the
top schools in the country. I only wanted to go to college because the
world said that I needed a bachelor’s degree to amount to anything.
If I were honest, all I wanted to do was prove people wrong
regarding their assumptions of my capabilities and to have a job that
made good money. I always desired to attend a Christian college so
that I could go back into my comfortable bubble from childhood.
Thankfully, the academic requirements were a little less stringent
at the private Christian colleges. I managed to get decent grades in
average level classes by making friends with my teachers and worked
on showing the colleges that I had strengths outside of taking tests.
Because I wasn’t involved in extracurriculars in or out of school, I
put my effort into doing community service for my college
admission. My school had a requirement of doing 100 hours of
community service over the course of four years. I decided that
community service was the way for me to stand out and made it my
goal to have more community service hours than any other kid in my
class. My personal goal was to do 1,000 volunteer hours at various
organizations over those four years in high school. At the time, I felt
good about myself, and figured God and others would be pleased
with my efforts. Looking back, I now realize that it was all in vain
because it wasn’t truly for God’s glory and that I couldn’t please God
with something done for my own glory.
At this point, I had already had several experiences with death
including family friends, school staff, church members, and extended
family. The deaths involved people that I was not very close to, yet
they had quite an impact on me. As a deeply introspective person
who didn’t want to talk through what I was thinking, these things
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weighed heavily on me. Each experience left me in shock with the
reality of how easy it was for someone you saw all the time to be
gone the next day. I felt all kinds of emotions regarding those
circumstances. I felt guilty because I wasn’t nicer to them and hadn’t
put in an effort to see them more frequently. At the same time, I was
terrified of the reminder that death is a reality for everyone. No
matter how long anyone lives, one day everyone will die, and there is
no escape from death. With each death experience, I would resolve
to change the way I lived: make each day count more, strengthen my
faith by being more serious with more time reading the Bible, and
being more kind to everyone. Although I would be able to do this for
a short while, this zeal for life and spiritual things would usually fizzle
out because my actions were an emotional response to those
experiences rather than any evidence of lasting spiritual change.
One specific encounter with death during my high school years
really stuck out to me. One of my former high school teachers was
tragically killed in a murder-suicide committed by her husband over
winter break. I found out immediately because her mother worked
with my mom and was a member of my church. I was the one who
took the phone call late at night and informed my mom that she
wouldn’t be able to come to work the next day. Although this lady
didn’t give details over the phone, I heard more the next morning. I
was shocked at the whole ordeal. Again, I reacted the same as with
earlier experiences with death and immediately felt guilty. This time, I
was really moved to take my faith more seriously, so I figured the
most logical next step would be to get baptized. Yet, I remember that
even on the day of my baptism, I was still uncertain of many things
and battling a multitude of sin issues. Although I understood that
baptism did nothing to change my standing with God, I somehow
thought that taking this step of obedience to God would change my
desires. Yet, my life wasn’t marked by significant change and that
spiritual high faded over time.
I continued my volunteer work at church, eventually becoming
the lead Sunday School teacher for kids. I also volunteered at my old
elementary school and a local hospital for more volunteer hours. I
was prideful about my volunteering and somehow thought I was
better for doing it. I ended up getting into all of the local Christian
colleges I applied to, and graduated with decent grades and more
community service hours than any of my 500-plus peers, just like I
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always wanted. I was prideful in all of those accomplishments and
ready to prove all of the negative comments wrong. I decided to
attend a college close to home and was eager to be done with high
school and back in the Christian bubble.
I thought that college would be a fresh start for me. I could make
some new Christian friends and figure out many of the spiritual
questions I was privately struggling with. Because I would not be at
my home church, I could try out some new churches on my own and
figure out exactly what I believed, rather than just what I was taught
growing up. Of course, college was not as glamorous as I thought it
would be. I still struggled to find friends there, but the Lord
eventually provided me with a few friends and helped me overcome
some of my social anxiety through His common grace. I struggled
academically and was indecisive about what I wanted to study. I was
also working part-time at my former elementary school so that I
could pay for part of my tuition.
I ended up meeting all kinds of people in college between
students, faculty, and attendees of the local churches I visited. They
had a broad spectrum of theological views and beliefs. As someone
seeking truth, I was very confused about what I should believe when
everyone seemed to have different answers. Many of the ideas I was
exposed to were more liberal in theology than what I had been taught
at my conservative Bible-teaching church. I found that I liked some
of these teachings and felt that my church could lighten up a bit in
some of their teachings.
Post College
After two years of college, I came to the difficult decision to stop
going to school. The main reasons were that I couldn’t afford the
tuition anymore—even with some help from my parents—and that I
still had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. I didn’t really want
to invest so much time studying for a degree in something I wasn’t
sure I wanted to do just to impress and prove to others what I could
accomplish.
The Lord was gracious in His sovereignty to have me leave school
and provided a clear plan of what I could do next. I left my job at the
school to pursue a full-time nanny job for a newborn baby. This
seemed like a great fit because I had always enjoyed working with
kids. However, I quickly learned that being home all day with a
newborn is not as glamorous as I had originally imagined it to be, and
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I didn’t know quite as much about raising children as I had first
thought. The baby cried for a good part of the day and I was left
feeling very lonely now that I didn’t see my friends or old coworkers
every day.
The feeling of loneliness made me feel more lost than ever with
my faith as I now had time to dwell on the many doubts and
questions that I had. I was often overwhelmed by life’s problems yet
did not turn to the Lord for help. Because of this uncertainty, I
would try to distract myself by seeking satisfaction in a variety of
other avenues to the point of even turning God’s good gifts into
idols. Although I knew the things of this world alone could only offer
fleeting pleasure, I mistakenly thought that it was better to be happy
for a little while than not happy at all. I attempted to justify my sin
through self-righteous thoughts like, “At least my sins aren’t as bad as
others,” or even through denial, insisting that my actions were not
sin.
I often found myself attempting to come up with different
interpretations of Scripture or picking and choosing which parts of
God’s Word to believe so that I could reconcile my personal views.
Having been exposed to different perspectives on theology, I
discovered that I really liked the idea of God as the giver of love and
grace because that meant I could pretty much live however I wanted
and ask for forgiveness later. If I looked like I had it together on the
outside, no one I knew would question my faith. Because I didn’t
love God with my whole heart and didn’t find joy in Him, the only
one who can truly satisfy us, I was often left feeling alone and empty.
It was a vicious and repetitive cycle of searching for and failing to
find ultimate satisfaction outside of God.
Conversion
Despite all this spiritual turmoil, I still continued to attend church on
a fairly regular basis, but it was mostly out of fear of change because
church was part of my weekly routine. I failed to develop deep
relationships with people because I didn’t want to expose any
vulnerabilities. Most of the time, I didn’t even like the biblical
teaching due to my hardness of heart, but nevertheless my conscience
was pricked. The more I listened, the more surprised I was at how
much of the Bible made sense.
At this point, I was now taking care of two kids, so I spent a lot of
time with the other moms at church, asking about how they raise
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their children. I would often babysit for some of these families on the
evenings and weekends, which allowed me to have a closer look at
how different families ran their homes. I was blessed to spend time
with a few of them who were very transparent about their biblical
convictions in their homes, open to the personal questions I asked,
and challenged me on my views. Their joy-filled lives led me to
wonder if the entirety of the Bible was true as they seemed to thrive
while living out the parts of the Bible that I didn’t agree with. During
this time, something clicked. I realized that the Bible was the inerrant,
inspired Word of God that was intended to be taken literally in its
entirety. Slowly, the Lord began to open my eyes more and more to
the truth of His Word.
When the family I worked for relocated to the San Francisco Bay
Area for work, they invited me to join them and continue working as
a live-in nanny. Making the decision to move was very difficult as I
didn’t know anyone in the area or have any reason to move there
apart from this job. Nevertheless, I decided to move with them. Little
did I know that the Lord was sovereignly at work in this decision and
had something far better in store for me than I could imagine. One
of these was the realization that my desires had changed and that my
priority should be to find a solid Bible-teaching church that I could
call my spiritual family.
I was very grateful to find Grace Bible Fellowship (GBF) after
only a few weeks in the Bay Area. At this point, I was incredibly
hungry to get plugged in and learn for myself exactly what the Bible
had to say. Here, there was no external pressure to go to church and
no need to look like a Christian for others. As a result, my heart
desired to follow God and to learn more about Him. I was
committed to accepting the Bible’s teachings as the ultimate and
literal truth to live out, regardless of my presuppositions.
Every week of reading the Word, hearing good teaching, receiving
counsel, and growing in relationships with my GBF family helped to
strip away the false views that I had, layer by layer. Over time, my
views began to conform more to Scripture until the Bible had fully
infiltrated and impacted me in all areas of life. All of life’s struggles—
both big and small—with which I had hopelessly wrestled up to this
point had answers in God’s reliable, timeless book, the Bible. Every
part of my life had been changed by these truths. True, lasting change
like this can only come from I finally understood the gospel, and that
70

Rescued by Grace: Volume II

God created the universe and everything in it, including plants,
animals, and people. The first humans, Adam and Eve literally walked
the earth with God in a time where everything was perfect and there
was no sickness or death. However, they disobeyed God’s one
command to not eat the fruit from one tree, and thus introduced sin
into the world, causing all people to be born with an inherent sin
nature. Romans 3:23 says, “For all have sinned and fall short of the
glory of God.” Sin, which is disobeying any of God’s holy
commands, is the greatest problem of all because it separates us from
a just and holy God.
According to God’s Law, anyone who breaks even one of God’s
commands is a sinner deserving punishment and hell for eternity.
The consequence for our sins is mentioned in Romans 6:23: “For the
wages of sin is death, but the free gift of God is eternal life in Christ
Jesus our Lord.” God’s perfect plan required that He send His Son to
save sinful humans. Jesus was born on Earth as both fully man and
fully God and lived a perfect life, where He never sinned. When He
died on the cross, He took the place of sinners and received
punishment that was due to those who believe in the gospel from
God the Father. Anyone who believes that salvation comes from
Christ’s work on the cross alone and repents of their sins to God can
be eternally forgiven and deemed righteous by His grace.
Repentance means more than just being sorry about your sin or
confessing your sins to God; it is a whole-hearted turning away from
sin and your own desires toward Jesus Christ to follow Him alone.
Those who reject the truth of the gospel will suffer an eternity in hell
separated from God. I realized that the gospel stands true regardless
of whether I believe it. It is the Lord who opens the eyes of sinners,
making them alive in Christ and giving them a new heart that desires
to follow Christ above all else. This life-changing good news has
altered my perspective on life and how I want to live. The doubts
regarding my salvation have disappeared, and the gospel fills me with
unending peace and joy. After having had a few years to grow in my
faith under the solid teaching at GBF, I even decided to get
rebaptized last year in obedience to publicly display my genuine faith
in Christ.
Conversion truly is an amazing supernatural work of God! I had
truly thought I was a Christian for so many years, but looking back, I
realize that I had deceived myself. I don’t even know where to begin
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to describe the transformation in my life, but I now understand what
it means to have been blinded to the truth. I have finally put to rest
the doubts and questions that I have had for years. Although I was
exposed to the truth since I was a child, the Lord had not softened
my heart to receive that truth yet. I felt like I was looking at a word
scramble puzzle that had all the answers I needed right in front of me
for years but somehow wasn’t able to unscramble the words on my
own, until suddenly, the answers became clear. The Lord opened my
eyes to clearly understand spiritual realities and spell out the answers
that I had been searching for my whole life.
The Story: Continued
After being saved, I know without a shadow of a doubt that I would
have the joy of spending eternity with Christ in heaven if I were to
die right now, but I am very grateful that my story doesn’t end there.
Even in just a few short years, I have been incredibly blessed to see
the Lord at work in my life. I have been so blessed to glean from and
enjoy fellowship with other brothers and sisters. I have authentic
friends that I can share life with, being transparent with them about
my struggles. The Lord has been continually fine-tuning my theology
and how I live out my faith. By no means have I learned all there is to
know or been able to overcome every sin in my life. Although
becoming a believer has provided many practical resolutions to lifeissues I had struggled with previously, it certainly doesn’t mean life
has magically become easier or problem-free. In fact, it has been
quite the opposite. I have had my faith tested through trials in ways I
would have never anticipated.
I know there are many people who have suffered far more than I
can even imagine. However, I have had my fair share of dark days,
even as a believer, to the point where there have been days when I
didn’t think I could get out of bed in the morning due to the curse of
living in a fallen world. I’ve encountered more death of close family
members, many of whom were unbelievers. Suffering from chronic
pain from an injury that will likely never heal on this side of heaven.
Lost or strained relationships, especially with unbelieving friends who
aren’t interested in this new person Christ has made me. Unbelieving
friends and family that reject the gospel. Serious health scares filled
with long and anxious waiting periods. A multitude of employment
and housing changes. Unfulfilled longings and desires. Uncertainty
over the future that at times paralyzes me. There have been days—
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particularly in this last year—where it felt like every single area of my
life was being stripped away and changed in some form and
sometimes simultaneously.
For almost a year it has felt like there was a new trial introduced
every few weeks. While it usually isn’t too hard to say that my hope is
in Christ when all is good and well, could I rest my hope in Christ
alone in times of uncertainty? With each trial, I ask myself what my
response would be—would I still say, “Praise God for He is good
and faithful,” regardless of the outcome?
Some trials were gradually removed through answered prayer
while others persist even now, yet I was very encouraged to see just
how faithful and trustworthy God has been! He has never left me,
not even for a moment. He has provided for all my needs and went
above and beyond anything I could have asked for both spiritually
and practically. He has used the local body of Christ to meet many of
my needs, making sure that I am well cared for. I praise God for He
is good and loves His children dearly. I can say with confidence that
the only thing I have hope in is Christ! Nothing—whether it’s my
health, friends, family, job, home, finances, or anything else in this
life—can offer me eternal hope like the living God of the Bible.
Prior to these trials, I probably would have said that life on this
earth wasn’t so bad and that I was thankful for the many blessings He
has given me to enjoy my time here. When I became a believer,
although I had peace about eternity, I really didn’t spend much time
anticipating my future in heaven. As hard as the last year has been, I
wouldn’t exchange all the hardships I had for anything else because
of the sweet fellowship it has brought me with Christ. More than
anything else, these trials have given me a desire to be free of this
cursed body and earth and to worship the Lord for all of eternity.
I know that I’m not perfect and that I will continue to fight my sin
every day, but I can confidently say that if I were to die today and
stand before God, as we all will one day, I would be declared
righteous because of the Lord Jesus Christ’s perfect and complete
sacrificial death on my behalf for my sins. God would see me as
justified not because of my deeds, but because I’ve repented of my
sins and trust fully in the work of Christ to take my place for the
death penalty of sin. I praise God for His grace in adopting me into
His family and for giving me eternal life when all I deserve is eternal
punishment in hell for my sins. Although I know that my life won’t
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always be easy, I look forward to continue growing in my faith until
the day the Lord takes me home to heaven for all of eternity to spend
with Him.
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7
Rescued from Pride
Humble yourselves before the Lord, and he will exalt you.
(James 4:10)

Growing Up
I grew up in the busy and crowded city of Kowloon, Hong Kong. I
was the younger of two boys, and I did not know my father due to
his passing when I was a baby. I still have a vivid memory of paying
respect at his tombstone on a hillside as I looked out over the waters.
My mom lived with her cousins during her adolescent years, as my
grandparents were able to flee from China to Hong Kong. So, I was
raised by my mom with lots of influences from many close family
relatives. My early childhood years began in a small apartment flat,
where my values and view on life were formed by a bit of Buddhism,
incense worship, and various inherited traditions. I would consider
this typical of a traditional Cantonese home.
Our family of three moved to Long Island, New York when I was
eight. America! It was so big and not as crowded as Hong Kong. We
moved in with our grandparents and lived at the back of their
laundromat. These were humble beginnings, but we were happy. I
fondly remember Elaine, a wonderful young lady, who would spend
time with us to help me with school and adjust to life in America. She
would study the subjects taught in my classes and transfer her
knowledge about those subjects to my grandfather who would then
teach it to me in Chinese. I am indebted to her. We enjoyed
celebrating the Fourth of July and Thanksgiving parades, and I fondly
remember playing in Little League. Those times seem simple and
pure in comparison to today.

Rescued from Pride

Core Values Being Formed
My brother and I were parented mainly by my mother, and a bit by
my grandparents, up to age ten. My mother remarried shortly
thereafter, and my stepfather parented us with a strong hand. He had
our best interest in mind and was quite firm. I was taught many
things and I took it all in without questioning anything. Little by little,
my core values were being formed. There were four core values that
dictated my behavior and actions in life.
First, respect my family elders. Respect immediate family,
relatives, and friends of relatives that are either older or who have a
higher rank. I needed to address each relative by their proper title,
such as “Uncle” or “Aunt.” In the Chinese language this can be very
challenging. For example, the word for uncle is different depending
on whether he is from my father’s side or mother’s side, and whether
he is older or younger than me. Also, I needed to address him
according to the birth position he has within the family, counting
males only. On top of that, the title could be different depending on
what dialect was spoken in the region of China that their family came
from. So, in one title, many things are conveyed. Yes, Chinese is a
complex language. In my case, this was very difficult to keep track of.
My grandmother was the second of ten children. My mother and
my grandmother’s sister were born within a year of each other. I have
uncles and aunts older than me. My children are of higher
generational rank than relatives much older than them. Addressing
relatives by their proper title was a huge topic of discussion during
the birthday party celebration of our first child, who was the first of
five living generations. This was all done out of politeness and
respect to family. We did not talk back to our elders nor give them a
dismissive response. That was not done. Period.
Second was caring for the family. The Chinese culture is very
family-oriented. In my grandmother’s day, multiple generations lived
in the same building or home. This made extended families closer
knit and made for festive celebrations when family was together. My
grandmother relied on family often and the extended family would
rally around her when needs arose. Recently, I went along with my
mother and brother to visit the village my mother and grandmother
grew up in, and I saw the humble multi-room building they called
home. Our relatives helped guide us there. With all the new buildings
and the demolition of old buildings, my mother could not recognize
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the city of Toishan at all. This brought back memories for my
mother, and she explained the hardship that my grandmother
endured. She and my mother sacrificed much for me and my brother.
This is a major reason why I respect my elders and continue to regard
family with utmost importance.
A third core value was being obedient and well-mannered—
especially in public. I was to be obedient and respectful to the law, to
figures of authority, and especially to my parents. I showed respect to
police officers, my teachers, firemen, the President, etc. In public, like
at a restaurant, I was well-mannered and polite or else I would be
disgracing my parents. Acting up in public meant that parents did not
teach their children well. Although not as apparent, this also
translated to performance in school. Often during family social
events, a very common topic of discussion was how children were
doing in school. Receiving mediocre grades reflected poorly on the
parents because this meant that they did not stay on top of their
child’s studying efforts. This was very embarrassing for the child and
even more so for the parents.
And lastly, the fourth core value was working hard to obtain
financial security. I saw a strong work ethic displayed in my
grandparents as they ran their laundromat business by diligently
doing the arduous work every day for long hours. There was no
complaint. They did their work with excellence and the customers
were very satisfied. My mother started sewing garments when we first
moved to America, and just did what she was capable of to provide
for her sons. By example I was taught to work hard, and that work
ethic has continued all my life.
I think this kind of hard work is typical in many Chinese homes.
My stepfather also encouraged us to give our best effort in our
studies. At times, this emphasis created pressure. My older brother
did not like the constant pressure, and although he tried, school just
did not come easy to him. He moved out of the home after high
school and it took years for his relationship with our stepfather to
mend. Fortunately for me, school came easy, especially math and
science. Although I received very good test scores and grades, the
expectations were extremely high. My dad did not judge me on how
many points I got on a test, but by how many points I missed. Who
would have thought that getting a 95 out of 100 is not a good score?
This was tough to take at times, but I kept pressing on in my studies.
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Pursuit of Financial Security
Although these core values are good in and of themselves, they didn’t
have any spiritual substance. Being an obedient son, I pursued
success by hitting the books with fervor and determination. My
father, when I was just a few weeks old, said to my mother “For our
firstborn, have him go to trade school instead of college. He won’t
make it in school. For our second son, have him get as much
schooling as possible.” I don’t understand why he had these
thoughts. My mom kept this in mind and encouraged me to get the
best education I could.
After fully immersing myself in school, I learned the English
language and breezed through elementary school, middle school and
finished high school in three years. College came easy as well and by
age 20, I completed my Bachelor of Science with a degree in electrical
engineering and began my career as an engineer. I kept going. While
working full time, I took two graduate courses each quarter in pursuit
of a Master’s Degree. I met my future wife during this time, and
despite work and graduate school, I had time to date. Fast-forward
two years, I finished my Master’s Degree and got married in the same
month. And the following month, we were off to Illinois so I could
pursue my doctorate. What a whirlwind!
Puffed Up and Hardened
With all that education, all that knowledge, I felt like I knew so much.
And what I did not know, I could do some research and find out.
Although I did not outwardly express it, I was very puffed up. I
would rely on science and formulas, digging through academic
publications, listening to experts in their field, my own reasoning, etc.
The human wisdom of the world can explain practically everything. I
just thought that mankind was brilliant.
For example, why is there so much chaos in the world? Why is the
ozone layer depleting? Why is the earth slowly degrading? Oh, that’s
easy. We can explain that using the second law of thermodynamics.
The second law of thermodynamics states that in any isolated system,
the degree of disorder can only increase. I looked all around and even
outside of the scientific realm there was chaos everywhere, including
the turbulent Middle East.
The more worldly knowledge I took in, the more I did not need
religion—and I did not need a god. I thought that people who
needed a god were either intellectually challenged or psychologically
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weak. Reflecting back, I realize just how puffed up and arrogant I
was. It is ironic and sad that I knew so little even though I thought I
knew so much. More than sad, I was on the broad road going
towards the wide gate that leads to destruction and I didn’t even
know it (Matt 7:13).
Turned Off by Religion
While continually being bombarded with many secular worldviews,
attaining lots of head knowledge, and growing up in an atheist and
handed-down-traditions environment, the concept of a god rarely
crossed my mind. I did not need religion. I kept living by my core
values, being obedient, studying hard, working hard, and providing
for my family.
There were times that religion and God got my attention with bad
news. In the 1970s and 1980s, for example, there was the constant
turmoil in the Middle East. I still remember the gas shortage crisis in
which cars alternated days being able to get gas depending on
whether the last number of the license plate was an even number or
an odd number. This was inconvenient for many Americans for
many months. People waited in lines for hours to get gas. There were
even people willing to get in line for you if you paid them. This
gasoline shortage made many people mad, myself included. Many
people across America were very displeased and some viewed this as
an ideological battle. This left me with a dislike for religion.
Then there was the Iran hostage crisis and Ayatollah Khomeini.
Fifty-two American diplomats and citizens were held hostage for 444
days (November 4, 1979, to January 20, 1981) after a group of
Iranian students who supported the Iranian Revolution took over the
U.S. Embassy in Tehran. These students were religious, part of the
Muslim Student Followers of the Imam's Line. This was a time of
high tension that gripped the nation. The United States withdrew
from the 1980 Olympics. I remember registering for the Selective
Service which had been made mandatory by the President as a
response to the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan. I was a bit scared at
the prospect of possibly serving in the armed forces.
Also, there was the horrific Jonestown massacre where hundreds
died. “Jonestown” was the informal name for the People’s Temple
Agricultural Project formed by the People’s Temple, an American
religious cult under the leadership of Jim Jones, in northwestern
Guyana. It became internationally notorious when on November 18,
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1978, over 900 people died (304 of which were children) in the
remote commune, at the nearby airstrip in Port Kaituma, and in
Georgetown, Guyana's capital city. Jim Jones misled people with
teachings shared with some biblical church and Christian revival
movements. I didn’t understand much of this but was inundated with
the news of this tragedy due to the California ties. This was yet
another black mark on religion in my mind.
With all these tragedies and violence, chants of “Death to
America!” and constant religious wars, my heart became more and
more hardened towards religion and towards the existence of one
God.
God’s Pursuit Team
But as I reflect, I can see how God was pursuing me over three
decades ago! That’s when I met my future wife, Alice, on a
backpacking trip that I spontaneously decided to attend. It was out of
character that I decided, on the spur of the moment, to buy an
expensive sleeping bag and a rigged backpack. As we were deciding
on drivers and seating arrangements, it so happened that Alice and a
bunch of gear were to be in my hatchback. The four-hour drive to
Lake Saddleback flew by, and a friendship quickly formed. A few
years later, Alice and I were married.
Fast forward to about a decade later, by God’s grace, Alice
became a Christian and brought our three kids to church. She met a
couple of Christian women who befriended her, and their children
got along well with our children. These women invited Alice to
church and God used them to draw Alice to Himself. The church
made a big impact on Alice, and she went to church every week and
built friendships. She faithfully brought our three young children by
herself week in and week out for several years, and this made me take
notice. I noticed how happy they were as they were getting ready to
go and how happy they were when they came home. During this
time, unbeknownst to me, she was regularly praying for my salvation.
Meanwhile, I did not go to church and poured myself into my career
and caring for the family.
Then tragedy struck. My son had a horrific accident and had to
have surgery. I stared out at the moon that night wondering why this
happened. Why would God allow such a thing? Alice’s church was
very supportive and one of the deacons and his wife visited us
expressing love and concern that I had never experienced from
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strangers. That moved my heart to want to know more about this
church that my wife and kids were going to. I started attending
fellowship gatherings and met some Christians. I enjoyed the
conversations and their company. I tasted a bit of sweet fellowship
and began being exposed to the Word of God. After several visits, I
met with the pastor. We talked about the concept of God, beliefs,
and religions. Growing up with some hints of Buddhist rituals,
human traditions, and having a curiosity for religion and philosophy,
I enjoyed our conversation. Then, in the fall of 1995, the pastor
asked if I would check out Christianity and handed me a book called
Mere Christianity by C.S. Lewis. I said, “yes,” without knowing what I
was getting into!
“Mere” Christianity
Mere Christianity. Mere Christianity. What a deceiving title. You
really cannot judge a book by its cover as it was not MERE! At first, I
did not think much of the contents and thought it was a casual read.
After speed reading just the first section, I realized this was not just a
mere book. For the first time in my life, I was challenged in my
thinking in areas like never before. C. S. Lewis challenged my mind
time and time again, and I was in for a long, tough wrestling match!
Armed with all that I have learned, I leaned upon my understanding
through the years as I read, contemplated and weighed each section.
Although this was a very tough read, I was captivated by the logic of
the arguments, the systematic approach, and the intellectual
challenge.
Adjusting my mindset for the heaviness of this book, I carefully
read every word, sometimes several times. Although not a thick
book, it took me more than two months to read it! Here is a brief
description of my grueling journey navigating through the many
challenges to my worldview.
Lewis starts off by exploring the notion of right and wrong and
that at its core it is not an inherently human characteristic. He calls
our fundamental and universal understanding of fairness, “The Law
of Human Nature,” as distinguished from other natural laws (such as
gravity). This distinction removed personal objectivity as the standard
of morality. Postmodernism took a hit. Evolution also took a big hit
since it is silent on morality. I was intrigued at the idea of the
existence of a moral law, that the moral law itself must lie beyond
instinct, and that there must be some objective standard of morality. I
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began to feel uneasy about my convictions. The wrestling with this
book had begun.
The next struggle came when Lewis points out that the two
commonly held views, the materialist view and the religious view, can
neither be proven nor disproven by science. Scientific observation is
powerless by its very nature—to decide whether anything or nothing
lies behind events. I had to agree that by hypothesis such an entity
would not be observable. All the science I learned and depended on
was rendered useless. My worldview was being attacked and
crumbling by this systematic set of arguments! There is a power
behind events and there is a moral standard imposed on us.
Book I (Mere Christianity consists of four sections called “books”)
concludes with the idea that there is a force behind this Moral Law
that is neither lenient nor indulgent; it instructs us to do the right
thing despite how difficult or painful it is. He argues that one must
arrive at the point of acknowledging that there is a Moral Law, and
that we violate it, and that we need to be set right before one can
accept Christianity. I came to realize that being a good person is not
good enough. I was far from perfect and have broken the Moral Law
many times. To be set right, I continued to Book II entitled The
Invasion.
This section assesses how religions view right and wrong. Not all
religions are equally wrong; some are closer to the truth than others.
There is a division among religions on the nature of God with
different views on explaining good and evil. Wrestling through this
helped me to eliminate some religions from consideration. The
Christian belief of a God who created the universe is very much on
the side of good as opposed to evil. This seemed right to me, but
raised the question: “If a good God made the world, why has it gone
wrong?” There is so much injustice in the world. Lewis argues that so
long as we have any notion of “just” and “unjust,” there must exist
some standard of “just” to compare it to, bringing the person back to
a firm belief in God. Otherwise, right and wrong would be
meaningless. After mulling this over, I realized that Lewis was right,
leading me to have a firm belief in God. I was seeing the influences
and teachings of my past weakening when I became a skeptic of the
basis of my knowledge and convictions.
A pivotal portion of this book was on the appearance of Jesus,
who claimed to forgive sins. Lewis examines the claim that Jesus
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purports to forgive sins made by other men against other men. Jesus
is forgiving things in which He has no part. Therefore, Lewis argues
that we must not claim that Jesus was merely a great moral teacher.
Since He claimed to be God, we have only three options: He is a
lunatic, He is an evil liar, or He is God. There is no other option.
This was a “wow” moment for me. Jesus is God. I had heard of Jesus
during my teenage years, and not in a good light. I really wrestled
with this for a long time. I could not deny this, but I could not really
accept it…yet. I needed to read on.
In Book III, three parts of morality were outlined. A human must
be right with himself, he must be right with those around him, and he
must be following a certain purpose. All my life, there was emphasis
on each of these, with self being the most important. In other words,
life was all about self and sometimes helping others. The fact that we
are made by someone else, by the force behind the Moral Law, by a
just God who loves good, by Jesus who claims to be God, was
making my head hurt. How can this be? In addition, this God, this
Creator, made me for a purpose, which meant that I have more
duties than just living for myself.
Lewis continues with describing four cardinal virtues recognized
by all civilized people and three theological virtues recognized
specifically by Christians. I weighed these pages and counted the cost
of agreeing to Christianity. A key point to doing this was that I
couldn’t pick and choose. I could not approach Christianity to find
support for my beliefs; I needed to approach it to find out what to
believe. I had to be honest with myself. I had to agree with the
paragraphs on pride, that the worst sin is pride, and that pride leads
to every other vice. Pride provokes other sins and makes it
impossible to know God, since prideful people cannot know
anything greater than themselves. This was me. I was prideful, puffed
up. I could not know God. I thought people who believed in the
God of the Bible were weak, needing an emotional crutch to get
through life. How wrong I was! Christians do not need God to
survive; they are living the victorious life because God is in their lives!
When Lewis talked about one of the theological virtues, faith, he
said that faith does not mean believing something despite evidence. It
means that, once you have accepted something based on evidence,
you continue to believe in it in spite of your changing moods. While
not fully understanding the concept of faith, this helped me relate to
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some Christians I met who wavered in their faith in God depending
on circumstances.
In Book IV, the final book of Mere Christianity, Lewis taught that
theology is like a map. It is not God, but it points us to God. I found
this very helpful. Being very logical and trained as an engineer and
mathematician, I like to have as much information as possible to
assess and then make a decision. I had seen some Christians in
action. I had seen my wife displaying her faith through her life. I had
heard messages from the Bible. I had read portions of Scripture. As I
continued to wrestle with trying to know and understand God, I
concluded that knowing God fully was impossible. God is beyond
and outside of time. The more I learned, the more I realized how
much I did not know. I was at a crossroads. I had to take a step of
faith. After a long three-month wrestling match with the God of the
Bible, I surrendered. By faith, I accepted Jesus Christ as my Lord and
Savior. All my understanding was foolishness. All those religions
were false. All the useless Buddhist traditions were a blend of human
traditions, mysticism, and superstition. All my education was rubbish.
As I reflect on this journey, I do agree with the book’s title, Mere
Christianity, because the profound message of Christianity is so
simple. Agree. Believe. Choose. I agreed with God that I am a sinner
and need to turn from it. I believe by faith that Jesus, the Son of
God, died on the cross for my sin and rose from the dead. And I
chose to trust Christ as my Lord and Savior. God’s grace is so
amazing, saving a wretch like me!
The One True God!
That decision of putting my faith in Christ in December 1995 has
transformed my life. I became a new creation by the grace of God. I
know that there is a God—a powerful, holy, and loving God who
made everything, including me. I am no longer looking out for my
own interests, but also to the interest of others. And I understood
that I have been made for a purpose—God’s purpose. Ephesians
2:10 says “For we are God’s workmanship, created in Christ Jesus to
do good works, which God prepared in advance for us to do.”
Shortly after my conversion, I was baptized on Easter Sunday. I
also began to read God’s Word with a hunger of wanting to know
more about God. I discovered how wonderful God is and the
wonderful plans He has for His children, and how I need to have a
God-centered life and not a self-centered life.
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It’s been more than twenty years and I continue to grow in
knowing Christ. What a marvelous, majestic God! I am so grateful
and blessed to have wrestled with God through the book of Mere
Christianity.
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Loved Much
… her sins which are many, have been forgiven,
for she loved much;
but he who is forgiven little, loves little.
(Luke 7:47, ESV)
Empty False Religion
I was born into a non-religious home in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. I
have a brother thirteen months older than me. My mother was a
housewife and my dad worked for Westinghouse as an electrical
engineer and defense contractor. When I was two my dad was
transferred to Baltimore-Washington International Airport, so for
much of my childhood I grew up in Baltimore. My parents became
religious when my brother was born.
My brother almost died when he was born as my mom had some
life-threatening disease that made her and my new-born brother
gravely susceptible. The doctors were not able to diagnose the
problem so they could not help, and simply gave up. One of the
doctors told my mom to try prayer and then he gave her a book by
Mary Baker Eddy called, Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures. My
mom read the book and got hooked. Soon after she and my dad
found a Christian Science church near where they lived outside of
Baltimore. My mom and brother both recovered from the unknown
ailment they had at the time my brother was born. It was not because
of Christian Science but our family did officially become a Christian
Science home.
Christian Science confuses a lot of people. Known today as
Church of Christ, Scientist, there are around 150,000 adherents in
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America. Some people think of it as just another Christian
denomination. Others call it a cult. I was a practitioner of it from the
time I was a little girl until I was in college. I remember going every
Sunday to the Christian Science church as a little girl, attending
Sunday school and then the “service” afterwards with my parents.
Christian Science was invented in the late 19th century by a troubled,
popular, eccentric woman named Mary Baker Eddy (1821-1910). She
dabbled in spiritism, the occult, and mesmerism for decades until she
formalized her own systemized version of “mental healing” in her
written supplement to the Bible called, Science and Health with Key to the
Scriptures. This 700-page tome remains the guiding text of this
aberrant religious sect. It teaches that healing comes through
corrective thinking.
Her Christian Science was neither Christian nor scientific. She
rejected the inspiration of the Bible and the Trinity; she denied the
deity of Christ as well as His death and resurrection. She said “evil
and sickness are an illusion” which became the cardinal doctrine of
her religion. As a matter of fact, she said physical matter was an
illusion, or evil, which made her a full-blown gnostic, and a
contradiction to true empirical science. Nevertheless, she garnered
countless followers and disciples with her speaking, writing and
teachings and my family fell prey to it all.
When I went to church on Sundays, it was not like going to a
traditional Protestant worship service or a Catholic Mass. It was
paired down and very benign. They just had Readers in the Reading
Room. Somebody reads certain portions of the Bible, usually a man
and then a woman would read the Science and Health. Eddy’s book was
considered more important, or relevant, than the Bible. There was a
brief time of singing, usually an old hymn, and then it was over. We
had a lot of Christian Science friends; that was the only world I knew.
I was reading the Bible, all the way up until college, but it was all
in the context of Christian Science. There was no reality to my
Scripture reading since I was not saved and it was all ritualistic and
empty, just going through the motions of religion. There was an
obligation to read the Bible along with the Science and Health book
every day. There was no teaching about God, who He was or about
Christ and the Holy Spirit. It was a belief-system that at its core was a
cult. I was never taught the real Jesus, that He is deity, the God-Man.
All the while, from elementary age to college I thought I was a
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Christian. In my first two years at the University of Maryland I was
attending a Christian Science church faithfully and we had homework
every week. Then I got married to a midshipman from Annapolis.
Then I began to drift away from Christians Science as my husband
and I did not go to church.
Big Hopes and Dreams
Although I grew up with a religion, I was fairly secular in my
worldview as for my goals and aspirations. While my role models
growing up were the graceful and glamorous Audrey Hepburn, and
the cute and clever Doris Day, the sultry song of Peggy Lee, “Is That
All There Is,” described my life in my late twenties before Jesus
found me.
“Is that all there is,
Is that all there is?
If that's all there is my friends,
Then let's keep dancing”...
Dancing made so much sense—particularly since my first ambition as
a young girl of sixteen was to become a prima ballerina, having
studied ballet for over ten years. The last few years took place every
day after school with a Ballet Master in Baltimore, Michael Nicholoff,
who had partnered with Prima Ballerina, Anna Pavlova, of the
Imperial Ballet School in St. Petersburg. I had even danced a solo
Tchaikovsky ballet at the Lyric Theater in Baltimore at a young age.
So, yes, “Let’s keep dancing.”
I had recently married a tall, dark, and handsome young man who
had worked on the U. S. Presidential Inaugural Committee while I
was assistant to the communications director for one of America’s
two political parties on Capitol Hill in Washington, D.C. We spent
our honeymoon in the Caribbean, flying into beaches on amphibious
planes, snorkeling, shopping, playing golf, and dining. We then came
back to our home, outside of Philadelphia with the prerequisite
necessity: separate bathrooms! Each Monday we had dinner at the
prestigious Wilmington Country Club and worked on our
backgammon master points at their Buttons’ Club. We gave the
illusion of the perfect couple, even then. Both sets of parents lived
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nearby, but not too close. Life was good, so I thought... but Peggy
Lee’s song, “Is that all there is,” kept playing in my mind.
I began looking for a job soon after our honeymoon, and the
Philadelphia Inquirer newspaper had one ad that caught my eye. It
was detailed and long, about ten inches in length, for an executive
assistant for the president and owner of an insurance company in
nearby Valley Forge. The last line of the ad said the job “Offered
Rich Personal Fulfillment.” This was not the typical job ad for an
executive assistant for a corporate president and owner. They had
someone accomplished and specific in mind. So, of course, I sent my
detailed resume of numerous successes, including letters of
recommendation from U. S. Senators, for whom I had recently
worked on the U. S. Senate Judiciary Committee.
My dad, though an electrical engineer from MIT working as a
defense contractor in Baltimore, had bought our family a 100+ acre
dairy farm when we were in high school to teach us responsibility.
Milking a herd of over eighty cows at four in the morning to four in
the afternoon, every day, and at one time along with farming over
1,000 acres really did teach us responsibility. We belonged to several
local 4-H Clubs and raised, trained, and showed registered Guernsey
calves and cows at county, state and regional fairs throughout the east
coast, Chicago, and the Dairy Cattle Congress in Waterloo, Iowa,
where we had Reserve Grand Champion. We had horses, sheep,
gardens, chickens, all requiring care, time, and record-keeping. Dad
was smart and wonderful, as was Mom, who wanted to raise my
brother and I to be responsible citizens of this great country. So even
as a teenager, I had a good resume, thanks to my parents.
After several interviews with various individuals for this executive
assistant job, and too many psychological tests, I was interviewed by
the vice president in charge of operations. The interview went well,
and he set a time to meet the owner and president of the company.
The day I drove to the headquarters in Valley Forge, I remember the
entrance was gracious and impressive. The drive wound around
idyllic ponds with swans, no less, through lovely gardens, to the front
door. Above the double doors were the words, “With God, All
Things Are Possible.”
I was ushered to the president’s office where a lovely fire was
burning, though it was the middle of summer! He gestured for me to
sit near the fire, and he sat nearby, not behind his desk on the other
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side of the large, tastefully appointed office. The air conditioning
made the setting most pleasant. This was not the usual, intensive, “be
on your guard-type” job interview. He made me feel so welcome and
it seemed that he cared to get to know me. We talked for at least an
hour. Since he knew I had recently married, he asked me about our
plans for a family. Much to my shame now, in my arrogance, I
responded, “It’s against the law to ask me that question.” He
graciously moved on. Never had an interview been so uplifting and
pleasant. Toward the end, he told me, “The person I hire will have to
be a Christian.” My response was that I was raised a Christian
Scientist, so I thought I was a Christian. However, some of the words
he had used, I didn’t understand. I asked him if there was a church
nearby our home where I might go and learn more. I told him that
we were married by the chaplain of the senate, and we promised him
we would go to church together but hadn’t yet.
The Saving Gospel
He knew the church his current executive assistant attended was
nearby where I lived, so he gave me her name and the church’s name
and address and promised to call me the next week with several other
church options. The next Sunday morning, I told my husband about
hearing of a nearby church and asked him if he’d like to go. He
quickly said, “Naa, I’ll go play golf, you go.” So I did. The executive
assistant of the company president was sitting in the second row, and
I sat with her. It was missionary Sunday and Mike McCubbins, a
missionary who was Jewish by birth, born in Ireland, was preaching
about Jesus. The last song we sang had the phrase, “I was lost but
Jesus found me,” and that was the only thing I remembered.
At the close of the service, the church pastor asked if anyone
wanted to come forward and commit their lives to Jesus. As I stood
there in the second row, crying like a baby, knees knocking, what I
now know was the Holy Spirit drew me forward! The pastor’s wife,
dear Delores McQuade, took me to a room to talk and pray. We
became best friends! Later she told me she thought I was recommitting my heart to the Lord, but she soon understood that
although I was in a Christian Science church and Sunday school most
every Sunday as a kid, I had never heard the gospel before. This
began God’s gracious transformation of my heart and life!
And boy, did I do everything wrong! I put tracts in my husband’s
lunch and spent four hours each Sunday at church. He soon got ‘fed
91

Loved Much

up’ with me, and Delores said to not come to church anymore, to not
let him see me pray or read my Bible, to “just live it, pray and love
him, and trust God.” I did get his permission to attend a ladies’ Bible
study that Delores led each week, and was able to pray and read
Scripture in my bathroom early each morning. Incidentally, I did not
get the job to be the executive assistant. I did, however, get the “Rich
Personal Fulfillment” the newspaper said the job offered, by God’s
grace and most merciful love! My life verse became God’s promise to
Joshua from the first chapter, “I will not fail thee nor forsake
thee…Be strong and courageous” (Josh 1:5, 9).
God’s Providence
We bought a townhouse in Cherry Hill, New Jersey, and Art DeMoss
(father of Nancy, the Christian author), the president and owner of
the insurance company in Valley Forge, became a dear friend. He
introduced us to friends in New Jersey, as he was well-known in
evangelical churches in the area. He and his wife would host a large
monthly dinner party at their lovely garden estate of 25-acres on the
Main Line in Philadelphia and invite other Christians to share their
testimonies. He often invited my husband and I, but my husband
never cared about going. Thankfully, like the persistent woman in
Scripture before the judge, Art kept inviting us, and finally one
October two years later, when I was expecting our first child, my
husband agreed to go. Dr. Ken Cooper from Dallas, who had started
aerobics for the Air Force, was the guest speaker. We were seated in
the elegant library of the DeMoss home, and my husband got up to
give his chair to another visitor, so we were not sitting together
during Dr. Cooper’s testimony.
At the end of the dinner and testimony, Art graciously thanked
everyone for coming and he shared a significant message. He told us
that while he and a group of families had started a church nearby,
The Church of the Savior, he wasn’t inviting anyone there or to any
other church, per se. He said, what he cared about most for each one
of us was our personal relationship with Jesus Christ, as Savior and
Lord. He then shared the gospel, and asked everyone to bow our
heads in prayer, and, if we had never before, to pray the sinner’s
prayer with him. He again thanked us all for coming, and added, that
if anyone did pray the sinner’s prayer for the first time, to please hand
him either their name tag or business card.
Much to my surprise and gratitude as we were leaving, my
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husband handed Art his business card. Art invited him to a men’s
Bible Study at his company, National Liberty, every Thursday
morning at 6:30 a.m. My husband went for several months, until we
moved to Cherry Hill, New Jersey. One of the couples Art had
introduced us to in New Jersey invited us to attend their nondenominational Bible church. We grew to love this couple and my
husband, who was raised a Catholic and baptized as an infant, was
baptized by immersion, and we joined this wonderful church with
our first daughter, who we named Tiffany, meaning “the appearance
of God, the appearance of light,” and that dear little one was truly
that in our lives! John 8:12 was our prayer she would soon know: “I
am the Light of the world; he who follows Me will not walk in the
darkness but will have the Light of life.” The Debbie Boone song,
‘You Light Up My Life,’ was popular back then, which I would sing
to her as I rocked her in my arms. She continues to be a light of my
life, such a precious gift from a holy God.
We attended many Bible studies together about married life and
families, before my husband accepted another position in a small
company in Washington, D. C., where we bought a townhome in
Fairfax, Virginia. After visiting several different churches, we joined a
church in Annandale, Virginia, Braddock Road Baptist Church,
where my husband was told he would need to be baptized again, as a
Baptist in a Baptist Church, if we were to become members. As we
were relatively new to Christ and Scripture, he graciously agreed.
Ironically, this church split and soon changed its name to Braddock
Road Bible Church. It then moved to a new, larger location, became
Springfield Bible Church, where my daughter attended nursery school
as a four-year-old.
I was blessed to become a part of the ladies’ Bible study ministry
our seven years here and met sisters who continue as dear friends
from our weekly Precepts’ Bible Studies. I can never thank Precepts’
Ministries enough for their detailed, in-depth study of Scripture.
When our daughter was about three, we began praying for another
child. In my arrogance, I never prayed for a child or baby, only a son.
My husband was the last son in his family, so of course, a son was
necessary, so I thought. God in His wisdom had other plans. I had a
horrible miscarriage and had to be hospitalized due to hemorrhaging.
Thankfully, I did not need a transfusion and was sent home the next
day. Some months later, we consulted with the head doctor of the
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infertility department at George Washington University Hospital in
Washington, D.C. After tests, rounds of medicine, and over a year of
treatment, he told us I had secondary infertility, and would not have
any more children. I believed him. How convicted I was of my lack
of faith when we found out the next Thanksgiving that I was
expecting! My daughter had kept praying for a sister. We named her
Truly, from Scripture, where God says, “Verily, Verily” in the King
James Version, before a profound phrase of teaching. Both daughters
are still best friends, by God’s grace and love.
Blessed Church Life
My husband accepted a new job in Atlanta, Georgia, as we were
expecting our second daughter. This would be our first new home on
a lot by itself, and I remember in the beautiful new kitchen with tall
windows looking into our wooded back yard and screened-in porch,
thanking God for such a lovely, new home, and telling Him, it was
more than I could ever wish or hope for, and was so grateful. Each
day we could walk by the community lake and our daughters could
meet new friends and practice swimming in the community pool.
As a family we attended Johnson Ferry Baptist Church near our
home, but we did not become members. They had a wonderful
prayer room ministry, where prayer warriors could sign up to pray
each week, 24/7, and my husband let me go there each Friday at
11:00 p.m. The next person did not come until 6:00 a.m., so, when
necessary, I could stay for hours to pray and seek God’s face. There
was a large rolodex for prayers for friends or family needing
salvation, and another rolodex for prayers for missionaries around
the world. We could also write notes of encouragement. What
memorable times I spent in that sweet, small room.
Four years later, my husband’s company merged, and the owner’s
son had the position that my husband had, so my husband found
another position, this time in New Orleans for another marketing
company. I worked part-time for a nearby company while my
husband job searched. It took over a year to sell our home outside of
Atlanta, so we rented a home in Metairie, very near New Orleans,
and we joined First Baptist Church, New Orleans. It was a beautiful,
godly, 200-year-old church. We loved our new church. Our pastor
and team were wonderful, authentic and the music was a taste of
heaven! We were located on St. Charles Avenue, and opened our
doors for coffee, the gospel, refreshments (and bathrooms!) for the
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two Sundays before Mardi Gras each year. God blessed as we saw
people come to the Lord through our evangelistic efforts. Something
I will never forget.
The Trials of Life Set In
My husband’s company went bankrupt after three years. We began
Christian counseling with one of the pastors. This put a great strain
on my husband and on our marriage. I cried each night, knowing my
husband had already emotionally left our marriage. Scripture and
prayer were my only answer. I knew from Scripture that divorce was
not an option. My husband was attending a men’s Sunday School
class with a gentleman with a new Ph.D. in Psychology from New
Orleans’ Baptist Theological Seminary, who started counseling us.
About six months later when my husband had not found another job
and his parents had been sending him advertisements from the
Philadelphia newspapers on marketing positions, we agreed my
husband would go live with his folks for two months, to hopefully
find a job there.
Sadly, he never returned to New Orleans to be with us. I
continued crying every night, and sold furniture and wedding gifts,
just to live. One Sunday, after I had put another ad in the New
Orleans’ Times Picayune to sell more items, a friend took both
daughters for the afternoon after church, and I stayed in the Prayer
Room all afternoon to fast and pray, and seek God’s face, until the
evening worship service.
When both daughters and I returned home after church, about
8:30 p.m., I received a call from a couple who wanted to come see
the furniture I had advertised. As God in His providence had
arranged, they were a Christian couple who recently had a fire in their
home and wanted everything I was selling! I still have a copy of their
check; it was enough for the three months’ rent I owed and other
bills. What a lesson that was. My heart overflows in gratitude to God
as I write this!
Perhaps the saddest part of my husband not coming back to New
Orleans was the effect it had on my daughters. The oldest was fifteen
when he left; her sister was seven. Never have I seen a teenager cry as
my oldest did. She had invited her dad to walk with her and be her
escort as she was in her school’s homecoming court. A few weeks
earlier he had returned to New Orleans for a job interview.
She cried unceasingly, “Mom, he cared to come for a job
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interview, but not enough to be with me.” I was grateful to be there
with her for all her school activities. This was a particular challenging
time as both daughters were hurting very much. My oldest asked if
she might get a kitten, as she had saved $100 from babysitting. We
had a bichon pup for several years, but her dad didn’t like cats. I grew
up with all sizes of kittens on a dairy farm, and she found a dear gray
Persian kitten (who lived sixteen years, and spent time with me in my
move to California).
A Hard Divorce
My husband, who was still in New Jersey with his folks, said after a
year there that he wanted to reconcile, that he had been going to an
Evangelical Free Church near his parents, and was working with the
pastor. How excited we were! I sold our eleven-year-old car (with no
air conditioning!), packed the few things left, and his folks paid for a
rental car and the shipment of items to New Jersey.
Sadly, it was all for naught. His folks had hired three attorneys for
him, and I was served papers for divorce soon after I arrived. By the
grace of God, one of my friends whom Art DeMoss had introduced
to us had a son who was an attorney and represented me pro bono.
With ‘no fault’ divorce laws, either husband or wife can file for
divorce in most states. There was nothing I could do but pray and
trust God. “I will never fail thee nor forsake thee. Be strong and
courageous,” (Josh 1:5, 9).
One afternoon, I had half an hour and decided to read the Book
of Titus, which I had never studied before. In Precepts, to begin a
study, you read through what you are studying initially two to three
times, to discern the “who, what, when, and where” to get the setting
of the book. The third time reading Titus, God stopped me at the last
verse of Chapter 1, “They profess to know God, but by their deeds
they deny Him…”. This was the answer my heart had been struggling
with for over five years. Providentially, just before moving from New
Orleans, one of the elders of our church who had been working with
my husband said to me, “He isn’t a believer, is he?” He sat in
churches for years, was baptized three times, but was never truly
saved. He married again within the year, and we continue to pray for
his salvation.
With my tax refund I bought a small condo in New Jersey near a
great church so our daughters could see their dad as he was living
nearby. Months went by and he didn’t call them. They were hurting,
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knowing he was so close. I was only working part-time in a bank and
getting $84 a week from him for both daughters, and $25 for myself.
My pastor and I decided that because my oldest was at her first year
in college at Sweet Briar, and had no car, I would move nearby her in
Lynchburg where the cost of living was much less. My pastor called
their dad to talk to him about this move, but, sadly, he remained
indifferent.
New Mercies
Strong Bible churches were key to my struggle with divorce. I knew
that 1 Corinthians 7:15, says, “Yet, if the unbelieving one leaves, let
him leave.” But marriage is in the first chapter of Scripture, “Why are
there so many divorces, Lord?,” I would ask myself.
Then I discovered John MacArthur and the Grace to You
broadcasts. An answer to prayer! He was introducing the concept of
biblical counseling, where heart issues must be addressed first in
counseling. This began a ten-year prayer to attend Masters’ College
(now University) to get my Masters Degree in Biblical Counseling
and prayerfully come alongside other ladies struggling as I had.
After much prayer, I chose the best bank to work for in Virginia,
thinking that would be the perfect career path for a mom with two
daughters. I was blessed to finish my Bachelor of Science degree in
business and an MBA. With my tuition paid by the bank, I would
continue with them for three years.
Nine years and five mergers later, I moved to California, yet
another answer to prayer. Thankfully, my younger daughter had
graduated from Johns Hopkins University aided by a merit
scholarship. Then with her gainfully employed, I was able to pack
two suitcases, give away most of my things, and have my car shipped
to L. A. to begin my formal training in Biblical Counseling. Both
daughters, visited me in California the first Christmas I was here.
They loved it too, and providentially, both moved here with their
husbands. Soon after our first grandblessing was born. They named
her “Providence.” Since I had finished my MABC degree in L. A., I
was able to move nearby where my daughter and her husband lived
in Silicon Valley. I found a wonderful church nearby them, so I could
worship and serve mentoring and counseling other sisters-in-Christ,
while caring for Providence each Monday. We would go out for
breakfast and then play in a nearby park. God is good!
As I look back, it’s been a full life. Yes, there were bumps along
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the way: divorced twice, struggling as a single mom, cancer twice
(melanoma and uterine), and then three spine surgeries in ten days
after interviewing eleven different specialists from L.A. to San Diego
(with the first three telling me it would be too risky, and I would die).
But gratefully, I have no more pain after 30 years and triple-curve
scoliosis and am now 2-1/2 inches taller and 3 sizes smaller! God is,
indeed, good!
And always His promise, “I will never fail thee, nor forsake thee.
Be strong and courageous.”
He hasn’t.
Amen!
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From Child of Science to Child of
God
“Trust in the Lord with all your heart
And do not lean on your own understanding.
In all your ways acknowledge Him,
And He will make your paths straight.”
(Proverbs 3:5-6, NASB)

A Geeky Child
I am a nerd. I’ve always been a nerd, but it hasn’t always been easy
for me to admit it. As a kid, my peers would call me by many
different epithets: nerd, geek, dork, etc. That never bothered me,
because I’ve always been an intellectual and I always wore such
names with an odd sense of pride. After all, most of my personal
heroes had been nerds: Albert Einstein, Stephen Hawking, Isaac
Newton, Mr. Spock. You see, when I was a kid, science was my
religion, and science fiction was my mythology. Being called a nerd
was a compliment, even if it was embarrassing to be publicly called
out as such. In my heart, I wanted to be a comic book superhero, or
travel to different times, or explore strange new worlds. You see? A
nerd.
I was raised in a non-religious family, the fourth of five brothers.
Both of my parents were from pseudo-scientific backgrounds. My
dad was a systems analyst for the State of California Data Center, and
a stereotypical intellectual: haughty, self-absorbed, condescending.
My mom was an operating room scrub nurse with a background in
biology. As a nurse, she tended to focus more on the needs of others
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than on her own needs, always following the Christian principle of
putting others ahead of yourself without knowing either Christ or the
Bible. Neither of my parents were believers, nor were any of my
brothers when I was growing up. We were each left to our own
devices as far as faith was concerned, and I put my faith in science.
The carefully proven principles of chemistry and physics are
dependable and have always spurred my curiosity while providing me
with a deep sense of comfort and security.
All of my brothers’ names, including mine, begin with the same
letter of the alphabet. In order, they are: Dale, Dave, Don, Darren
(that’s me), and Doug. I have many memories of my mom getting
mad at something one of us had done, pointing at the perpetrator
and stammering as she tried to spit out his name: “Do-Da-Do-…
You!” She would inevitably end up just pointing her finger at the
accused. When her finger was pointed away from me, I could breathe
a sigh of relief. The wrath of mom had bypassed me and landed on
someone else as it usually did, and I would live another day! My
brothers (Doug in particular) were not always so fortunate.
I was a pretty good kid, never getting into too much trouble,
unlike my brothers. Compared to me, they were all hellions getting
into various types of trouble. When I was very little, my parents got
divorced, so I rarely ever saw my dad while growing up. He moved
about a hundred miles away from us, and, frankly, we were pretty
happy about that. My mom basically raised five rambunctious boys
by herself. Thinking about it now, I find it quite remarkable that we
all turned out as “normal” as we did.
As for me, I was always careful to respect every rule my mom laid
down, from bedtime curfew to having friends over while she was
away at work. I never snuck out late at night, never drank or smoked
or did any drugs, and never got into fights or other mischief. I was
the typical “momma’s boy” and “goody two-shoes.” As a result, as
time went on and I grew older, my mom relaxed the rules that
governed my life as she tightened the reigns on my more rebellious
brothers. Even so, I never really tested the boundaries. I am the type
to play it safe, and I’ve always had an over-developed sense of justice.
Following the laws or rules has always been very important to me.
Because I was such a rule follower and all-around good kid, I had
no idea that I was a sinner while I was growing up. Publicly, I was
humble, not drawing too much attention to myself. But secretly I was
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proud to be the one that didn’t stress my mom out or keep her up
late at night worrying about me.
Science was my religion, and I believed in the standard scientific
things: evolution, the Big Bang theory, an old Earth, etc. I never
questioned any of it for a long time. I never doubted the veracity of
Einstein’s theory of relativity or Darwin’s Origin of the Species. I always
took for granted that dinosaurs ruled the Earth for millions of years,
long before the ancient ancestors of man first learned to walk on two
hind legs. And challenging the truth that everything came out of a big
explosive nothing was unthinkable to me. Books about physics and
astronomy were my Bible. Famous scientists of old (Von Neumann,
Tycho Brahe, Dmitri Mendeleev, Galileo) were my prophets.
Infinite Diversity in Infinite Combinations
I was also very much into science fiction and comic books, as most
boys my age were. (And, if I’m being honest, I still am.) If famous
scientists were my prophets, then characters out of science fiction
and fantasy were my heroes. From Spider-Man to Luke Skywalker, I
wanted to pattern my life after every character that came out of a
humble background only to discover their amazing potential. I
wanted to go on a life-changing quest like Bilbo Baggins. I wanted to
discover that I had superpowers like the X-Men. But most of all, I
wanted to be Mr. Spock. He epitomized everything that I aspired to
be: logical, controlled, dependable, and structured. He was cool under
pressure, and never panicked or freaked out. I have always been highstrung, so Mr. Spock represented the ideal to me.
I remember trying to use the Force to influence my friends’
behavior on the playground in elementary school. I remember
wishing I could fly or bend steel with my bare hands. But I also
remember pretending to lead my life by the Vulcan principles
espoused by Star Trek when I was growing up. I remember trying to
think like Mr. Spock while taking tests, and while having arguments
with my brothers, and while playing games with my friends. Of all my
heroes, it was Mr. Spock that I most wanted to emulate. Therefore, I
approached everything in life—every new idea, every novel teaching,
every school subject—with an analytical mindset.
At the time, I thought of it as being logical, but looking back I
realize that I was being more hyper-critical than anything else. Still, it
gave me a structured set of morals and behavioral guidelines where
my lack of religious upbringing had left a void. So, I sought out new
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knowledge just like Mr. Spock sought out new life forms and new
civilizations on Star Trek. But even as I sought out new learning, I
also questioned any new idea that came along without just accepting
it wholesale. I tend to be cynical when presented with new facts or
ideas. In fact, the only ideas that I never questioned as a kid were the
basic tenets of my religion: the Big Bang theory and Evolution.
An Evangelist in the Family
When I was in fifth grade, my brother Don (who was a senior in high
school at the time) became a Christian. This was revolutionary in my
family, as we all thought every religious person was the same:
whether they were Christians, Muslims, or Hare Krishnas, we lumped
them all together as “religious weirdos” in our estimation. At first,
Don did little to dissuade us of that opinion. He devoured the Bible,
reciting numerous verses as he tried to evangelize all of us. He fell in
love with the gospel and with Jesus Christ, and it showed. In his zeal
and excitement, he went a little overboard (as some newborn
Christians are prone to do). Everything he said or did was somehow
inspired by or related to his relationship with Jesus Christ.
Don would quote Scripture to us constantly. I didn’t realize it
then, but he was laying the groundwork for my own conversion
experience, and the seeds he was planting were destined to bear
much fruit. Don’s favorite section of Scripture (and mine too, now)
was Ephesians 2, and he would quote it often:
And you were dead in your trespasses and sins, in which you
formerly walked according to the course of this world,
according to the prince of the power of the air, of the spirit
that is now working in the sons of disobedience. Among
them we too all formerly lived in the lusts of our flesh,
indulging the desires of the flesh and of the mind, and were
by nature children of wrath, even as the rest. But God,
being rich in mercy, because of His great love with which
He loved us, even when we were dead in our transgressions,
made us alive together with Christ (by grace you have been
saved), and raised us up with Him, and seated us with Him
in the heavenly places in Christ Jesus, so that in the ages to
come He might show the surpassing riches of His grace in
kindness toward us in Christ Jesus. For by grace you have
been saved through faith; and that not of yourselves, it is
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the gift of God; not as a result of works, so that no one may
boast (Eph 2:1-9).
He used to tell me that the two best words in the entire Bible were
found in that section of Scripture: “But God.” He would say,
“Except for that ‘But God’, we would be lost.” Little did I realize that
these words were speaking directly about me and my circumstance.
At the time, it didn’t seem to apply to me at all. Without
understanding the words my brother was preaching to me, I basically
ignored him and went on with my life.
As a family we were terrible to Don. Intolerant. Rude. When Don
would pray before dinner, we would mock him, saying things like,
“Hey, ‘Jesus-boy’ is talking to God!” or “Make sure to mention us to
the big man in the clouds, Don!” Stuff like that. But to his credit,
none of our jibes seemed to bother or deter Don in his faith. He
patiently, quietly witnessed to the whole family even as we rejected
the message of the gospel.
As I remember it now, Don’s smile never dimmed; his outlook
never soured. Slowly, as time went on, we all realized that there was
something different that set Don apart from the religious fanatic that
we thought he was. He took his faith seriously. He wasn’t a
hypocrite, nor was he self-righteous with us. He had truly changed,
and it was obvious. He was a living, breathing example of how the
Bible describes a Christian: “Therefore if anyone is in Christ, he is a
new creature; the old things passed away; behold, new things have
come” (2 Cor 5:17).
Don had an evangelist’s heart and spent a lot of time out
preaching the gospel to strangers. He spent time with the pastor of
his church memorizing the book of John while the two of them
jogged around the lake in the city park on weekday mornings. Don
boldly engaged in debates with his teachers in high school, sometimes
to the point of getting in trouble. But he didn’t care. He had
discovered the truth and was eager to share it with anyone who
would listen. He was tenacious and believed in being well-equipped
for the task. So, he stocked up on resources to help spread the Word.
Don collected a lot of tracts and pamphlets as evangelistic tools:
The Four Spiritual Laws, Chick tracts, The Romans Road, etc. His room
was littered with them. One of the things that Don brought home
was a comic book series called The Crusaders, published by Chick
Publications. They were produced by the same company that
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produced various tracts, but I didn't know that at the time. One of
them was titled “Primal Man?,” and the cover showed a caveman
running from a woolly mammoth. Something about that cover spoke
to me and drew me in. As a fan of comic books, I was intrigued by
these new titles, but that one grabbed my attention and wouldn’t let
go.
Destroying the Pillars of False Faith
I snuck into Don’s room one day in early Spring 1981 and eagerly
read the issue. It was about a couple of Christian friends who go to a
studio in Hollywood to visit their friend who works there. This friend
is the producer of a TV show about cave people, and they are in the
middle of filming an action scene where one of the show’s characters
gets chased by a woolly mammoth. The producer is a child of
science, like me. He has placed his faith blindly in the Big Bang
theory and Evolution, just as I had. When his two friends ask him
why it’s a woolly mammoth instead of a dinosaur chasing the
caveman, he confidently explains that dinosaurs died out millions of
years before human beings came along. So, it would make no sense
for a dinosaur to be chasing the actor in the scene. But his friends are
not persuaded by that argument. Indeed, they purposefully challenge
his belief because, as Bible-believing Christians, they accept that the
Earth is younger than the claim of science.
They use their visit to persuade him that his view of Earth’s
history is flawed, and they present numerous scientific facts to
support the idea of a young Earth. For instance, they pointed out to
him that when NASA was planning the first manned lunar landing,
they had the astronauts train in space suits in a swimming pool. The
reason why, was that the buoyancy of the water would help simulate
the lesser effect of gravity on the moon’s surface, but the water
pressure would also simulate the weight of the hundred meters of
dust that was predicted to cover the moon’s surface.
You see, NASA had carefully measured the rate at which cosmic
dust falls on the surface of the moon, and since the moon (and
Earth) is estimated to be billions of years old, the moon’s surface
should be covered in a sea of dust. This is one of the reasons why the
dark areas of the moon are called “seas.” But when the astronauts got
to the moon, their lunar capsule wasn’t swallowed up by the dust.
Instead, the dust that it landed in was less than an inch deep. Doing
the math based on the known rate that cosmic dust falls onto the
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moon, scientists deduced that the moon is less than ten thousand
years old.
The book also detailed an experiment at UC Berkeley where
scientists used carbon dating to determine the age of a live sea snail.
They biopsied the snail and ran its tissue through the carbon dating
technique, and it determined that the sample was hundreds of
thousands of years old. The snail was still alive! This showed that
carbon dating was flawed as a technique for determining the age of
biological samples, especially when they were young. The characters
in the comic book went on to point out that the Andromeda galaxy is
still visibly a spiral, but if it’s as old as the universe is claimed to be, it
should be a homogenous blob of stars. Since the stars closest to the
core revolve around the core much faster than the more distant stars
do, the Andromeda galaxy should have lost all semblance of a spiral
billions of years ago. The fact that it hasn’t is evidence of a young
universe. Astronomers try to explain this phenomenon by inventing
the theory of something called “dark matter,” which they say makes
up more than 90% of all matter in the universe. But try as they might,
they have never once found any evidence to prove the existence of
dark matter. Instead, they ignore the evidence of their own eyes that
the universe is younger than they claim and seek out any strange idea
they can find to protect that belief.
Each claim in the book was footnoted with the source
documentation to support it. One by one, the pillars of my faith were
knocked down, and at every point I just knew I was reading the truth.
I, the cynical critic of new ideas, was being exposed to the truth for
the first time in my life. At the same time, the comic book clearly
presented the gospel: that there is a God who created me and loves
me; that as a fallen human being I was a sinner and was lost; that
Jesus Christ was born, lived a perfect sinless life and died for my sins;
that at Christ’s crucifixion God poured out His anger against sin on
Him; that God transferred Christ’s innocence to me; and that God
raised Christ from the dead. As each piece of the gospel was revealed,
I knew in my heart that it was true. It was as if someone was speaking
directly to me and revealing the truth to me. Little did I know that’s
exactly what was happening.
There was plenty of Scripture shared in the story as well. The two
Christian friends of the TV producer were quoting the Bible to him
throughout their presentation. Some of it I recognized from Don’s
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preaching: “For God so loved the world, that He gave His only
begotten Son, that whoever believes in Him shall not perish, but have
eternal life” (John 3:16). Others were brand new to me:
Do you not know? Have you not heard? Has it not been
declared to you from the beginning? Have you not
understood from the foundations of the earth? It is He who
sits above the circle of the earth, And its inhabitants are like
grasshoppers, Who stretches out the heavens like a curtain
And spreads them out like a tent to dwell in (Isa 40:21-22).
This verse spoke to me in a profound way. The Bible correctly
identified that the world is round, long before Columbus sailed the
seas. And the image of God stretching out the heavens like a curtain
(some translations read “tapestry”) sounds similar to the idea of the
big bang but makes much more sense. If God stretched the heavens
out at creation, it would explain the ever-present red shift in starlight,
which indicates that every star is moving away from us. It all made so
much sense that I could just tell I was reading real truth for the first
time.
A Life Saved
One step at a time, the comic book replaced my faith in science with
a faith in God. By the time I got to the last page, I was utterly lost. I
realized I was a sinner and had offended the Holy God. I realized
that “…all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God” (Rom
3:23) and that “…the wages of sin is death” (Rom 6:23), and that I
was bound for hell. At the same time, everything that I had ever
depended on to answer my questions was revealed to be (at best)
mistaken. I remember closing my eyes and asking myself, “What do I
do now?”
Then I looked at the bottom of that last page. There was a text
box at the bottom that said, “What do you do now?” with an arrow
telling me to turn the page. So, I did. On the back side of that page
the author clearly laid out how a sinner should respond to God’s call:
with repentance and prayer. He had written out a sample prayer and
explained in simple terms what prayer is: it’s talking to God. The
sample prayer was short and to the point:
Lord, I know that I’m a sinner and I need a savior. Please forgive me
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of my sins and save my soul from Hell. I trust in You, and thank You
for the gift of Your son Jesus, who died in my place so that Your wrath
could be satisfied. Come and fill me with Your Holy Spirit, and help
me to live the way You want me to. Amen.
I prayed the prayer and immediately knew that my life would never
be the same. I was overwhelmed with the sense of relief that my sins
had been forever forgiven. I couldn’t wait to tell my brother Don
what had happened, and how. Don was a cook at a local restaurant in
those days, and he would get home very late at night. I stayed up past
midnight so that I could catch him as he came in from a night of
work. When he got home, I eagerly exclaimed to him, “I’m a
Christian! I got saved!”
Don was ecstatic. Without missing a beat, he told me that I
needed to go to church, and that very Sunday he took me to my first
church service. Walking in through those doors, I felt like I was
coming home. Everything was bright and shiny new, and I realized
that for all my life I’d been carrying around a huge weight of
uncertainty and doubt about my future. Now that I was saved, that
weight was lifted from my shoulders, and it was such a relief! Now I
had confidence about my eternal destiny. Where once I believed that
there was nothing after death, I now knew beyond a doubt that I was
destined to be with God and Jesus Christ forever.
Evidence of a Transformed Life
Now looking back on my life since that day, I can clearly see how
God has been at work, slowly transforming me to be more and more
like Him. My behavior didn’t really change much after I became a
Christian. I still followed the rules and was a goody-two-shoes. But
my reason for following the rules had changed. No longer was I
trying to live my life by a fictional standard of behavior. Now I was
living my life to please and glorify the living God of the universe.
Day by day, little by little, God was transforming me to be the
man of God that He had called me to be. Soon after I started
attending that church, I got baptized in obedience to Christ’s
command. I joined a midweek youth Bible study and started
attending Sunday School. I devoured the Bible and listened with rapt
attention to every sermon. I clearly remember a camping trip I took
with my dad and my brother when I was about fourteen years old. I
recall sitting in the tent reading the book of Matthew from my little
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NIV Bible while dad and Doug were out doing whatever they were
doing. I still have that little Bible, marked up with my handwritten
notes in the margins and with various verses highlighted.
As I have matured as a Christian, I have realized that I’ve been
called to serve the church. Through every trial that I’ve experienced,
God has molded me and prepared me to minister to the saints in any
way I can. Eventually, I knew that I was being called to be a deacon
in His church. Though the work is intimidating, I try my best to serve
as God has called me to. There is no doubt in my mind that this
attitude in me comes only from God Himself. Never in a million
years would the Star Trek philosophies I used to treasure direct me to
serve others before myself. Not even the example of my mom’s
selflessness could have inspired me to true Christian service. It is only
because of God in me that I am who I am today, and I thank and
praise Him for it!
I’ve also come to realize that my childhood dream of being
someone who emerges from a humble background to discover their
great destiny had come true. God raised me up from my decrepit
state and made me a co-heir of Heaven with Christ. I have been
adopted into God’s family (the King of Kings), making me royalty. I
have discovered that my destiny—and the destiny of every
Christian—is far greater than any fictional storybook character could
ever be. To this day, I am still dumbfounded by how perfect God’s
revealed will is in my life.
So, whenever anyone asks me, “How do you know there is a
God?” I can point to my own life as evidence of His saving power.
And I know that anyone who calls upon the name of the Lord will be
saved. Even a nerd like me.

108

10
Sovereign Grace
You keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on you,
because he trusts in you.
(Isaiah 26:3)

This text from Isaiah’s song of praise captures my confidence in the
God I know and serve. As Charles Haddon Spurgeon once put it,
“the sovereignty of God is the pillow upon which the child of God
rests his head at night, giving perfect peace.” Like a son seeking
solace in his father, I have learned to thrust my weary self upon God
with the firm assurance that He is sovereign over every detail of my
life. When I’m faced with injustice, I’m reminded that the Lord
knows the way of the righteous (Ps 1:6). Amid hardship, God has
taught me through His Word that not one sparrow falls to the
ground apart from His knowledge (Matt 10:29). When I’m blessed
with answered prayer, I know that every good and perfect gift comes
from Him (James 1:17). When weighed down by rank unbelief
among friends and family, He has reminded me that He is the
Sovereign One who raises dead men to life (John 5:21; Col 2:13-15).
Writing this testimony has helped me marvel at the immeasurable
blessing that comes from knowing God through Christ and, even
better, being known by God (John 1:18; Gal 4:9).
Surrounded by Cultural Christianity
I was born and raised in Lagos, a religion-saturated metropolis in
Nigeria. Despite its diversity, everyone believed in the existence of
some higher being. In the sixteen years I spent there, I do not recall
ever meeting a professing atheist. With the population evenly split
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between those who identify as Christians and Muslims, it wasn’t a
rare sight to find churches and mosques on every street.
The ease of practicing religion in Nigeria meant that Christianity
could become more about outward appearances like churchgoing and
open profession of faith than about a vital relationship with the living
God of the Bible. No one was afraid to say, “God bless you,” and
neither did they shy away from praying in public if the occasion
called for it. Yet, to many, God was nothing more than a genie. They
believed He was subservient to their whims, whatever they might be.
Many people drew near to God with their mouths and honored Him
with their lips while their hearts were far from Him (Isa 29:13).
Studied Under Biblical Instruction
By God’s grace, I had the opportunity to sit under biblical, Godhonoring instruction both at school and in church. From infancy, I
was brought up in a historically Anglican-Methodist church. My
Sunday School teachers were committed to teaching all of Scripture
and there were several calls to repent and believe in Jesus Christ as
Lord and Savior. From a young age, I was aware of Hell, the justice
of God, the penal substitutionary atonement of Jesus Christ, and my
need for repentance and faith in Him. There, the Bible was seen as
the true, authoritative Word of God and was, therefore, taught
without shame. Every Sunday, our teachers patiently walked us
through the Scriptures and sought to instill in us a comprehensive
understanding of the biblical narrative.
Despite my frequent exposure to God’s Word, my eyes were
veiled from seeing God’s glory in the gospel (2 Cor 4:4) and my heart
was closed to spiritual realities. Most of my religion was restricted to
Sunday mornings. Unlike the Psalmist in Psalm 119, my heart was
never inclined to the matters of God. I despised going to church on
Sundays. I had no close friends there. I didn’t see much purpose in
the messages. I was often reminded of how poor my faith was
compared to my mates. The only encouraging part of church was
when it ended, and I could finally buy snacks for the journey home.
Still, as long as I lived under my parents, I had to attend the church
services every Sunday. Yes, I would occasionally pray to God for help
during a difficult test, but that was the extent of my devotion. I rarely
studied my Bible and, if I did try to pray in the morning, it was to get
a few extra seconds of sleep.
In Sunday School, there were numerous calls for students to give
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their lives to Christ and to make public confessions of faith, which I
heeded. In those moments, I believed my heart was in the right place
and I desired to honor God. Looking back, I didn’t follow through
on these professions. The cares of the world, the deceitfulness of
riches, and the desires for other things choked the Word and my
profession proved to be unfruitful (Mark 4:19). To worsen my state,
the Christian culture in which I grew up allowed me to profess faith
in Jesus without ever possessing evidence of my salvation (cf. James
2:18-26). Hence, I was rarely ever personally challenged about the
state of my soul.
Product of Environment
At best, I was a product of my environment. In God’s mercy, I did
not have a lot of friends so I rarely ever spent time with people
outside my family. This limited the extent to which I was unduly
influenced. Nevertheless, whenever I had the opportunity to hang
out, I would join them in whatever illicit activities they chose to
partake in. As far as my childhood was concerned, all I wanted to do
was live a life of fun and excitement, regardless of the cost.
Life began to take a turn when I started secondary school far from
home. The first few months at this Christian institution were
especially difficult and dismal, given that this was my first time being
on my own for an extended period. Each day, we had time for
morning daily devotions and evening meetings that included praise
and worship, prayer, and a devotional from one of the seniors. The
regimented life of boarding school was in stark contrast to the way I
grew up and it was difficult adjusting to this new lifestyle. Thankfully,
as the months went by, I slowly matured and became more
comfortable with this pattern of living.
Although I became more active in religious matters at school, I do
not believe I was regenerate. I still had no interest in private devotion
even though I tried to remain as obedient to the rules as I could. Had
you asked me then if Jesus Christ was my Lord and Savior and I
would have confessed Him as such. Asked if He died for my sins and
I would have responded with a hearty “yes.” Asked if I sought to
know Him more in private prayer or spent time knowing Him
through His Word and I would have given a negative response.
In all this, my first year away from home had sobered me up.
Looking back, it was good that I was afflicted (Ps 119:71) as it made
me slightly more introspective and willing to call on God for aid.
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Roman Catholic Education
My spiritual blindness was most revealed when I transferred to a
Roman Catholic secondary boarding school for the rest of my
education. This school was strict by any standard, but I tried my
utmost to live blameless under its regulations. This was one of my
coping mechanisms while I tried to make sense of the difficulties I
had to face in this new environment.
The extent of the religious requirements was unlike any I had
experienced in previous institutions. Each day, we communally
participated in mandatory morning prayers (lauds), Mass, class
assembly and evening prayers (vespers). We regularly prayed to Mary
on the Rosary, prayed before and after meals, and prayed at 6:00 pm
every day. We observed the General Roman Calendar, celebrating the
various feast days and memorials. We sought intercession from Mary
and dead saints.
At certain periods in the liturgical calendar, we heightened our
devotion. We abstained from certain meats during Lent. We went to
Confession where we divulged known sins before a priest for
absolution of our sins and penance. We went through the Stations of
the Cross, going through Jesus’ experience on the day of His
crucifixion. We had the Eucharistic Adoration, where the host
(Communion bread) was exposed for students to venerate.
I remember being astonished by the spectacle of these
celebrations—the students who could recite so many prayers, those
who could remember all the mysteries of the Rosary, the priests’
beautiful vestments, their well-rehearsed celebration of mass, the altar
boys’ confident gait, and the manner with which the incense filled the
air as the thurible was swung. I heard legends of seniors who were
known by their fervent devotion to prayer and I, likewise, wanted to
be known for this devotion. I was loving the glory that came from
man more than the glory that came from God (John 12:43).
In my eyes, Catholicism was just another variant of the Christian
faith. I was convinced that it was sufficient that Catholics and
Christians believed in the same God and worshipped Jesus. Hence, I
sought to be as dutiful in my religion as I could be. I never skipped
Mass, I faithfully participated in lauds and vespers, attentively prayed
through the Rosary, attended confessions before the priest, and
remained consistent in my private devotions. If salvation was earned
on the basis of devotion, I would have led my classmates through the
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gates of Heaven. In my heart, I still believed Jesus Christ died to pay
the price for my sins and my life was to be lived in honor of Him.
Although I was known among my peers for my apparent piety, I
could not twist God’s arm into accepting my deeds. Being ignorant
of the righteousness of God, and seeking to establish my own
righteousness, I did not submit to God’s righteousness (Rom 10:3).
The inevitable consequence of this form of religion was that I tried to
deal with God on man-made terms. Like Nadab and Abihu, I was
offering strange fire to God (Lev 10:1-3). I was seeking a right
relationship with Him outside of the only way He provided:
repentance and faith in Jesus Christ alone. Even when I thought I
had put my trust in Christ and understood what the Christian faith
required, I could not have any assurance that I was truly saved as I
still yielded to the Catholic teachings at school.
Found Clarity on the Gospel
In God’s providence, I was accepted to study abroad at a leadership
and entrepreneurship school. At that point, I was, at best, “tossed to
and fro by the waves and carried about by every wind of doctrine, by
human cunning, by craftiness in deceitful schemes” (Eph 4:14). I had
no reasonable basis for what I believed and merely took to the values
of my community. It was at this leadership school that I began to
assess the past five years of my Catholic education.
A friend of mine introduced me to a well-known American
prosperity preacher who perverted the grace of God and distorted
His Word to present a palatable gospel of health, wealth, and
prosperity. He had an appearance of godliness but denied its power
(2 Tim 3:5). Being unable to distinguish “right” from “almost right,”
I fell for his deception and regularly consumed this preacher’s
content. His messages were filled with so many encouraging words,
but he refused to preach the whole counsel of God and twisted
God’s Word to advance his agenda.
My pastor at that time eventually learned about this and graciously
advised me against listening to this preacher. It was through my
pastor and other men he recommended that I began to learn what it
meant to be justified through faith alone. While I’m not sure when I
got saved, it was around this time I developed better clarity of the
gospel.
At the end of my time at this institution, I got the opportunity to
attend college in California. During my freshman year, I struggled to
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understand what God’s Word said on the topic of homosexuality. On
campus, there was a good deal of equivocation on this topic, and it
was through searching for biblical teaching on this matter that I came
across a coalition of God-centered preachers who taught God’s
Word faithfully. As I wrestled with this topic, my interest in studying
God’s Word and communing with Him continued to grow.
Discovering the Sovereignty of God
I spent the summer following my freshman year at a small college
and it was there that God brought me low by showing me a glimpse
of His majesty. One evening after work, while going through a series
in John Piper’s Look at the Book and reading Paul’s theodicy in
Romans 9, I was taken aback by Paul’s presentation of the
sovereignty of God over His creatures and God’s free rein to show
or withhold mercy as He desired (Rom 9:15). Romans 9:22-24 was
the life-changing verse:
What if God, desiring to show his wrath and to make
known his power, has endured with much patience vessels
of wrath prepared for destruction, in order to make known
the riches of his glory for vessels of mercy, which he has
prepared beforehand for glory—even us whom he has
called, not from the Jews only but also from the Gentiles?
“Why me? Why would You choose to pass over so many and save
me? Why?” I asked God, sitting at my apartment dining table. God,
being sovereign over all, had the freedom to do whatever He pleased
(Ps 115:3). He would have been just if He condemned me to suffer
His wrath, yet He chose to save me. The thought that God was under
no obligation whatsoever to act in mercy towards a sinner like me
was pride-shattering. It felt like I had begun to taste and see the
goodness of the Lord (Ps 34:8) and I wanted to know Him more and
show others this great God of grace. From that evening, I began to
see God’s Word in a new light and developed a passion for seeking
Him and sharing the good news of His grace.
The Transformational Power of the Gospel
From never having any interest in reading, I was starving for His
Word and would consume just about anything from anyone that
demonstrated a high view of God—sermons, articles, conference
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Q&As, etc. I believe God blessed my desire to know Him especially
as I was reading the book of Leviticus in conjunction with R.C.
Sproul’s Holiness of God. These two books helped me see God in His
glory and thus instilled in me a fear of Him that drove me to put sin
to death.
In addition to this, the gospel was actively shaping the way I saw
the world around me. I was learning to see life in light of God’s plan.
Psalm 19:1-2 describes this feeling, “The heavens declare the glory of
God, and the sky above proclaims his handiwork. Day to day pours
out speech, and night to night reveals knowledge.” Abraham Kuyper
captured how I was beginning to see God’s sovereignty over this life
when he said, “There is not a square inch in the whole domain of our
human existence over which Christ, who is Sovereign over all, does
not cry, ‘Mine!’” God, being sovereign over all, demanded my all. He
was transforming my attitude towards work as I started applying a
biblical theology to every aspect of work—either in the classroom by
being diligent and honest in my studies or my part-time job by
working in such a way to show the world that I am offering up
service to God (Col 3:23). As my theology of work developed, so my
joy in work also developed.
The Internet’s Impact
As I grew in knowledge, the internet proved to be a vital resource. I
did not have many friends who shared the same views, so it was
difficult to find people who were not embarrassed by God’s
sovereignty. Online resources such as Desiring God, Ligonier Ministries,
Radical, and HeartCry were helpful as I tried to deepen my knowledge
and understanding. I remain thankful for the wealth of biblical
resources that are readily available for anyone with internet access. In
conjunction with the books I was reading, these materials helped me
both tighten my theology and gave me greater views of the glory of
God.
Christian Hip Hop (CHH) also played a major role in my
development as a Christian. The art form lent itself well to didactic
and Christ-exalting content. Artists with strong theological
backgrounds and lyrical talent creatively unfolded truths to listeners
like me. CHH at its finest put the ineffable Christ on display and
leveraged poetry to express the manifest glories of Christ. As Brady
Goodwin (aka Phanatik) put it in the song, Cypha the Next Day:
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If I could rhyme for forever twice, you still won’t have heard
one-third of the words that would serve to describe Christ.
My first exposure to CHH was through my former pastor who
recommended a spoken word explanation of the Gospel titled
G.O.S.P.E.L. by Jason Petty (aka Propaganda). Through him, I came
across other artists who have influenced and continue to challenge
me in my walk. Some of the most significant albums I have worked
through are:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

Theophanies — Hazakim
On Word and Sacrament — Through Hymn
The Great Awakening, Killing Sin — Timothy Brindle
Instruments of Mercy — Beautiful Eulogy
Battling Unbelief — Believin’ Stephen
Light Rooms / Dark Halls — Ant Coughlin
So It Ends — S.O.

Struggle with Zeal
As my knowledge grew, so did my fervor. The summer of my
enlightenment roughly coincided with the Obergefell v. Hodges saga (the
civil rights case on gay marriage). After the Supreme Court’s ruling, I
felt my fellowship group at the time was deliberately choosing not to
clarify its stance on the issue. In my zeal to correct the false ideas I
had previously been taught and to address the problems that were
rising in the church, I began to act contrary to Paul’s mandate in 2
Timothy 2:24. I became contentious and was often too harsh in my
criticism when I confronted the leadership of the fellowship. I
remember telling a dear friend and Bible study leader that I wished
the fellowship never existed because I did not believe they were
running the group consistent with God’s Word. The doctrine of
God’s sovereignty became a bat I heartlessly swung around
everywhere I went. As a consequence, I severed multiple close
relationships, unfairly questioned the salvation of others and became
known as a troublemaker. I also struggled with my assurance. I
questioned my salvation and the genuineness of my repentance as I
saw more of my sin and became too critical of myself as well. I,
essentially, had no wisdom on living in light of the knowledge I
received.
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Due to the strain in certain relationships and conviction that my
fellowship wasn’t ready to stand by God’s Word, I decided it was
best to leave the group. I had caused pain to dear friends. My health
also began to suffer as I developed panic attacks following the many
conflicts I started. While I was trying to defend God’s sovereignty, I
wasn’t trusting Him with the outcome.
Learned Balance in a New Church
In my search for a new fellowship, I sought out a group with a high
view of God and His Word. I was, thankfully, able to find a church
that sought to live consistent with God’s Word.
Ever since finding a new church, God has faithfully worked
through the preaching of His Word and exhortation from the
believers around me to expose my sin, and He has taught me to
patiently wait on Him in the process. Learning from more mature
believers, I have come to understand that the biblical view of God’s
sovereignty is not merely a proposition to be defended, but a sublime
truth to find rest in when I am going through trials, sharing the
gospel, or interceding for a lost friend.
In addition to growing deeper in my understanding of God’s
Word, I also developed in my understanding of what the Christian
life entailed. God has used the preaching of Scripture to remove
vestiges of asceticism that remained from my upbringing. I have
learned the practical implications of submitting myself to the means
God has used to keep His children in the faith—prayer, the
preaching of His Word, and fellowship. I’ve come to value
faithfulness over fickle excitement, consistency over flamboyance,
and communion with Jesus over activities for Him.
Through God’s Word, I have learned that I was dead in sin, living
hostile to God and unable to please Him. But through the Cross,
God cancelled the record of debt laid up against me and adopted me
into His family (Gal 4:4-7; Eph 2:1-10; Col 2:13-15). Without His free
electing grace, I would still be without hope and without God, storing
up wrath in my sin (Rom 2:5; Eph 2:12-13). The basis for believing
each night that I will wake up still believing is God’s promise to keep
me (1 Pet 1:3-5).
Running the Race
Now, the only accurate response to this great salvation I have
received is awe and worship, giving my whole being as a living
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sacrifice to God who saved me (Rom 12:1). And by God’s help, I
continue to fight the good fight, taking hold of the eternal life to
which I was called (1 Tim 6:12). This battle cannot be won alone. I
have been encouraged by God’s children to keep on in the walk. Like
a loving father, He also continues to discipline me and mold me into
the image of His Son (Prov 3:12; Rom 8:29).
The boy who was once like a legalistic pre-conversion Paul, willing
to boast based on devotion (Phil 3:3-6), has been shown grace and
mercy. God has rescued me from the domain of darkness and
brought me into the kingdom of His beloved Son (Col 1:13). Without
the Lord Jesus Christ’s penal substitutionary atonement in my place, I
would have still been living in rebellion to God and His Law. Now,
I’m walking on the path, strengthened, and comforted by the Holy
Spirit, following the Author and Finisher of my faith (Heb 12:2) until
I stand before my God.
With every cause for boasting removed, my Spirit-wrought
thanksgiving to God is a life that strives to live according to the
response to Question 1 of The Heidelberg Catechism:
What is thy only comfort in life and in death?
That I, with body and soul, both in life and in death, am not my own,
but belong to my faithful Savior Jesus Christ, who with His precious
blood has fully satisfied for all my sins, and redeemed me from all the
power of the devil; and so preserves me, that without the will of my
Father in heaven not a hair can fall from my head; yea, that all things
must work together for my salvation. Wherefore, by His Holy Spirit,
He also assures me of eternal life, and makes me heartily willing and
ready henceforth to live unto Him.
I hope, by God’s grace, that I may count my life as no value if
only that I may finish my course with joy, knowing that He who
began a good work will bring it to completion (Acts 20:24; Phil 1:6).
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Rebel to Glad Servant
And you were dead in the trespasses and sins in which you once walked, following the
course of this world, following the prince of the power of the air, the spirit that is now at
work in the sons of disobedience—among whom we all once lived in the passions of our
flesh, carrying out the desires of the body and the mind, and were by nature children of
wrath, like the rest of mankind. But God, being rich in mercy, because of the great love
with which he loved us, even when we were dead in our trespasses, made us alive together
with Christ.
(Ephesians 2:1-5)

My testimony in Christ as a believer is this: at one time in my life, I
was a rebel against the sovereign God of the Universe. I was deceived
in my heart, stiff in my neck, and blind and deaf in my understanding.
I was entirely deserving of nothing but wrath and destruction in hell.
There was not a redeemable thing about me no matter how much I
lied to myself and thought that there could be. My testimony is that
God in His mercy and grace, for reasons unknown to me, called me
out of that ignorance and blindness. He softened my heart and
loosened my neck. And in His mercy and goodness he granted me
the gift of faith so that I would believe in Him. I was a sinner in
rebellion against God and today, by God’s grace and due to no
boastful work of my own, I am saved by Christ Jesus through faith
alone.
Ephesians 2:1-10 reminds me entirely of who I was, and who I am
now because of God’s work in my life. I was dead in my trespasses
and had no knowledge of it and I cheerfully walked that way,
following the course of this world. Things that were worldly but that
I thought had value and merit, I pursued with fervent devotion. I was
following Satan, the prince of the power of the air. I was a son of
disobedience. I lived according to the passions of my flesh. I carried
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out the desires of the body and mind. I pursued unrighteous things
that I thought would bring me joy and pleasure. By nature, I was
born a child of wrath, deserving of nothing but wrath. Now I am the
recipient of God’s saving grace, a fellow heir with Christ of the
kingdom of heaven. Though I deserve to be, I am no longer a child
of wrath; I have been grafted, by God’s power, into the root of His
covenant promises and all to the glory of God (Rom 11:17).
God the Father in His goodness and mercy, and Christ in His
sacrifice and glory, bestowed upon me the immeasurable gift of
salvation. The Holy Spirit of God worked within me to create a new
man that would seek after the righteousness of God and make me
alive together with Christ. That is my testimony.
What follows is the story of how God called me out of death into
life.
Man Plans His Ways
I grew up in Yucaipa, a town located in Southern California. If you
start in Los Angeles, drive about ninety miles east and blink, you pass
Yucaipa on your way to Palm Springs. There wasn’t much to do in
this town. You could either date around and do things that you
shouldn’t be doing, like smoke weed, or you could go to youth group.
Yucaipa is referred to by many as the “Bible Belt of California”
because there are more churches there per capita than in any other
area in the Western region. As a result, many people would spend
their time at church. I was no different.
Growing up, I had a rough upbringing. My biological father, who
has since been saved, was not what you would refer to as a kind man.
(We are currently working on reconciliation.) He was certainly not a
gentle man. He was certainly not pleased that he was my father and
he delighted in making me aware of that as often and as abruptly as
he could. I didn’t have much hope growing up, but I began having a
sliver of hope when my mom remarried a man that I would call
“dad” and who exposed me to the gospel. But even though he never
treated me as such, I still always felt like the step-kid: the son that he
had to have rather than the one that he got to have.
Starting at about fourteen, I went to church for social reasons and
to spend time with my friends, especially the girls, because that’s what
I was interested in. Where did the girls go? Church. So where was I
going? Church. And what were the girls saying? All kinds of
“Christianese” things. So, I became fluent. This worldly way of
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thinking continued into college and my professional career.
Three months into my senior year of high school, I graduated. I
had previously discovered that I had the option to test out, and even
though I never really applied much effort to scholastic endeavors, I
was always good at school. Therefore, I was able to easily graduate
early. Right away, I was given a vocal music scholarship to two
different schools, and I chose the one a bit closer to home. I thought
I was going to be a rock star because that was my dream. I didn’t
know if I was going to be a rock star on stage or a rock star in the
studio, but I was convinced I was going to make money doing music.
The Lord Establishes His Steps
And then at seventeen years of age, a couple months into college, I
was diagnosed with a brain cancer called glioblastoma. At the time it
was shocking to find it in me because it was most typically found in
geriatric patients. When I was originally diagnosed, I was told I had
about eighteen months to live. I wasn’t going to be a rock star. I
wasn’t even going to finish my second year of college or even my
first, depending on how sick I got. Consequently, I kicked up the
worldly living that already characterized my life. I only had eighteen
months left, I thought, so these would be the best eighteen months
ever.
I had a dear high school friend who had struggled with breast
cancer. Her mom had also battled breast cancer. When they found
out that I had cancer and that I was in self-destruct mode, they came
to visit and took me out to lunch. I don’t remember a lot of the
conversation because I was still partially inebriated from the night
before. But what I do remember is that they explained how much
they loved me and told me that they made a doctor’s appointment for
me.
The doctor’s office was located at a pediatric cancer research
institution in Southern California. After they ran some tests, I sat
down with the doctor and asked him how long I had to live. He
looked straight at me, looked down at the file, looked straight at me
again and said, “Young man, I don’t see anything in here that says
you have an expiration date.” The doctor revealed to me that there
was a new technology called X-Knife, which was a type of radiology
designed specifically for tumors like mine that were deep in the brain
and otherwise inoperable. And for the first time I can recall in my
entire life, I felt hope. But even that immense hope that I knew in
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that moment was nothing compared to the hope that I would find,
still a few years later, in Christ Jesus.
Treatment of Cancer, Damage of Soul
After that doctor’s appointment, I went through several years of
radiation treatment. As a result of the secondary effects of radiation, I
very quickly got some cancer in my larynx. I had surgeries that
irreparably damaged my voice, and my thought of ever being a
professional musician faded. At that point, it was “you’ll be very
lucky if you can ever sing at all or speak without difficulty.” All my
worldly plans started to fade away.
I began the treatment right before I turned eighteen and stopped
when I was around twenty-three years old. During this time, I saw
some things that were really hard. I would love to say that this was
the time of my life that drew me to Christ, but that wouldn’t be true.
As a matter of fact, during this time of my life, I became incredibly
angry at God. I repeatedly told myself, “If there is a God, man, do I
want to give him a piece of my mind.” And it wasn’t because I was
feeling sorry for myself or my circumstances. What really began
making me angry and frustrated with God—a God that I didn’t
know, and whose existence I would have denied—was what I saw
happening to those around me. Throughout the years of my
treatment, I spent a lot of time at children’s cancer wards. And if you
ever spend any time at any cancer wards, you realize very quickly that
people die. That’s what happens. I spent a lot of time with dying
children and it made me angry.
My longest (nearly exclusive) stay at a cancer ward was for about
two months. During my stay, I was roommates with a little boy
named J. J. His family were believers and they would come and spend
time with J. J. every day. There was almost never a time that he was
alone. They were constantly praying for and with J. J., and they were
constantly praying for and with me. Even though I didn’t really want
it, I didn’t refuse it either. I would love to say that because of them I
heard the gospel and repented and believed, but life isn’t always that
tidy, and eventually J. J. went to be with the Lord.
The day that J. J. took his last breath I was so mad at this God,
who J. J.’s family had so diligently prayed to. They believed with
every fiber of their being that their boy was going to be delivered
from this terrible sickness, and when it didn’t happen and he died,
this God that these people believed in had the audacity to accept
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their praises. They sang out to this God that I was so angry with.
They sang out praises over the body of their son. I did not know how
to process this. I was sick to my stomach and had to leave the room
to throw up. I didn’t understand why if God was real, loving, and
good, He would take J. J. Why didn’t He take me instead? It was very
much one of those “Curse God and die” moments for me (see Job
2:9).
Machine Without a Creator?
Following this incident, I was healed of cancer and moved on with
my life, angry at God and unwilling to hear the gospel. The only
person I would listen to when he would share anything with me
about the Bible or the gospel was my (step) dad because I loved and
respected him so much. By that time, I had come to understand that
I wasn’t just the son he “had to have” because he wanted to marry
my mom. I understood that this man truly had taken me as his son,
and I loved him dearly.
During all this time I went back to college, started dating a girl,
got engaged to her and started living with her for several years. It was
also at this time that I began going to medical school. One of the
things that this cancer experience had given me was this deep desire
to help people. If I could do anything or redeem any part of the
useless life that I had, I wanted it to be helping people. I wanted to
work so that people like J. J.’s parents didn’t have to see their son die.
I started with some EMS courses and found that I had both an
affinity for and a talent in medicine, so I decided to seek higher
education. However, I quickly realized that being a doctor was crazy
expensive, so I decided to do what, in my estimation, was the next
best thing and become a physician’s assistant. I’ve always had a huge
interest in fixing things. I understand how things work and when
something’s broken I have this knowledge of how it’s broken and
how to fix it. Machines and mechanical systems make sense to me,
and the human body is this amazing, miraculous, and finely tuned
machine. I quickly became pretty good at understanding this
phenomenal mechanism.
It was in the later stages of this education when I was doing
internship hours at Riverside Regional Medical Center’s emergency
room that I started to struggle with a couple of things. I had gone
through this degree program where professors had told me, very
unapologetically, that an idea of a theistic worldview was nonsense.
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The scientific worldview, in their opinion, was the only avenue of
merit.
Now, I had always viewed that “scientific worldview” as an
ideology, even as a religion in of itself, so I distanced myself from it.
Whatever kind of religion it was that someone was espousing,
whether theistic or atheistic, I didn’t have time to consider what they
were selling. “Just teach me how to fix people, so I can do that” was
my mindset. That’s what I was there for. But, despite my best efforts
to “remain unbiased,” I also started to realize that this human
mechanism made no sense if what they were pushing was true. Every
machine I had ever worked on had a designer, a mechanic, and a
creator. And it started to click for me that one of the reasons I was
good at medicine was my belief that the human body was a
mechanism that needed repair. So, much to my dismay, I realized that
if it was a machine, there had to be an engineer and a creator. There
is no machine in existence that just showed up. This challenged a lot
of my thinking and suddenly, I realized there had to be something.
There had to be a Creator. I didn’t know if it was a Creator that cared
or was involved, but I had to figure it out.
When I made the determination to seek out the truth and the
Creator, however, I was hoping that it was anything but the Christian
God of the Bible because I had spent so many years as a vocal
opponent of this “mean God.” I started studying many different
world religions, and I sought to do so with intellectual integrity,
having no bias (which is not possible, but I tried). As soon as I found
something that was intellectually inconsistent, that religion failed and
I moved on to the next one. I started looking at all these different
philosophies and faiths—anything that centered around an intelligent
designer. I realized very quickly that if you study religions with
intellectual integrity apart from emotional attachments, there were big
flaws with a lot of these faith systems.
I remember once speaking with my dad. Being aware of my
“quest,” he asked me how it was all going. I told him that I was
learning all this cool stuff and thought I had some interesting
concepts. But the identity, or even validity, of a creator still escaped
me and I couldn’t figure it out. My dad gently but clearly stated that if
I hadn’t realized the validity and identity of this creator, then it must
be because I wasn’t truly making any effort to look for Him. He then,
once again, encouraged, challenged, and basically dared me to
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consider the God of the Bible.
Yet, out of rebellion, pseudo-intellectualism, and the desire to
avoid Christianity, I turned to Judaism. I quickly began to see a level
of consistency that I had yet to encounter, and I wasn’t running into
the same intellectual problems and errors that I had seen in other
religions up to that point. Well, that’s until I got to the question mark
of the Messiah. And that’s where Judaism was inconsistent, so it was
out. I started talking to my dad again, who laid out the gospel. And
he said, “All these things that you are learning about Judaism—let me
tell you the completion.” And for the first time ever this Jesus thing
started to make sense to me. For the first time ever, the New
Testament started to click, and I began to see truth where I had
previously assumed ignorance.
Now, I still don’t believe that was the moment I was saved, but
that certainly was the moment that I was intrigued. I stopped
believing that the Bible contradicted itself, because if I really studied
it with intellectual integrity, I realized it didn’t contradict itself. All the
tired old arguments that I had allowed myself to believe began to
fade away as I carefully examined the Bible, and particularly, at the
suggestion of my dad, the Gospel according to Matthew.
In Matthew 9:12-13, Jesus says “It is not the healthy who need a
doctor, but the sick. But go and learn what this means: ‘I desire
mercy, not sacrifice.’ For I have not come to call the righteous, but
sinners.” My thinking that the God of the Bible is merciless and cruel
also was shattered. I learned that He is a God of absolute
righteousness and justice who will not tolerate sin. In Matthew 10:1415, Jesus says “If anyone will not welcome you or listen to your
words, leave that home or town and shake the dust off your feet.
Truly I tell you, it will be more bearable for Sodom and Gomorrah
on the day of judgment than for that town.”
Other verses in Matthew highlighting this truth are in Matthew
7:21-23 when Jesus says “Not everyone who says to me, ‘Lord, Lord,’
will enter the kingdom of heaven, but only the one who does the will
of my Father who is in heaven. Many will say to me on that day,
‘Lord, Lord, did we not prophesy in your name and in your name
drive out demons and in your name perform many miracles?’ Then I
will tell them plainly, ‘I never knew you. Away from me, you
evildoers!’”
The list went on and on, and with honest study, each worldly
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objection was crushed under the weight of the truth of the Bible.
Nevertheless, I still wasn’t saved.
A Life Changing Turn
After living with my girlfriend for about five years we became
engaged. She was Catholic and I had gone with her to the various
Catholic events throughout the years. But Catholicism didn’t make
sense to me either. The priest at her church didn’t have consistent
answers for me, and he encouraged me to start attending the Spanish
speaking mass because I was asking too many questions, and the
switch to a language of which I was far less familiar might force me
to “rely more completely on faith.”
Then one day, much to my joy, my fiancée became pregnant. Ever
since I was a little boy, I wanted to be a daddy, so one of the terrible
things about being told at seventeen years old that I had only a few
months to live was the startling realization that I was never going to
have children. So, years later when I learned that I was indeed going
to be a father, I was beyond excited. I just about came out of my skin
with joy. “I’m gonna be a daddy!” was the cry of my heart. “And a
daddy needs to have things figured out so that he can teach and lead
his kids” was the thought that echoed in my mind. I thought to
myself, “I had better get this creator thing figured out,” so I started
to think that maybe this God of the Bible was the way to go.
A couple of months later we announced the pregnancy to our
families and found out that we were going to have a daughter. Shortly
after learning the gender of the baby, my fiancée started feeling ill.
And then she started having some spotting. So, naturally, we rushed
her to the hospital where I worked. Long story short, she lost the
baby, and she needed me to go home to get her some clothes.
I was walking out of the hospital early, at about 1:00 am, on
December 11th, 2005, heartbroken and wounded because just over an
hour before I had watched as they covered the tiny, lifeless body of
my daughter in fabric and wheeled her away on a small metal tray.
Then, for just an instant, my old way of thinking came back, and I
was mad at God. It was J. J. all over again, but far, far worse. What
had my daughter ever done? Why not me? How could a loving God
allow this terrible thing to happen to an innocent little baby? Why
would He do this?! Then, as I was walking towards my pick-up truck
to go home and get clothes for my fiancée, numb but convinced that
God was my enemy, I was struck with a devastating realization: I had
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done this. Thankfully, by God’s grace and mercy, in the distance
between the door of the hospital and the door of my truck, the anger
and enmity began to melt away.
By the time I reached my truck, I realized I was indeed responsible
for this situation. It was my sin that had brought this baby into
existence. It was my rebellion and self-righteousness that led me to
live with a woman and treat her as my wife when she was not. It was
my sin, and my lust, and my wicked heart’s desires that had led, as I
would later find out, this woman to have multiple abortions during
our relationship without my knowledge, likely contributing heavily to
the miscarriage we then suffered. It was my doing, not God’s.
The pain I was feeling, the pain that my fiancée was feeling, the
horror we had just endured, and the death of my daughter were all
consequences of my sinful actions. And for the first time in my life I
truly begged, “God, forgive me.” That’s the moment I was saved. In
that moment—in that parking lot next to my truck—I literally fell to
my knees, lifted my face towards heaven, and said, “God whatever
you want—it’s yours. I’m not going to doubt you anymore. The Bible
is true. You are God. Your love for me is boundless. Your grace for
me is unmerited but much appreciated and vitally needed. What’s
next?” That commitment that I made to the Lord through my tears,
my anguish, and my hurt has never left. “God, whatever you want,
whatever you say, whatever you teach, however I must serve,
wherever I must go—Lord, let it be for your glory alone.”
A Changed Life
About four days after we lost our daughter, I went to my fiancée and
told her, “I’m a Christian and I want you to be one, too. Let’s stop
wasting time and get married.” She said, “No,” to which I replied,
“Okay, then I’m moving out.” It still took a few weeks, and some
back and forth, and in hindsight that probably wasn’t the right time
or way to end the relationship. I was immature in life and in faith, but
I was resolute in my commitment to follow Christ.
Ever since then, I’ve made many mistakes along the way, but I
have been pursuing Christ with my life and my service. About eight
months after ending that relationship I started serving on staff in a
music ministry position at a church in my hometown. At the time, my
dad was serving as the worship minister and would soon be retiring
out of that position, so I took over. My future mother-in-law was
singing on the music team, and I started working for her husband—
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my future wife’s stepfather—as an electrician while I was working bivocationally in ministry.
I started spending a little more time with this girl that I went to
high school with. I wasn’t romantically interested in her and she
wasn’t romantically interested in me, but she had this little boy, her
son, who desperately needed some love and attention from a
Christian man. I had come to the understanding that we are all
adopted in Christ, and I realized that, particularly as Christian men,
we should work on adopting the fatherless, whether legally or in a
spiritual sense. Because I didn’t like the way that some people at our
church were talking about him—speaking as if this young boy, the
son of a young single mother, was a hopeless case and beyond help—
I asked if I could spend some time mentoring the child.
So, I started spending time with this little four-year-old boy who,
admittedly, was a handful. However, I soon realized that he just
needed somebody to love him with a firm hand, set boundaries for
him, teach him, and stop treating him as if he was worthless.
Somewhere along the line, I fell in love with my son, Aiden. Now, he
wasn’t my son at the time, but as a result of spending so much time
with him, I started spending a lot of time with his mother. Much to
my surprise, I fell in love with her, too. We got married and I
adopted Aiden. A year after being married our next son, Kaleb, was
born.
About three years after the birth of Kaleb, we were called to fulltime vocational ministry. I interviewed in eight different places, was
offered several different jobs, and even though we wanted to leave
California, for some reason we chose to go to Cupertino, a city in the
San Francisco Bay Area. I served as the youth and music pastor at
First Baptist Church of Cupertino for about a year until the senior
pastor at the time told me he was leaving, which led me to quickly
begin serving as the interim pastor. Shortly thereafter, I became the
lead pastor. Soon after that, I met Pastor Cliff McManis, who was a
pastor of a church in Sunnyvale, California called Grace Bible
Fellowship. He and I met right at the beginning of the reformation
and revitalization of the congregation that I was called to serve. Fast
forward a few years to a time after the church I was called to serve
had grown in grace, strength, and health, and after a long period of
prayer, consideration, and preparation, we decided to merge these
two churches to create Creekside Bible Church.
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The Goodness and Patience of God
The Lord is my strength and my shield;
in him my heart trusts, and I am helped;
my heart exults,
and with my song I give thanks to him.
(Psalm 28:7)

God performed a work in my life around 2015. The fullness of that
work has become increasingly clearer to me as my relationship with
Jesus Christ has grown deeper through reading His Word and
learning more about the character of God, our Creator. I recently
listened to a sermon in which the preacher posed the question, “How
can salvation be solely a work of God, and I be held responsible for
believing or not believing?” These parallel truths—God’s sovereignty
and our responsibility to believe in Christ for salvation—have
highlighted the grace that God has extended in calling me to faith
and saving me from the deserved consequences of my sins. The
apostle Paul concisely summarizes this mystery in Romans 9:16,
stating, “So then it depends not on human will or exertion, but on
God, who has mercy.” It is abundantly clear: I was rescued by grace.
Early Years
I grew up in Fairfield, California, and was raised by parents who
prepared me well for life. I learned much from them: love, hard
work, loyalty, patience, and a sense of morality, among many other
values I still hold. My mother, a stay-at-home mom, did everything to
nurture and guide my siblings and me by selflessly putting us first,
and my father was an exemplary sacrificial provider, working odd
hours without complaint. Both of my parents were exposed to
religion as children, but our home was not religious. Nonetheless, my
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parents had a sense for spirituality and a higher authority and had me
baptized as an infant in the Lutheran Church.
Growing up, we did not attend church, but as a young child I
understood that Christmas celebrated the birth of Jesus and that
Easter celebrated His Resurrection. I remember pondering the
concept of Jesus being God, but, like many children, those holidays
more simply represented two times a year that I would receive gifts
and treats.
Looking back, I had very little Christian influence as a child. The
most notable memory of believers in my early years were my
neighbors who brought me to certain church events. With them, I
would occasionally attend Wednesday night youth group, Sunday
school once or twice, and a few days at Vacation Bible School in the
summers. I didn’t attend with much regularity, and I didn’t think
much about this Jesus they talked about, but I enjoyed going to
church to be with my friends.
If you asked me, I would say I believed in God, but I had no
understanding of the gospel or the significance of Christ’s death on
the cross. In fact, I’m not sure I could even tell you what the cross
was, even though I saw the symbol displayed around the church
campus. I grasped the idea of God as an authority in the universe
who created everything and desired for us to do good and avoid sin,
but the specifics of the Bible were still foreign to me. My regular
prayer at the time was that God would keep my dad safe when
driving to and from work, and every once in a while, I would recite
the Lord’s Prayer that my mom had taught me. The influence of my
Christian neighbors was short- lived, as they moved away when I was
eight years old, and our relationship grew distant. Eventually, any
faith that I did have in God would also fade.
I can’t pinpoint when or why, but there came a time in my
adolescence when I decided that I did not subscribe to the notion
that a god could exist. I had long since discovered that Santa Claus,
the Tooth Fairy, and the Easter Bunny weren’t who I was told they
were. I figured God was another instance of wishful thinking
propagated by adults. I even began to think that maybe I was actually
better off if God did not exist, because, even if He did, I’d forever
feel the burden of trying to be perfect to earn favor in His sight. The
idea of His omniscience was a scary thought and something I thought
about more than a handful of times because I feared the idea of
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choosing not to believe in God if He did exist. I was a teenager who
thought deeply about the world around me, and I started to assent to
the idea that the Bible couldn’t hold a divine authority. After all, the
Bible was written by imperfect men, right? It would take me years to
rethink the divine inspiration of the Scriptures.
Selfish Motivations
In high school I was determined to go to the best college possible.
After earning a few B’s my freshman year, I began to grasp the
concept of competing to get into prestigious universities. I quickly
gravitated to statistics of the median salary of graduates from the likes
of Berkeley or Stanford, and my heart became set on graduating from
an institution that boasted high-earning alumni. I aspired to embark
on a career that would provide me with financial success, so I applied
myself to earning nearly perfect grades my sophomore year. I
graduated while taking as many advance-placement and honors
courses that I could. The prospect of attending a top university was
becoming a likely outcome, and determining a major was priority.
My junior year, 2009, was in the heart of the recession, and I was
intrigued by economics, although they were tumultuous at the time.
The idea of working in a field that studies and analyzes the transfer of
money at a large scale was exciting and seemed quite lucrative. At the
time, I was working at the local city golf course, and it just so
happened that I worked with several successful, retired engineers.
When they heard that I wanted to study economics, they
encouraged me to study something steadier and surer like
engineering—a tangible skill. The one who had the most persuasive
pitch had a long and lucrative career as the director of electrical
engineering at the state’s largest utility. He was a double major in
electrical engineering and economics. The thought of combining a
technical skillset with a business or economics background began to
sound like a surefire path to financial success. Despite the wisdom
shared by my coworkers who had already completed such careers, the
intrigue of economics would take precedence, and in my senior year
in high school I would apply to all the top programs in California for
a B.S. in Economics.
What was to come my senior year would seem to affirm all that I
had planned. In the fall semester, I had entered a national essay
contest by way of a mandatory assignment in my economics class.
The essay prompt required that I write about how teens could save
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for retirement and immediate wants concurrently in light of what we
learned about the stock market in class. Although I had deep interest
in economics, I did not write this paper with the intent of placing, or
belief that I even would place, in the top ranks of students from
around the country entering the contest.
A few months after I had turned in my paper, our school was
notified that two of our school’s own had placed in the top ten in the
national contest. It was an exciting time. My high school was set to
host the State Superintendent of Public Instruction, Jack O’Connell,
to announce the participants who had placed in the contest at a
school-wide assembly. Oblivious to the reason my family from near
and far were in attendance that day, I didn’t connect the dots as to
what was about to happen. In the introduction of the assembly, it
was announced that not only had two students from our high school
placed in the top ten, but that one of those students had captured the
top spot in the contest, winning a trip to New York City later that
summer to visit and tour the New York Stock Exchange. With the
anticipation of the winner being announced, it did not cross my mind
that I could possibly be the winner. Just minutes later, I heard my
name called by Mr. O’Connell as the national winner of the contest,
placing first out of thousands of entries. In complete and total shock
of what had just happened, it sunk in that perhaps I was paving the
path for the successes I so deeply wanted. Pride in my
accomplishment resulted in belief in my own ability to ascertain
success in the field of economics.
One of the first principles of economics is that people face tradeoffs in every decision they make. In fact, this was exactly the principle
I had written about in detail that won the essay contest. Although I
had shown understanding of the concept, I would learn the reality of
what it means to make impactful trade-offs only a few months down
the road.
In the months after winning the contest, acceptance letters began
coming in the mail from all the universities to which I had applied.
Not a single rejection letter came that spring. Having set my eyes on
this goal a few years prior, I felt like my planning and preparation had
paid off. I felt certain that I was in control of my own destiny and
that there wasn’t a hurdle too big to overcome to get what I wanted
out of life. What I had failed to prepare for, or even consider, was
how I’d pay for attending one of these distinguished universities. I
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knew that taking student loans would allow me the opportunity to
attend, but the price tag of these institutions could possibly result in
accruing upwards of six figures of debt.
Both my parents, having made every decision to provide well for
their kids, sustained us for every need growing up. However, the
reality of being a single-income middle class family didn’t leave a
surplus for financially supporting my college dream. The bitter reality
of this hit both my parents and me in unique ways, and we all felt a
sense of disappointment. My parents were ready to do anything they
could to allow me the opportunity, even if that meant emptying their
401k. I knew the financial consequences of doing this, and I could
not let them make that choice. In the little wisdom that I had, I felt it
best to make the difficult decision to attend local community college
with the intent of transferring two years later. The period to accept
the offer of admission closed, and I knew that I’d have to work hard
to regain admission as a transfer. At that point, I felt as though I was
starting from square one, but my confidence in my own abilities did
not waiver. In my mind, with hard work, I would be fully in control
of whether I’d be accepted. It was only a matter of time.
God’s Redirect
After high school graduation, I took the trip to New York City to
tour the New York Stock Exchange. Still set on my goals, I figured
there would be an opportunity to learn a thing or two about the
markets and gain employment in the field one day. I recall meeting
with a trader on the floor who was telling us about the incredible
algorithms that go into pricing particular stocks. I asked this
gentleman, “Sir, what do I need to do to get here? I want to work on
this floor.” He chuckled and said to me, “Most of the people you see
here are either high school dropouts who used to be paper runners
back before we had all of these computers, or they are electrical
engineers with MBAs.”
This conversation took me immediately back to the conversations
I had with many of the retired engineers I had worked with at the
golf course. In that simple instant, I decided that I’d change course
and first pursue a bachelor’s degree in electrical engineering with
hopes of later getting an MBA, all in effort to have a slim shot at
working the floor of the stock exchange one day. Upon returning
from New York, I enrolled at Solano Community College for courses
that would allow me to transfer into the electrical engineering major.
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I began classes in August of 2010 and realized quickly that my
choice to attend community college would end up being for the best.
I had great professors, many of whom were from the very
universities I wanted to attend. I was voraciously learning calculus,
physics, and engineering and had room to take economics courses to
feed that appetite. In addition to academic pursuits, I was privileged
to play collegiate golf and continued working at the golf course. All
was well. I was still on track for the things I had planned for myself.
It seemed like only a short time had passed, and I was applying for
transfer to a university.
By this time, I had the opportunity to tour schools in California
and my heart was set on attending UCLA. I had worked hard to get
nearly perfect grades, participated in extracurricular activities, and had
volunteered my time with junior golfers. Overall, I felt as though I
was a quintessential candidate for admission and that I’d have similar
success with acceptance as I did in high school. Although I was
confident in the probability of getting accepted to UCLA, I also
applied to other universities such as UC Berkeley, Davis, San Diego,
and a couple of state schools. The only state school I had a remote
interest in attending was Cal Poly in San Luis Obispo, simply due to
their reputation for producing engineers. To be frank, I thought I
was a shoo-in to UCLA and engineering wasn’t my end goal. My
choice to apply to Cal Poly was purely an insurance plan for a distant
contingency, and I applied on the final day of the application-filing
period.
In hindsight, this was an incredibly providential moment in my
story of coming to Christ. When admission decisions were posted, I
was denied admission to UCLA, Berkeley, and Davis: which were,
incidentally, all schools I was accepted to out of high school.
Frustrated with the outcome, I contemplated appealing the decision
at UCLA, but did not follow through. Although I had great
experiences and learning while at community college, the regret of
choosing that path was setting in. I was grateful the prospects of UC
San Diego and Cal Poly remained. However, I could not see the
silver lining at the time, and my attitude toward attending either
school was indifferent. Without excitement, I chose Cal Poly and
carried onward.
God’s Call
My next chapter began at Cal Poly in September of 2013, and I drove
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away from my childhood home with a sense of disappointment in the
destination. A few hours later, I pulled up to Poly Canyon Village
(PCV), the on-campus apartment complex which would be home for
the next year. As I started to unpack my 2000 Ford Explorer, my
mood improved when I saw an attractive girl heading into my new
apartment building. In my head, I thought to myself, “If nothing else,
at least there would be good-looking girls at Poly.”
Quickly, I began to experience the incredible emphasis Poly put
on the week prior to the start of classes; the infamous Week of
Welcome (WOW). The activities started immediately. During this
week, new students got oriented with the school, the town, and their
new peers. Transfer students are strategically placed together in
groups, many of whom lived in my building. This was a great
opportunity to meet new friends, and I’d eventually meet the girl I
first saw when I began unpacking my car. Her name was Carson, a
roommate of one of the girls in my WOW group. They lived in the
apartment above mine, and over the next year I’d become good
friends with them.
During this first year at Cal Poly, I got started with my studies in
electrical engineering. I began to love everything about Cal Poly and
San Luis Obispo. The college experience was more than I could have
ever imagined. Situated just ten minutes from multiple beaches with
perfect weather eleven months out of the year, I was enjoying all that
the college town had to offer. In addition to the ideal location, I was
developing lasting friendships. Most of the friends I had made were
also transfers and, like me, had similarly found their way to Cal Poly.
We all had very different backgrounds, but we had our college
destination in common, and we were all sharing in the experience
together. It created a sense of community, and we did many new and
exciting things together. My roommates and neighbors were great
company.
Carson, who I mentioned earlier (and will do so many times
hereafter), was one of the friends who I became particularly fond of.
We seemed to think similarly, get along seamlessly, and it was fun to
get to know her that first year in PCV. Her traditional values seemed
to mesh well with my own. You might be wondering if Carson and I
were showing any romantic interest in each other considering my
description of our compatibility, but in all honesty, we were just great
friends. It wasn’t even a thought or topic of discussion for either of
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us. She had a boyfriend and I had interest elsewhere at the time.
Nonetheless, in my assessment, there was something notably
different about her as compared to other girls I had met. I didn’t
acknowledge what it was until my junior golf coach, Tom, came
down to San Luis Obispo to visit. We were at dinner and in casual
conversation about the friends I had made he keyed in on the fact
that I thought highly of Carson. My characterization of her prompted
him to ask, “Is she religious?” I noted that she was a Christian and I
recall him asking me, “Do you think that has anything to do with why
she seems different to you?” I dismissed the notion and was caught
off guard by the questions, but he challenged me to think about that
more. So, I did.
The end of my first year at Poly was ending and all the transfers
living in my building began their search for off-campus housing for
the next year. I gathered a group of buddies and we, too, entered the
extremely competitive rental market. Our luck ran thin, and the girls
that had lived above me in PCV had found a house with ease. They
noticed my friends and me were having trouble finding a place and,
in jest, offered me their three-car garage for rent if I couldn’t find a
place.
My buddies and I kept searching, attending open houses, and
applying for rentals, but we did not get a lease offer from any of
these leads. After much effort, my pursuit of finding a house went
without success. I asked the girls if they would seriously consider me
moving into the garage, and they offered me a deal I could not
refuse. I converted the garage into a 700 square foot man cave and
could not be happier with the choice! The garage had it all. I had a
private entrance, roll up garage doors to open the place to the central
coast climate, and a window above my bed to do the same. I made it
more comfortable by laying down some low pile carpet, putting in a
pool table, a futon sofa for seating, a dart board, and a fridge. It was
not your average college student’s studio. The only thing I’d have to
get used to was living with six girls who occupied the rooms inside of
the house.
As I got acclimated, I realized that living with the girls wasn’t
much different from when we were back in PCV. Being in the garage
was like being the neighbor next door; I just ended up spending more
time with them than I had the previous year. Of the six girls living in
the house, three of them were unabashed Christians. They attended
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church on Sundays, hosted Bible studies during the week, and talked
about Jesus openly. I was respectful of their beliefs and would engage
in conversation about their faith every now and again, but overall, I
continued to disregard the idea of God and embrace the college life.
But things would unexpectedly change in a drastic way.
Living in the same house as Carson allowed me the opportunity to
spend a lot more time with her. She was no longer dating, and, in an
unanticipated, almost paradoxical fashion, we began to develop an
interest in one another that was more than just the friendship we had
previously shared. Our respect and compatibility for one another was
significant and natural, however, the difference in our view of God
caused both of us to subconsciously disqualify a romantic
relationship. Carson would not consider dating an unbeliever, and I
knew this about her. I respected that ideal, but it did not hold much
weight to me as an unbeliever. Further, the social dynamic of our
tight-knit friend group and our living situation was enough to create
hesitation, but I pursued her anyway.
Our relationship was progressing, but before I decided to
wholeheartedly pursue a relationship with Carson, I understood that I
would have to develop my own response to the Christian faith which
I had never fully explored. I was open to this, but I was also adamant
about two things. First, if I were to develop faith in Jesus it would be
genuine and personal. Second, it would be of my own timeline
whether that was weeks, months, or even years, regardless of any
timeline she may have had. This wasn’t explicit, but I knew she
agreed by her actions. She faithfully prayed for me with a quiet spirit
much like what is described in 1 Peter 3.
We started dating in November 2014, just a few days before the
Thanksgiving break from school. While she went home for the break,
I stayed in San Luis Obispo and my family came down to spend
Thanksgiving with me. After my family left the day after
Thanksgiving, all my roommates were still away. I decided to take a
drive out to my favorite place on the central coast, Montaña de Oro
State Park. I went out to the dunes that sit over the ocean—a
beautiful place I would sometimes go to relax. I recall sitting there
and for the first time as an adult really contemplating the existence of
God. I remember thinking to myself, “God, if you are out there…
whoever you are… show me something. A sign. A tsunami. An
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earthquake. Something. Prove to me you hear me, and you are there.”
As I would have expected, I saw nothing.
The following day, Carson came back from her hometown. With
our relationship being so fresh, we hadn’t talked about her
expectations of me regarding Christianity. Knowing her stance, it
went without saying, but I knew a conversation needed to happen.
Following my first attempt to at least search for God, I was eager to
talk to her when she got back to San Luis Obispo. To my dismay, she
had something more urgent to tell me. Before I could even say
anything, she made it clear that despite her feelings for me she would
not be able to continue dating me. While she was home, she received
counsel from her closest family, friends, and church that she should
not be in a relationship with an unbeliever, citing the concept of
being “unequally yoked” (2 Cor 6:14), which was completely foreign
to me. I had a sense of anger towards all the people who advised
against us dating. I couldn’t grasp the fullness of their counsel and
didn’t understand why they would think that I was unworthy to date
her. I thought I was a good person, and these people didn’t know
anything about me. I determined that they were judgmental
Christians. At the time I had no concept of spiritual leadership, or
why any of this mattered. I thought it was good enough that I was
genuinely trying to figure out if I believed in Jesus, and once I arrived
at a conclusion, we could decide the next steps for us. Little did I
know, the same people that advised against our relationship were
fervently praying for my salvation.
Despite our situation, I had a deep-rooted sense that everything
would work out with me and Carson, so I continued to contemplate
the existence of God. It was clear to me that the gospel message,
whether true or untrue, was a call to believe and required each person
who heard the message to decide whether they believed all that was
said about Jesus Christ or not. From my perspective, the response to
the gospel could be a wager of my soul for eternity. If the gospel
weretrue, I’d either decide to believe in the gospel and receive eternal
life or decide that I did not believe and spend eternity in hell. The
weight of this claim made me think more deeply about my response.
As I continued this pursuit, Carson went against the wishes of her
friends and family and we began dating again. Although in hindsight
she and I both recognize that we should have obeyed the counsel
received because it is rooted in biblical truth, God showed us a
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tremendous amount of mercy in our situation.
Only a few weeks later, I went home for Christmas break. I
purchased a Bible and began reading the New Testament, starting
with the Gospels. The first Sunday back I decided to walk in to a
random non-denominational church for a worship service to see for
myself what church was like. It had been a long time since I had
attended any church service. It was a step in the right direction to
attend, but I didn’t experience a noticeable change.
For the rest of that break, it seemed to rain almost every day,
which left plenty of time for me to read the Bible, day and night. I
returned to work at the golf course and the rain left little to do, so I’d
read the Bible while manning the pro shop. I found enough time to
carefully read through the New Testament over the two-week period.
One day while working the pro shop, a regular golfer came in and
noticed that I had the Bible behind the desk. He took interest and
shared with me that he came to know Christ by listening to a local
pastor’s sermons online. By his recommendation, I looked up Valley
Church online and began listening to the sermons by Pastor Jeremy
White. At the time, he was preaching out of Romans 4 and the first
message I listened to explained in detail the grace-based covenant
that God made with Abraham and that justification is by faith apart
from works. He described the reconciling nature of God’s covenant
for those who repent and believe in Christ. I learned that if you
believed in Christ’s death and resurrection, you are forever
reconciled, forgiven of sin, and holy in His sight—without blemish
and free from accusation.
In addition, he said that regular confession of sin for the Christian
is appropriate to admit to God the foolishness of our actions, but
that this does not trigger a transaction between the believer and God
for a dose of forgiveness. Forgiveness is complete and permanent,
and the only transaction that provides believers forgiveness is the
blood of their Savior being shed on the old rugged cross 2,000 years
ago. As a believer now, reflecting on this truth, I cannot help but
exclaim, “Amen!” At that time, I did not choose to believe, but I was
intrigued since the message of the gospel was not at all in line with
the contorted view of God I once had. I’d spend the next few
months listening to multiple hours of sermons by Pastor Jeremy as he
preached through the book of Romans.
After break, I returned to Cal Poly determined to formulate a
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response to the gospel, so I spent the next three months diligently
searching for answers to questions I had previously never considered.
I was spending hours each day reading and researching all things
related to these questions, both spiritual and physical. Instead of
studying for my classes, I’d find myself spending hours reading the
Bible, commentaries, non-canonical literature about Christ,
documents on the historicity of Christ and the Bible, and arguments
for and against Christianity. The biggest initial hurdle for me was
rationalizing the possibility of a god to exist. For me, I needed to
accept the plausibility of a god before I could assess whether the God
of the Bible was the one true God.
Being an electrical engineering student, I was exposed to many
science courses, and I fully subscribed to an absolute view on the Big
Bang theory and the theory of evolution. With this perspective and
world view, I believed that the natural world around me was indeed a
cosmological accident and that there was no possibility of intelligent
design. I began to test my presuppositions and study the complexities
of the universe, nature, and life and realized that, at best, my
understanding of the natural world was also based on my faith in
what I had been previously taught. I could not prove one way or the
other that the theories I had assumed to be true were absolute. This
allowed me to begin looking at the God of the Bible from a new
angle—one that allowed for supernatural, divine intervention.
During this time, I was attending church at Grace San Luis
Obispo with Carson and our believing roommates. The church was
going through a series titled, “Route 66: A Road Trip Across the
Bible.” The Sunday message each week was an overview of one book
of the Bible, and I started to learn much more about the prophecy of
Christ and the storyline of the Bible from Genesis to Christ’s death
on the cross. I began to see the necessity for a savior in the context
of the Fall in Genesis 3.
It was in this context that I started to contemplate where the
teachings of the Bible fit into my life. I acknowledged my sin nature
as compared to the Law and the holiness of God, and it was easy to
see that I was no perfect man—not even close. In fact, I realized how
driven I was by my own desires (James 1:14-15). In light of that, I
took a deep hard look at my life and my motivations, and it was clear
that I was, like Paul says in Ephesians 2:3, gratifying the cravings of
my flesh and following its desires. While also feeling the convictions
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of my own sin nature, I began to realize that despite my sin and
unbelief, God was—without question—providentially working in my
life.
I detailed earlier in this story my personal accomplishments in
high school and college, my pursuit of prestige in university, and my
desire for wealth and financial well-being, but not to boast. I
described these accomplishments because part of coming to Christ
was realizing that—despite anything I had done to get myself
anywhere other than San Luis Obispo, CA—by God’s providence,
there I was, searching for Christ. I was right where He wanted me,
deeply pursuing Him and formulating a response to the gospel that
would soon lead to my salvation. In isolation, each event leading up
to this point doesn’t stand out as particularly important, but in
assessing where they led me, I see it was clearly the providence of
God.
By this time, it was mid-March 2015, and all my efforts to prove
to myself that God did not exist fell short. I understood that
believing or unbelieving required faith in something. On a whim I
took a drive up to the highest point in Prefumo Canyon to read the
Bible some more. It was up here that out on the horizon I could see
Morro Rock situated just north of Montaña de Oro where, at the
beginning of my journey to find Christ, I had tested Him asking for a
sign in nature—something I should have never done (Matt 4:7). I
realized that what I was asking of Him was right in front of me the
whole time (Rom 1:19-20). The overwhelming evidence of creation in
nature is incredibly apparent in the complexity and beauty of His
design. I just had never accredited any of that to His glory. As I
drove down the hill, the culmination of all that I had searched for
over four months resulted in, not only believing that a god could
exist, but that the God of the Bible was true. I prayed to Jesus,
repenting of my sin, asking Him into my heart as my personal Lord
and Savior. Finally, after all this time, I desired a personal relationship
with Him. I did not have every question answered, nor did I fully
grasp all that I had read in His Word, but I prayed that He would
give me the eyes and ears to understand His Word and that He would
grow my faith and strengthen my convictions in His gospel truth. He
has continued to do so in amazing ways to this day.
Spirit Led
There is so much to be said about how God has worked in my life
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since receiving Christ’s gift of salvation that I would need much more
than a chapter in this book. My worldview has been turned upside
down, and I have been forever transformed as a new creation in
Christ (2 Cor 5:17). Psalm 28:7, in a verse, describes much of how I
see my Christian life. I trust in the Lord to guide me through by faith
and I pray that I will live a life glorifying to Him. In turn, I joyfully
sing songs of praise and worship, for Jesus is the way, and the truth,
and the life (John 4:16). In my own weakness and wavering, Christ
never does waver. He has provided, through His Word, a lens for
which I can approach life for His glory, and it’s changed my
perspective towards truth.
To conclude, God has now tied up many of the loose ends to the
story leading up to my salvation. I proposed to Carson just eight
months later, and at the time of writing this we have been married
three years to the day. I’ve learned so much about Christ through
marriage and continue to seek God’s guidance in serving her well
spiritually. Since leaving San Luis Obispo, we’ve moved a number of
times across the country and God has placed us in churches with
perfect timing to grow our faith in Him. By His grace we found
Grace Bible Fellowship (now Creekside Bible Church), where I was
baptized in 2018. The folks who counseled Carson, ones I wrongfully
characterized as judgmental Christians, are some of the closest people
in my life and I now seek their counsel often and love them all dearly.
I thank God for all that He was, and is, and will forever be.
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Growing in Grace
Humble yourselves, therefore, under the mighty hand of God so that at the proper time he
may exalt you, casting all your anxieties on him, because he cares for you.
(1 Peter 5:6-7)

It is hard for me to believe that the Lord has graciously allowed me
to walk more than fifty years on this earth. When I read about “an
old man” in his fifties in the news, somehow it doesn’t register that
they are talking about someone in my age group. There are times
when I feel that I can relate better to the younger men, but when I
look in the mirror, it’s clear that I have been subjected to the aging
process. The one constant in my life has been my relationship with
God. The journey of life has reinforced to me my utter unworthiness
to be called a child of God and the incredible depths of God’s grace,
mercy, and love. I continue to be a work in progress in the gracious,
loving, and relentless hands of our great God. The following
paragraphs provide a glimpse of how God has rescued and continues
to rescue me by His Grace. To Him be the glory forever and ever!
Amen!
The Bible, God’s Holy Word, has played a pivotal role in my life.
One important life passage for me has been 1 Peter 5:6-9. Times of
spiritual growth in my life have connected to those times in my life
when either God humbled me, or I was wise to be a doer of God’s
Word and humbled myself. Thankfully, little has happened according
to my hopes and dreams (they were immature and too small), but
God has consistently blessed me in ways I could not have conceived
of, but always on His timeline. This life is full of anxieties. It has been
of great comfort to me over my lifetime that I could go to the
sovereign Creator of the heavens and the earth and lay my anxieties
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on Him, knowing that He loves me. This verse is also an important
reminder that there is a sinister enemy who does not fight fair but is
actively looking to destroy me. Yet, there is a role that I must play;
namely, to be wary and prepared to fight (“resist him” and “standing
firm”). We are never called to be lone ranger Christians, but to be in
regular contact with a local church—while knowing that all believers
for all time have gone through the same fight. This is but one life
passage of many from the Scriptures (really the whole Bible), but this
passage has been helpful to frame my experience of going through
the sanctification process.
Growing Up
In 1968, when I was about five years old, my parents moved to the
United States from Seoul, South Korea. I was an immigrant. I know
what it’s like to be an outsider—to not be able to speak the language.
I was blessed that both of my parents were believers, and that my
mother is a prayer warrior. She prayed for me very consistently from
the time I was in her womb, and I’m so thankful. My Korean given
name was Dong Hyun, which I was told means “wise man from the
east.” However, when we came to the United States, my mom gave
me the name Samuel because she was inspired by the story of Samuel
in the Bible and how Hannah prayed diligently for her son and the
Lord answered her prayer. I didn’t really appreciate that when I was a
kid because all I heard was “Sam I am, green eggs and ham.” So, it
wasn’t until years later that I realized that my name had a significance
beyond it rhyming with a bunch of things I didn’t really appreciate.
Coming from humble beginnings turned out to be God’s blessing in
disguise. It encouraged our whole family to trust in our blessed
Savior.
I honestly cannot think of a time in my life when I didn’t believe
in God. I grew up in Church among God’s people. When I heard the
stories in the Bible, I knew they were true. I can’t tell you why, but I
believe it was a gift. There is little doubt that much had to be tied to
my parents’ prayers on my behalf, especially my mother. Having
children of my own, I know that praying for kids is not a guarantee
that they will walk with God when they are adults, but I know with
full certainty that God hears our prayers and that they make a
difference—because HE makes the difference! It was also a blessing
to not have many material distractions. Going to church was always a
highlight in my youth, especially during the time of being early
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immigrants to a new country. The church was a haven where we
could connect with other followers of Christ, give and receive love,
and get solid teaching from the Word of God. I would go every
Sunday and Wednesday and any other day that I could, because it was
the best part of every week. I still believe that going to church and
worshipping the true God with fellow believers is a taste of heaven
on earth.
My mother always remembers and shares how I was such a happy
kid. It didn’t matter that we were poor, or that we were immigrants. I
had joy in my heart from knowing Christ as my Savior. Fortunately, I
was not a victim of other people’s opinions, which can be debilitating
to some people. I really didn’t care what anybody thought of me. No
doubt that was also a blessing from the Lord.
After immigrating to San Francisco, we lived for a brief time in
Denver, Colorado before returning to the Golden Gate City, which
would be our home through most of my time in elementary school.
Looking back, I was doing things that I would have never considered
allowing my own children to do. However, when you are an
immigrant family, you do whatever you have to do to survive.
Objectively speaking, we didn’t live in the best of neighborhoods. On
my first day of kindergarten, I recall my mother walking with me to
show me how to get there. After that I was on my own to get to
school and back. There is no doubt in my mind that God’s hand of
protection was on me the whole time.
To provide a bit of balance, this did not mean that I was a perfect
kid. I was a sinner and not the best big brother to my younger
siblings. Nevertheless, I learned early on that it was better to confess
sins to God and to my parents earlier rather than later, which has
helped me throughout my life. Overall, my early years were very
happy. We didn’t have much, but my parents provided food and
shelter; and introduced me to God and the church family. Knowing
that I was a child of God gave me a lot of confidence that there was a
bright future ahead of me; if not in this life, then for sure in the next
one. The days of testing were yet to come.
The American Nightmare
While we lived in San Francisco, my parents endured a major trial in
their life that could have been a big threat to the family. Both my
parents had graduate degrees from South Korea. My mother taught
nursing at the prestigious Ewha Women’s University. My father was a
145

Growing in Grace

Naval officer and had an MBA. Both believed strongly that the
opportunities for both them and their kids would be greater in the
USA than if they stayed in South Korea. Though much has been
made about the American dream, it was rapidly turning into a
nightmare for our family.
After starting classes for a nursing degree at UCSF, my mother
had to be quarantined for fear that she had tuberculosis. In the end, it
turned out to be negative, but her dreams wound up getting derailed.
My father also experienced the harsh side of the American dream.
His plans did not work out and before too long he was unemployed,
which was a devastating blow to a proud military man. Unfortunately,
he decided to drown his sorrow in alcohol, which made an already
difficult trial nearly impossible. My mother stood in the breach,
praying to God and acting decisively to protect her children and to
help her husband get back on his feet. Utilizing the skills she had
learned, she worked as a nurse. She often had to work the graveyard
shift because that’s where they started the nurses who didn’t have
seniority. When things hit the bottom, she prayed and fasted for a full
week, while working full-time and taking care of her family. She
sought God’s leading with all options on the table, including
divorcing my father.
After her time of fasting, she gave my father an ultimatum and a
gracious offer. First, he needed to repent to God of his rebellion and
stop drinking alcohol. Secondly, she wanted him to dedicate his life
to serving God. If he would commit to doing these two things, she
would commit to staying married and providing financially for the
family. This was her conviction after she sought the Lord diligently. I
got a front row seat to witnessing God’s power, unleashed through
the power of prayer, fasting, and unconditional love. My father
immediately repented, stopped drinking and smoking cold turkey,
and sought out ways to serve the Lord. Not that he was perfect, but
he was clearly a new man.
After attending Bible schools for a couple years, an opportunity
opened for my dad to be a missionary in West Berlin (when Germany
was a divided country). At the time, West Germany had a shortage of
nurses. They developed a cooperative program with South Korea.
Qualified young college graduates would come to West Germany and
get further training and opportunities to work. West Germany would
provide visas and pay them for their work and allow them to settle
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there. There was a need to minister to these young women and my
father accepted the call to go.
One thing I greatly respect about my father is that he is a man of
great integrity. He took this responsibility very seriously and
committed to working night and day to compensate for his lack of
experience. My father went on his own for the first six months to
scope things out. Amazingly, God blessed his efforts, and a small
church plant began to grow and lives were being transformed. My
mother decided it was not good for a family to be apart and against
my father’s wishes, mainly because his salary was not enough to
support our family, she sent him a letter informing him that she was
coming with the kids and that he needed to pick us up at the airport.
One thing that’s certain about my mother is that she is fearless when
it comes to following God and her convictions. Later, I asked her
what she would have done if he didn’t show up, but she didn’t have a
doubt in her mind that he would. My mother is a woman of great
faith and I have learned much from watching her.
America to West Berlin
So, just like that, we moved to West Berlin. Little did I know that it
would be a life-changing experience for me. If you know anything
about German education, you know that by the time you’re thirteen,
they decide whether you’re on the college track or on the vocational
track based on your test scores. Having just completed about half of
the 6th Grade in San Francisco, I wound up enrolling in a local
German School. Not knowing any German, I was essentially lost
except for English, P.E., and recess. Most of the kids were nice, but
there were a few that called me a derogatory German slang
(equivalent of the American, “There goes that ‘Chink’”).
After a brief time, the school officials wanted to meet with my
parents. They recommended sending me to an international school.
Despite the considerable expense, my mother decided that it was
critical for me and enrolled me in the John F. Kennedy International
School in West Berlin. This was a school primarily for military kids
and international business executives. I was able to go because my
mother worked as a nurse, which is amazing given that she knew
even less German than me. My mother demonstrated yet again that
she was a woman of great faith and determination. Going to
Kennedy, though it was for only a little over one quarter, was an
important turning point in my life. It was there that I came to realize
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how behind I was academically from everybody else. It was as
shocking as a slap in the face, a dive into a cold pool.
During my elementary years in San Francisco, my report card
consisted of either “satisfactory” or “unsatisfactory.” The Kennedy
school was in a different league. The kids all talked about GPA,
which was a completely new concept to me. All the kids seemed so
much smarter than me. It was an intimidating situation. Nevertheless,
given my mother’s sacrifice, I was determined to extract everything
out of the experience that I possibly could. I would depend on God,
but I was also determined to do my absolute best. Philippians 4:13
was my life verse for this period of time: “I can do all things through
Christ who strengthens me.” I had nowhere to go but up. It was a
heavenly gift born out of my parents’ sacrifice that allowed me to
attend Kennedy. Brimming with naiveté, I determined that I would
have a 4.0 GPA by the end of the term! Was my mother’s faith
rubbing off me or was I just being silly?
As an example of how far behind I was, I started at the bottom of
the reading class. Up to this point, I had never read aloud in class. It
was a very humiliating predicament that I found myself in. Yet, I
determined that by God’s grace and the best effort that I could
muster, I would improve. The advantage I had is that no one else in
my group (sad for them) was that motivated to improve. So, every
time the teacher asked for volunteers, my hand went up. It got to a
point where the teacher would ask if anyone else besides Sam wanted
to volunteer. I have no idea what the kids in my group thought, but
at that point, I didn’t care. I was determined to take advantage of
every opportunity.
As the days passed by, I started improving. Unlike my prior
educational experiences, the kids rotated into different classes. There
were so many new experiences for me. I commuted by myself via the
subway to get to school (about 30 minutes each way) and I would
stay at the library until the doors were closed. I was surprised to find
that I was typically the only student hanging around.
Naturally, this transition did not come without some frustrations.
I recall one incident when I was annoyed that I didn’t have graph
paper to complete a math assignment. Sadly, I wasted time moping
and whining about my fate. My mother could have lectured me about
how hard she was working to support me or tell me how ungrateful I
was being, but she just quietly disappeared into her room while I
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continued complaining. When she finally came out, she handed me
several pages of blank graph paper. She had simply taken a ruler and
a pen and drew it out for me. I was deeply humbled at the
extravagant and undeserved expression of love and patience. I
learned a very important life lesson about looking beyond the
obvious. Even to this day, reflecting on the experience brings out an
emotional response within me. To make a longer story short, I was
able to achieve my goal of getting a 4.0! More importantly, God
showed me that nothing was impossible if I would put my complete
trust in Him.
Back to USA
After about a year of fruitful ministry, my parents decided it was time
to move the family back to the U.S. Our family was on the move
during my teenage years. Within a two-year span we moved from
Sacramento to San Jose before settling down in the Los Angeles area.
From the outside, I probably appeared to be the model teenager.
Academically, I was the valedictorian (or shared the title with others)
of both my junior high and high school classes. I was the president of
my local church youth group starting my sophomore year. I knew
how to act and converse with adults and seemed to be on my way.
Nevertheless, I would be going through the natural turmoil that all
adolescents go through and would be challenged spiritually and in
other ways.
The book of James encourages us to “count it all joy…when you
meet trials of various kinds” (1:2). I wish I could say that growth
came from hard work and that God blessed my efforts. On the
contrary, some of the greatest lessons I learned were tied to my
shortcomings that God exposed. It was a “tear down, then rebuild”
process. It is not what I would characterize as “fun,” but more
“necessary” and a requirement for growth. For example, looking
back, there was some level of arrogance I developed because I was
president of the youth group. There were times when I had a higher
view of my knowledge of God’s Word and my success in school than
was warranted. As the Bible points out, pride always precedes a fall
(Prov 16:18).
One day, I had a meeting with the adult leading the youth group. I
was complaining about one of the youth members who was sort of
an “annoying kid” who said and did “awkward things,” and I
wondered what we should do about that person and how we should
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pray for them. The youth leader gently agreed to pray for “me!”—
that I would have a more loving and gracious heart towards others. It
was said with soft tones, but the rebuke was sharp.
My spiritual arrogance would show up specifically when it came to
my parents, especially my father. I didn’t know the pressures involved
with working in ministry and often my father was wiped out from his
diligent work that didn’t pay much. In hindsight, I was like the
Israelites who followed Moses out of Egypt: murmuring and
complaining about God’s anointed without having a submissive
attitude towards the one whom God had set above me. The other
regret during this time is that I was not a good brother to my younger
siblings. I wish I could turn back the clock and be a better son and
brother. It was a missed opportunity but helped me to be a better
father and husband (at least a better one than I would have been
otherwise…).
The other area where the streak of pride showed up was with
respect to college prep. I was proud of my accomplishments in the
classroom, which was warranted to some degree. However, my
success in the classroom blinded me to the larger picture, which was
to get into a good college. I should have realized that the SAT and
the college application were important things the Lord wanted me to
take seriously. I wanted to use the excuse that I didn’t get the right
coaching from my parents, but I should have been wise enough to
figure this out on my own. Nevertheless, despite my shortcomings,
God graciously allowed me to attend a good university on a full
scholarship.
University of Pacific
After graduating from high school, I attended the University of
Pacific (UOP) in Stockton, CA and pursued a degree in engineering.
Because I came from an immigrant family, the only thing I could
think of was to graduate in four years, make money and be
independent. Never mind that I had absolutely no clue what
engineering was about. As a freshman, I declared for civil engineering
because that was what my roommate declared. It was a process of
trial and error. I landed on electrical engineering, because I was good
at math, and I didn’t like some of the classes that the other majors
required. To be frank, it was a grind, because I didn’t enjoy my
classes. Nevertheless, it was very important that I finished, which is
always part of God’s sanctifying work.
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The most important aspect of going to UOP was meeting Tim
Han. He was one of the nicest guys I had ever met, always pleasant
and friendly. One day, he mentioned in passing that he was very
proud of his youngest sister, Lily. I didn’t think too much about it at
the time because she was a high school student. During the summer
between my junior and senior year of college, there was a group
outing at Great America (a theme park in Santa Clara, CA) and Tim
brought his little sister along. Although she was a rising senior in high
school, Lily seemed mature, and she was a beauty. I was smitten, but
I found it awkward with all my college friends around. Nevertheless,
I decided to throw caution to the wind and sit right across from her
at dinner and get to know her. I’m sure that my friends were
questioning what I was doing. But I was a friendly person in general,
so that was my rationalization. I was very conflicted because after
that initial meeting, I could not conceive of a path to get to know Lily
better. For whatever reason, marriage was something that was on my
mind from when I was a young kid and I prayed regularly to God
that he would lead me to the right one. Since Lily was so young, at
best I knew that it would be a potentially long process. So, I pushed
this to the back of my mind.
The second-best thing about attending UOP was that part of the
graduation requirement was to participate in two internships as a
condition for graduation. My two internships were with two very
respectable companies. The first was with Lockheed Missiles and
Space Company (at that time one of the largest tech employers in the
Bay Area) and the second was with IBM (the most prestigious hightech company in the world back then). The work experience was
amazing and getting paid was even better! This validated my reason
for getting an engineering degree. In the fall after I first met Lily, I
was applying to internship programs and was excited to get accepted
at IBM. The program would begin in January, but to my delight the
location was in South San Jose, and as it turned out within five miles
of where Lily lived with her family. Surely this was God’s answer to
my prayers. The sanctification process is not always painful.
Sometimes the Lord just parts the waters of confusion and clears the
path. Lily and I would date for four long years and then get married.
A final thought related to college: there are people who say that
you should only do what you are passionate about. To me, this is just
silly and impractical and only works for a rather small portion of the
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human population. Looking back, although my nature did not align
with studying or being an engineer, the educational background
enabled me to have a long-term career in high tech sales and
marketing, which I was able to be passionate about. Though it was an
uphill climb, and I didn’t really enjoy the subject matter, by God’s
grace I graduated with high honors with a B. S. in electrical
engineering from the University of the Pacific. That coupled with
two completed internships, my career and future were set…or so I
thought!
God Moving Through Careers and My Wife
When I graduated in 1986, the Silicon Valley was in a recession.
Instead of hiring, most companies were “right sizing” (short for
laying off people). Instead of landing that well-paying engineering
job, I had to go back home. To try and not be a burden to the family,
I helped at my mother’s dry-cleaning business. Working the counter
at Think Clean Cleaners was not what I had in mind after college.
One important lesson I learned was to appreciate how hard my
mother worked to support the family. She worked six days a week,
picked up other church members on Wednesdays after work to
attend midweek Bible Study, and had all the responsibilities of being
a pastor’s wife on Sunday (which was often an all-day affair). She did
all this without complaining.
As fall turned to winter, the realization came to me that I might
not be able to land a job in the field that I had studied so diligently
for. This had significant ramifications for me. I had every intention to
marry Lily—the love of my life—but how could I without a job?
Believing in God’s sovereignty, I concluded that the door to a career
in engineering had closed, especially by spring as I knew that a new
graduating class would soon be looking for work. In my youth, I had
always respected pastors and had thought that this might be a call
from God to go into full-time vocational ministry. So, while working
at Think Clean, I applied to Golden Gate Baptist Theological
Seminary, which happened to be within ten miles of where we lived
at the time in Marin County. I got accepted and took a couple
seminars that I really enjoyed.
While making plans to attend, my father asked me to keep one
promise as he was diligently praying on my behalf. In his view, I
would benefit from getting work experience outside of the church for
some period of time, which would help me to develop in other areas
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as well as to better relate to those who worked outside of the church.
He made me promise that if a job offer came prior to the start of
seminary classes, I would take the job. With only a couple months
remaining before the start of classes, and no active prospects in sight
(I had stopped sending out resumes), it was no big deal to agree to
my father’s proposal—but my father must have been praying
diligently.
One day, while I was at Think Clean, my mother said that
someone called and wanted to talk to me. To my shock and
amazement, it was a former colleague from my internship days at
Lockheed. He was now a hiring manager, and he had a requisition
that he just got approved and needed someone who was familiar with
the work and could step in right away. I nearly dropped the phone!
Amazingly, the hiring manager called the university and obtained my
parents’ home number. My father then quickly relayed the call to my
mother’s workplace. Like manna from heaven, the Lord dropped a
job into my lap and answered my father’s prayer! To be honest, I had
mixed emotions about this for, by this time, I had gotten myself
excited about the prospects of going to seminary. But I had given my
word to my father.
After a year of working at Lockheed as a test engineer, I knew
instinctively that I did not want a long-term career in the field that I
was in. While I greatly appreciated the opportunity and I worked
diligently, a change needed to happen. So, I prayed and sent out a
bunch of resumes. It was crickets. Nothing! Nada! While I was at
Lockheed, I met a much older Chinese man who generally kept to
himself but was a respected worker. Over time, we got to know one
another. I trusted him enough to share that I wanted to do something
different, like getting into a career in marketing or sales. It was odd
from the perspective that the gentleman probably wouldn’t have had
any leads for me, but he seemed trustworthy. One day, he asked me
for my resume. He told me that his wife was best friends with the
wife of a sales manager at Hewlett-Packard Company. Back in the
1980s, HP was one of the most respected high-tech companies in the
world (like Google or Facebook today), but the connection seemed a
bit weak.
Very soon after, I received a call from the sales manager.
Unfortunately, he told me that he had just filled an opening that he
had, but he committed to sending my resume on to a marketing
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manager. It seemed like a very polite brush off to me. But it wasn’t.
The marketing manager did contact me for an interview. Though I
obviously didn’t have the background he was looking for, he liked my
potential and was willing to take a chance on me. At the same time, I
received an offer from another company to do the same line of work
that I was doing at Lockheed but for more money. I went back to the
HP manager and asked him to match the higher offer, but he
declined. After praying about it and reflecting on the lack of passion
that I had for test engineering, I gladly took the lower paying position
in marketing. To me it was like getting an invitation to the Promised
Land! I couldn’t believe that I could get paid for providing worldwide
marketing support and talking to people from all over the world. To
this day, I have been a sales and marketing professional for just over
three decades. I continue to be friends with the hiring manager from
HP. But really, I have no doubt that it was the grace of God. He
answered my prayers in ways that were better than I could have
imagined. This also cleared the path for me to marry the woman of
my dreams.
As I alluded to earlier, as much as I loved my job and viewed it as
a gift from God, the greatest gift (at least in this life) was finding Lily.
The sage in the book of Proverbs says, “He who finds a wife finds a
good thing” (Prov 18:22). I was blessed. There is little doubt that I
got the better end of the deal. Lily loves me with an unfailing love,
and I have my full confidence in her. After seven years of marriage,
next came the birth of our oldest daughter, Melissa Grace, in 1996.
Of all the things that a married couple can do (going on vacations,
joint experiences, achievements, etc.), I can think of no greater honor
than being given the grace and responsibility of being a parent. The
magnitude of the responsibility was overwhelming. It gave me a
whole different perspective on my heavenly Father, as well as deeper
meaning to Jesus being God’s only begotten Son.
After nearly a decade at HP, I also wanted to consider something
different from a vocational perspective. I had been accepted to a
part-time business school program and had taken several classes. Our
first daughter, Melissa, was a little over a year old. After conferring
with Lily, I decided to apply to a small but select group of the top
MBA programs in the country. As with every important life decision,
we prayed about this and asked others to do the same. Long story
short, I got rejected by all of them. Another opportunity to be
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humbled. Again, God had very different plans! Soon after I got the
last of my letters of rejection, we found out that Lily was pregnant
again. To our absolute astonishment, we found out that we were
having twins! With the benefit of hindsight, I don’t know if we could
have survived my going to full-time graduate school, while caring for
a two-year-old and twin newborn babies.
We welcomed home Jessica Faith and Stephanie Joy in 1998.
Watching Lily care for the twins in her womb was awe-inspiring. One
of the greatest risks with twins is a premature birth, which could have
long-term negative health consequences. While we prayed daily for
this, Lily was also amazingly determined to keep our babies in her
womb as long as possible. Lily is a petite woman and not known for
eating a lot. She put herself on a schedule to eat protein and a healthy
diet five times per day, even while on bed rest. At her peak, she
increased her weight by an amazing 40%! The net result was two
healthy babies weighing about six pounds each.
Just behind the love of God, I’m not sure that there is anything
greater than a mother’s love for her children. I got a front row seat
on what sacrificial love looks like. Soon after the birth of the twins, I
decided to make a change in my career direction and join a start-up
company in the optical component space. This was a particularly hot
time with venture money pouring into our field and the
telecommunications space in general. There were start-up companies
with no revenue, but with valuations in the billions of dollars. The
benefit to joining a start-up is that they didn’t have an office and I
had to work from home. It was perfect timing as I could take breaks
and spend immediate time with my cute little girlies. Such precious
memories! Though I didn’t know it, the biggest test of my life and
marriage was right around the corner.
Church Plant and Closing Thoughts
With a trio of little ones, we were incredibly blessed to have both sets
of parents nearby to help. There was a downside to this benefit that I
was blind to. For one, Lily wanted the two of us to take primary
responsibility in raising our kids. Culturally and personally, my
mother saw this as an opportunity for her to help take care of our
kids, freeing Lily and me up to pursue our career aspirations—
pursuing the American dream that my parents were not able to
pursue. This was from my mother’s perspective, but it clashed with
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Lily’s view. Lily didn’t want to work while the kids were so little and
desired for me to be more active in raising our kids.
On the other hand, I thought I was a pretty good dad and
husband, providing for my family and playing with my girls. I
thought I had it all! The best of everything! So, imagine the shock to
me when Lily dragged me into many marriage counseling sessions,
most of which were her weeping at how I was not being a good
husband and that to her, my loyalty to my mother exceeded my love
for her. To our Christian marriage counselor, it came down to a basic
biblical concept. I had failed to live out the simplest of Biblical
admonitions to “leave and cleave” (Gen 2:24).
For those familiar with the Korean culture, they will recognize
that being the oldest son of a family has expectations tied to it that
make “leaving” a difficult if not impossible concept. There was a
major clash between the traditions of culture that I had been raised
with and a clear biblical mandate and the natural and healthy desires
of my wife. I’m not sure that I could accurately describe all the surges
of emotions that roiled within me during this time. Literally
everything that I had believed up to this point in my life was
threatened. Ultimately, through the love and tears of my beloved Lily
and the Word of God pounding into my head and heart, I realized
that I had no choice but to “leave” my maternal attachment.
Extracting a “major log out of my eye” (Matt 7:1-4) was a brutally
painful process. Getting through this critical step was a big blessing
on my marriage and family life, but it was also a matter of putting all
my relationships and extended family obligations to love my parents
into a proper and biblical perspective.
Between late 2005 and early 2006, there was talk about starting a
church plant in the Silicon Valley with likeminded believers. To my
shame, we took a very American-consumer approach to considering
this option. We made our list of the needs we were looking to be met
with from a church. To be frank, a church plant hit none of our ideal
targets. Our biggest concern was with respect to our three daughters:
Melissa was around ten and the twins were eight, just on the verge of
middle school. After praying about it with a group of believers, we
decided that it should be more about how God was leading us rather
than about meeting our perceived needs. This was the start of Grace
Bible Fellowship (GBF) in August of 2006.
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By God’s grace, He answered the longing of our heart in a way
that I could not have guessed. Instead of having a group of equally
ignorant young friends speaking into our girls’ lives, we got the
benefit of several outstanding and young married women speaking
into their lives. Amazingly, our little church plant had more to offer
(at least for our three girls!) than a “dynamic and exciting youth
group.” This is not to imply that there is anything wrong with a solid
youth group, but we always need to leave room for God’s leading in
every aspect of our lives. God’s plan for my family was much better
than I could have imagined. Two years later, I was ordained as an
elder at our beloved GBF. God had answered another longing of my
heart, but again not in the way that I had envisioned.
All that I have shared are but snippets of the challenges that I
have faced in the sanctification process of following Christ. Most of
them involved some level of change that included various levels of
pain to grow in the sanctification process of becoming more like
Christ. Every day, I have opportunities to grow in God’s grace. I am
most definitely not a master of my own fate (thank God for that!). I
wish I could say that it gets easier with time, but I find it to be the
opposite. The more I grow, the greater the potential I have for
damaging myself, my loved ones, my church family, and the rest of
the world. I can relate to Paul’s statement that he believed himself to
be the chief of sinners, because only an individual knows the
challenges and temptations they face. But the Lord has not left us
alone. He has given us His only begotten Son, who sacrificed
everything so we could live eternally with Him. He gave us the gift of
the Holy Spirit, the Word of God, and the church (which is the Body
of Christ). Sanctification is most definitely not by works, but, just like
justification, is a work of God grace. Yet, work is involved! But what
comfort I have knowing that my sanctification does not depend on
my abilities—otherwise, there would be no hope.
I still don’t feel that I have arrived, and I daily need to ask for
forgiveness from God and others for my shortcomings. I suspect that
this will continue until the Lord calls me home or He returns. What I
have consistently learned in my life is that God’s ways are strikingly
different from my ways, but that His ways are always best. That’s why
it is best to continue to humble ourselves before God, while actively
casting all our anxieties on Him. The Lord is good and His love
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endures forever! I close with a quote from a treasured hymn, “Tis
grace hath brought me safe thus far, and grace will lead me home!”
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Saved by Grace
Trust in the Lord with all your heart,
and do not lean on your own understanding. In all your ways acknowledge him,
and he will make straight your paths.
(Proverbs 3:5-6)

Childhood
I grew up in the east side of San Jose, California. I come from a big
family. I am the youngest of five siblings and we grew up with
cousins very close by (some on the same block and in the same grade
level in the same school!). Even though I had an outgoing
personality, I didn’t have the typical set of “friends” from the local
public school. I basically grew up with church friends and lots of
cousins. The church I grew up in was primarily a Filipino community
where everyone treated everyone like family. Because I had many
friends at church and a bunch of cousins, I never really “needed”
friends. I had a tight circle of people in my life.
As a child, I remember going to church multiple times a week. My
family would attend prayer night, mid-week Bible study, youth night,
choir practice and Sunday service. As a result, I didn’t have much
room for any other activities outside of church. As we got older and
more responsible, we would take ourselves to all of the church
activities and events.
My parents made sure church was central to our lives, especially
my dad. I remember Sunday mornings around 8:00 a.m., my dad
would turn on the T.V. to whatever popular preacher was on and
make it as loud as possible so the whole house could hear! And just
to mix it up, some Sundays our family would wake up to the Gaither
Vocal Band. If that weren’t enough (in most cases it wasn’t), my dad
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would walk around the house and yell, “Get up and get ready for
church!” By that time my dad had already given us many chances to
do as he said. He then would come into our rooms, take away our
blanket, and spank us. My siblings and I would try to muster up all
the strength we had to get up before that final warning was ignored
to get us ready. My dad hated being late! My mom said he would
leave her at home to be on time, which would require my mom to
drive herself to church.
My mom, however, was the total opposite. She just wanted our
family to have a community within the church. My mom had
supernatural grace while raising us; only God could equip a mother to
have enough patience while dealing with us. To this day, I tell
everyone I don’t know how my mom did it with four boys and one
girl. Let me tell you, we weren’t the most well-behaved boys. If you
can imagine the worst behaved kid, you know and multiply it by ten,
then you would have the Salvador boys. I can vividly remember
constantly rebelling against what my mom told us not to do. And still
she was very loving and gentle with us.
Church Life
There is a saying: “Do fish know they’re wet?” Going to church and
participating in church activities was like being a fish in water for me.
I did all the “Christian” things and spoke “Christian-ese” well. On
paper, I was an A+ Christian.
Sundays were always the same. Before the main service, there was
children and adult Sunday school from 9:00 a.m. to 9:30 a.m. The
main service started around 10:00, which consisted of
announcements, worship songs (only hymns), and a legalistic, mancentered sermon. The topic of the sermon was highly influenced by
the latest headline in the news, or it was picked at random.
Mondays and Tuesdays were church-off days, but Wednesday was
prayer day, or what we called, “Hour of Power.” It was a day we
prayed for an hour for all the needs of the church. There would be
prayer requests cut into small slits of paper and someone would go
around and pass them out and we would take the time to pray for
these requests. As a child, I liked going because I got to help pass out
the papers and collect them!
Thursdays was mid-week Bible study. This was more organized
when it came to what we learned. It was usually a topical eight-week
series. We would read the text and the leader would briefly review it.
160

Rescued by Grace: Volume II

Then we would have a set of questions we would answer within the
groups. During the last fifteen minutes, we discussed our answers.
This is where it got a bit sketchy and weird because when people
would answer, no one really read their Bibles in context, so we would
get crazy responses that were based on how we felt about the passage
and subjective “what-God-means-to-me” type answers.
Friday was youth night. Youth night included kids from the age of
five to young adults. As you grew, you just moved up to the next
class. This was similar to Thursday night Bible studies, but it was
separated into appropriate ages groups. This would also be a good
day for the church to hold sleepovers or simple game nights. It was a
fun night for us kids because we got to see our friends and play.
Saturday was choir practice and church clean up. I was in choir
from age five. I was in many plays and cantatas in my lifetime. Choir
practice was standard. We split into four different voices. We had
sopranos, altos, tenors, and the bass singers. The conductor would go
through our parts separately and then we would all sing together. I
was an alto boy for a long time, well into seventh grade.
By seventh grade, however, the high notes for alto were getting
too high for me to sing and the tenor notes were too low. I
remember why and when I was able to move to being a tenor. One
of my best friends was always singing with me when we were both
altos. As time went on, he was also going through the same thing as
me. He was a bit older than me, but his voice dramatically dropped,
and he was now a tenor. For a while it was tough for me, because I
wanted to be a tenor and I was alone with all the girls. I was the only
boy who was singing alto and I felt left out and alone. I made it a
huge deal; I cried, kicked, and screamed until they let me be a tenor!
It was one of the greatest memories in my life; I got to sing with my
best friend and my brothers. Of course, my brothers hated it because,
well, they were my older brothers. After choir practice, we helped
clean the church to prepare for service the next day. We cleaned
toilets, vacuumed, swept, mopped, arranged chairs, and prepared
communion if it was the first Sunday of the month. We would be at
church from 7:00 p.m.-11:00 p.m.
That was my whole week! Then it would start all over. I did this
for about seventeen years. All these church activities kept me busy,
and I didn’t give much thought to it at the time. As I look back, I
realize I had developed very legalistic thinking. I thought going to
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church meant I was a “good Christian.” I did many things a “good
Christian” should do, like read the Bible, pray, love others, serve in
the church, and so on. I knew it was the right thing to do, but
because I didn’t do those things with a genuine love and obedience to
Christ, it was for selfish ambition.
Conviction
Fast forward into my senior year in high school. By this time the
Internet, and its wealth of information, was easily accessible. I was
drawn to sermons by John MacArthur and John Piper, who would
preach about the inerrancy of Scripture. It was then that I noticed
many things in my home church that weren’t aligned with what the
Bible said. I was hooked on learning more and dove into many things
that weren’t taught at my church. I learned I had a twisted view of
repentance and the sovereignty of God. I was legalistic about many
grey areas. I was also constantly listening to evangelistic
conversations from Way of the Master ministry. They presented the
gospel very clearly and it was easy to understand. Over time, I started
asking myself those pressing questions Ray Comfort and Todd Friel
would ask many professing believers and unbelievers.
After sixteen years of being a “good Christian,” I found myself
watching a sermon on YouTube by Paul Washer. He was preaching
at a youth event, and with great conviction he said,
What you need to know is that salvation is by faith and faith
alone in Jesus Christ. And faith alone in Jesus Christ is
preceded and followed by repentance, a turning away from
sin, a hatred for the things God hates and a love for the
things God loves, a growing in holiness and a desire, not to
be like Britney Spears, not to be like the world and not to be
like the great majority of American Christians, but to be like
Jesus Christ!
The audience of five thousand youth clapped and cheered in
excitement to his passion and truth. He then said, “I don’t know why
you’re clapping; I’m talking about you.”
This struck me right in the heart. The Lord brought such painful
and strong conviction causing me to realize I was exactly like those
Christians he had described in the beginning of his sermon;
Christians who profess they are saved but look exactly like the world
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and desire the things of the world. Second Corinthians 5:17 says,
“Therefore, if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation. The old has
passed away; behold, the new has come.”
I reflected on my life: I read my Bible and prayed every day; I
served consistently in the church; I went to church five days out of
the week; I prayed the “sinner’s prayer”; I did everything my pastor
said to do, but my life didn’t look any different. I still loved my sin
and I was living two lives—church life and unrepentant life. I had the
same view as the Romans who believed their sinfulness was okay
because God covered their sins. I believe this was the moment I
realized the severity of my sin and purposefully put my faith in God
and relied on the Holy Spirit to repent daily from my sins and live my
life in obedience to God’s Word.
Fresh Eyes
Now knowing the true and complete gospel, I had a hunger for
knowing more about Christ and His Word. I continued to study the
Bible and listen to anything I could get my hands on. I would sign up
for free resources from the Grace to You ministry. I started listening to
other expository preachers. I truly believe that expository preaching
affected my Christian growth the most. Now I was noticing how
different the preaching was at my church. In more cases than not, I
would find my pastor saying, “The Bible says this,” without finding it
anywhere in the Bible. He would refer to a passage in the Bible and
take it out of context to support whatever point he wanted to make.
I had known my pastor my whole life. He was my godfather; he
was there when my mom gave birth to me; and I deeply love and care
for this man. I had sleepovers at his house, and we always ate Frosted
Flakes for breakfast together. He was always the first one to help
clean or fix something around our church. It’s easy to see why
everyone at church was so loyal to our pastor. He was a very caring
man with a servant’s heart. But to see him not know God’s Word was
devastating. As I continued to study the Word, the Lord put a very
heavy burden on my soul. I decided I needed to talk to him about
what I’ve been learning. Along with my brother, we had many talks
with our pastor after church. I would talk to him about expository
preaching, the sinner’s prayer, and ask why he didn’t talk about sin
and repentance. For the most part his answers were along the lines of
“people interpret the Bible differently.” I think after meeting with me
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a few times, he got tired of seeing me and talking to me after he
preached his sermons.
This church taught me so much about serving and loving others.
These are, no doubt, great and wonderful things. But without the full
truth of the gospel, it is nothing. I am not a good Christian. I am a
wretched, depraved sinner in need of a Savior! My good works will
not cleanse me of my sins. Only a holy and perfect God can save
me.
Decision
At this time, I was going to De Anza College in Cupertino. The plan
was to transfer to The Master’s College (now known as The Master’s
University) for either music education or music performance. I was
resistant to music performance because I am deeply afraid of playing
solo arrangements. If you put one more person on the stage, it makes
a world of difference for my nerves. I felt like this was something a
normal eighteen-year-old was supposed to be concerned about. But I
was more concerned about my church. It had been over a year since
the first time I talked to my pastor and there were no changes. What
he did start doing was preaching about how there is no perfect
church, and as long as you feel welcome in the church, that’s all that
matters. He would give alter calls, sharing half of the gospel, and then
deem everyone saved after they prayed the sinner’s prayer.
I decided I wanted to start looking for churches that were more in
line with the Bible, so I went on a crazy search. The first thing I did
was look up Master’s College graduates to see if there was anyone
pastoring a church anywhere in the Bay Area. It was probably not the
best way to approach this, but I emailed ten to twelve Master’s
Seminary graduates telling them about my situation and asking if they
had any wisdom or advice. Then I emailed pastors that I found on
the 9Marks church-search website. I had a rough week of waiting to
see what I should do. Within two weeks, I received two responses
from two local pastors. One of them told me to come and check out
the church.
The other pastor, after a few emails back and forth, suggested that
we meet. I was scared, but also encouraged. He was willing to give
me his time and sit down and talk with me, so I met him in a local
Starbucks. I remember the first time I met him, I thought, “This guy
doesn’t look like a pastor!” He was wearing a black shirt and jeans
with a New Era hat. This meeting was the start to a new chapter in
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my life. He reminded me what the purpose of church was and what it
wasn’t. I was very hesitant about leaving my home church; it was the
only church I had ever gone to, all my family and friends were there,
and I devoted all my time to this church. Probably the biggest reason
why I wanted to stay at my home church was the fear of losing
relationships with the people I’d known for my entire life. The pastor
emphasized that I could still love them even if I don’t go to the same
church. Also, God could use my departure to really spark some
questions about why I am leaving and hopefully people would start
asking the right questions instead of blindly following the pastor.
It was then that I decided to leave my church of seventeen years. I
started to draft a letter voicing some concerns I had about the
church: issues like the absence of expository preaching, their
misunderstanding of repentance (which to them was more of a prayer
you say and then everyone claps for you because you gave your life to
the Lord), and why we were a part of the United Church of Christ
organization when our church wasn’t in agreement with what they
stood for and believed, like women pastors and endorsing
homosexuality. Although I felt sad, I also had greater conviction to
leave the church because I knew this wasn’t going to change and I
would not be honoring God by participating there.
Trouble
At that same time, I was teaching a VBS youth class, and I was
zealous about giving the gospel every week for five straight weeks. I
decided I would take each one of my students aside privately and talk
to them about their salvation. I asked them, “If today you were
leaving the church and got in a car crash, God forbid, how sure are
you that would go to heaven?” Ten out of ten of the youth in my
class said they weren’t sure, so I gave them the whole gospel—
mentioning sin and repentance!
All of the kids thanked me, and I told them if they needed
anything or had any questions, I would try to help them as much as I
could. I thought I had done a good thing. Then I started to get
complaints from our other youth leaders. There were rumors that I
was taking these kids aside and telling them that they weren’t saved. I
got in real trouble because a parent came to me and gave me an
earful, which turned into an earful from my mom. But bless my
mom: she has always been fair to listen to both sides of the story.
And she understood what was happening. Nevertheless, that VBS
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situation made me want to leave all the more. But the pastor I met at
Starbucks advised me that I made a commitment to teach the VBS
class through these four to five weeks and that I should keep that
promise.
I had planned for the last day of VBS to be the day I gave my
pastor of eighteen years my resignation. I decided a letter would be
best because I’m a huge crybaby and once the tears start, they won’t
stop, and it would be impossible for him to understand what I was
saying. I planned everything out. I wrote down what was important
and would simply tell him, “Thank you for everything you’ve done,
but I will be leaving the church,” and cry as I walked away.
Last Day
I had been praying for the past week, crying on my knees, asking
God that everything would go well, that He would be glorified in this
situation, and that my pastor would see what I’ve been trying to
communicate to him over the past year. It was now the last day of
VBS and all I could think about was this upcoming moment with my
pastor. I almost decided to not do it and wait for another day.
Thankfully, due to God’s sovereignty, I had already told a few of my
friends about my plan so I couldn’t back out now.
I finished my last lesson and cleaned up after my class. With the
letter in my hand, I walked up the stairs leading to my pastor’s office
and knocked on his door. He opened the door and I asked him if I
could talk to him. He came out to talk to me and just as I planned, I
said, “Thank you for everything, but I will be leaving the church.” He
replied “Oh, okay, for college?” My heart sank. This wasn’t the plan;
I knew if I said any more than what I already planned to say I was
going to lose control of my emotions. Holding back my tears I told
him, “No, I won’t be coming to this church anymore.” He took a
small pause that felt like forever, examined my face, and he replied,
“Billy, God gives us free will to make our own choices and I pray you
will find clarity in your decision.” I mustered out, “Thank you,” and
literally ran down the stairs and into my car and cried so hard I felt
like I couldn’t breathe. I cried for twenty minutes straight all the way
home and into my room.
Aftermath
My plan was to tell my mom about my decision the following day
after church service. But it was too late because someone had already
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told my mom. Although this wasn’t what I planned, I was glad it
happened. I was called into my pastor’s office where my mom was
waiting for me. When I opened the door, there was my mom with a
confused face. She asked why I’m leaving and why I would leave
these people who have been like my family. It was a very hard
moment for my mom to take in. My mom and my dad were two of
the first members of the church and helped with the construction of
the church building. One of my mom’s rules in our home was the
earlier we told her something, the better. If we did something wrong,
we needed to go to our mom and let her know. If it was something
important, we needed to tell her. So, there were a lot of emotions
when she heard that I was leaving the church I grew up in, especially
because I didn’t tell her.
After a few weeks, I was attending the church where the local
pastor was teaching. The church was maybe five minutes away from
where I was living at the time. It was amazing how different it was
coming from shallow, topical preaching for eighteen years to solid,
biblical expository preaching. I felt like I found a church where I
could finally grow in the Word. This was the beginning of five years
of consistent serving on the worship team at this church
A few years into regularly attending this new church, I started to
meet with the two elders for accountability and discipleship. This was
another huge difference that made a significant effect on my life:
being able to go to the pastor and talk about my struggles with sin. At
my former church, the adults were the last people to go to, because
you knew that all they would do was put you down and discourage
you for sinning. One of the elders, Mark, met with me weekly, going
through various studies from books of the Bible to books about
biblical manhood. He took me to my first and only Shepherds
Conference; he invited me to his home to observe how he leads his
family; he was very generous with his time and always blessed me
with the books he gave me. He lovingly was there to pick me up
when I was dealing with my sins. It was a very instrumental time in
my walk as a believer.
The Lord also used Elder Mark in the process of meeting and
marrying my wife, Jessica. If it weren’t for his guidance and teaching
about biblical courtship, we probably would still be girlfriend and
boyfriend. On top of that, Pastor Mark's wife, Danielle, started to
meet with Jessica to disciple her. They continue to be very important
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people to us and we’re thankful for their example and generosity in
pouring into our lives.
Leaving Again
A few years later, an unfortunate event occurred. Conflict arose at the
leadership level and divided the church. Months went by with no
resolution, and this created irreparable division and damage. It was a
very small church, so everyone felt the impact.
I had just experienced a church split. Many in the congregation
stayed because of the relationships they had formed with the pastor,
despite the sin. Most of them said they were staying because they
loved the pastor, but I now know they were doing the total opposite
by staying. By remaining at the church, they were endorsing serious
compromise, and there were no consequences for sin. I decided to
leave the church. So, once again, I was back to searching for a new
church.
Life Today
Through Elder Mark we found Grace Bible Fellowship (now
Creekside Bible Church). Now my wife, Jessica, and our nine-monthold son, Haddon, are currently attending Creekside Bible Church. We
are blessed to be under the preaching and teaching of Pastor Cliff
and all the elders. My wife and I have been here for almost five years
and have been members for four years. I serve on the music team
almost every week playing guitar, bass, or drums. I also serve in our
senior care home ministry. We do a short service for a local senior
home. I play and organize schedules for other members to serve one
Sunday out of the month. It’s a joy to be able to use my gift of music
to serve my church. I’m a part of a small Bible study during the week
and attend a young-families class on Sunday mornings. I’m currently
enrolled in the Biblical Counseling Program at The Masters
University, hoping to serve in my local church or in my local
community—or wherever the Lord leads me. Praise God for saving
me from my sins!
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From Rejection to Proclamation
But you will receive power when the Holy Spirit has come upon you, and you will be my
witnesses in Jerusalem and in all Judea and Samaria, and to the end of the earth.
(Acts 1:8)

My Early Years
I was born in the Santa Cruz Mountains in 1988 into a tough family
situation. For as long as I can remember, my dad was very abusive to
me and my mom, taking every opportunity to call us names and make
fun of us. I also remember him grabbing me by the shirt and yelling
at me. Another time, he just puffed cigarette smoke in my face and
said, “Nicky icky.” I didn’t even understand what I had done wrong.
When I was about six years old, my parents got divorced and my dad
re-married. After this time, I went back and forth between my mom
and my stepmom, alternating every two weeks. My stepmom’s house
was horrible, filled with lots of shouting and filthy language—a
practice I would soon copy. While there, I often felt like a male
version of Cinderella. My stepmom would make me scrub floors with
a toothbrush and yell at me while I did chores around the house. She
was very mean. I much preferred being with my mom. She was a
good mom and I looked forward to seeing her when I was away.
Because of my dad and stepmom’s influence, I thought being
negative and crazy was normal. Using bad words was completely
normal to me. I remember being in the YMCA once and the
counselor corrected my language. I was surprised because I didn’t
even understand that the language I was using was filthy. I thought
such a negative lifestyle was normal because I never knew anything
else. As a result of my upbringing, I misbehaved a lot—both at home
and at school. I pulled the fire alarm to get attention. I picked fights
with other kids. I would use lots of filthy language and make fun of
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other students. During one reading class, a student was stuttering and
I made fun of him. In general, I was a brat. I got suspended from
school a lot and sometimes even expelled. My mom said it was rough
trying to raise me. I have no idea what caused me to act out so badly.
Religion was a strange and confusing topic in my mind as I was
growing up. My dad was really into both Hinduism and Buddhism.
He would bring me to Indian events and festivals. He also used to
make me eat Indian food, which is probably why I like it so much.
He also owned lots of Indian comics. Overall, he was just obsessed
with Hindu stuff. He was also into Tibetan Buddhism. I remember
one time he made me worship a picture of Lakshmi, who is supposed
to be a Hindu goddess of love. Thankfully, I forgot some of the
other false gods he told me to worship. Some of them were creepy,
and the myths were weird and even pornographic.
My mom was a Unitarian, and basically believed that all people go
to heaven. Both my parents believed in a false prophet, named Sai
Baba, who is supposed to be a reincarnation of our Lord Jesus Christ.
I now have come to realize the fullness of Sai Baba’s deception,
because I know that Jesus is alive in Heaven, making it impossible for
Him to have been reincarnated (Mark 16:19). During his lifetime, Sai
Baba also did sorcery to make people think he was doing miracles.
Nevertheless, both my parents believed in the lies he taught.
To make things more confusing, my stepmom was an atheist and
often clashed with my dad regarding his eastern beliefs. Overall, I
didn’t really understand or agree with any of these ideas and hadn’t
really formed any thoughts of my own regarding life, death or a
higher being. My first exposure to God outside of my home life
happened one day at school. I was playing a computer game and
something happened that caused me to use God’s name in vain,
which basically means saying God’s name in any way that does not
give God the full praise, glory and worship He deserves (Exod 20:7).
Like other times, I was surprised to be corrected. I thought using
God’s name in vain was normal and didn’t understand why He
deserved that kind of respect.
Eagle’s Wing
When I turned fourteen, my mom told me to stay away from my dad
and I haven’t seen him since. That was around 2003. During my
teenage years, I moved out of my mom’s and into multiple group
homes. The second one I tried was called Eagle’s Wing, located in
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Salinas, CA. It was for boys only under the age of eighteen. People
were mean and uncontrolled there—the staff was constantly repairing
the holes made in walls where people slammed their fists. I started
going to a special education high school around the same time as
well.
One staff member at Eagle’s Wing shared Bible stories and the
gospel with the residents. He was the first real Christian I had met,
and he was the first person to expose me to the Bible and any biblical
teachings. However, it had no impact on me. I continued to
misbehave a lot while at Eagle’s Wing. I used to get into lots of fights
and twice even broke my nose. During one fight, I got beat up really
bad, but the Lord was protecting me and I didn’t even know it.
Because of this fight, the Eagle’s Wing administration sent me to a
lockdown facility in Sacramento, which is kind of like a mental ward.
I made some friends while I was there. I also developed a big crush
on a certain girl. She was the first girl that gave me her phone
number. In my mind, we were dating, but she thought we were only
friends. I was so confused when she kept telling me, “I love you as a
friend.” I think part of the reason she wanted to be friends with me is
because she felt bad that I had been beat up. I would tell her that
people would make fun of me for being single. Wanting to be a kind
friend, she offered to go over to Eagle’s Wing and pretend to be my
girlfriend. I fell for her because she was so friendly and caring. But it
was a very unhealthy, one-sided relationship, and I knew her mom
didn’t want me to be in contact with her.
After moving back to Eagle’s Wing, I talked to her on the phone.
While I had been with her in person, I hadn’t been showing my
feelings for her. However, over the phone, I was showing my feelings
so strongly that she was starting to get scared and not even recognize
me. After a couple of years, I lost her number. Because of that
relationship, I ended up being suicidal for a couple of years. I used to
cut my wrists, but I’m so thankful that I didn’t kill myself and God
was so faithful to keep me alive. I really wanted to have a girlfriend
and I believed that my relationship with her could have been
something special.
During this time, I also struggled with lust and got sucked into
pornography. People continued to be mean to me because I didn’t
have a girlfriend. I talked to the administrators at Eagle’s Wing,
therapists, and lots of different people who told me to let my
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infatuation go. People were amazed at how long I was obsessing over
the same girl and how stubborn I was about not letting her go. It was
actually not until nine years later that I finally was able to move on. I
was just so stubborn.
On the Move
I started attending a GED school and got in trouble because I flirted
with one of the teachers and told her she was beautiful. One of the
other teachers told me I couldn’t do that. I also had many manic
episodes. I would act like an animal and make a spectacle of myself. I
would shout like a monkey and roll around on the ground. The staff
were amazed at my behavior and how uncontrolled I was.
After leaving Eagle’s Wing, I moved to many different group
homes. One place I remember was called Gaveazellar, and I was
there for about three weeks. The place was creepy, and I thought I
was seeing demons. I once thought I saw a creature rush by the
window. I also thought I saw a demon laughing at me. I started
fasting because I was superstitious that the food was demon food. I
didn’t eat for two weeks and lost about twenty pounds. Ironically,
this was also the first time and place I started to read the Bible for
myself. I had found a Bible in my room, so I decided to read it. I
remember starting with the gospel of Matthew. I was very interested
in it. It felt like the Lord was reaching out to me at the time. Also,
while at Gaveazellar, I met a few Christians and started getting more
into the Christian faith. I even started trying to evangelize. I don’t
know if I was saved at this time, but I enjoyed talking to people
about Christianity.
After Gaveazellar, I attended another lockdown facility in Good
Samaritan Hospital. I was about nineteen. There, I met a kind couple.
The wife was a resident, and her husband would visit her. One day,
they invited me to go to their church, which was called Grace Bible
Fellowship. I am very thankful that I took them up on their offer
because God saved me through the gospel ministry of this church,
and I was baptized. The wife gave me my first personal Bible. Later,
another member gave me a MacArthur Study Bible, and another
member faithfully gave me a ride to church every Sunday. I am so
grateful for all the ways that God helped draw me to Himself.
After moving out of the lockdown facility, I went to live at East
Valley Pavilion (EVP). There, I met another friend who now attends
church with me. I attended EVP for a while until they closed it down.
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Next, I moved to Riviera Villa and met Greg, who was my first
roommate there. I invited Greg to church. He became a member of
GBF (now CBC). I was always very faithful about inviting people to
church with me. There was another resident at Riviera Villa, named
Brad, who was an atheist. He challenged me to think about some
things in my life that didn’t really fit with the Christian lifestyle. He
asked why I was willing to see sinful movies and called me out for
idolizing video games. He also pointed out that I didn’t want to be
independent from my mom. At the time, I thought he was being
mean, but now I see that the things he was saying were actually very
wise.
Sickness and Salvation
Several years later in 2017, I got sick—to the point where I was
barely sleeping for three days. The first night I only slept thirty
minutes. The second night was two hours. And I didn’t sleep at all on
the third night. I was not doing well. During this time, I thought that
the Lord was threatening my life. I realized God wanted me to
repent. What I saw as a death threat from God was an act of love
from God, and God used it as a wakeup call.
Because of my renewed faith and devotion to Christ, I decided to
give up video games because they were my idol. My roommate at the
time, Conrad, was so confused about my faith and all the changes I
was making. I started apologizing to people whom I had offended.
There was one lady who I had bitterness towards because of a
misunderstanding. When I apologized to her, she was very surprised.
I deleted pornography from all my electronics, shocking my
roommate. I started reading the Bible more and learning more and
more about the Lord. I felt like this was the Lord saying, “I’m giving
you another chance to commit to Christ.” Now, I love being a
Christian. I don’t want to be worldly (1 John 2:15). I hate the things
that I used to love (2 Cor 5:17). I don’t want to think about my sinful
past but instead focus on my happy future with God in heaven (Rev
21). In the past, I didn’t care or repent when I used to sin. It felt
good and I didn’t care to confess anything (John 3:20). But
everything changed, and I wanted to live for Jesus. I was so horrible,
but God changed me. I didn’t deserve to change. He should have left
me and I could still be lost, but He is so faithful and good (Ps 136:1).
I really struggled with letting go of the video game, Dragon Fable. I
didn’t want to be distracted by that game when I could be focusing
173

From Rejection to Proclamation

on so many better things for the Lord. I finally planned to sell my
account. Now, I love praying, reading the Bible, and evangelizing.
The things I used to dislike; I like. And the things I used to like; I
hate. God really changed me. Even today, I must battle against my
temptations (James 1:14). I try to fight off certain painful or bad
memories, and I’m trying to forget all the evil things I once watched.
I hate it so much I could cry thinking about it. I also faced lots of
resistance from my unsaved family about attending church. Because
my mom was Unitarian, she wanted me to go to a Unitarian church.
But instead, God has led me to a Bible believing church and I’m so
thankful for a good church that sticks to the Bible’s teachings.
Call to Share my Faith
After my salvation, I wanted to evangelize a lot more (Matt 28:19).
During our church camp, one member told me that if I didn’t
evangelize, God would take away my desire. I think he meant that the
distractions of the world would take away my desire. So, I decided to
take advantage of my desire. I had no clue what a gospel tract was,
but I soon learned and started using them. God blessed my desire
and I loved doing it. Today, I try to share gospel tracts regularly. I
also go door-to-door in different neighborhoods, and on Friday
nights I evangelize on the streets with some other faithful people. I
find it much easier to share my faith if I have at least one person with
me. It gives me more courage and is also more enjoyable. I love the
idea of a person going to heaven because of the message of the
gospel they receive. And I think, even if no one is saved, at least I’m
faithfully serving the Lord who saved me from my sins for eternity.
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Full-Circle Salvation Story
And I tell you, you are Peter, and on this rock I will build my church, and the gates of
hell shall not prevail against it.
(Matthew 16:18)

I'm a Christian and I haven't read the Bible in over a decade.
Can you relate?
If so, then my testimony is for you.
A Christian Home
I’ve been a Christian for most of my life. My parents accepted Christ
as their Lord and Savior when I was in kindergarten. Before we had a
home church, my dad would kindly force my siblings and me to sit at
the table with them while they studied from the Bible. By the time I
was in eighth grade, we became members of a little Baptist church in
Milpitas, California, where I accepted Christ for myself.
Up to the point of my salvation, having sat in on hundreds of
Bible studies with my parents, I knew God was real. I witnessed him
change my dad from an angry, bitter, Catholic man to a passionate
evangelist who did his best to share Christ’s love with others daily.
My dad was a dedicated mail carrier in the same San Jose
neighborhood for nearly twenty years, about as long as he was saved.
Residents in the area would often recall him praying aloud, feeding
their dogs, reading the Bible on his breaks, evangelizing, handing out
tracts and playing guitar with the kids in the neighborhood band after
work.
He was well loved by everyone he served, and that love would
materialize every year come Christmas time. To this day, I’ve yet to
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see a mailman showered with gifts the way that my dad was every
Christmas season. He was often blessed with boxes of chocolates,
wine, rum candies, cards filled with money, and even gifts for his wife
and children.
But as loving and joyful as my dad was, he wasn’t known for
sugarcoating the truth, especially when it came to biblical matters.
This unfortunately caused a lot of division among family members
and people he used to call friends. Often his own siblings would tell
him they missed “the old Tony,” causing my dad to shake his head
because “the old Tony” was angry, combative, and bordering on
alcohol and drug addiction.
Nevertheless, my dad kept trekking along, eventually separating us
entirely from his family, which I couldn’t understand as a young
child. I grew up with many cousins I loved, so severing relationships
with them upset me.
Why did we have to separate? What was so wrong with partying and having
fun every weekend? I would ask myself. I didn’t want to be different, but
my parents’ example showed me that a life focused on Christ brought
about changes that were difficult—even heartbreaking—to make.
Growing up, I had no idea how to relate to my dad’s zeal for
Scripture or for God. In truth, I often wished my dad was more
relatable. Instead, he was distant with me and my siblings, rough
around the edges, and all about the gospel. As an adult, I see now
that my dad was more tired than he was cold, but as a child I felt like
my father’s best moments were spent with others outside of the
home.
Growing Up
Fast forward to 2002, my eighth-grade year. My family moved from
San Jose to Milpitas and became members of a neighborhood Baptist
church where I accepted Christ as my Savior and began my
evangelical journey. I went on a couple of mission trips with our new
church and started evangelizing in school. In tenth grade, I
transferred to the Milpitas school district and started attending
Milpitas High School where I later earned the nickname, “God Girl”
because of my fervent and public faith in the Lord.
I evangelized quite a few people in high school, invited them to
church, and occasionally got into a couple of apologetic debates with
classmates who questioned my beliefs. Gloriously, the Holy Spirit
would speak on my behalf and graciously, but powerfully, deliver the
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truth of God to scoffers, ultimately causing them to sit back and
reflect. At times, I even got to witness unbelievers shut other
unbelievers down with logical truths that proved God’s existence
even when they, themselves, did not believe!
A New Prospect
High school was wild. As wild as it was, nothing could have ever
prepared me for what was to come. I met my husband, Tim, in high
school—we were in the same chemistry class together. As great of a
man as he is now, he was a very different person back then: a potsmoking partier who rarely showed up for class but never failed to
have a different girl around his arm every week.
Eventually, I became his new muse. He wasn’t shy about his
interest in me. He would regularly sit with me, compliment me, and
ask me questions about the Bible as if he was genuinely curious.
Being the “God Girl” that I was, the Holy Spirit’s discernment kicked
in every time he was around, alerting me to stay away...at least for a
time.
Instead of affection, he was given the gospel. To my surprise, after
months of evangelism, Tim continued to ask me about church and
the Bible more than anyone I had ever met. We kept in touch over
the summer, and one day we planned on meeting up with some of
my friends to hang out at the mall and get out of the summer heat. I
thought it would be a great opportunity for him to meet other people
who could bring some positivity into his life. None of us could drive
at the time, so much of our day was spent trying to figure out how
we were going to get from point A to point B without a car or our
parents since they were at work.
Tim showed up to my house and waited with me for my friends to
get there. A half hour later, my friends still hadn’t shown up.
Worried, I phoned them. To my disappointment, they bailed on our
plans until later that evening because it was too hot to walk or bus it
to my house. Frustrated and knowing full well that my parents would
flip if a boy was at my house alone with me, we went to get ice cream
and I walked Tim home.
Once there, I got to meet his grandma and his three little nieces
that were walking around in diapers. He asked if I wanted to see his
treehouse in the backyard and I was elated. Growing up in a little
apartment in downtown San Jose, I never had a yard or a tree. A
treehouse was something I would dream about.
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From the outside, Tim’s treehouse was like any other, but on the
inside he and his friends covered the walls with graffiti. Much of it
was dedicated to egging each other on, stating their existence (e.g.,
Steven was here, 04-14-2004), or paying condolences to friends and
family members who had passed away. Amid all the profanity and
vulgar drawings, there was one empty space that no one had touched.
I took that as an opportunity to evangelize yet again.
In the void, I wrote:
Thanks so much, Tim, for taking me up to your tree house.
I pray that Jesus gives you a bright future and that you come
to the knowledge of His love for you.
No Compromise
It was at that moment that Tim tried to kiss me—and missed,
miserably. Embarrassed at my naivety and the mistake I had made in
following him home, I apologized and said, “We’re just friends,” and
our shallow friendship ended that day.
When summer finished, we entered our senior year of high school.
Tim’s failing grades resulted in his transfer to a small continuation
school across the way. We moved on with our lives and didn’t talk to
each other.
Fall and winter passed, and springtime was just beginning when
suddenly, Tim showed up on campus after school! He ran to catch
up with me before I hopped on the bus home because he had
something important to tell me and he had apparently lost my phone
number. Reluctantly, I gave it to him, and then I was off.
Later that week, he called my house and told me about all the
different tragedies that had transpired since we last spoke. The most
traumatic tragedy was the death of his grandma with whom he was
extremely close—the one I had met the day we last saw each other.
The most amazing thing was that she left him a gift—a Bible,
dedicated to him back on May 28, 1997 with a note written in it that
read:
Dear Timmy,
May God and Jesus help you on your road in life as they
have me.
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Love Always and Forever, Gramma Xxx Oo
Not knowing who among his friends he could talk to about these
events, he remembered the writing on the wall of his treehouse and
thought of me that day. He felt his grandma’s gift meant something,
and that church would be the best starting point to understanding it.
At this point in Tim’s life, his future looked bleak and purposeless.
He was constantly in and out of trouble and was convinced that he
would soon either be in jail or dead. His grandma’s death, along with
the deaths of other close relatives all in the same year, brought him a
new perspective on life: he thought that maybe, just maybe, there was
something more to look forward to.
Growing Closer
Tim began attending church with our family that weekend and
participating in our family Bible studies. After a few months, Tim
gave his life to the Lord and never looked back. With that, a new Tim
was born. Turning away from his old life and following Christ, he
began separating from the friends he used to know, attending church
functions, and began spending more time with our family. Most
importantly, he would lean into the biblical teachings that my dad
would impart to him.
Months passed before Tim and I started dating and he became the
only boyfriend my father ever acknowledged. This development was
huge considering my dad was one of those men whose daughters
were never allowed to date until after they were married. I had dated
once before, but not without my dad’s constant input about how
much he did not approve of that relationship.
This new relationship with Tim brought out a different side of my
dad that I was not used to seeing: a softer, more relatable side that I
had always wanted to see in him. My mother informed me later that
dating Tim only made them dive deeper into their faith, because Tim
had a history, and they had a whole lot of fear. But after giving those
fears over to God, they began loosening their grip on their daughter
and trusted that God had everything under control.
Finally, it seemed as though a beautiful future was unfolding: I had
a boyfriend my dad liked, that I could see as my future husband, and
my dad’s heart was softening right before my eyes. Our family bible
studies were filled not only with facts and apologetics, but also with
laughter and genuine joy.
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The closeness I had wanted with my dad started to blossom as he
continued to mentor Tim with the Word of God. There was hope
that we were going to be an even better family than before.
Life’s Sorrows
Then everything changed. Just a year after I graduated high school,
my dad suddenly passed away at the young age of forty-three.
Everything I knew about the world and about God became foggy as
my family and I began navigating life without him.
A year after my dad had died, my mom decided to move our
family to Hawaii (where she’s from) to gain support from relatives
there. Disoriented from dad’s passing and the move, my family did
what we could to quickly create a sense of normalcy. I started college
online, found work, and eventually followed some relatives to a
modern church with a Christian young adults’ group where I ended
up making a lot of friends. I would later find out that this was a
Foursquare church.
Wedding Bells
Tim and I got engaged over the phone after doing long-distance for
about two years, got married on-island, and continued attending this
church for a couple more years before it split.
Lost without a church again in our little town of Mililani, Tim and
I settled on another Foursquare church in our neighborhood, which
was a smaller branch of a megachurch not far from where we lived.
Ultimately, my family followed suit and we all started attending and
serving together for the next several years.
We worshipped to songs by Hillsong and Bethel, learned about
how God uses our faith to make us successful in our endeavors, and
that dreaming big was a requirement of our faith because God
wanted to bless us and make us a blessing to the world. The Holy
Spirit was supposed to take us to new heights, give us new vision,
allow us to speak in tongues, and to love others divinely.
All of this sounded great: the pastors infused Scripture with their
messages and preached on the love of Jesus. There was no end to the
way they were living and giving in Jesus’ name. How could any selfprofessing Christian believe this was wrong? Why would God ever
stop a movement that focused on inspiring others to fulfill their
God-given potential? How could God not bless those living for him
in tremendous ways?
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Although we rarely missed a church service, my desire to know
God lessened little by little. I had my faith—of that I was certain—
but the Bible still seemed so foreign to me. I could not even open the
thing without having some life-applicable devotional to go with it: a
teacher to hold my hand through the process. I knew the Bible was
important, but I could not figure out how to read it, where to begin,
or if I was interpreting it correctly. Ironically, the church we were
attending made a big deal of knowing Scripture.
Drying Up
Why is this so hard to do without my dad? I would often wonder. What’s so
different and why does my faith feel so empty now? How do I go back to the old
days?
Over the years, I noticed that my faith felt dry. My spirit was
thirsty, but I had no idea where to find the well. I knew from
experience that faith changed everything, but the Bible did not seem
to make sense anymore. What I often heard from other Christians
was that faith was to be lived— that we needed to be the gospel,
whatever that meant.
Unsure of the answer myself, I started believing it, too. Maybe I
could get by with just a verse a day. Perhaps simply living my life and devoting my
work to God is all that is required of me now.
It was then that I decided to take actionable steps toward taking
care of myself and devoting my life to living peaceably with all of
creation. That was the gospel that made sense to me.
Over time, I dove deeper into yoga, meditation, and mindfulness
practices, assuming that I was connecting myself to God on a more
intimate level. In my quest to be a peaceful warrior, I started viewing
other religions not as enemies of God, but simply misguided paths to
salvation. I started believing that being a Christian meant keeping the
peace with all, not riling up anyone’s feathers like I used to; that if I
really wanted people to know Jesus, I had to be Jesus to the world,
who at the time of this new endeavor, looked and acted a lot more
like Ghandi than Christ.
I felt God in the wind, saw Him in the trees, and felt His presence
with me in the stillness of a yoga session. Everything I felt was a
sensation from God, I thought. He makes every good thing.
Fast-forward six years. My husband and I moved back to
California in October 2019 to help his parents take care of his aging
grandparents with dementia. No church (again), no Christian family,
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and we were fighting all the time within the confines of the little
bedroom we humbly accepted to be our new home in this huge
house with Tim’s family. While this move was certainly God-inspired,
we were more hopeless than we had ever been in our marriage, and
even more so in our faith.
Shelter In Place
Less than six months into our move, 2020 hit us with the pandemic,
BLM, and an election year. In one fell swoop, America was clearly
divided against itself with everyone taking a side and taking a shot.
With everything amiss—our marriage under constant fire and a
sudden confusion about politics, social justice, the virus, and my
faith—I cried out to God in desperation one day sitting in my car
down the street from our house. I was so frustrated, lost, and
hopeless—unsure of where God was in the middle of the mess. It
had been literally months since anything was open, even more
specifically churches. Everyone was meeting online: the most
informal and impersonal way possible in an effort to “stop the
spread.”
As I sat in the car, losing my mind, I let out a huge scream and
desperately searched Google for a church that was open for inperson attendance. Aloud, I cried to God saying, “IS THERE ANY
CHURCH OPEN RIGHT NOW? ANYTHING ANYWHERE?”
An earnest scroll through the search results showing various
churches in our area proved unfruitful. Nothing was open.
Exhausted, I returned home.
Logging onto Instagram just hours later, I received a direct
message from a girl who had been following me for a few days,
inviting me to an online church revival led by her missionary group,
NorCal Missions. Hungering to hear anything from God at that point,
I gladly accepted. For the first time in years, I was given the actual
Word of God directly from the source: the Bible.
There was nothing fancy about the pastor’s message, nor the
worship crew: no long, drawn-out stories, no amazing visuals, and,
surprisingly, no songs from Hillsong. Instead, the worship jolted my
memory to simpler times back at that little Baptist church I attended
so many years ago.
The pastor emphasized our need-to-know Scripture and told us
we could never truly know the will of God unless we actually read the
words of God. Reflecting on the passage of Acts 8 and Philip’s
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journey, we learned the importance of not only reading the Bible, but
understanding it as well, and that having guidance helps us to stay
accountable to the correct interpretation of Scripture—which is why
they also offered online Bible studies twice a week. Eager and
repentant, I gladly joined and have since deepened my joy of reading
the Word with other ladies.
Now here’s the real kicker. While it was great that I was getting
spiritually fed, you might be wondering where my husband was in all
of this. To be honest, Tim was just as spiritually dry as I was. His
desire was to bring us to church, but with everything closed, he gave
up the search.
A New Church Family
One night, just a few days after the online revival I attended, my
husband met one of our neighbors while he was taking out the trash.
Miraculously, this neighbor was a pastor and said his church was
open and invited my husband to check it out with me. This church
was not exactly in the neighborhood, but our desperation to be with
God’s people and hear a word from Him made this drive all the more
bearable.
That Sunday at church changed everything. The pastor preached on
Revelation (one of the scarier, more intimidating books of the Bible)
and broke it down simply: take God’s Word literally—probably the
single greatest piece of wisdom we had ever been given on theology.
Why had I never thought to read Scripture and take it literally? How in the
world was I reading it before? I thought. Having only heard a message on
Revelation less than a handful of times, I had never felt more at
peace in my heart in knowing how the world ends than I did that day.
From that day onward, Tim and I continued to attend services,
ultimately leading us to membership with this Bible preaching
church.
Reflecting on our decade-long journey, I now realize that the
churches we attended in the past offered believers no real foundation
to stand on, nor did they give unbelievers the option to repent of
their sin and accept Christ’s salvation. In fact, salvation was a skewed
ideology emphasizing loving Jesus without accepting our depravity as
human beings. God was an “experience” and your best friend in
times of need. However, the holiness of God was not something that
was ever taught.
The charismatic megachurches we attended over the decade are
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what many call “seeker-friendly” churches, where the goal of every
church service and event was to cater to those they believed were in
search of God, or a miracle, or perhaps needed a different
perspective on life or some positive influences.
Before moving to California, I rarely skipped a Sunday. I attended
huge conferences with big name speakers and participated in small
group studies. But not once was an emphasis made on the power of
Scripture alone. Instead, the focus was on having big faith, allowing
the Holy Spirit to move us to live and give like no one else, and that
church was supposed to be a party. This mindset only made our
Christian walk more confusing, keeping us stuck in areas of sin and
looking for ways to deepen our faith through other tactics like
“Christian” meditation and mindfulness.
Now that God lifted the veil from our eyes, we realize how much
biblical leadership makes a difference in the way we see and live life.
God has been so gracious in leading us to a church that takes us
through Scripture, holds us accountable in our walk, and desires to
serve us while giving us opportunities to serve as well. Through all of
this, I’ve learned that God is ever present, ever gracious, and ever
leading His church.
While my dad waits in the presence of the Lord, his faithfulness to
God while on earth has come full-circle for me. His leadership and
his Christ-like love is what I will always remember. I know my dad
would have loved this church body and appreciated the brave
leadership of our pastors and elders.
In closing, I can’t emphasize enough the importance of strong,
biblical leaders in the church and in the home. I urge all believers to
seek the Lord fervently, pray often for our church leadership, and
never forget to guide our children in Scripture, because it makes all
the difference down the road. Know the difference between right and
“almost right” so as to keep yourself from believing a lie in the midst
of trials.
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Saved: Now What?
Excel even more.
(1 Thessalonians 4:1)

Each testimony in the previous pages supply concrete evidence that
Jesus Christ is alive and presently in the business of saving sinners.
These stories of redemption highlight God’s goodness and grace as
we read of spiritually dead men and women who were brought to life
through faith in Jesus.
But the journey of salvation doesn’t stop at conversion. Yes, our
justification—God’s declaration of our righteous standing with
Him—occurs at a moment-in-time and cannot be changed. Happily,
God does not require us to travel a long, strenuous path of obedience
before we can have assurance that we are right with God. The
moment we place saving faith in Jesus Christ, we are justified and
thus united with our Savior in an unbreakable bond and forever at
peace with our Creator (Rom 3:26; 5:1). Our salvation is secure and
cannot be lost (John 10:27-30; Rom 8:1, 31-39) because it is
grounded in God’s sovereign plan (Eph 1:3-14) and Christ’s finished
work (John 19:31; Rom 3:21-26) on our behalf.
But the Bible’s emphasis on the stability and security of our
salvation doesn’t imply that Christians can now settle into a life of
spiritual ease and coast into heaven. Actually, when we are born again
by the Spirit of God, we enter into a new battle with sin. Prior to our
conversion, we had no genuine interest in warring against our flesh,
putting our remaining sin to death. We practiced sin and indulged the
flesh at every turn, even if we were otherwise “respectable” citizens,
family members, and church attenders (Rom 6:20; 8:5, 8). Now that
we have been raised to “newness of life” (Rom 6:4), we take aim at
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sin in a way that we never did prior to our conversion. The call of the
believer who is now under grace (Rom 6:15) is to kill sin, follow
Christ, and pursue holiness by the power of the Holy Spirit (Rom
6:16-23) and the Word of God (2 Tim 3:16-17).
This battle will consist of triumphs over sin, but it will also be
characterized by serious difficulty (Rom 7:14-23). Although no longer
able to dominate the Christian as it once did, sin is just as potent as it
was prior to our salvation. Yes, Christ’s work has secured our
ultimate triumph over sin, and now we possess a new spiritual power
that enables us to experience real-time victory over indwelling
corruption, but our foe will not retreat quietly. There will be days
when we feel like we are doing the very things we hate and disabled
from doing things we want to do.
Even so, Scripture doesn’t allow the Christian to treat the pursuit
of holiness as an optional discipline or discretionary accoutrement to
the Christian life. The Bible employs a host of sweet encouragements
and severe warnings to motivate the Christian to make progress in
their walk with the Lord. Interestingly, Paul and Barnabas made it
their first item of business to exhort new believers to “continue in the
grace of God” (Acts 13:43; 14:22). Paul warned the Colossians that
they couldn’t have assurance of their reconciliation with God if they
failed to “continue in the faith, stable and steadfast” (Col 1:21). In
some of the most harrowing passages in the New Testament, the
author of Hebrews warns his listeners multiple times to not neglect
their great salvation (Heb 2:1-5), or to harden their hearts (3:12-15) or
fail to attain to the grace of God (Heb 12:15). In one of the most
frightening passages in the book of Hebrews, the author warns his
listeners that anyone who experiences the power of the Holy Spirit
and tastes of the good Word of God and the power of the age to
come to only turn away from Christ will find it impossible to be
renewed again to saving repentance (Heb 6:1-8). In another passage,
we are reminded that the one who continues in unbelief after
receiving knowledge of the truth will find themselves without any
atonement for their sins and liable to God’s judgement (Heb 10:2631). Faith in Christ leading to a pursuit of holiness isn’t optional:
“Strive for peace with everyone, and the holiness without which no
one will see the Lord” (Heb 12:14).
But if we are justified at the moment we place saving faith in
Christ and our salvation is secure, why do the New Testament
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apostles and authors exhort their readers so strongly to continue in
the faith? Isn’t our continuance in the faith a forgone conclusion?
How we answer this question will have a massive impact on how we
approach the Christian life.
How God Keeps Us Believing
To answer this question correctly, we must first consider the nature
of our salvation. When we come to Christ in repentant faith, we are
not compelled by our own natural will power, intellect, or wisdom (1
Cor 1:26-31). When we believe in Jesus, what occurs at that moment
is God fulfilling His eternal plan for our salvation in time and space.
Before the creation of the world, God chose us for salvation (Rom
8:28-30; Eph 1:1-9). Then, at the time ordained by our Creator, we
were drawn to Jesus by the Father. This drawing is infallible: those
whom the Father has given to the Son in eternity past will come to
Christ when God ordains it to manifest. There are no exceptions or
miscues. Once we are in Christ, we cannot be lost.
All that the Father gives me will come to me, and whoever
comes to me I will never cast out. For I have come down
from heaven, not to do my own will but the will of him who
sent me. And this is the will of him who sent me, that I
should lose nothing of all that he has given me, but raise it
up on the last day. For this is the will of my Father, that
everyone who looks on the Son and believes in him should
have eternal life, and I will raise him up on the last day….
No one can come to me unless the Father who sent me
draws him. And I will raise him up on the last day (John
6:37-40, 44).
Although we exercised faith in a message we had come to recognize
as true and real, it was God who granted us the eyes to see the truth
and beauty of Jesus Christ in the gospel (2 Cor 4:4-6). Prior to faith
in Christ, we were dead in sin, unable to embrace God’s gift of
salvation (Eph 2:1-3). But in His great love, God raised us spiritually
from the dead, enabling us to exercise faith in the gospel (Eph 2:5-9).
Indeed, Scripture designates faith as a gift from God (Phil 1:29).
Everything required for salvation—righteousness, atonement,
forgiveness, even the spiritual eyes to see Jesus and the faith to
believe in Him—are gifts from God.
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When we say that salvation is secure, therefore, we cannot ignore
the crucial role that faith plays in our salvation. There are some
Christian teachers who argue, based on the passages that speak
directly to the security of our salvation (like the ones we’ve examined
above), that even a once-professing believer who stops trusting in
Christ and falls away from the faith will still inherit heaven because
their salvation is secure and God has promised to never let them go
(e.g., Rom 8:39). But this teaching misunderstands how God has
secured our salvation.
The way we come into a secure salvation is by faith in Christ.
Faith is what justifies and unites us to our Savior so that we can enjoy
the benefits of His righteousness, atonement, and resurrection life
(Rom 4:5; 5:1; 6:1-4). Without faith, we cannot be united to Christ. A
secure salvation, therefore, requires that God sustain our faith so that
we continue believing over the course of our lives. In other words,
when God saves someone, He keeps them saved by protecting,
feeding, and preserving their faith (1 Pet 1:3-5). How does God
protect, feed, and preserve the faith of a believer who is in the mighty
grasp of Christ and their heavenly Father? That’s where the warnings
come in.
How God Keeps Us in the Faith
One of the ways God keeps us in the faith is by giving us serious
admonitions throughout the New Testament of what will happen to
those who walk away from Jesus. These warnings, however, are not
intended to throw believers into a spiritual tailspin and undermine
their assurance. Quite the opposite: warnings are intended to
strengthen our assurance by motivating us to press on in our walk
with the Lord. Therefore, believers—whether young or old, new to
the faith or old-timers—must not shy away from these strong
admonishments to continue in the grace of God, avoid apostacy,
maintain a soft heart, put sin to death, and to pursue holiness. Your
gracious God has provided you with these warnings to keep you
believing.
But even in giving us these warnings God hasn’t left us without
help in our fight against sin and our pursuit of holiness. One of the
most dangerous places for a Christian to be is on their own, away
from fellowship and out-of-touch with other believers (Prov 18:1).
It’s not by coincidence that two of the strongest warnings in the New
Testament fall within a context where the author emphasizes the
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believer’s need for the local church.
In Hebrews 3:12-13, for example, the author instructs his readers
to care for each other by making sure that no professing Christian
among them develops a hard, unbelieving heart that “falls away from
the living God” (v. 12). How do they care for each other in this way?
“But exhort one another every day, as long as it is called “today”, that
none of you may be hardened by the deceitfulness of sin” (v. 13).
One vital way our hearts are kept soft to God and His Word is by the
regular exhortations of our brothers and sisters in the local body. If
we remain outside the local body of Christ, we cut ourselves off from
one of the chief ways God keeps us believing which leads, inevitably,
to a hardened heart that is susceptible to falling away from God.
Hebrews 10:19-26 carries similar logic. In this passage in the latter
half of Hebrews, the author encourages his readers to draw near to
God through Christ who has made a way into the heavenly Holy
Places by his death on the cross (Heb 10:19-23). Immediately after
this encouragement to enter God’s throne room with confidence, the
author exhorts his readers to be diligent to maintain corporate
fellowship: “And let us consider how to stir up one another to love
and good works, not neglecting to meet together, as is the habit of
some, but encouraging one another, all the more as you see the Day
drawing near” (Heb 10:24-25). The command here has a positive and
negative component. Positively, these Christians are to think carefully
about how to motivate each other to love and good works.
Negatively, they must be careful that they don’t fall into a pattern of
isolation and corporate neglect. And these two components work
together. In order to know their fellow brothers and sisters well
enough to provoke each other to love and good works, it is essential
that they meet together regularly. Without consistent, face-to-face
corporate fellowship, you have neither the knowledge nor the
opportunity to stir up your brothers and sisters to love and good
works. But maintaining corporate fellowship has more serious
implications than that.
“For,” the author continues, “if we go on sinning deliberately after
receiving the knowledge of the truth, there no longer remains a
sacrifice for sins, but a fearful expectation of judgement, and a fury
of fire that will consume the adversaries” (Heb 10:26-27). With the
word “For,” the author connects what he had just said about the
necessity of regular corporate fellowship to his harrowing words
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about sinning deliberately and the expectation of judgment. What’s
the connection? We are in danger of walking in unbelief against the
knowledge of the truth—sinning deliberately—when we neglect
corporate fellowship. When we neglect fellowship with other
believers in the local church, we keep ourselves at a distance from
other Christians who know us and who know how to stir up our
faith, affection, and obedience.
The church, therefore, is essential in God’s design to your
perseverance in the faith. God is good, and He has given you a
wonderful gift by establishing the local church as the place where He
feeds you through regular Bible preaching, encourages and
admonishes you through the ministry of fellow believers, and
provides you the place where you can use your spiritual gifts for the
common good (1 Cor 12:9).
So, the first step a new believer should take once they’ve come
into a saving relationship with Jesus Christ is to find a faithful, local
Christian church where you can sit under sound preaching and find
vital fellowship among other believers. So fundamental is this step
that everything else we recommend in this chapter will be sapped of
much of its spiritual power if it is neglected. Along with fellowship
and corporate worship in a solid local church, a new believer should
build the following disciplines into their life for the sake of their
growth and progress in the faith.
Regular Bible Reading, Meditation, and Prayer
The Christian life is, fundamentally, a life of faith (Gal 2:20). We
believe in true spiritual realities that we cannot presently see with our
physical eyes (2 Cor 5:7). Yet, because we reside in a fallen world
among people who reject the Christian faith, and because we still
wrestle with our own indwelling sin, our faith will need regular
renewal. Faith is not created by our will power, however. Rather,
faith is formed and sustained by God’s Word. That’s why Jesus could
say, quoting Deuteronomy, that “Man shall not on bread alone, but
by every word that comes from the mouth of God” (Matt 4:4; cf.
Deut 8:3). Jesus also told His disciples that their fruitfulness was
dependent upon His word abiding in them (John 15:7-8). A deep
understanding of Scripture enables us to walk in wisdom (Prov 2:615), to make accurate judgements (Ps 19:7), to avoid sin (Ps 119:9,
11), to guard ourselves from deception (Matt 24:4), to behold the
glory of Christ (2 Cor 3:18; 4:4-6), and to be equipped for every good
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work (2 Tim 3:16-17). Regular Bible reading, therefore, is a vital
discipline for all believers. Many one-year Bible plans are available
online. One of the most popular is the Robert Murray M’Cheyne
Bible Reading Plan, which takes you through the whole Bible in one
year.
Yet, the Bible cannot be read as though a mere novel. Often the
transition from mental assent to behavioral transformation, from
milk drinking to savoring fine meat, includes the critical element of
meditation. Biblical meditation, unlike Eastern-style meditation or
contemporary “mindfulness,” is not a mind-emptying exercise.
Rather, it is the practice of filling your mind with Scripture and
ruminating over it, pondering its implications, considering its various
applications and connections to other Scripture, giving time and
opportunity for the Holy Spirit to illumine His Word, and so on.
Slow, patient meditation over Scripture is often the bridge from
knowledge to obedience, as we see in God’s instructions to Joshua:
“This Book of the Law shall not depart from your mouth, but you
shall meditate on it day and night, so that you may be careful to do all
that is written in it” (Josh 1:8; emphasis added). Meditation upon the
Word of God is what keeps the believer in the paths of righteousness
(Ps 1:1-2).
Our reading of and meditation on the Word of God should also
be coupled with prayer. Scripture exhorts us often to “continue
steadfastly in prayer” (Col 4:2) and to “pray without ceasing” (1
Thess 5:17). Prayer is how we speak to our heavenly Father, extoll
His goodness, confess our sins, intercede for others, and make
requests for our own lives and ministries (Matt 6:8-13). Prayer is also
the way we ask God for wisdom and for help to rightly interpret His
Word (Ps 119:27, 33-34). Prayerlessness is presumptuous because it
demonstrates we don’t really believe Jesus when He says, “Apart
from me you can do nothing” (John 15:5). When you are a new
believer, prayer may come naturally, like a newborn baby breathing
oxygen for the first time out of the womb. As time moves on,
however, you will likely find it challenging to make time for prayer.
This is where it will be necessary, with the help of your brothers and
sisters in your local congregation, to establish regular patterns of
prayer so that you can dwell continually near to God.
Worship and Fellowship
We’ve already noted that regular worship and fellowship in a local
191

Saved: Now What?

congregation is necessary for your spiritual health. But we need
reminders to make such corporate gatherings a priority. Like the
previous disciplines, the world, Satan, and even our own flesh will try
to persuade us that prioritizing regular worship and fellowship is
simply not worth the effort. But to yield at this point will surely lead
to spiritual trouble, as we saw above.
But neglecting worship and fellowship also robs us of the greatest
joys this life has to offer. First is the opportunity to corporately sing
to our great God. While it is good to sing to the Lord privately
throughout the day (Ps 104:33), it is a taste of heaven to sing together
with our spiritual siblings. God is truly glorified by our individual
praise and personal times of worship, but the end-game in God’s
plan of redemption is a corporate people extolling the glory of His
grace at the top of their lungs (Ps 148:11-14; Rev 7:9-10).
Second, God’s presence dwells among His people in the corporate
gathering. Yes, due to His infinite Being, God’s presence is
everywhere at all times (Ps 139:7-12). And yes, God meets with His
people individually in personal fellowship (2 Cor 13:14). Yet Scripture
also teaches us that God dwells among His people in a unique way
when they are gathered together to worship Him. “Yet, you are
holy,” David says to God, “enthroned on the praises of Israel” (Ps
22:3). Indeed, God is present in the corporate gathering in such a way
that unbelievers are even able to see it, experience it, and perhaps be
drawn to faith and repentance (1 Cor 14:25).
Third, the church service is also the place where you sit under the
preaching of God’s Word. While it is true there is an abundance of
useful biblical and theological resources available online today, none
of these, no matter how good, can replace the in-person preaching of
God’s Word (2 Tim 4:2). There is a corporate accountability when we
gather and collectively submit to the same preaching that will
inevitably reprove, rebuke, and exhort through a faithful, gifted
expository preacher. God meets with His people in a unique way
through the preaching event, and we must not neglect this event
because we can just as easily listen to preaching while we are driving
in the car. While it can be beneficial to supplement our corporate
preaching through additional resources, if we neglect our ordained
means of carefully listening to the Word preached in our local body,
we run the risk of subtlety drifting to only those teachers that tickle
our ears and meet our own desires (2 Tim 4:3).
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Finally, the local church is the place where you have the
opportunity to use your spiritual gifts for the common good (1 Cor
12:9). If we neglect fellowship, we may find that we become
spiritually dry, not only because we are not under solid teaching and
preaching, but because we are hoarding our gifts and not using them
to bless the body of Christ.
Confession and Repentance
The greatest joy of new life in Christ is knowing our great God in a
personal, intimate way. While our union with Christ cannot be
severed, sin will dampen our communion with the Lord and make us
feel distant from his gracious presence. The primary way we remain
close to Jesus is by keeping a clear conscience through regular
confession and repentance.
Although an eternity-altering, nature-changing event has occurred
in your life, you will still deal with indwelling sin this side of glory.
Scripture anticipates this reality and instructs us to find regular
cleansing in the blood of Jesus. “If we say we have no sin, we deceive
ourselves, and the truth is not in us,” the apostle John writes. “If we
confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins and to
cleanse us from all unrighteousness” (1 John 1:8-9; see also Ps 51:78). The New Testament often exhorts believers to maintain a clear
conscience (1 Tim 1:5, 19; 3:9; 1 Pet 3:16, 21), and we now see why:
faith cannot thrive in a defiled, guilt-ridden conscience. Thankfully,
God has granted us the means by which we can receive regular
cleansing and enjoy the blessing of a clean conscience.
Theological Study
Paul prayed that the love of the Philippian believers would “abound
more and more” (Phil 1:9). But the apostle added an important
qualifier to this prayer: he desired that their love would grow in “all
knowledge and discernment.” It wasn’t enough for the Philippian
brethren and sistren to have warm-hearted feelings toward Christ and
other Christians. It wasn’t even enough for them to take steps to
actively pursue God’s glory and the good of other believers. Their
love needed the complementary quality of knowledge and
discernment so that they would love Christ and others in a way that
brought the most glory to God and the greatest benefit to people.
Paul knew it was possible—even easy—for Christians to get swept
up in feelings of love that actually resulted in faulty worship and
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unhelpful activity. Growth in love required not only the development
of one’s godly affections—the affections themselves needed to be
grounded in biblical truth.
As a believer, your love needs to grow in two basic areas:
knowledge and discernment. You need to know what Scripture
teaches (knowledge) and be able to distinguish between truth and
almost-truth (discernment) so that you can protect yourself and
others from deception. But these twin fruits of the Christian life can
only grow in deep, rich soil. Without the regular study of God’s
Word and good theology, you will be unable to know how to fully
honor and worship God or serve your brothers and sisters. The
world is awash in counterfeit spiritual messages vying for our
attention and posing as truth, and without a thorough grasp of
Scripture, sound doctrine, and a Christian worldview, we will be
susceptible to embracing ideas that can, in the long-run, dilute our
worship of God and undermine our ministry to others. Dedicating
some time to theological and biblical study will enable your love to
abound in a way that glorifies God and really benefits those around
you.
Evangelism
Just prior to His ascension, Jesus gave His disciples their marching
orders. As they made their way throughout the world, they were to
make disciples of all the nations, teaching them to obey everything
that Jesus had taught them (Matt 28:18-20). Discipleship cannot
occur unless a person first hears the gospel, however. Even so,
evangelism is not just the first step to making disciples: it is one of
the Christian’s greatest privileges because we can declare our Father’s
glorious grace to others and proclaim His excellencies to those who
don’t presently know Him. Telling others about God’s mercy is one
of the reasons God saved us (1 Pet 2:9-10). If we neglect our calling
as evangelists (for we are all evangelists, even if we do not sense
extraordinary skill in this area), we will be missing out on one of
greatest channels of joy God has ordained for our lives. As we noted
in the introduction to this book, your testimony of salvation is an
excellent place to start when sharing the gospel with others and
sharing the gospel along with your own salvation story on a regular
basis will serve to renew your own assurance and may lead to a
sinner’s conversion.
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Giving
Along with the disciplines of Bible reading, prayer, worship,
fellowship, study, and evangelism, we would also encourage you to
give regularly to your local church and other biblical ministries.
Giving of our wealth is one of the ways we tangibly honor God for
his gracious provision (Prov 3:9-10) and supply the needs of the
church so that her ministry can continue. Regular giving is also a
means by which we can curb our own temptation to greed (1 Tim
6:6-19), provide for others, and experience the joy of trusting in
God’s providence to supply us with everything we need—and much
more (2 Cor 9:10-11)!
However, if you or a family member has experienced exploitation
at the hands of greedy religious hucksters, you might be hesitant to
heed this call to give faithfully to your church or other Christian
ministries. Jesus understands your hesitation: He expressed disgust at
this kind of mistreatment during His earthly ministry (Luke 20:4521:4). It’s for this reason (among others) that Scripture teaches us to
give willingly, “not reluctantly or under compulsion” (2 Cor 9:7a).
God delights, not in the sheer act of giving, but in cheerful giving (2
Cor 9:7b). He wants us to give from our hearts out of a happy desire
to glorify him and provide for others. It is essential, therefore, for
you to locate a church with trustworthy leadership so you can gladly
give to the work of the gospel and not fear the manipulation of your
emotions or the misuse of your money by spiritual frauds.
Service
Finally, if you are a new believer or a seasoned saint, Scripture calls
you to exercise your spiritual gift for the common good (1 Cor 12:7).
Even though every Christian has received a spiritual gift or set of
gifts from the Holy Spirit at their conversion, not every Christian is
able to identify how God has gifted them. The remedy to this
impasse is not to complete a spiritual gift assessment or lengthy
questionnaire. Rather, it is to join a local church, find ways to serve,
and listen carefully to the feedback of your brothers and sisters so
you can discern where you are effective in ministry. While you should
take your interests and desires into account when identifying your
spiritual gifts, the best indicator of how God has gifted you will be
found in the response of your local church and their assessment of
your effectiveness.
Exercising your spiritual gifts is a vital component to the Christian
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life, particularly in how God intends for your ministry to bolster your
assurance. Jesus Christ has entrusted us with various spiritual gifts,
natural talents, and other resources, and He calls us to use these gifts
for His glory and the edification of His church (1 Cor 12:1ff; Eph
4:8-12). If we neglect these resources and fail to multiply them for
God’s glory, we will have a difficult time convincing our consciences
that our faith is real.
In the parable of the talents, it was only the stewards who
multiplied their master’s money who received the praise of their
master (Matt 25:20-23). But the lazy slave who hid his allotment in
the ground was later condemned by the master and consigned to
eternal punishment (Matt 25:24-30). So, while we are not justified by
our works, our post-conversion ministry does serve as evidence that
we have really believed the gospel and that we are making use of the
resources Christ has delegated to us. That’s why James says, “Faith
apart from works is dead” (James 2:26). Works don’t make faith alive;
they only validate that faith is already alive. As we use our gifts for the
common good, we can anticipate Christ’s commendation: “Well
done, good and faithful servant” (Matt 25:23).
Conclusion
The call of the New Testament to the Christian is press on. Keep
going. Don’t rest on past spiritual experiences or accomplishments.
Pursue deeper knowledge of God and more intimate fellowship with
Jesus Christ. Make diligent use of the means God has provided to
keep you believing in Jesus, bearing fruit, and making progress in the
faith. Rest in God’s promise of a secure salvation, the full forgiveness
of your sins forever granted to you in Christ (Col 2:13), strive after
holiness (1 Peter 1:15-16), and don’t look back (Phil 3:13). Serve the
saints with diligence (1 Pet 4:10), plunder the Scriptures regularly for
spiritual food (2 Tim 3:16-17), pray continually (Eph 6:18) make the
most of your time (Eph 5:16), and give yourself to good works (Titus
2:14).
But in all your striving and laboring for the glory of God and the
good of His people, remember that you have been saved by grace
alone (Eph 2:8-9). Do not lean on what you have done for God: rely
only on what Christ has done for you in His death on the cross and
resurrection (Gal 6:14). And when you someday stand before your
heavenly Father, look not to your Spirit-empowered deeds or your
many sins and failings; look only to Jesus Christ, your life and
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righteousness (1 Cor 1:30; Col 3:1) and your boast will only be in the
Lord for all eternity (1 Cor 1:31). Amen.
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