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Only a fool learns from his own mistakes; 
The wise man learns from the mistakes of others. 

 
-Otto von Bismarck 

 
 
 

This book is dedicated to my family, who 
knows this story as well, or better, than I 

do. I love you and am grateful to God for 
your patience, kindness, and forgiveness.  

 

And to my Great and gracious God, the 

Father of my Lord Jesus Christ, who 

saved me and made me a new creation in 
spite of my sin, making me shameless. 
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{In Way of Introduction} 

   
 
 It goes without saying that dropping out of high 

school at seventeen to work full-time because my fifteen 
year-old girlfriend was going to have a baby was not the 

first choice I’d had for my life. Neither was finding 
myself homeless, addicted to painkillers and alcohol, 
and splitting my nights between sleeping in my car, the 

storage building of a church, or a motel room (when I 
managed to have the cash). Now that I think about it, I 
shouldn’t be too surprised that my life has been shaped 

by an endless sequence of bad choices. It seems that 
I’ve all-too-often jumped before looking. 

  
 It’s not that I haven’t always been surrounded by 
people who had my best interest at heart- I was blessed 

with two parents that set a good example of how to be a 
responsible, productive person, and they made sure that 

I was always in church and school. I had some really 
smart friends who cared about me enough to tell me 
how stupid I was when I was screwing things up. But 

more often than not, I was deaf to everyone that 
mattered. So at the end of the day, the only one that can 
be held accountable for my lack of concern for the 

consequences of my actions and for my self-destructive 
behavior is, well, myself. I can say all of this today 

because, like they say, hindsight is twenty-twenty. But I 
really wish my eyes had this kind of clarity before the 
path that I had travelled led me to lose so much and 

ultimately to county jail on Christmas Eve, 2003.  
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 But before I get ahead of myself… 

 
***** 

 

 The purpose of this book is not to entertain or to 
give an opportunity for me to confess my faults to the 

world to appease my conscience. I don’t have any 
interest in that. More importantly, I don’t want to give 
the impression that I am in any way glorifying my sin- 

although it could possibly be perceived in such a 
manner. There’s a fine line between being proud of the 

things you’ve done and being shameless of your past, 
because you realize that it is in those very things that 
God has made you who you are and has used your past 

mistakes and failures to bring you to the place in which 
you now stand. The apostle Paul once said: 

  
If I must boast, I will boast of the things that show my 
weakness.  -2 Cor. 11:30 

  
 My goal is to share my story, in hopes that the 

readers who might relate in some way to the destructive 
life I’ve once lived will come to learn that they do not 
have to resign themselves to defeat, depression, and 

failure. Since surrendering my life to Jesus Christ, I’ve 
had countless opportunities to minister to people that 
have faced similar situations that I’ve experienced. It is 

in these times that I am reminded of an amazing reality:  
God is able to use my weakness to prove His strength. I 
have come to know that, even though I’ve made so many 
mistakes and caused such pain through poor choices, 
God can, and has, used these in my life to allow me to 

relate to, and sympathize with others so that He can 
reach them through me.  
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 I’ve had the privilege of serving in Christian 

ministry for almost seven years now, coordinating and 
leading various missionary projects, church planting 
and most recently youth ministry. I’ve counseled 

families, couples and struggling addicts that have 
endured many of the same feelings of hopelessness that 

I’ve once had.  
 
 But I realize that where I am today is a far leap 

from where I was over a decade ago. There’s a lot of gaps 
to be filled in, and a lot of old memories that I need to 

dig up. So, let me start from the beginning.  
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CHAPTER 1-  
Influence 

 
 I grew up in a small, two-bedroom mill house in 
upstate South Carolina. My mom and dad met each 

other while working together at the textile factory that 
our little neighborhood surrounded itself around. They 
got married in 1974 and had my brother in ’76, me in 

’82. Mom and dad both continued to work for the 
company for the greater part of my adolescent years.  

 
 My parents didn’t make a lot of money when I was 
little, and they worked constantly. Because of the fact 

that finances were scarce, along with the desire to 
always have a parent at home with the kids, they 

arranged their work schedules in such a way that one of 
them would be home with my brother and me at all 
times. My dad worked nights, and my mom worked 

days. I’m not sure when either of them had time to sleep 
or spend quality time with each other. And to be honest, 
I don’t think that they considered any of that to be of 

supreme importance. My brother and I were priority, 
and I think we knew that.  

 
 Our family was always close- in proximity, I 
mean. My brother, Bobby was six years ahead of me and 

we shared a tiny bedroom until he got married and 
moved out. We got along fairly well as siblings, and it 
was convenient that we naturally had a lot in common- I 
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can fondly recall the many wrestling matches we had on 

our backyard trampoline, and the hours spent with 
mutual friends playing basketball and baseball in the 
neighborhood. We also shared some great times down at 

Red Hills, the secret place where all the kids would go to 
do extreme stunts on their bikes by way of the huge dirt 

mountains made by the excavators that used the area to 
collect fill-dirt for road maintenance.  
 

 We didn’t always play nice, though. Especially 
when he got older and it wasn’t as cool for a high-school 

junior to have his eleven year-old brother tagging along 
while he tried to pick up chicks. So instead of us doing 
things together on the weekends, Bobby would often go 

out with his football buddies (he filled out the “jock” role 
quite well in high school), I’d hang out in our bedroom, 

mostly playing video games or secretly rummaging 
through his stuff looking for hidden treasure.  
 

One night, I hit the jackpot. 
 

***** 

 
 Another interest that Bobby and I shared was the 

hobby of sports card collecting. Between the two of us, 
we had at least a hundred-thousand football, baseball, 
and basketball cards. We had mostly a bunch of junk, 

but we had quite a few valuables in our collection, too. 
There were some old rookie cards, some limited editions, 
and even an autographed Reggie Jackson card- but that 

one was put away by my dad. I think he still has it, now 
that I think about it. 

 
 Anyway, Bobby kept all of his sacred stuff stashed 
in a small linen closet by the doorway in our bedroom. 

There were three shelves in this closet: the bottom one 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

11 

 

is where all the shoes went; the middle one housed 

extra blankets, pillows and bed sheets; and the top shelf 
was claimed by Bobby for any and everything that he 
didn’t want me to touch. This is the same shelf that my 

mom used to keep all of the medicine when I was much 
younger. After the second or third trip to the hospital to 

get my stomach pumped because I ingested a bottle full 
of Flinstone vitamins or those little grape children’s 
Tylenol, she decided to move all that to the kitchen. So 

just like the medicine on that shelf wasn’t out of reach 
for me as a toddler, neither were Bobby’s things safe 

from a pre-teen Roger.  
 
 As I fumbled around through the randomness 

that he stored high up on the top shelf of the linen 
closet, I discovered all sorts of neat and intriguing 
things. There were a few pocket knives, brass knuckles, 

some matches in a clear plastic bag, and some pictures 
and letters from people I didn’t know. But of everything 

that was hiding up there, one thing in particular seemed 
to interest me the most: the magazine.  
 

 To this day, I can reflect and say that this was a 
defining moment in my life. As simple as it might 

appear, finding this magazine introduced me to an 
entirely new experience that gave me a different 
perspective on so many things. As you would probably 

guess, I’m talking about a pornographic magazine, and 
this not your standard full-frontal nudity type, either. 

No, I wasn’t given the chance to wet my toes with this- I 
was thrown head-first into an ocean of hardcore erotica, 
and images of pure, human depravity were seared into 

my mind as my eyes poured over the pages.  
 

 At eleven years old, you would think that I had at 
least some concept of the sexual experience. But I guess 
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my parents did a pretty good job at sheltering me from 

such things. And the fact that we rarely had cable 
television also helped in preventing any negative 
influence from finding its way into our house I suppose. 

So what I was seeing as I studied the images was very 
foreign to me. Very foreign, and very captivating. So 

much so that I would return to this magazine often, 
almost every opportunity that Bobby was gone and I 
was able to freely go through his stuff.  

 
 Sometimes, I’d get lucky enough to discover that 

Bobby had scored a new magazine and I’d get to salivate 
over some fresh photos. The truth was, though I 
thoroughly enjoyed the excitement and new sensations I 

experienced when looking at the images, I didn’t know 
what was happening and what to do about it. That all 
quickly changed over the summer when I spent a few 

weekends with a neighborhood friend, Jeffry.  
 

“Where’d you get this?” 
 
 I was able to sneak one of the dirty books out of 

the house by packing it in with my clothes in an 
overnight bag. I couldn’t wait to share my amazing 

discovery with someone who would possibly be as blown 
away as I was. But surprising to me, what was new to 
me wasn’t so new to Jeffry, who was more than a few 

years ahead of me on the maturity scale. This wasn’t the 
first time he’d seen porn. In fact, he possessed a bit of a 
collection of magazines himself, and more than that- 

videos. Now, not only did I have the images, but the 
sounds and motions to accompany my new corrupt 

imagination that seemed to so quickly dominate my 
thinking.  
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***** 
 

 I didn’t go back to school the same person. I was a 

changed person after discovering pornography the 
summer before seventh grade. The year had ended with 

a boy whose mind was consumed with video games and 
pro wrestling, and resumed with a kid twisted into 
looking at every female as a potential play-thing. Before, 

I used to make friends with girls fairly easily and goof off 
with them just like everyone else, but now I saw them 

different, and so I treated them different. To me, a girl 
was no longer just another kid that would make a good 
teammate for kickball, but each one was sized up and 

fantasized as to how she might look without any clothes 
on. For years following, this is exactly what purpose the 
female gender served in my brain. And I think, because 

of this, I was always very awkward and shy around most 
girls. I never could talk to them very well, or even look 

them in the eye without turning away quickly or 
squirming. It was almost as if we shared some shameful 
secret with one another the night before and didn’t 

know how to act about it. Actually, there was some 
truth to that, but I was the only one guilty and the only 
one with the mental images of the fictional memory.  

 
 And it appeared that a lot of my guy friends had a 

similar experience over that summer. Or maybe I never 
noticed that they all kind of acted the same way until I 
became perverted like them. Somewhere around that 

time all of our conversations at the lunch table and at 
the basketball goal started revolving around boobs and 

butts and other things that should be left unmentioned 
in this book. I didn’t turn away from the crude humor 
and explicit talk that my friends engaged in, but rather 

threw in my two cents whenever and wherever I could. 
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I’d even conjure up some tall tales about things I’d yet 

to do with girls, though in my imagination and dreams 
I’d participated in all kinds of dirty deeds.  
 

 For the most part, I kept these fantasies and 
these new cravings to myself. My parents and brother 

were far from aware of the gutter that my mind was in 
(at least for a few more years). My church friends, and 
all those good kids continued to think that I was still 

running in their circle. But sometimes I’d find a 
welcoming friend that shared the same dark interests as 

me and we’d fuel one another’s sick taste for erotica. 
Like Jeffry did for me, I’d begun introducing some of my 
younger friends to the world of pornography. And this, 

for me, is one of the most regrettable confessions that I 
will make.  

 
***** 

 

 Adam was a year younger than me, being thirteen 
at this time. He was twelve, and we’d have sleepovers 
quite often. Adam was a bit of a compulsive kid, and 

was always known for pressing the limits no matter the 
situation. He came from a broken home when he was 

younger, his birth father was a violent drunk who was 
constantly in and out of jail, and I think this had an 
effect on Adam. He would always buck authority, which 

caused him problems all the way up through school. I 
remember hearing of a time when he actually broke the 
principal’s nose for confiscating his backpack and was 

expelled for the whole year. There were a lot of instances 
like that, but the problems for Adam didn’t really begin 

to avalanche until after the time spent with me on those 
weekend sleepovers.  
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 Cycle, rinse, repeat. Just like my friend before 

had exposed me to the video tapes that seared those 
scandalous images into my mind and sending me 
spiraling into sensual depravity, I introduced Adam to 

hardcore pornography and hence created a monster like 
myself. But unlike me, Adam was a different creature. 

Not that I was in any way better by hiding my sins in 
relative secrecy, because it eventually led to a very real 
and public humiliation- but Sam’s natural tendency to 

take all things to the extreme, combined with a new 
thirst for perverted pleasure, was found to be a very 

toxic and explosive concoction.  
 
“Hey, Roger, I got an idea...” 
 
 I was asleep in Adam’s room that night when he 

woke me up for an experiment. Just like my house was 
small and I had to share with Bobby, I’d have to bunk 
with Adam whenever I spent the night at his place. He’d 

climbed up under the covers with me, naked, and 
wanted to try some of the things that we’d seen on the 
tapes earlier that night. He figured that it would be 

more exciting that way, and he also reaffirmed to me 
(and himself, I think), that this didn’t make us gay or 

crazy. As he started touching me, he invited me to do 
the same for him.  
 

“It’ll be fun.”   
 
 This was the first, and last, time I spent the night 

with Adam. Although in my twisted fantasy world longed 
for intimate contact, another male wasn’t at all what I 

wanted. So I made an effort to slowly distance myself 
from him. That night I discovered that even I had some 

limits. And I also learned, sadly, that Adam, apparently, 
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did not believe in limits when it came to seeking 

gratification.  
 
 Sometime later, I heard that Adam had 

approached one of his sister’s friends for sex. When she 
declined, he sent her a number of letters, describing the 

things he wanted to do to her and things that he would 
do to her, whether she wanted to or not. The girl’s father 
found these letters and notified the authorities. Adam 

was eventually sent to a wilderness camp for troubled 
juveniles for a year. But sadly, he’s never been the 

same, but has rather been in-and-out of trouble ever 
since that last sleepover.  
 

 I don’t know if it was Adam’s inconsistencies at 
home with the lack of a strong father-figure, or maybe 

some other unknown factor that led him to a life of self-
destruction. And I don’t know what kind of impact I had 
on him with the things I introduced to him when we 

were just kids. But I sure do wonder… 
 
 I wonder if Adam was in desperate need of 

someone or something to guide him, and he saw me as 
a person to model himself after, or someone worthy of 

emulating. I wonder if he came to me that night, albeit 
in the wrong way, to feel some kind of love and affection. 
And I wonder if, by my distancing myself from him, I 

became to Adam just another guy that walked away and 
left him like everyone else.  
 

 Adam is in prison today. He’s been an addict 
since before dropping out of high school. He’s never had 

a steady girlfriend, but a lot of “hook-ups”. He’s been a 
multiple-time felon convicted of arson, grand larceny, 
vandalism and assault. And when he’s not in jail, he’s 

homeless. And though I know that each man is 
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ultimately responsible for his own choices, I can’t help 

but wonder how much of my influence helped set the 
path that he has traveled.  
 

I wonder. 
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CHAPTER 2- 
Power Struggle 

 
 It was somewhere in between the ages of thirteen 
and fourteen that my parents grew wise to my 
fascination with porn. I’m sure that they didn’t know the 

extent to which this issue had grown in my life; I also 
understand that this is a normal thing that parents of 
teenagers are on the lookout for (with two boys on the 

verge of puberty currently under my roof I know this 
reality all too well). Regardless, I remember quite vividly 

the scenario as it played out between my mom and me. 
 
 My mom had suffered and endured years of 

excruciating pain before finally having a benign tumor 
removed from her head when I was in the seventh 
grade. For as long as I can remember prior to that point, 

she experienced crippling migraines, and had to wear 
sunglasses, even indoors, because of such extreme 

sensitivity to light. Not knowing what the problem was, 
it took several years and a half-dozen visits to 
specialists from all over the state before she was 

properly diagnosed and had the tumor removed. 
Because of the extent of the surgery and the lengthy 

recovery time needed (she ultimately needed three 
additional operations), she was unable to work for 
almost two years. The smart lady that she is, my mom 

took advantage of the downtime and went back to 
school.  
 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

20 

 

 She decided to get an education in computer 

programming- a decision that actually blossomed into a 
brand new career, moving her out of the textile mill and 
into the office. Because of this new interest and career 

path, our house got a technological upgrade- we got a 
desktop computer and the internet! Back then, logging 

on meant that your computer would make this weird 
buzzing and dinging sound and it took about five 
minutes for a page to fully load up. Forget downloading 

music and movies, that was an unrealistic expectation 
in those days. But the one great thing that I quickly 

discovered about the world-wide-web is the access to 
limitless resources that the internet provides for the 
inquiring mind. And this mind had lots, and lots, to 

inquire.  
 
 Having unlimited access to a wide variety of smut 

not only kept me from getting bored, but it also widened 
my imagination with such an array of fetishes and 

creative genres. Even with all the magazines and movies 
I’d been able to get my hands on, there was still so 
much going on out there that I knew nothing about. I 

spent countless hours almost every night surfing for 
garbage after everyone else was in bed. But unlike most 
things, porn is like junk food for the mind. You never 

seem to get enough of that which is bad for you. 
 

 The inevitable happened one afternoon when I got 
home from school. I sat down at the computer to look 
up something for my homework (yes, the one time that I 

intended to do something innocent and productive) and 
it had been password-protected. The pieces didn’t come 

together just yet, but mom was happy to connect them 
for me. 
 

“What’s the password?” 
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“I’m not telling you.” 
 
“I need to do my homework! I’ve got definitions to look 
up!”, I protested.  
 

“Well, I suggest you find a dictionary, because you are 
not getting back on that computer!” 
 

 She then proceeded to tell me that she had looked 
at the browsing history (I didn’t even know you could do 

such a thing, and forgot that she was going to college for 
computer technology), and had seen all of the filth that 
I’d been looking at. I went on to try and pass the buck to 

Bobby, but to no avail.  
 

 At this point, my brother had given his life to 
Jesus and trashed all of the, well, trash, that he had in 
the house- everything from the Metallica cd’s to his 

Playboy magazines and everything else that the youth 
pastor said was “poison to the soul.” He’d become a 

legitimate disciple by the time he graduated high school. 
He was apparently hooked in when one of his football 
buddies invited him to join the youth softball team. 

Never one to miss an opportunity to play sports, Bobby 
tried out and started going to practices. When he found 
out that the requirement to play was that you had to 

attend church at least two Sundays per month, he 
figured that it was a small price to pay to play the game. 

Somewhere mid-season, Bobby came home from church 
and told my parents that he had prayed to receive Jesus 
and that he was going to be baptized the next week. My 

mom was ecstatic. My dad was indifferent. I was 
confused.  
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 Our family wasn’t too involved in church when I 

was younger, and it wasn’t until right around this 
period that church played a significant role in things. 
With mom’s tumor, Bobby’s conversion, and my teenage 

wanderings, mom decided that we all needed to start 
following God together. So we went and met with the 

pastor the Wednesday night before Bobby’s baptism 
service the following Sunday, and I can’t quite 
remember the conversation that led to my mom and I 

also getting baptized as well, but that’s what ended up 
happening.  

 
***** 

 

 Something strange happens to you when you get 
baptized in a church. Welcome to the family, they say. I 

don’t remember the name of the lady that sat me down 
that Wednesday night and took me through John 3:16, 
but I can clearly recall her asking me if I understood 

and me nodding away, having no clue what she was 
talking about. But after that Sunday morning, someone 
took a picture of the three of us and put it up on a 

bulletin board in the foyer under a banner that read, 
“Welcome to the Family!” 

 
 In this new family that I became part of, everyone 
just seemed to like me before they could even remember 

my name. Lots of old ladies wanted hugs and the older 
guys acted like they were my uncles. The kids were 
pretty much the same as me, confused but going along 

with the flow of things. As time went along, all of us 
started falling in line and finding exactly where we fit in 

and what we were supposed to be doing as part of the 
Central Baptist Church family.  
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 Mom always had the most beautiful voice. The 

first time I remember her putting it on display was one 
summer at an amusement park my dad goaded her into 
recording a track in a karaoke booth. She came out with 

a copy of her singing Patsy Cline’s Crazy. I kid you not, 
most folks couldn’t tell the difference between mom’s 

version and the original. It was that good. Maybe I’m 
somewhat biased, but no matter. Naturally, then, she 
soon found herself a staple in the adult choir, and 

sometimes even singing the special music during the 
worship services.  

 
 Bobby became a regular member of the youth 
group, attending all of their meetings and activities, and 

involving himself with their outreach events and 
ministry projects, whatever they were. To him, going to 

church wasn’t about making sure that he could play 
softball anymore. His engagement in the church had 
become a part of who he was, and Sunday school and 

Bible study was just as important as the ball games 
were.  
 

 As for myself, I don’t really know how I was fitting 
in, or whether I was trying. I’m not sure I knew how to 

fit in. It felt like school, where I mostly did what I 
thought was expected of me and went on about my 
business. I didn’t try to excel, just get by. Maybe my 

habit of concealing my real hidden perverted self had 
resulted in some kind of introverted personality. Either 
way, I shuffled along through the normal regimen of 

Sunday school, Sunday morning and evening worship 
and the occasional Wednesday night programs. Even if I 

tried real hard, I couldn’t tell you the first message from 
any one of those meetings. And it’s not that they weren’t 
preaching or teaching- I’m sure there were some great 
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lessons to be learned- but I wasn’t connected. And I 

didn’t really want to be. 
 
 That was until I learned that there were some 

benefits to be gained from being in this family.  
 

***** 
 

 Even though I wasn’t always the best student, I’ve 

always had a natural giftedness for spelling. Even if I’d 
never read a word before, most of the time I could pretty 

well figure out how to spell when I heard it. So I relished 
the opportunity to show off in class spelling bees, 
because it afforded me the rare occasion to gain some 

much-desired public praise. I wasn’t a star athlete or 
talented artist like Bobby- nor was I the outgoing and 

popular type like he was- so I looked for that opening to 
be recognized, and leapt hard when I found it.  
 

“God could’ve done it but didn’t; the devil wanted to do it 
but couldn’t. Who did it, and what did they do?” 
 
 It was a Bible riddle posed by the pastor to the 
choir one night. I was sitting in the pews during 

rehearsal when he went up on stage and asked everyone 
the brain-teaser. I looked up at everyone as they glanced 
from left to right, seeing if anyone could give the right 

answer. It was silent for a few minutes, while the pastor 
stood waiting for a response. When it was obvious to 
him that no one from the choir would answer right 

away, he turned to leave with grin on his face and said 
he’d give them until next week to think on it.  

 
“Pontus Pilate!” 
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 The pastor, and everyone in the choir, looked in 

my direction almost as if I’d just cut the cheese during 
the offertory prayer. He asked me to repeat myself. 
 

“Pontus Pilate killed Jesus. Am I right?” 
 
 The pastor nodded. He then went on to 
congratulate me for being so “up” on my knowledge of 
Scripture and pointed out to all the adults that it was a 

kid that got the riddle right. I bubbled with pride inside, 
in sort of the same way that I did whenever I bested my 

classmates in spelling. I think I just found my opening.  
 
 I started devouring the Bible study materials, 

learning all that I could because, as I quickly found out, 
church folks like the idea of a child prodigy of the 
Christian-kind. It’s somewhat of a novelty, like being 

able to relate to the story of young Jesus in the temple 
sharing theological tidbits with the teachers, Hey, we’ve 
got one of those! I would try to be the first to answer all 
of the questions in Sunday school, and that eventually 

led to being asked to lead the class on every fourth 
week. But I didn’t settle there- I went on to join the 
choir (yes, I was the youngest choir member in the 

history of the church at that time), the softball team, 
drama team, and signed up for a few mission trips. 
Whenever and wherever I saw the chance to show 

myself as spiritually inclined, I was all over it.  
 

 I found that so many people were treating me like 
I was something special. Different than I felt at home 
with an older brother that, in my jealous eyes, always 

got the right hand of affection from mom and dad. Here 
at church, I was somebody. As long as I flowed right 

along, actively participating in all of the regular church 
functions, and learned how to speak the native language 
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of Christian people, everyone smiled and hugged and 

loved me like I was part of the family. It was great.  
 

 But the benefits didn’t stop there. Shortly after 
the baptism and I began getting involved in the church, 
mom lifted the internet ban and allowed me back on the 

computer. She almost acted as if nothing had ever 
happened. It was like she was just as impressed with 
my new-found spirituality as everyone else, and I had 

gained a level of trust and respect at home, as well. 
When mom first found the evidence that I’d been looking 

at pornography, she tightened the noose on nearly all 
privileges, and was much quicker to punish me for any 
bad behavior. Now, however, those restrictions all but 

disappeared, because this Roger was obviously a new-
and-improved version. If only that were true.  

 
 In no time flat I was heading back to my favorite 
sites, checking out the new stock of photos and 

refueling the flame that was threatening to fizzle out 
during the probation. I was taking that dirty 

imagination with me, even into the youth group where 
there were plenty of gorgeous girls- all who were 
obviously off the menu due to their commitment to 

purity and a legitimate relationship with God- 
something that I obviously was lacking. But never mind 
that. I was onto something good here.  

 
 And as long as I could balance out my church 

identity with my hidden reality; and as long as I could 
play it up good enough to keep anyone that may catch a 
scent far off the trail, I could enjoy life in both worlds 

potentially forever.  
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CHAPTER 3- 
Identity Crisis 

 
 One of the unique things about being an active 
part of a church youth group, especially one the size of 
Central, is that you’re guaranteed to have at least some 

of the kids in your group also doubling as your 
classmates at school. I found this to be a kind of 
dilemma, because oftentimes my church persona didn’t 

always match the one I portrayed in and around the 
campus. I enjoyed the crude humor and spicy language, 

along with the attention and acceptance that it brought, 
just as much as I enjoyed the praise and appreciation 
that came from being the good Christian boy at church. 

But there was a problem- and it went by the name 
Jamie.  

 
 Jamie had been a friend of mine since about the 
second grade, and coincidentally his family had been 

attending Central Baptist his whole life. I found that to 
be very comforting, because I always have a hard time 

relaxing in a place where I don’t already have 
acquaintances and am expected to make some on my 
own. So for Jamie to be there really helped me to find a 

fit in the youth group. And naturally the bond we made 
at church overflowed into a closer friendship at school. 
But there was a problem, however. Considering the fact 

that my performance was nothing like the genuineness 
of Jamie’s faith, the differences that existed between my 

walk and talk at school versus church were as obvious 
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to him as an enflamed, pulsating zit on the tip of my 

nose.  
 
 What bothered me the most was the method he 

would employ to make me feel guilty for such blatant 
hypocrisy. He wouldn’t do what most people would 

expect one to do- no, he wouldn’t call me out, point 
fingers or quote Scripture whenever I’d casually curse or 
share a racy joke with my non-churched buddies. He 

wouldn’t remind me that I’m not behaving the way a 
Christian should whenever I’d backtalk my teacher or 

occasionally skip class. Nope. Jamie’s preferred method 
of conviction was probably even worse. He lived his 
faith. 
 
 Jamie’s life was always consistent. From the time 

he was a four-eyed, snotty-nosed dork in elementary 
school, up to now when we’re both oddball sophomores 
trying to figure things out, no one ever had to question 

where he stood or what his values were. Everyone pretty 
much knew that Jamie was a real Christian, and people 

didn’t even have to ask to find out. High school 
naturally offered the opportunity for anyone who wants 
to jump head-first off the moral cliff- whether that 

meant going to the locker rooms beside the gymnasium 
during lunch to smoke pot or have sex, or whether you 
wanted to hang around with the group that was always 

looking to pick fights and vandalize cars in student 
parking- finding trouble was never a problem. But for 

Jamie, the thought never crossed his mind to even 
entertain the idea of participating in something that 
went against what he knew to be right. Well, maybe it 

did, but I would’ve never known.  
 

***** 
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 Even though there was a clear difference between 

the sincerity of our faiths, Jamie seemed pretty content 
in hanging out in our little group of friends. And I guess 
his aura of goodness wasn’t too overbearing, because I 

don’t remember ever really feeling bad with him around. 
There was just a since of consciousness that crept in, 

and eventually I learned to adapt to things. I toned 
down the worldliness in my conversation, and I made an 
effort to act more like the “church” version of myself for 

the sake of appearing as real as him. And for the most 
part, I suppose it worked pretty well. At least I felt better 

about myself.  
 
 Everyone in our group was different, but we were 

all the best of friends. Besides Jamie and me, there were 
a handful of guys that came from my neighborhood on 

the mill hill. There were Tim and his brother Joey, who 
both suffered from Duchenne’s muscular dystrophy and 
were confined to electric wheelchairs. These brothers 

always came in a pair- you hardly ever saw them 
separately. But that didn’t mean that they had the same 
personalities, though. Joey was more of the quiet 

“thinker” sort, and Tim was more outgoing and 
conversational. They were two years apart, Tim a year 

older than me and Joey a year behind. I met them both 
the summer before my freshman year when they came 
to my house with this jerk named Ricky, trying to pick a 

fight with me. I can’t really remember all of the details, 
other than the fact that Ricky stood at the end of my 
driveway calling me names, and Tim and Joey were with 

him. I walked up and punched him in the head and they 
all went home.  And after that summer Tim and I ran 

into each other and have been friends ever since.  
 
 Sean was another one who, for the life of me, I 

don’t understand why he chose to hang with us. He was 
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popular- I mean, really popular. No one in our group 

was popular in the least. Sean was the type that 
everyone knew, and everyone liked. He was the kind 

that had his hands in everything. He played soccer, 
wrote for the school paper, and was head of the 
yearbook staff. He also did stuff for the drama club. 

Sean was someone that I tended to be jealous of, 
because he was so stinking handsome. Every girl that I 
had a thing for ironically had a thing for him. When a 

girl would approach me in the hall to talk to me, it was 
usually because she wanted to get a message to Sean. It 

made me sick.  
 
 The unofficial head of the table, so-to-speak, was 

Joe. He was, undoubtedly, the most polarizing and 
influential guy in our circle. I don’t remember how we 

met, but I think it was through Tim, because they were 
already best friends and also next-door neighbors when 
Tim and I started hanging out. We’d spend entire 

weekends at his house playing video games or simply 
wasting countless hours doing absolutely nothing. It 
makes sense why Tim hung out with Joe so much, 

seeing as how he was quite immobile, playing video 
games was a common interest that they could enjoy 

together.  
 
 To this day, I don’t really understand how Joe was 

so dominant within our group, and how he was such an 
influence to most of us. The guy was a serious slacker. 
He seemed to have absolutely no ambition, no goal, and 

honestly no interest in doing anything other than 
playing games and sleeping with his girlfriend. And at 

least I can say that, in these two areas, he was very 
motivated and persistent. But as far as the rest of his 
life, it seemed as if everything was a crazy mess. His 

bedroom was a testament to his overall character. Every 
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square inch was in disarray, and the whole room sort of 

had a heavy weight of stench that was a mixture of old 
food and sweat. It wasn’t uncommon to find weeks-old 
pizza and Subway leftovers, or the occasional syringe 

(Joe was a diabetic) lying around. He also had the hobby 
of turning disposable cameras into makeshift stun-

guns, so there were always random electronic parts 
scattered all over the place. And it was this room that 
served as the setting for a great portion of my high-

school years.  
 

 Joe was also quite possibly one of the most 
intellectually-gifted people I’d ever met at this point in 
my life. Though we were in the same grade at the time, 

we weren’t supposed to be. Joe was (like Jeffry) two 
years older than me, but since going to school wasn’t 
really his thing, he’d flunked out a few times. But he 

had at one time taken the pre-SAT test and had Duke 
University showing interest in him because of the 

exceptionally high scores he received. But like I said, 
school wasn’t really his thing. Neither was church, but 
he would occasionally go to this one called the Christian 

Fellowship Church with his girlfriend Michelle, because 
her dad was the preacher.  
 

***** 
 

 Every weekend was an unexpected adventure on 
“the Cannon”; that’s what everyone who lived on the mill 
hill called our neighborhood. The street on which most 

of our friends lived was called Ross Cannon Street, so 
we just sort of labeled the whole area “the Cannon” over 

time. A half-dozen or more of us Cannon kids would end 
up spending the night at either Tim or Joe’s house every 
single weekend. There was that rare occasion that I 

didn’t make it over there, but it’s hard to recall a time 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

32 

 

where I wasn’t with the gang finding something useless 

to get into. And I don’t suppose that their parents ever 
minded that we were always around making lots of 
noise and enormous messes. Come to think of it, I don’t 

ever really remember any parents being around much. 
And I guess that explains why it was so convenient for 

us to make it our regular congregation spot.  
 
 Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t like we were always 

partying hard in complete and utter abandonment of 
morality and decency. But on the other hand, it wasn’t 

unheard of that some of us would take a hit off a joint 
or engage in some underage drinking. There were also a 
few times when Michelle would bring a friend with her 

to hang out with us and I found myself in a deep make-
out session with a girl I hardly knew. None of those 
times ever resulted in sex though. But that wasn’t 

because of my unwillingness, but more so because of 
my lack of ability to seal the deal.  

 
 Jamie didn’t live on the Cannon with the rest of 
us. He and Sean were the only ones in our group that 

lived in a different part of town, so they were usually not 
involved in those weekend affairs. There was this one 
time, however, when I talked Jamie into coming over to 

play some video games with Joe and me. Why I thought 
he’d enjoy himself, I haven’t a clue. First of all, Jamie 

wasn’t too much of a gamer; second-of-all, our hangout 
sessions, though they once involved nothing but playing 
Resident Evil all night, almost always eventually led to 

some form of debauchery at this point. Knowing this, 
and understanding Jamie’s feelings about distancing 

himself from wrong-doing, I can’t explain what led me to 
asking him to tag along. 
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 Needless to say, that night was rather awkward 

for the both of us. Although Jamie hung around with us 
the entire night without going home, he didn’t say or do 
much of anything but awkwardly sit around or stand 

over in the corner somewhere. At one point he actually 
crawled under a table, almost as if hiding, for what 

seemed like a good half-hour. One would be safe to 
assume that there was nothing about the frequent 
activities that took place on the Cannon that was of 

interest to Jamie, though it had easily become a haven 
for me and the rest of the gang. You could even say that 

there was nothing there for him, nothing he wanted.  
 
But if you said that, you’d be wrong.  

 
 Erica was Joe’s younger sister. She was your 
typical quirky, awkward type that enjoyed annoying her 

brother while all of his friends were around. So, since 
we were pretty much always around, she had a lot of 

annoying to do. She would sometimes run into Joe’s 
room while we were deep into a game and start dancing 
in front of the TV, or if she was feeling brave, pull the 

controller plug out of the console. This would usually 
result in Joe throwing things at her or tackling her onto 
the floor. He’d be furious, but for the rest of us it was 

pretty good entertainment.  
 

 Even though I’d known and been around Erica for 
as long as I’ve been friends with Joe, Jamie had never 
met her until that night he spent with all of us. And 

even though I’d known Erica for a few years, I’ve never 
thought of or looked at her in any way other than simply 

Joe’s sister. Maybe it was that “bro-code” thing. But 
that night I saw her a little differently. She had gone to 
the beach with her cousin and was gone for a few 

weeks. When she returned that weekend, she came 
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back with a cute haircut and a deep, dark tan. She 

looked so different that it was hard not to look at her 
from another angle. I noticed her, but so did Jamie.  
 

 Neither one of us told the other that we were 
attracted to her. We both had the idea to ask her out, 

but, Jamie was just as clumsy when it came to talking 
to girls as I was, so neither of us mustered up the mettle 
to follow through that night.  

 
 The following weekend, though, I made a strange 

discovery. Joe was always dangerously spontaneous. It 
wasn’t uncommon to make rash decisions without 
regard for consequence- a character trait that we both 

shared at times. Anyway, sometime in the span of the 
week since I’d last been there, Joe decided to pack up 
and move in with his new girlfriend. Michelle’s dad 

caught wind of the fornication taking place and was 
threatening Joe with legal action. Joe was eighteen, 

Michelle was fifteen. So Joe, not wanting to go to jail, 
called off the relationship but Michelle wasn’t taking it 
too well. She kept calling Joe and even had friends drive 

her over to see him, even though her dad made it clear 
that any contact would get Joe locked up. So he figured 

the best thing he could do to protect himself and put a 
permanent stamp to the end of their relationship was to 
get a new girl and move away where she couldn’t find 

him. I guess it must have worked, because Michelle 
disappeared from the scene from that point. Actually, 
less than a month later her dad took a church in 

Tennessee. I think that in part it was an effort for his 
family to get away from the gossip and scandal that his 

daughter brought to his ministry.  
 
 So here I was, standing in Joe’s old room, just 

learning that he’d up-and-moved like a circus gypsy, 
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leaving a pile of trash and broken bed frame behind. 

And as Erica was relaying the story to me of Joe’s 
whereabouts and of his new girlfriend Nicole I turn and 
ask, 

 
“You wanna go out with me?” 
“Okay.” 
 
 I never told mom and dad that Joe had moved. I 

just told them that I was going to his house every 
weekend and continued to hang out on the Cannon, but 

the activities drastically changed. A lot changed when 
Joe was no longer part of the group. The gatherings 
shifted from everyone crashing out at Joe’s to spending 

most nights playing games and smoking pot at Tim and 
Joey’s next door. But I didn’t spend as much time with 
the guys from that weekend on. In fact, most of my time 

was spent with Erica.  
 

Yeah, from that point on, a lot of things started to 
change.  
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CHAPTER 4-  
Exposed (Part 1) 

 
 Fast-forward about a year and a half (eighteen 
months if you want to be more precise). I’m standing in 

front of the congregation at Pine Grove Baptist Church, 
looking out at a group of people who, in a few moments 
are going to see me in a very different light. I’ve done a 

real good job at presenting to them the same Roger that 
the folks at Central knew and loved. But once I make 

the announcement that Pastor Jerry has convinced me 
that I should make, that Roger is going to dissolve, and 
for once everyone is going to get a clear and perfect view 

of the person I’ve been for a long time.  
 

***** 

 
 

 Bobby bought a guitar that he never learned how 
to play. I’d fiddle with it whenever he’d be out with his 
girlfriend or his football buddies, and somehow wound 

up teaching myself some chords. I fell in love with the 
guitar, and even now still play regularly. Music was also 

one of the tools I employed to promote myself up the 
spiritual ladder in church. I discovered that, just as 
much as they love someone that knows their Bible, they 

really love a passionate praise performance.  
 

 It started with me playing along with my mom 
singing over at Central, and then I got good enough to 
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do some solo specials, which people really seemed to 

love. Maybe it was the just the sight of a twelve year-old 
holding a full-size acoustic guitar that was way too big 
for him that was adorable, or if I was actually any good 

at the time- I don’t know. I didn’t care, either. I was 
getting positive attention so I kept going.  

 
 Eventually, my passion for music spilled over into 
the group and Jamie, Sean, and I formed a little rock 

band. We called it ThOrNheAd, keeping a Christian-
based theme because we originally started off as the 

praise band for Sunday night youth services. And for 
the most part, all of our gigs were played at Central or 
some other church. We were never all that good, but in 

our minds we were rock stars.  
 

 
Jamie, Roger, and Sean played in the band “ThOrNheAd” in 1999 
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 The band was so much fun, and it offered a 

healthy distraction from a lot of the junk that I’d gotten 
myself involved in with the guys on the Cannon. If there 
was a show to do on the weekends, then that meant I 

would be somewhere other than at Joe’s, hence no 
trouble. For a while I committed a lot of time and energy 

into promoting the band, rehearsing, recording and 
writing music with Jamie and Sean. I’d look for venues 
that would let us perform, and sometimes we’d actually 

get booked at reputable a place which was somewhat 
surprising considering our limited talent.  

 
 One event in particular that was far above our 
level- and I still don’t know how we got booked for the 

gig- was at a cancer rally at our high-school football 
stadium. We were part of a line-up that included a 
number of well-known artists and performers from all 

over the southeast. The stage we were set up on was like 
what you’d see at the Van’s Warped Tour… okay, maybe 

not that extreme, but it was way more than what we’d 
ever had. There were huge speaker stacks on both sides 
of the stage, multi-colored lights and a professional 

sound guy taking care of our mix. He was asking us 
questions about the technical aspects that we didn’t 

even know how to answer, and I’m sure it was obvious 
to him that we were out of our element. But at least he 
was kind enough not to let on.  

 
 Looking out from the stage, there were easily a 
thousand people on the field. I’d never felt such power 

and excitement as we kicked off our set. The crowd was 
into it, jumping and cheering and singing along to some 

of the covers we did. And I guess it was the adrenaline 
dump, but I also never felt so utterly exhausted from 
doing a show as I did after our last song ended. I 

imagine this is what it feels like to be famous.  
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 When we came off stage, Erica ran up and held 
onto me, telling me how awesome I was. I told her how 
wore-out I felt after giving all I had into the songs, and 

she suggested we go somewhere to rest. Yeah, rest.  
 

 Sean and Jamie were busy helping the stage crew 
move our gear offstage so that the next band could come 
on. I, on the other hand, was heading out to the parking 

lot with Erica. Oblivious to the fact that I was ditching 
the guys and leaving them to the task of packing up the 

equipment, we left without telling anyone goodbye or 
even where we were going. But I didn’t have to tell 
Jamie anything, because he soon found out everything.  

 
***** 

 
 The lights came on in Erica’s room, startling us in 
the middle of our private encounter. Luckily, we were 

both under the bed sheets so our nakedness wasn’t 
seen by whoever just walked in on us.  
 

“Roger, you left your guitar and amp at the show.”  
 

 Jamie was standing in the doorway, and the way 
he was looking at me made me feel like a puppy being 
scolded for pooping on the carpet. I tried to play it off 

like he hadn’t just caught me with my pants down 
(literally), but I didn’t do too good a job.  
 

“I’ll just put ‘em in your trunk.”  
 

 I didn’t even get to say anything back before he 
turned and walked out of the room. He even turned the 
light back off and shut the door behind him, leaving me 

to my guilty conscience. Jamie wasn’t too thrilled that 
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I’d started dating Erica in the first place, because he 

was crushing on her at the same time. But I never 
flaunted the relationship or rubbed it in his face. So I 
can imagine the feeling of seeing us in that, um, 

position. But the truth was not that he was jealous or 
angry because I was having sex with a girl that he liked, 

but that he was disappointed because his friend, and 
someone that was supposed to be a decent Christian, 
was having sex altogether.  

 
 Erica and I were not advertising the fact that we’d 

been sexually involved for several months, and for 
obvious reasons. She was barely fifteen and I had just 
turned seventeen. Besides her parents, who, oddly 

didn’t seem to care in the least what we were doing, no 
one knew the level of intimacy she and I engaged in on 

an extremely frequent basis. To everyone else, we were 
just “that cute couple” that held hands in the front pew 
and were always seen together in and out of school 

(when we’d actually go to school; skipping had become 
the norm for me by now). My relationship with Erica 

hadn’t, at least in my mind, taken any effect on my 
home life, church life, or my closest friendships until 
now, when Jamie walked in on us.  

 
 In the weeks that followed, nothing really changed 
about our friendship, at least externally. We still talked 

and joked and hung out, but something was different. 
And in all honesty, it was probably all in my mind. Just 

knowing that Jamie had seen first-hand that I wasn’t as 
committed to God the way that I wanted him to think I 
was really affected me; and I was having problems with 

that. I couldn’t keep up the act of being a fake at 
church, on stage, and in the band, knowing that 

whenever I was asked to lead a prayer or sing a song, 
there was somebody there that knew how dirty I really 
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was. And even if he wasn’t saying anything, I was feeling 

the weight. Something had to give. 
 

***** 

 
 I told mom that I was feeling led away from 

Central and that I’d like to visit Pine Grove, where my 
aunt Clara was currently working as volunteer youth 
director. Our family had been there a few times for 

different events and functions, and they had a pretty 
active student ministry. Telling mom that I felt led by 

God was an easy way to avoid any real talk about what 
other reasons might exist to cause me to want to leave 
Central. Mom seemed to like the idea, and said that 

she’d even been thinking about it herself, and that she 
wanted the chance to spend more time with her sister. 

So within a few weeks, I had a new family to perform 
for.  
 

 Having my aunt as the youth director really put 
me on a fast track to a lot of opportunities to being in 

the spotlight at Pine Grove. I had lead roles in several 
dramas, solos in Sunday Services, and I was oftentimes 
teaching lessons in youth group. But I think the most 

memorable and, thinking back, most shameful honor I 
was given was to deliver a sermon on Youth Sunday. I 
don’t really remember what I spoke on, but I remember 

that after the service everyone came up and shook my 
hand, telling me that they could feel God’s Spirit, and 

that He was surely speaking through me. Someone even 
suggested that God was calling me to preach.  
 

 I remember that part pretty well. I also remember 
where I was and what I’d been doing the night before 

that Sunday with Erica. It was the same feeling that I 
felt when I’d spend Saturday nights looking at porn pics 
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on the internet before going to Sunday school at Central 

to impress the class with all my knowledge. I’d feel the 
guilt, but I always found a way to push it back and 
accept the praise that was being lavished on me instead. 

And I kept this up, I kept this going for quite a while. As 
long as my private life remained private, and as long as 

no one knew about what Erica and I were doing, we 
could enjoy both the love we made and the love we 
received from the people at Pine Grove. And for a while, 

at least, it all was private. But you know how quickly 
news travels these days. 

 
“So I hear you’re screwing my sister!”  
 

 I hadn’t even seen Joe but a handful of times 
since he disappeared to live with Nicole. I knew that he 
was aware of Erica and my relationship, and as far as I 

could tell he was cool with it. But one afternoon while a 
few of the guys were hanging out at Tim and Joey’s, Joe 

showed up and was looking for a fight.  
 
“What are you talking about?” 
 
 It was obvious what he was talking about, but the 
question I asked was one that you just throw out there 

when you either don’t know how to respond or you’re 
trying to buy more time to figure out a good lie. I 

shouldn’t have been surprised that Joe found out, I was 
actually surprised that it took him so long. In the 
middle of all the back-and-forth of our conversation, 

somewhere between his threatening to slit my throat 
and demanding I stay away from Erica, he revealed that 

it was in fact his dad that told him about us.  
 
 He followed me out to the porch as I was trying to 

walk away from the escalating situation, where he then 
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took his shirt off and threw it on the sidewalk where he 

stopped and called me out. I leaned against the 
banister, not wanting to engage in combat with the guy 
that was once my best friend.  

 
“I want to see this!”, Tim said, as an excited onlooker. 

 
“But would GOD want to see this?”, I replied, with the 

most devout tone that my one-sermon experience could 
provide.  
 

 I stood there, looking at Tim, Joe staring at me, 
and Tim bouncing his eyes between the two of us, 
waiting to see what would happen next. Did my appeal 

to higher morality somehow diffuse the potential for 
violence? Could anyone possibly argue the truth to my 

suggestion that God didn’t want to see us throw 
punches at one another? In the moment of silence 
following my words, I had almost convinced myself that 

I’d said enough to shut down the mounting tension and 
save myself from a fight. But the words that came next 

proved me wrong, in countless ways: 
 
“You f***ing hypocrite.”  
 
 I punched him in the head. Several times.  
 

This is the verdict: Light has come into the world, but 
people loved darkness instead of light because their 
deeds were evil. Everyone who does evil hates the light, 
and will not come into the light for fear that their deeds 
will be exposed.  –John 3:19-20 

 
 After this very public incident, the entire Cannon 

clan knew, not just about my fight with Joe, but that 
Erica and I were having sex. But it didn’t end there. 
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Joe’s dad took a page out of Michelle’s dad’s book and 

made a call to the local police, reporting me for 
statutory rape. I had come home from school one 
afternoon and my mom told me that she and I had to go 

down to the police station to answer some questions. 
Although I was able to tell a mountain of lies to stay out 

of legal trouble (I admitted to having sex, but said that it 
was only one time and when I was sixteen- a minor- 
therefore not grounds for a charge), mom came out of 

the meeting with the knowledge that her son was 
sexually active. Besides the fear of having the church 

make this discovery, my parents finding out was the 
next worst thing that could have happened.  
 

 We got home and had a long, long discussion 
about how disappointed she was with me, why sex 

before marriage is wrong (citing all the Bible verses she 
could recall), and how she didn’t want Erica and me to 
see each other anymore. Although I pretty much let 

most of her lecture fall on deaf ears, the one thing that 
we both agreed on was that this didn’t need to come out 
to the church family. She said that as long as this sinful 

relationship ended now, then there would be no reason 
not to simply forget about it. No one needed to know.  

 
***** 

 

 I don’t remember if mom, or Erica, was standing 
there with me that morning before the whole 
congregation. The only thing that I can remember vividly 

is how the air felt so heavy, and my hands and knees 
were trembling. This wasn’t the excited feeling like when 

I was on stage about to rock out with Jamie and Sean. 
This was fear. Knowing that what I was about to share 

would in a single moment undo years of making people 
believe that I was good and wholesome, a young man 
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that other young men could look up to and the older 

ones could be proud of. Like Pastor Jerry said when we 
talked about it earlier that morning: 
 

 “If God were going to use your life for something, 
He’ll never be able to use you now like He would have 
wanted to.” 
 
 Yeah, I’ve ruined things big-time. Mom clarified 

that for me a few nights before when I opened my eyes 
from sleep to see her standing over my bed: 

 
 “I can’t believe you would just screw your life up 
like this.” 
 
 I was thinking about all of this, and what other 
people might say when they hear what I’m about to 

reveal to my family at Pine Grove… 
 

 “I’ve been having sex… and Erica’s pregnant.”  
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CHAPTER 5-  
Faking It 

 

 
 This was the end. The exit of Roger, the innocent, 
good Christian boy that I’d been able to sell so well for so 
long. The young youth leader that had gone on mission 

trips and returned with glorious tales of sharing the 
gospel in third-world countries and witnessing miracles, 

while everyone sat in amazement listening to someone 
who surely had a close and special relationship with 
God; the kid who wrote his very own original worship 

songs to sing on Sunday mornings, demonstrating such 
a deep devotion and passionate prayer life; the one that 

walked the walk and talked the talk so well- that kid 
was no more. Game over.  
 

“Whatcha gonna do now, huh?”  
 
 My dad has never been one for long talks or many 

words. Mom assures me that he is fully capable of 
lengthy dialogue, but I’ve never actually seen or 

experienced it myself. In my encounters with him, dad 
has always been quick to getting to the point and saying 
what he needs to say.  

 
 Erica and I found out that she was pregnant on a 
Monday in January of 2000. We’d skipped school (as 

usual) and had gone to pick up a pregnancy test, 
because for several weeks Erica had been feeling 
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nauseous and was late for her period. She’d been on the 

pill for a while, but I was unaware that she’d quit taking 
them. Being responsible wasn’t one of her better 
qualities, as is the case for most fifteen year-olds. I 

remember sitting at the kitchen table with her as the 
little pink lines on the test strip started to appear. I 

looked in her eyes and could see fear, and her valiant 
attempt to put it behind a happy face.  
 

 I remember my thoughts, too. Scary now that I 
think about it- but I remember feeling extremely calm 

and somewhat indifferent. It was almost as if this 
moment were like nothing major had just happened. 
The ramifications of the fact that I was going to father a 

child, bring a life into the world that I would be 
responsible for, had absolutely no impact on my mind 

or emotions. It was nothing, no big deal. My strange 
ability to disconnect emotion from the moment was 
something that many people have complimented me on, 

but it’s also been a thing that has caused trouble for 
me, because it has often prevented me from 

acknowledging or realizing the gravity of the situation. 
This was one of those moments.  
 

 Later that night, though, I suppose the realization 
kicked in because something odd happened. My mom 
would always make her rounds giving out hugs to 

everyone in the house on her way to bed. I was sitting in 
the living room watching Monday Night Raw, still a big-

time wrestling fan. She leaned over to tell me goodnight, 
and when she hugged me, I hugged back, but then I 
didn’t let go. I started crying instead.  

 
“Roger, what’s wrong?”  
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 She knelt down in front of the recliner and looked 

into my eyes, and that old “mother’s intuition” quickly 
kicked in. She asked me if Erica and I had messed up 
again, and I nodded. Then she asked me if we thought 

she might be pregnant. I told her that we already knew. 
So she held me again and we both cried for a while 

before she retired to her room to sleep (or at least try) 
for a while.  
 

 The next morning, dad had come home from the 
night-shift and was sitting in the kitchen with mom 

waiting for me when I woke up. His one-line 
interrogation awaited my response. I guess mom didn’t 
wait to tell him about the news I’d shared with her the 

night before. They wanted to know my plans for the 
future. Was I going to keep it? Adoption, maybe?  
 

“I don’t know.” What a surprise.  
 

“You sure it’s even yours?”  
 

 I’m not sure if he was fishing for a possible escape 
route for me or not, but it was no secret that my dad 
never really liked my relationship with Erica, because 

her family reminded him of the life he himself had 
growing up. Drinking and drug abuse, domestic 
violence, divorce and poverty marked her family, and 

dad had worked hard to keep my brother and I from 
ever tasting that kind of environment. Now here I was 

on the verge of permanently linking myself to such a 
dysfunctional family as hers.  
 

 I assured them that I believed the baby to be 
mine, so we moved on to discussing what I was 

planning to do to be able to support a child. Obviously I 
wasn’t thinking of college. My current GPA at the start 
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of my senior year was a measly 1.6, and I didn’t even 

have half the credits needed to graduate. When I wasn’t 
skipping school I was sleeping in most of my classes, 
which meant that I was failing everything from Algebra 

to Art. I was equally uncommitted to the few jobs that 
I’d had while in school. I quit both my position as a 

grocery-store stocker and as an after-school counselor 
at the YMCA (a job that I really liked), because the 
hours interfered with time that could have been better 

spent at either band practice or having sex.  
 

 Basically, I guess you could safely say that no, I 
didn’t have a plan. So it was a good thing that mom and 
dad had thought of one for me.  

 
***** 

 
 All of this was happening while Bobby was deep 
into an engagement with a sweet girl named Kerrie. 

They were set to be married a month from now, so 
adding this stress on top of everything else that mom 

and dad were already dealing with must have been 
taxing, but I never put much thought into it. Honestly, I 
hadn’t really sat and let that sink in until now as I write 

this story.  
 
Hmm. 
 
 As I’m sitting back and watching as Bobby packs 

his stuff out of what has been a shared bedroom for the 
almost eighteen years of my life, and as I’m going with 
him to try on a tuxedo for his upcoming wedding, a 

thought hits me. I can get married, too. I don’t have a 
job, or a house, or a high-school diploma, but I’ve got a 

baby on the way. Soon, once Bobby gets married I’ll 
have a little more space in my little bedroom that just  
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might fit Erica and the new addition. I didn’t really 

know what else to do or what steps to take that would 
serve as a solution to the dilemma, but I figured that 
would be at least a good gesture and a step in a positive 

direction. And in my mind, all of that seemed like a 
pretty good idea.  

 
 Another positive aspect to the proposal of 
marriage is that it would make for a good appearance in 

the eyes of the church- a place that we’d not been going 
that often since the public shaming. But after I 

presented the idea to my mom, we went to Pastor Jerry 
and spoke with him about it. Unsurprisingly, he wasn’t 
too keen on the idea of bringing the same couple before 

the church to be married that he’d just brought up to 
confess fornication a few months earlier. It’s a wonder 
that he didn’t run in the opposite direction screaming, 

“Unclean! Unclean!” when we asked him. Although he 
declined to perform the ceremony, he did give us 

permission to have a wedding in the church. Aunt Clara 
suggested that we ask Pastor Dean, who served Pine 
Grove before Pastor Jerry. We set up a time and met 

with Dean, where he made it very clear that he did not 
approve of the circumstances in which we found 
ourselves; however, the best environment that we could 

bring a child into the world would be that of a united 
family. So he agreed to marry Erica and me in May.  

 
***** 

 

 Mom and dad had resigned themselves to making 
the best out of an otherwise disastrous situation. Since 

Erica and I set our minds to getting married, they 
agreed to let her move in after the wedding. In the 
meantime, they were determined to set me up so that I 

could soon be capable of supporting my soon-to-be 
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family on my own. I needed a job and an education, and 

I needed them both fast.  
 
 My folks hated the thought of me not graduating 

high school, but they also recognized that time was a 
luxury that I no longer had. So I dropped out and took 

the GED exam in April. Even though I was flunking all 
of my classes, it wasn’t because of a lack of knowledge 
but rather a lack of motivation. I never had problems 

learning, it’s just that I didn’t like studying. I passed the 
test no problem, and now I was able to find a job that 

could offer the pay and benefits that a man with a wife 
and kids needs.  
 

 Dad was working on the maintenance crew of a 
large manufacturing and distribution company at this 
time. The textile mill had been closed for a few years, 

and because of his years of loyal service and experience, 
he had no problems in landing another good job. His 

work ethic has always been something I admired, but 
not necessarily something that I could mimic. 
Nonetheless, dad, unbeknownst to me, was talking to 

his supervisors and trying to find an entry-level position 
for me, so that I could begin a fruitful career of my own. 
He had the kind of influence to get me in the door, but it 

was just a matter of waiting for such a position to open 
up for someone who, like me, had no prior 

manufacturing experience.  
 

***** 

 
 The wedding day had finally come. It was rushed, 

but still rather nice and elegant. If it weren’t for the 
church family coming together to support my mom who, 
by this time, had been stretched to her emotional and 

financial limit after having just married off my brother 
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three months earlier, who knows what it would have 

been like. There were a handful of compassionate 
families that pitched in to donate flowers, candles and 
decorations for the sanctuary, and some folks brought 

finger foods for the reception. Mom made the cake, I 
think. Either way, I think that it was pretty, all things 

considered. 
 
 But I want to be honest, here. To some, this might 

sound bad, but it’s true: If it weren’t for the fact that 
someone video-taped it, I would not remember anything 

about the wedding. No, I wasn’t on drugs or drinking or 
anything like that. The best way to describe the feeling 
was that of being in a haze, or like I was dreaming. Even 

back to that day when Erica and I sat at the kitchen 
table looking at that pregnancy test, and for a long time 

after the wedding, it was almost like I was only halfway 
present. I’ve heard of war veterans describing their 
feelings when they recollect their experiences in battle, 

and they say that it’s like they’re mentally disconnected- 
present, yet absent. And that’s how I recall my wedding 
with Erica.  

 
 And that’s a similar way that I remember the day 

that Jericho was born the following August. I can at 
least say that I can visualize it much better, seeing it 
more clearly in my mind without the aid of pictures or 

video- because there are none- but it’s still so much like 
a dream. It’s almost as if it didn’t happen, or that it was 
make-believe. I remember the clothes I was wearing, 

and the room was so full of her relatives that my mom 
couldn’t come in and it made her angry; I remember 

that Erica didn’t cry until she saw him for the first time, 
and that he entered the world at 3:25am.  
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 So much changed in such a short timeframe, that 

I almost relate the entirety of the year 2000 to that of a 
rollercoaster ride. You know that you went far and fast, 
high and low, but you can’t really remember the 

direction you went or what every hill and turn looked 
like. And the feelings of fear and fascination were so 

extreme that you can’t quite express it, and if you try it 
all becomes blurry and distant.  
 

 That year I was thrust hard into the life and 
demands of adulthood. High school was done and over 

for me before I had the fair chance to exit on my own 
terms. I would soon take the reins of a full-time job 
when I’ve yet to be able to manage the responsibilities of 

part-time work. And although I’ve never changed a 
diaper or warmed a bottle, I found myself looking into 
the eyes of a child that would grow to call me “dad”.  

 
I don’t know if I’m ready for this. 
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CHAPTER 6-  
Falling and Failing 

 
 
 There was a challenge before me. Dad thought 

that by giving me a deadline, and the opportunity to 
prove him wrong, I might be motivated to take some 
positive steps toward becoming a responsible parent 

and husband. When Erica moved in with my parents 
and me, he said he was sure that we couldn’t be out 

and on our own within a year. I said that we could. He 
smirked, and the race was on. 
 

 The weekend of our wedding- May 27th, 2000- I 
was broke, unemployed, and without much in the way 
of job prospects. On Monday I was filling out an 

application with a security company at a job fair in the 
mall. I started my first full-time job as a night-shift 

guard on Thursday. Take that, old man.  
 

 Okay, so it wasn’t a lucrative position with a big 
paycheck and health benefits (I didn’t even think about 
the importance of insurance at the time), but it was 

something that I could take back and say, “Look, I’ve got 
a job.” And in the few months that I worked as a 
security guard I was able to replace my ’84 Dodge Aries 

that had no rear seat belts and no air conditioning with 
a 2000 Ford Focus- a car that would much better suit a 

new family. It was sweet, and something I was proud to 
say that I purchased on my own. It was brand new, 
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baby blue, four-door and fully-loaded. To this day, that 

was the nicest, most dependable car I’ve ever owned. I 
don’t remember ever changing the oil or washing it very 
much, but it never failed at getting me wherever I 

wanted to go. Once, I even took it for a joyride from my 
home in South Carolina all the way to Ontario, Canada, 

only making one stop to sleep. And if it weren’t for the 
unfortunate incident of ramming it into a telephone 
pole, I’d probably still be driving it today. But I’ll talk 

more about that later.  
 

 I worked for about six months with the security 
company until dad was able to get me in with his 
company. It really was one of those places that someone 

could grow in and retire from. Just ask my dad, he’s 
going on a quarter-century and approaching retirement 
as I write this now.  

 
 I think dad was excited about me working with 

him. He always prided himself in his labor, and I believe 
he wanted to share that part of his life with me. He 
wanted me to see and understand what it meant to 

punch a clock, break a sweat, and go home knowing 
that you did your part in providing for your family. He 
talked a lot about it, in his own special short-sentence 

sort of way, every night as we drove together. He offered 
all kinds of advice: how to save and spend money, the 

importance of regular maintenance and upkeep of my 
new car and the house I was looking forward to buying 
or renting, and the priority of working hard and keeping 

my word. All very worthy and valuable advice, none of 
which I can honestly say sunk in right away.  

 
***** 
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 For once in my life, I made my dad eat his words. 

Erica, Jericho, and I moved out of my parents’ house on 
May 19th, 2001, eight days short of a year. We’d gotten 
ourselves approved for an RHA loan to purchase a nice 

little three-bed, two-bath home just outside of town in a 
place called Filbert. Everyone seemed happy and excited 

for us to finally have what seemed to be a great start for 
a young family. So a lot of folks came in and gave us a 
ton of stuff to decorate and furnish the house, which 

was much bigger than the one Bobby and I grew up in, 
but not so big that it would be impossible to manage. 

Even some of the people from Pine Grove came and gave 
us things like dishes, curtains, and bath towels, even 
though Erica and I’d all but stopped going there 

altogether. We started visiting Christian Fellowship 
Church, because although Joe’s ex and her dad were 

gone, Erica still had some friends there and I really liked 
the new pastor. And the fact that they let me play 
drums or the bass guitar with the praise team every 

time we went was a huge bonus as well.  
 
 It was quite helpful to us that all those people 

brought us gifts for our new house, because frankly we 
didn’t have anything besides the car, baby stuff, a few 

dressers and a bed that Erica brought from her house 
when she moved in with me. Once everything had 
settled, though, we looked around and found ourselves 

blessed with all that we needed to have a real chance at 
making it on our own in the world. Now it was up to us 
to make the best of the opportunity. The real test would 

be whether I could manage a mortgage, car payment, 
groceries, utilities, and everything else that came with 

being a responsible adult all at one time, and for the 
first time.  
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 After securing a mortgage, I had no idea how easy 

it would be to acquire other kinds of loans. I didn’t know 
about all those offers that came in the mail until I 
started getting mail for myself. Almost every day I would 

get a pre-approval for a credit card or some other kind 
of loan from a finance company. I was salivating, 

thinking about all that I could do and all that I could 
buy with all of this theoretical cash. Within a few 
months I turned a few of these offers into over $10,000 

of debt, and there was another car in the driveway 
(although I was the only one with a license), a riding 

lawnmower, a big screen television and entertainment 
system, satellite with every channel available, high-
speed internet to go with our new computer, and 

recording equipment for the band. Oh, yeah, I’d also 
started another band. I met Tony, a high-school junior, 
when we started going to CFC (Christian Fellowship 

Church), who was an awesome musician and wanted to 
start a band. Needless to say, we clicked right away and 

began practicing together and writing songs. Once we 
found out that the pastor’s son, Ben, was a drummer, 
we’re were off like a rocket.  

 
***** 

 

 I was basically up to my eyeballs in debt. As bad 
as the reality of it all was, I was fortunate enough to 

have all of my troubles diluted by pleasurable 
distractions. If I wasn’t jamming with the new band, I 
was surfing through my endless channels, playing video 

games with the guys (my house had now become one of 
the frequent hangout spots now), or surfing the internet. 

Porn had slowly found its way back into my life, 
returning from a brief hiatus since discovering the real 
thing with Erica to satisfy my desires. But it didn’t take 

long before I was finding myself wanting more than I 
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had and looking for ways to make my fantasies realities. 

And this, I believe, served to become one of the major 
cracks in the already unstable foundation that was a 
marriage.  

 
 At first I kept these unhealthy fantasies to myself, 

until I was convinced that Erica might actually be 
comfortable with, and maybe even share, in my 
perversion. I tried to include watching pornography into 

our intimate times, thinking that it might make things 
more exciting and enjoyable. The end result was quite 

the opposite. I also expressed that I’d wondered what it 
might be like to act out some of the scenes I’d watched- 
even those that included more than just the two of us. 

This kind of honesty didn’t settle well with her, and 
likely left her feeling inadequate as a partner. To her, 

what I was basically saying was that what she had to 
offer was not enough to make me happy. And all things 
considered, one couldn’t say that she was wrong in her 

conclusion. I was nineteen years old, spending more 
than three times what I made, and had an insatiable 
appetite for pleasure. This carnal gluttony had only 

increased significantly since I was now out from under 
my parents’ noses and officially a grown man, there was 

no one to tell me what I couldn’t have.  
 
 I enjoyed my stuff. I enjoyed the band. I enjoyed 

spending time with my wife and kid and my friends. I 
enjoyed making and spending money. But I didn’t enjoy 
work so much. The job that dad helped me get was nice, 

but it just required too much from me and took time 
away from things I’d rather be doing, like anything else. 

So I began treating my job with the same lackadaisical 
approach that I did with so many other areas in life. 

Work to me became like high school used to be: if I 
didn’t feel like going, I didn’t go, all consequences aside. 
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I didn’t allow myself to think about the fact that if I 

didn’t work I didn’t get paid, and that if I didn’t get paid 
then neither would the bills. But none of that kind of 
thinking ever made it on the radar, because I was too 

focused on the here-and-now. Anything that could be 
put off until tomorrow was; and I guess I never figured 

that tomorrow would actually arrive.  
 

***** 

 
“I’m sorry, Roger, but we’re letting you go.”  
 
 I shot myself in the foot, figuratively speaking. 
Literally, it was a foot surgery that started the scenario 

that led to me losing the job at my dad’s company. I was 
already on probation because of unexcused absences, 

coming in late, and volunteering to work on weekends 
and then not showing up. So when I was out for a week 
after a minor procedure to remove a cyst on my foot in 

which the doctor had only written me out for three days, 
management decided they’d had enough of my 
unreliability. But dad talked them into giving me 

another chance, telling them about my being a young 
father with a new home and needing a second chance. 

And surprisingly, they did offer to let me come back. I 
was called to speak with the supervisor, who told me I 
could start back that night. Unfortunately, I explained 

that my band had a concert and asked if I could come in 
the next night. He said he would call me and let me 
know… and then I found myself unemployed.  

 
 I told Erica that I didn’t know what we were going 

to do, that we were broke and now I was without a job. 
The reality of my situation started to finally kick in, but 
the clarity came a few months too late. The satellite had 

already been shut off, and the Firebird was repossessed 
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because I failed to make even the first payment. The 

phone was still on, although it would be nice to not have 
to talk to the countless bill collectors that kept calling. I 
promised her that I’d find another job fast, but 

suggested that she might try looking for something as 
well.  

 
 Erica was hesitant but willing to step out of the 
house and into the unknown of the working world. 

She’d never had a job, and though she’d not gone back 
to school since getting pregnant and had no real 

education or experience, she was able to find steady 
employment fairly quickly as a supermarket cashier. I 
was happy with that, figuring that if she was able to add 

to whatever I could find, our combined income might 
keep us floating for a while. But a few days turned into 
a few weeks, and instead of being able to get a job equal 

or better to the one I’d lost, I ended up joining my wife 
at the supermarket as a third-shift stocker. She worked 

evenings, and got off when I went on. But there was a 
bit of a problem… 
 

 Before the pregnancy, and before Jericho was 
born, Erica had always been an extremely social person. 
She had a lot of friends and was always part of a crowd. 

It was rare to ever find her alone; she was always 
hanging out with someone. Once she and I got together, 

I guess you could say that I became her crowd. And just 
like she no longer satisfied my every sexual need as time 
went on, I was no longer fulfilling her social needs. So 

she began looking elsewhere, until she found it in a 
group of coworkers she met at the job. At first, she 

would bring them all home with her to hang out all 
night. I tolerated it at first, until they began crashing at 
the house almost every night, including the nights I’d be 

off and was trying to sleep. The girls, all six-or-more of 
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them, turned the place into a sorority house and spent 

all hours dancing, laughing, making a mess, and 
drinking. Not all, but some drank. Erica wouldn’t drink 
and also refused to let me bring alcohol into the house. 

She always said that drugs and alcohol would be the 
one thing that she couldn’t tolerate, remembering the 

damage that it brought to her family as a kid. So I 
couldn’t drink, but it was alright if her friends did- even 
at my house.  

 
 One night I’d had enough. There was so much 

ruckus from Erica and her friends hanging out that it 
woke Jericho up and I couldn’t get him back down, so I 
went into the living room where everyone was and I 

turned off the radio and told everyone they had to leave. 
Erica stood up from the couch and told them that they 
could stay. She and I then began arguing in front of 

everyone, and somewhere in the midst of it all I told her 
that she needed to stop acting like a child and to start 

acting like a wife. On that note, the room went silent.  
 
“Come on, Erica. You don’t have to take this. Nobody 
should talk to you like that.”  
 
 One of the girls, a tall red-head whose name I 

don’t remember, took Erica by the arm and walked with 
her as everyone left. Angry as I was, I just turned 

around and walked back down the hall to the bedroom 
and lay back in bed. I didn’t sleep, though, I remember 
that. She didn’t come home until early in the morning. I 

don’t know where they went, and I didn’t ask, either.  
 

 Staying out all night became the new routine for 
Erica and her friends after that. Before, I would arrive at 
work and exchange Jericho with her before she got a 

ride home. Now, I’d take him to my mom’s or either a 
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sitter would come to the house. Oftentimes, I wouldn’t 

even see her leaving as I went in, even though my shift 
began thirty minutes before hers ended, she would 
already be gone. Word of our domestic problems started 

to circulate among the employees, along with a rumor 
that Erica was seeing someone else. I didn’t let myself 

believe it, even though there were some obvious signs.  
 

***** 

 
 Although Joe and I hadn’t been on the best terms 

ever since I socked him in the noggin a few years back, 
even he recognized that something was strange about 
the situation and offered to help me figure out what was 

going on. One night when Erica didn’t come home, Joe 
took it upon himself to go out and search for her while I 
stayed home with Jericho. After a few hours he came 

back to tell me that my car was still at her job, and that 
someone had written “You ditched us!” on the 

windshield with lipstick. Apparently, she had planned to 
go out with the girls again, and though she did go 
somewhere, it wasn’t with her regular crowd. I stayed 

up that night, and Joe waited with me until she got 
home where we both interrogated her. Erica vehemently 

denied every accusation, and insisted that she did go 
out with her friends- the same friends Joe had met in 
the parking lot earlier that night who said that they 

didn’t know where she was.  
 
“You know you’re not a good liar, right?”  
 
 Joe had her dead to rights. Regardless of his and 

my past squabbles, he didn’t want to see his sister’s 
marriage fail, so he agreed to help me find out what she 
was up to. Joe is kind of a computer geek like my mom, 

and he knew how to put a little program called a key-
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logger on my computer, that basically records 

everything you type onto a hidden notepad. That way, 
I’d be able to get her email password and see if there 

might be anything worth finding out. I waited for a few 
days until I went on to check for any evidence of foul 
play. I hoped for the best, but discovered the worst.  

 
“Hi, Ecca [a nickname that her closest friends called 

her]. I’m glad that I met you and that we’ve been able to 
spend time together lately. You’re really sweet and you’re 
a beautiful person. I hope that we can get together again 
soon. 
 
-Chris” 
 
Chris.  

 
 There were a few guys with that name at our 
workplace, and only one that was in our age-bracket 

and who worked around Erica’s department and time 
schedule. This Chris happened to be my supervisor.  
When I found this email, my first reaction was to chalk 
it up as nothing, that either this Chris was maybe a girl 
(there are some females named Chris, right?) or that at 

least this couldn’t be the same Chris that I was thinking 
of. I searched every angle in my mind to create a 

scenario that would help me to believe that Erica wasn’t 
running around with another man, but I couldn’t shut it 
out of my head. I didn’t tell her that I’d found the email, 

and I went on to work that night with intentions to 
confront Chris about whether he’d been talking to my 

wife. But just as luck would have it, the shift leader had 
switched around our assignments and I would be on the 
opposite side of the store from him all night. So I didn’t 

ever see him or get a chance to speak to him.  
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 I determined then to just forget about it and go on 

about my job, and that I’d worry about it later. But it 
ate at me to the point that I couldn’t think about 
anything else. I had to talk to Erica, and hopefully she 

could explain that email, and all of these other incidents 
to me in a way that I could believe that she wasn’t 

cheating. So as soon as 3am came and I clocked out for 
lunch, I headed home to have a little chat. Even if she 
was asleep, I was going to wake her up and we would 

settle this thing.  
 

 As I neared my house, my stomach made its way 
up into my throat. There was a car in the driveway, and 
no lights on in the house. I pulled in, and jumped out of 

my car and ran into the house, expecting to find 
another man, but I was greeted in the kitchen by Erica’s 
red-headed friend holding my sleeping son.  

 
“Where’s Erica?” 
 
“Uh, what are you doing here?” She was obviously 
surprised to see me, which made me even more anxious.  

 
 I went down the hall to find the bedroom and 

every other room empty. So I went back outside to see 
Erica stepping out from the passenger side of the little 
white car that was already here when I arrived. And 

when I walked over to the driver’s side and peered into 
the window I saw what I already knew, but was hoping 
to be proven wrong about. It was Chris, my supervisor.  

  
 To be fair and honest, I didn’t see any physical 

contact between them. But I did see his face, and the 
expression when his eyes met mine as he peeled out of 

my driveway before I could even ask him what he was 
doing at my house with my wife at three in the morning. 
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A guy doesn’t just hang out with another man’s wife in 

the middle of the night for mere friendly conversation, if 
you catch my drift. And by the time he drove away, 
Erica had already ran inside and locked herself in her 

room, and I suppose Jericho and Red were in there with 
her, because I didn’t see them either.  

 
 I went back outside and paced the yard for what 
seemed like quite a while. My emotions had pretty much 

drowned any ability to think clearly and logically at this 
point. All I could gather was that I’d just caught my wife 

with the guy that wanted to get together with her, and 
that they were both pretty freaked out when I showed 
up, proving, to me at least, that whatever they were 

doing was not innocent behavior.  
 

 When I got back in the car, I’d made up my mind. 
Chris wasn’t just some stranger that Erica decided to 
start an extra-marital relationship with. I knew this guy, 

and more importantly, I knew where he worked. I was 
sure that when he left my house he would be heading 

back to the store, just like me. So I was going to find 
him, but this time I didn’t care to ask any questions. All 
those had just been answered.  

 
I was going to kill him.  
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CHAPTER 7-  
Falling Faster 

 
 

 Our store contained a sporting goods section, 

where one could purchase crossbows, hunting knives, 
baseball bats, golf clubs, and rifles. As I was driving 
back with plans to track down Chris, I was also trying to 

think of the best, and quickest course of action in 
exacting vengeance upon this adulterous scumbag. And 

by the time I had reached the parking lot, I think I had 
settled on the baseball bat, because it was readily 
available, simply hanging from the rack unlike 

everything else that was either in a locked case or some 
sort of packaging. Was I ready to go to jail for this? I’m 
not sure, but I convinced myself that it was indeed 

justifiable, and that in the least a jury would sympathize 
with my situation and perhaps I could plea temporary 

insanity.  
 
 Store security was awaiting my arrival, however. 

Before I even reached the entrance, I was detained and 
escorted to the store manager’s office, where he 
explained to me that Chris told them that I had 

threatened his life and that he felt unsafe with my being 
there. I went on to argue (in a somewhat hostile 

manner, I’m sure) that Chris was having an affair with 
my wife and how I’d just caught him at my house. I said 
that, if anything, he should be the one reprimanded, not 

me. In the end, though, I was the one that was told to go 
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home, and that they could not have someone creating 

such a hostile work environment as to cause safety 
concerns for their employees and customers. As I was 
again being escorted through the store and to my car, 

everyone was looking at me, some of them knowing the 
story of what just took place in my personal life, and the 

shame and humiliation that went with it. I sat for a long 
time in that parking lot, just holding onto the steering 
wheel both wanting to go home but also just wanting to 

drive as far away as this car would take me. 
Unfortunately, though, I only had a few dollars and less 

than a quarter-tank of gas; and now that I’d just lost my 
job, the problem of money had again added itself to the 
story at the most inconvenient time.  

 
 I did eventually go back home, sometime after the 
sunrise. Red had apparently gone home, and the 

bedroom door was now unlocked. Jericho and Erica 
were both still asleep, and I didn’t bother to wake them 

up. I went to the kitchen for a drink, and there I found a 
handwritten letter on the counter: 
 

“Roger,  
 
I’m tired of always fighting with you about everything. 

It’s been going on for a long time now. Maybe we should 
separate for a while.” 
 
 Simple and to-the-point. But a lot was said in 
what wasn’t said. Erica wrote letters all the time, and 

for every occasion. She actually kept a box full of letters, 
both of those she’d written as well as letter written to 

her. She’d kept this collection from the time she was 
young, and though she told me not to I’d gone in and 
read some of the letters. And a common thread in every 

letter she’d ever written, both to me and even to those 
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written to past boyfriends, is a unique signature: Love, 
Always and Forever  -Erica.  
 
 Even when she was mad, and even in the few 
breakup letters she wrote me during our off-again, on-
again dating period, she signed them with these same 

words. To her, those words were important, reminding 
me of her feelings. So when I read this letter, noting the 
absence of those specific words, I understood the 

intentionality of her leaving them out. I realized what 
she was saying by not saying Love, Always and Forever, 
that her feelings have changed.  
 
 I drove to Tony’s house and asked if I could 

borrow his step-dad’s truck. With everything that had 
just happened, and the missing words running through 

my mind, it all served as a kind of fuel in my body to do 
what I did next. I don’t know if I could pinpoint an exact 
emotion that I felt, or even differentiate between 

sadness, anger, jealousy, depression, or whatever else 
might have been there at the time. Either way, I just 

kept moving. Moving everything that belonged to her, 
out of our house and onto the truck. I took it all back to 
where it came from two years earlier, to her mom’s 

house. And when she finally woke up, I had moved all 
furniture, clothing, knick-knack and every belonging 
that I thought she might claim as hers. Now that she 

was out of the bed, I was loading it up, too. God forbid 
that I ever lay my head on that bed again, knowing the 

possibility that another man may have had my wife on 
it.  
 

“Do you still think that this is what’s best?” Jericho was 
crying, while Erica stood in a nearly-bare living room, 

holding him on her hip. At two years old, I’m not sure 
how much he understood of what was happening as I 
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dragged a mattress through the house. But it was 

obvious that he picked up on the tension, and that there 
was no more happiness in our home, and that things 
were changing.  

 
 Jericho stayed with my mom the night that Erica 

moved out, and I still hadn’t really slept yet. I don’t 
remember when I finally got to bed- or should I say the 
floor- because I didn’t have an actual bed anymore. I 

gave it all to her; and what I didn’t give away I either 
threw away or destroyed. That night, I remember 

walking from room to room, looking at the remnant of a 
short-lived love and a family that once was and could 
have been, but was no more. I shut the door to Jericho’s 

room, as if in some way to shelter him from something, 
even though he was not even there. No one was there, 

but me. And I felt the intense loneliness, almost as if 
even God had closed His all-seeing eyes from my 
abandoned state.  

 
 I was sad, heartbroken. But I didn’t like feeling 

sad, because it made me feel vulnerable and weak. I 
wanted to be the opposite of all of that- I wanted to be 
tough and strong, so that no one would think that she 

hurt me like this. I wanted people, especially Erica, to 
believe that I was too tough for tears, and I that no one 
could make me feel anything anymore. Sometime that 

night all of my sadness turned into anger. Violent anger.  
 

I was growing cold.  
 

 I went into the guest room at the end of the hall, 
where a lot of storage boxes and extra furniture had 
been collecting over time. When we moved in, this room 

was an ugly orangeish/pink that neither one of us liked. 
I surprised Erica by painting it for her one day while she 
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was gone, and was so excited for her to see it when she 

got back, only for her to turn her nose up at it and tell 
me that it was uglier than before. I stood, looking at 
these walls while that very memory swirled in my head, 

and I felt every muscle in my neck and back tense up. 
Before I knew that I’d reacted, I flung an office chair 

across the room and two of the legs pierced into the 
wall, leaving the chair stuck where it hit. It felt great. So 
I continued to find things to hit, kick, and slam around 

in that spare room, finding a unique form of relief in 
everything that I destroyed. By the time I’d expended all 

of my energy, there was very little that hadn’t been 
severely damaged. There were shoe-sized holes in every 
wall, and the light fixture was hanging by the wires out 

of the ceiling. Surprisingly, though, the bulb didn’t 
break so I could still see. Every box had been busted 
open, contents strewn everywhere. The closet door was 

off the hinges. Satisfied in creating an environment that 
reflected how I felt about my life, I fell asleep in the 

middle of the mess.  
 

***** 

 
  
 Lilly came to check on me a few days after 

everything went down. She was one of Erica’s less-
regular gal-pals, and she would actually acknowledge 

my existence without disdain whenever she did come to 
hang out with Erica’s posse. She was the nice one- I’d 
categorized all of these girls in my mind so that I could 

sort of remember them without actually having to know 
their names. There was Red, Midget (she was unusually 

small), Emo (straight, black hair, nose piercings and 
tattoos), and Senorita (short, dark-skinned Hispanic 

girl). But now I know Senorita’s name: Lilly.  
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 I had pretty much secluded myself to the house, 

only going out to band practice and to church whenever 
I thought about it. I wasn’t even looking for a job, and 
Jericho was splitting his time three ways between Erica, 

my mom, and me. For the most part, I didn’t do much of 
anything other than wake up, watch TV, surf the 

internet, and wait to go back to sleep so that I could at 
least escape my crummy existence in my dreams. But 
then Lilly started to visit, and I suddenly had company.  

 
 At first I wondered if maybe Erica had sent her to 

snoop on me, but it became apparent pretty quickly that 
she was here on her own. I think at first she felt sorry 
for what had happened between Erica and me, but what 

started as pity sort of turned into passion. Because for a 
short while, Lilly and I became romantically involved. 
Nothing more than a handful of encounters and a single 

lunch date ever came of it, but at least for those short 
weeks after Erica left, I wasn’t totally alone.  

 
 I thought that maybe I could use this 
“relationship” with Lilly to my advantage and possibly 

make Erica jealous, but that attempt fell flatter than a 
pancake. For one, she apparently couldn’t care less 
whether I was with someone else, no matter who it was, 

since she had immediately become openly involved with 
Chris from the moment she moved out. Secondly, she 

was quick to believe her friends over anything I said, 
and Lilly unsurprisingly denied that she and I had been 
together.  

 
 Once that all fizzled out, I found myself alone 

again. But now I was forced to also acknowledge that I 
was on a clock that was ticking down quickly. One night 
while I was trying to forget my troubles through some 

internet smut, my phone service was cut off, which 
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meant that my internet also shut down. I remember 

thinking, huh? I haven’t paid that in a while. In reality, I 
haven’t been able to pay anything in quite some time. 

The only groceries in the house came from friends and 
family that thought to be charitable. Not only could I not 
afford gas or food at this time, I literally had zero income 

and no plan with which to improve my position.  
 
“My dad’s looking for a place. Do you want a roommate?” 
Now here’s an idea… 
 

 Tony’s dad was a unique character. A native New 
Yorker, Danny was one of those jack-of-all-trades types 
of people. He was also the kind that never settled down 

in one place for too long, but enjoyed changing the 
scenery every now and again. He’d just started a new 

job somewhere near our town, and was ready to relocate 
from wherever he was staying at the time. Tony 
suggested that I let him move in with me, and he would 

be able to help with the bills while I readjusted. 
Sounded like a good plan to me. After all, any plan was 
better than no plan.  

 
 A few days later, my entire living arrangement had 

undergone a total makeover. Danny came in and had 
basically refurnished and redecorated the entire place. I 
didn’t know that one man could have so much stuff. 

There were four couches and three bedroom suits 
brought in. There were department-store clothing racks 
loaded down with coats and pants, and sports 

memorabilia everywhere in the house. Nothing was like 
it used to be in my home. Then again, this house wasn’t 

really a home anymore, was it?  
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CHAPTER 8- 

Crumbling 
 

  
 With all of this free time on my hands since there 

wasn’t a family to go home to these days, along with the 
enormous desire for distraction, I devoted my energies 
to writing, recording, and rehearsing with the band. 

Tony was around more often since his dad was now my 
roommate (his parents were divorced, and Tony split his 
time between the two of them), and in a way it was 

almost as if he lived with us, too. I was happy to have a 
friend around at this point in my life, because it kept my 

mind occupied and gave me a reason to ignore the 
things that I probably should have been focusing on.  
 

 I didn’t want to be home much, though. I didn’t 
even want to call it home, because nothing about it felt 

like a happy, welcoming place anymore. Erica, and all 
her stuff, was gone. Jericho only spent about half of his 
time there, and most of the space was taken over by a 

guy that I quickly discovered that I didn’t really like. Let 
me be clear, though- Danny truly was a genuinely nice 

guy. Not long after he moved in I became gravely ill. I’m 
not exaggerating when I say gravely, either. The doctors 
literally said that if the antibiotics didn’t work, I would 

have probably been dead within a week. I can’t 
remember what infection I had, but my white cell count 

was more than four times above normal. It was bad, and 
for at least three days I couldn’t even walk myself to the 
bathroom. Danny helped take care of me the whole 

time, bringing me water and medicine, and even 
watching Jericho while I recovered. He also cooked, 
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cleaned, and pitched in wherever he could the whole 

time he lived with me. So for me to say that I didn’t like 
him had nothing to do with him as a person. It really 
had more to do with me and my life and attitude. 

 
 Danny had this bad habit of telling me the truth, 

no matter if I wanted to hear it or if he thought it might 
make me angry. Oftentimes, it did. A month or so into 
our living arrangements he reminded me that I should 

be out looking for a job. I’d gotten into the mindset- 
whether consciously or not, I don’t know- that I would 

just let him come in and take care of me while I just 
hung out and pursued my dreams as a musician. That 
wasn’t cutting it for him. He told me that we’d only get 

ahead and improve our situations if we both worked 
together. He’d also remind me to clean up my own 
messes, and sometimes try to give me parenting tips- 

none of which I cared to hear from somebody that, in 
my opinion, had no business telling me what to do or 

how to live.  
 
 Needless to say, I spent as much time as possible 

doing things and going places that kept me from being 
home. I’d go to Christian Fellowship Church whenever 
they had services, and sometimes I’d hang out on the 

Cannon with Tim and Joey. That became more 
irregular, though, because Erica would sometimes pop 

in over at their house. She was still living with her mom, 
who was only a few doors down from Tim’s. And when I 
wasn’t at church, the Cannon, or playing with the band, 

and there was absolutely nothing else to do, I would 
look for work. One day, miraculously, I stumbled upon 

something.  
 
But who would’ve thought that becoming a vacuum 

salesman could turn into such a nightmare? 
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***** 
 
“Now who’s going to go for the luxury cruise?”  
 
 Ms. Jackie was leading the training session that 

all us new recruits had to endure before being issued a 
deluxe model demo vacuum to take on the road. I had 
been walking through a parking lot earlier that morning 

when a guy handed me a flyer that told me about the 
amazing potential for making money by selling vacuum 

cleaners. The next thing I know, I’m sitting in a small 
back room of a little strip-mall store while Jackie is 
taking us through a slide presentation of what kind of 

commission, bonuses, and prizes we can get by selling a 
gazillion units in our first year. She went on to tell us 

about how she started off as a door-to-door salesperson, 
leaving her comfy office job in the insurance industry to 
become her own boss. And here she was now, with her 

own franchise, hoping to train up some of us to 
eventually live the dream, too! 
 

 I knew that I was probably the victim of some sort 
of pyramid scheme, but I also figured that I could at 

least turn some kind of profit from this. The idea of 
being able to set my own schedule and make my own 
rules also sounded like something that I would really 

enjoy as well. When issuing my equipment, one of the 
assistant managers told me that some of the salespeople 
actually offered carpet-cleaning services to their 

customers to make extra cash. He said that some of 
them did this to help provide a little pocket change, 

while it served as a primary means of income for others. 
This sounded like a sweet deal to me- free use of high-
quality floor-cleaning equipment to start my own small 

business… it just might work.  
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 As it would turn out, I had a real knack for 
talking to strangers and selling the product. I found that 
if I could get the people to like me, then I could easily 

get them to like the vacuum. And you should know that 
I was always one to strive to make people think highly of 

me. After the first week or so, I had sold three units, 
while everyone else on the new crew had struggled to 
produce any solid leads. Jackie had started to call me 

her “golden child”.  Within a few weeks, I was moved 
into a kind of trainer position, giving newbies pointers in 

cold-calling and closing deals. This is how I came to 
meet Ashley.  
 

 Ashley came in with a new herd of prospective 
salespeople, and I was tasked with training her during 

her first week. She was a good-looking redhead with a 
very strong personality, so I was quickly drawn in and 
interested in getting to know her, because her high 

energy and confident character was magnetic. From the 
first day on the road with Ashley, going house to house, 
there was an obvious shift in focus. While we started 

out with the intention of selling vacuums, the day ended 
more like a date rather than working a job. I don’t even 

recall the actual home presentations, but I do remember 
the hour-long chat we had over a couple of milkshakes 
at Sonic that afternoon. We talked about our similar 

family situations- I told her about Erica and how I was 
now tasked with taking care of Jericho on my own, and 
she shared with me a story that was quite similar. She’d 

married a much older man (Ashley was twenty and he 
was in his late thirties) and they had a little girl 

together. She told me that they’d been separated for a 
few months yet they still shared a house together for the 
simple fact that Ashley had nowhere else to go. She 

talked about his violent temper and about his alcohol 
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problem, and that she was hoping that this new job 

would give her a way out. As she went on talking about 
her trouble, I remember thinking to myself how I was 
glad to finally meet someone that would actually be able 

to relate to what I was going through instead of looking 
in from the outside.  

 
 A few days into our training week, we decided to 
ditch our appointments and just hang out together. It 

wasn’t a secret any longer that there was some serious 
chemistry going on between Ashley and me, and we 

both decided to see where things might lead. 
Somewhere along the way I learned that Ashley liked 
scary movies, so I picked up a few DVD’s and we went 

back to my house to watch them. Danny was always at 
work during the day, so no one would be there to know 
that I spent the afternoon goofing off instead of selling 

products. Well, needless to say we didn’t ever watch 
them.  

 
 This relationship that started to develop between 
Ashley and me rapidly became very physical and 

extremely emotional. Almost like a perfect storm, it was 
as if we were both in a place in our lives where we 

desperately needed each other for a sense of worth and 
acceptance. I had been abandoned and crushed by 
someone, and she had, too. We were in essence, then, 

filling one another’s void for love and affection, albeit 
with reckless abandon. Nothing was really said after we 
slept together that afternoon- we didn’t try to talk it out 

and determine what it was or where it was going- we 
just accepted that our company had begun to serve a 

felt need in both of us and we were satisfied with that. 
Or at least that’s what I made of it. But a few nights 
later when Ashley showed up at my house in tears, I 
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concluded that she needed more than just an unspoken 

companionship.   
 
“I just wanted to come by to tell you goodbye.”  
 
 It was late. What time exactly, I can’t remember, 

but a knock on the back door interrupted dinner that 
night as Danny, Tony, and I sat in the living room 
watching a movie. It was Ashley, and she was standing 

out in the rain crying her eyes out. I stepped outside 
with her to avoid any weirdness with Danny, who, by 

the expression on his face when he saw her, was already 
feeling perplexed by a strange girl crying at our back 
door.  

 
 As we stood out there together, she told me that 
she went home that evening to find that her husband 

had decided to move his new girlfriend into their home 
and that he intended to take their daughter away from 

her. Ashley didn’t have anywhere else to go, so her idea 
was to take Katie (I learned that this was her girl’s 
name) and run away. She didn’t know where she was 

going to go or how she planned to make it on her own, 
but she’d made up her mind that if she was going to 
keep Katie, she needed to just disappear.  

 
 I couldn’t let that happen. At some point in this 

short time with Ashley, I’d become attached. I needed 
her. She made me feel not alone anymore, and more 
importantly, she made me feel loved, although neither 

one of us had used that word toward one another. I 
didn’t let myself entertain the thought that she would 

simply disappear from my life, so I told her to stay with 
me. Just like that, without thinking it through, I invited 

Ashley to spend the night at my house and we’d figure 
something out in the morning. And that’s what 
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happened. That night, we comforted one another and 

enjoyed each other’s company again.  
 

***** 

 
“Are you crazy, Roger?” 
 
 Danny and Tony were grilling me over letting 
another woman spend the night in my own house, as if I 

didn’t have the right to do such a thing. They said that 
they could hear us last night, though I obviously denied 

that we’d had sex, and to insult their intelligence only 
served to frustrate them more. Danny tried to warn me 
that this kind of behavior would hurt me if I ever had to 

fight for custody of Jericho in court. I reminded him 
that what I was doing was no different than Erica, and 

that she’s had guys staying with her practically since 
the day she left. He then went on to talk about how I 
needed to set a better example and that I needed to 

think about being a father first before looking for a 
relationship. Tony, though, decided to be more blunt, 
and said, “Dude, you’re f***ing up, man.” I figured that 

pretty much meant that Ashley wasn’t welcome there.  
 

Change of plans. 
 
 If Ashley wanted to run away, then I wanted to 

run away with her. The idea of packing up and hitting 
the road to parts unknown was pretty appealing to me. I 
imagined a scene where the two of us would somehow 

find a little town where we could find jobs and settle 
down and live happily ever after with our two little kids. 

A perfect little life together, this was our plan. So that 
morning when I told Ashley what I wanted to do, she 
had me drive over to her house so that she could pick 

up a few things. Well, a little more than a few things, 
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actually. We went in together and started taking 

anything that could be sold or pawned for cash. Ashley 
said that her husband owed her for all the years of 
cheating and abuse, and that it was his fault for her 

having to leave. We took tools, guns, and jewelry from 
the house and loaded it up in the trunk. Ashley also 

helped herself to the beer in the fridge and some 
prescription pills from the medicine cabinet. We left 
from there and stopped by an ATM where Ashley 

emptied their bank account, totaling a little more than 
two hundred dollars. After hitting up a few pawn shops 

to dispose of the goods (minus one of the guns that I 
decided to keep for myself), we ended up checking in at 
the famous Motor Lodge- the cheapest motel around, 

best known as the one-stop-shop for scoring dope and 
prostitution.  
 

 The room was twenty-five bucks a night. It 
smelled like stagnant water mixed with nicotine, and it 

didn’t matter if every light was on and the curtains were 
opened, the room was still really dark. But at least there 
was a bed and a toilet, and neither seemed broken. 

Because we didn’t really know what we were doing or 
where we’d go, we both decided to leave our kids 
elsewhere that first night. Jericho was with my mom, 

and Katie was said to be with grandparents as well. And 
once we’d checked in and settled into our little 

temporary post, I sat down and started to plot out a 
gameplan for the future. Scanning a roadmap, I was 
leaning toward the Midwest, thinking that my little 

carpet-cleaning business would do pretty well in a place 
where there was a lot of sand and dirt. I was also 

thinking about Atlanta- I heard that indie musicians 
were always being discovered down there, too. All the 
while I was sitting and thinking and planning, Ashley 

was taking pills and chasing them down with hard 
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lemonade. Soon, she was inviting me to join her in her 

special form of relaxation. And so I did.  
 

Prepare for time-warp… 
 

***** 

 
 I need to warn the reader at this point. I guess in 
the way of apology, I have to admit that my memory fails 

at this part of the story, because for most of the next 
several months- nearly a year or so- was spent in a 

drug-induced trance or a drunken blur. After that first 
night in the Motor Lodge, I came to discover the blissful 
wonder of self-medication. Ashley had found that it was 

much easier to cope with an undesirable life when 
intoxicated, and she was kind enough to introduce it to 

me as well. And it was in many ways true- I learned that 
when I was high or drunk, I didn’t really think much 
about all of the stuff that made me angry or depressed; 

and if I did think about it at all, I didn’t seem to be 
bothered by it.  
 

 The downside to all of this, though, was that I 
didn’t think too much about some of the important 

matters, either. Pretty quickly we found ourselves out of 
money and therefore out of the hotel room. I was broke, 
and Ashley had already tapped out her personal 

resources, so for the next few nights we ended up 
parked at a cul-de-sac in a vacant neighborhood. 
During the day, we’d try to earn some money with the 

carpet equipment, but nothing was coming of it. By the 
end of the week, the car was out of gas and we were 

completely out of cash. Defeated, we both decided to 
take a night off and head to our parents’ to be with our 
kids and to regroup.  And upon arriving at my mom’s 

house, I was greeted in a not-so warm fashion.  
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“What in God’s name have you been up to?”  
 
 Mom didn’t know about Ashley, or the newly 

discovered fondness of alcohol and Oxycontin. But she 
had caught wind of the news that I’d not been at my 

house for more than a week. More than that, she was 
irate at the fact that I’d left Jericho to her care without 
as much as calling in to check up on him all this time.  

 
 I don’t remember what excuse I came up with, but 

I’m sure it wasn’t a plausible explanation for my recent 
behavior. I found that making up good lies was 
becoming more difficult at this point, because unlike in 

times past, I wasn’t making a sincere effort to cover my 
tracks in order to maintain a pretty external façade. I 
was becoming more and more careless, unconcerned 

with the consequences of my actions.  
 

 She let me stay the night, but she made it very 
clear that she wasn’t happy with the current state of 
things in my life (in the end I learned that she wasn’t as 

blind to things as I thought she was, but we’ll talk about 
that later). This unwelcoming feeling led to me finding it 
quite easy to turn away from her just like I had with 

Tony earlier. But not before I helped myself to a few 
things that would make my leaving a little easier. So I 
stole from my parents. It’s painful to write these words 
even now, but it’s what happened. Not unlike how 

Ashley and I took from her ex, I stole jewelry, guns, and 
even a little cash from my folks because I’d gotten 
myself into a position that I didn’t see any other way to 

get by than to take from those who had already given so 
much to me.  
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 Later that day, when Ashley and I met up again I 

told her that my folks lent me some money (liar), she 
told me that she’d talked to a friend who was willing to 

let us stay with them for a few nights while we figured 
out what we were going to do. We never made it there, 
as I recall. Instead, we continued for several months it 

seemed in a crazy cycle of scrounging up a few dollars 
and spending it on fast food, beer, cigarettes, and 
random hotel rooms if there was anything left. More 

often than not, we ended up sleeping in the car, because 
what little money we had never quite stretched far 

enough to cover both our addictions and our bare 
necessities. That ended when I remembered that the 
wonderful folks at Christian Fellowship Church had 

given me a key when I was involved in the worship 
team. When I realized that this was in fact a master key 

to much of the building, Ashley and I started squatting 
in one of the Sunday School rooms.  
 

 For the first week, everything was working out 
pretty well. Since the church didn’t have anything other 
than Sunday services, the building was all but vacant 

the rest of the time. This also provided as a bonus 
because I was free to rummage through the storage 

areas for anything valuable, yet unnoticeable if missing. 
I came across some old VCR’s and televisions that 
looked like they hadn’t been used in ages, and I pawned 

them off for about ten dollars. Another benefit to staying 
at the church was the fact that there was a lot of food 
for us to help ourselves to. But the big ticket was when I 

found the church’s checkbook.  
 

 Sure, I’ve fallen way off the edge and have adopted 
a pretty wretched lifestyle, but forging checks from a 
church? I didn’t know if I’d reached that level of moral 

bankruptcy just yet.  
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 Though much of this period of my life is a big 
blur, I remember specifically the internal conflict I had 
about whether or not to write myself a check. I tried to 

play out all of the scenarios that might happen if I got 
caught. I wondered what the pastor and folks would 

say, or if they’d excommunicate me from the fellowship. 
I wondered if they’d press charges and send me to jail. 
Of all the dozens of hypothetical situations I pondered, 

ultimately my thoughts were not so much on if I should 
do it, but whether I could. And after about ten minutes 

of contemplating the matter, I decided that my signature 
looked good enough to pass off as someone else’s. Not to 
be too greedy, I only wrote myself out for a hundred 

bucks. And I think I felt more ashamed of this one than 
when I stole from my own folks, but I’m not sure why.  

 
 The next morning we were awakened to a group of 

gray-haired ladies standing over us as we slept on a 

couple of cushioned chairs that we pushed together. 
Ashley freaked out and pulled the covers around her, 

leaving me sitting there in my socks and boxers with 
these senior citizens gazing at me in horror and 

bewilderment. Apparently, there was a ladies prayer 

meeting that I didn’t know about, and now we’ve been 
found out. I couldn’t gather my stuff together fast 

enough, and I tried not to make eye-contact with any of 

them as I exited the facility. Needless to say, we’d just 
spent our last night at Christian Fellowship Church.   

 
 As weird as that encounter was, the day 
continued to get even more strange. It ended with 

Ashley throwing things at me from her ex-best friend’s 
balcony and me going out to dinner with said ex-best 

friend.  
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CHAPTER 9-  
Exposed (Part II) 

 
 

 I’m having a bit of trouble beginning this chapter 
because, like I said earlier, a lot of the details of these 

particular years sort of faded and blended together, 
making it hard to put into a specific timeframe. And it’s 
hard at times to even recall the real memories from the 

dreams and hallucinations. But I guess I’ll just pick up 
where we left off as best as I can.  

 
 Ashley and I were scrambling to keep from being 
homeless. Her parents had decided to take care of Katie, 

and Jericho was with my folks on a more-or-less 
permanent basis at this point. We had a few dollars on 

us, so we stopped for some fast food and a 
brainstorming session. And in what turned out to be an 
act of grace in disguise, we bump into one of Ashley’s 

high school friends, Rachel.  
 
 Without exaggeration, Rachel must have been one 

of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen. She walked 
up to us as we sat at our booth, and all I remember was 

gazing into those deep pools of hazel eyes, with her silky  
brown hair flowing- almost like in slow motion in those 
cheesy romance movie scenes- and she was smiling in a 

way that made me feel all tingly. At that moment I 
almost regretted the fact that I was with Ashley, or I 

would have embarrassed myself and asked her out in 
some awkward way.  
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 In the midst of my being mesmerized, I nearly 
missed the entire conversation that was taking place 
between Ashley and Rachel. While catching up with one 

another, we learned that Rachel had recently broken up 
with a long-term boyfriend and was staying with her 

older sister in an apartment complex across town. When 
Ashley filled her in on our situation, she invited us to 
come by and hang out at her place that night. So just 

like that, it seemed like our sleeping arrangements had 
been at least temporarily solved yet again.  

 
Not so fast… 
 

***** 
 

 After lunch, we decided to part ways for the 

afternoon. Ashley said that she needed to take Katie to 
see her father, and we both thought that it would be 

best if I weren’t around for that little get-together. She 
also wanted to do some girl time with Rachel. I took this 
opportunity to head over and see Jericho, and maybe 

take him out for a day of father/son fun. I felt like I 
needed to do something, anything, to give the 

appearance of trying to be a good dad. So we went to the 
mall, where he could play on the little rubber indoor 
playground and then do some window shopping.  

 
 There’s something about watching a child that 
brings a person to a deeper understanding of things. I 

sat there watching Jericho run around playing with the 
other kids, and I saw how genuinely happy he was. And 

I realized how unhappy I really was at that moment. I 
didn’t notice this utterly miserable feeling when Ashley 

was around, but here and now as I was pretty much 
alone, I felt it. I didn’t like being too broke to buy my 
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son any of the things he pointed out and wanted. I 

didn’t like that his mom had left me with a gaping hole 
in my heart. I wasn’t comfortable with the fact that I 
couldn’t go to sleep without being intoxicated. And I 

knew deep down that Ashley was simply a distraction, 
but she was a welcome one. So I was glad to have her in 

my life, and I planned to keep her there as long as I 
could.  
 

 Jericho and I shared an ice cream cone and took 
some funny pictures in one of those photo booths before 

leaving the mall. I still have those same pictures today- 
they’re in a frame sitting on my desk right now- and 
each time I look at them I’m reminded of that day when 

I realized how sorry a father I was to him, and am 
encouraged to strive each day to earn my place in his 
life.  

 
 Needless to say, I was feeling pretty crappy when I 

took him back to my mom’s house- an opposite effect 
than what I was aiming for. All I could think about was 
getting back to Ashley, and maybe getting my hands on 

some vodka as well. So I made my way to the apartment 
where Rachel was staying, hoping to meet back up with 
Ashley and spend the night winding down and relaxing, 

pretending that everything was alright. And here’s 
where I was blindsided.  

 
“Roger, I need to talk to you” 
 
 I didn’t have to guess which apartment they were 
staying in, even though I’d never been there before. Just 

as I made a left turn into one of the parking areas, 
Rachel was standing outside walking towards my car, 

and Ashley was up on a second-floor balcony screaming 
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down some of the most ungodly things that I think I’ll 

spare from the pages of this book.  
 
 As it turned out, Rachel went with Ashley to take 

her daughter to see her dad. And at some point during 
the visit, Rachel discovered that Ashley’s version of her 

separation with her husband wasn’t exactly an accurate 
one. As truth would have it, her husband wasn’t the 
violent drunk, Ashley was. Their separation was 

actually a matter of him asking her to seek counseling 
for drug and alcohol addiction. And as far as he knew, 

she had moved in with her parents while going through 
treatment. But in reality, she was with me. And as far 
as I knew, she was staying with her parents when she 

wasn’t with me. The truth, however, was that Ashley 
was going home to spend the night with him, only to 

come back to me the next day. Rachel explained to me 
that Ashley had a history of bipolar disorder, and that 
she had been lying to both me and her husband.  

 
 I’m sure there was a whole lot more that was said 
that I probably should have heard, but I was distracted 

by the flower pot flying past my head. I looked up as 
Ashley flung a shoe in my direction, just in time to 

dodge it.  
 
“Whatcha gonna do? You wanna kick my @**, boy?”  
 
 Ashley was in hysterics, and I probably should 
have been at least a little concerned for my safety. 

Maybe I should have been furious at learning that she’d 
lied about her husband, and was only using me to avoid 

going to rehab. Instead, I found myself more amused 
and amazed than anything. In the months that we’ve 
been together, I never saw her like this. But I guess 

that’s what happens when a person is, well, crazy. So in 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

91 

 

the end I had no reason not to believe what Rachel was 

saying.  
 

 Without responding to Ashley, who was 
continuing to berate me and Rachel (at least there were 
no more projectiles- she must have ran out of stuff to 

throw), I got back in my car to leave. For a few seconds, 
I just sat in the driver’s seat waiting for things to set in, 
but that moment didn’t quite come yet. So I lit a 

cigarette and headed back out toward the highway. It 
was then that I noticed Rachel walking down the 

parking lot away from where we had just been. It only 
made sense that she, too, didn’t want to be where 
Ashley was. She was probably scared of getting pelted 

with a pickle jar or something.  So I pulled over.  
 

“Want to go get something to eat?”  
 
 I found out more about Ashley in that one night 

than in the entirety of our so-called relationship. 
Basically I learned that pretty much everything she’d 
told me about herself and her past was a ginormous lie. 

Well, everything except that her name really was Ashley. 
Apparently, she had made a habit out of hooking up 

with guys and disappearing from her family, as she had 
with me, since the 10th grade. She married her husband 
because he happened to get her pregnant, and that was 

something she couldn’t figure out how to run away 
from. So more or less, our little relationship wasn’t at all 
what I’d come to believe that it was. And if it wasn’t for 

Rachel providing me the distraction of her company, I 
might have allowed myself to feel bad about all of it.  

 
That’ll come later.  
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 As awkward as the circumstances of our initial 

meeting had been, Rachel quickly became one of my 
closest friends during this unstable time of my life. 
While relatively short-lived, I can honestly say upon 

thinking back that I think God used her to draw my 
attention away from what likely would have driven me 

into an utter chaotic mindset of self-destruction. While 
our friendship never became romantic, that isn’t to 
suggest that I’d often hoped that it would be. And to be 

frank about it, the prospect of possibly upgrading our 
friendship into that “something more” status probably 

served as one of the main reasons we ended up 
spending so much time together. Every few days or so, 
I’d pick her up from her job at a local diner and we’d go 

shoot pool or catch a movie. Nevertheless, for several 
months after the break-up, Rachel and I spent a lot of 

time together, just hanging out.  
 
 Rachel was just shy of twenty, and moved in with 

her parents shortly after the big scene with Ashley that 
night. Her dad was a pastor (of all things) and they lived 
in a small parsonage next door to the little country 

church where he preached. And although Rachel wasn’t 
by any means a Mother Theresa type, she wasn’t the 

“steal from the sanctuary” style sinner, either. A few 
times we would be together and I would be drunk or 
high, she didn’t keep quiet about her disapproval of 

such behavior. And it was probably this element that 
kept our relationship from becoming anything more 
than a good friendship.  

 
 I liked hanging out with Rachel, but I also really 

liked getting wasted. And I quickly learned that I 
couldn’t have one with the other. So as this conflict 

naturally balanced itself out, Rachel became less and 
less of a character in the story of my life.  
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***** 
 

“Where have you been, buddy?” 
 
 I had rekindled my association with my friends on 

the Cannon shortly after my breakup with Ashley. Oddly 
enough, Ashley didn’t mesh well with the gang, and 
since there were some additional benefits that came 

with the relationship with her, I had all but cut myself 
off from the guys. But once that was over, I quickly 

plugged back in. And this time, much harder and 
heavier than before.  
 

 I wasn’t simply joining the party these days, I was 
the party. I brought the party, night after night. I 

brought liquor, beer, bongs, uppers and downers- you 
name it, I had it. If the guys thought that I was going 
too far, no one said anything. Because if they weren’t 

participating, they were watching the show. And boy, 
was I putting on a spectacle. Some nights I would pass 

out on the front porch, other nights I’d sleep on the 
kitchen floor or in the chair that I’d been sitting in. 
There were times that I would come to my senses, 

totally unaware of whose house I was in, and I would 
have to call my friends to fill me in on the details of the 
night before and help me get back home.  

 
 I also poured myself heavily into songwriting and 

recording during this period in my life. Because I 
obviously couldn’t’ figure out how to stay intoxicated, I 
used music to try to release some of the mounting 

pressure through a creative means. I wrote songs about 
my failed marriage and family, about God and faith, and 

anything else that I felt needed to come out. But 
everything still seemed so overwhelming. 
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-OVERWHELMING- 
(written 2003) 

 
Try to build a castle,  

with my hands behind my back 
Try to burn at an altar, 

to make up for what I lack 
Want to see an angel, 

To tell me I am special (I am special) 
 

Life is overwhelming, 
And I am overbearing 

And life can take so much… 
 

I crash to the bottom, 
To clarify the mind 

I want to be a dreamer, 
And leave the past behind 
Touched the feet of Jesus 

Told me I am special (I am special) 
 

Life is overwhelming, 
And I am overbearing 

And life can take so much… 

Life is so much 
 

I want to know the answers, 
What am I to be? 

I want to be alive so, 
Say a prayer for me 

I want to swim in the ocean 
Sunshine on my face 
Bleed upon me Jesus 
Make the pain erase 
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  Tim and I were sitting in his kitchen listening to a 
recording of this song one night. I’d just finished a 
rough mix of it, and, like every other demo I’d done, I 

brought it to him for a critique. But unlike most of the 
other songs I’ve recorded up to this point, this song 

spoke from a deep, personal place. It spoke.  
 
 As the song played through the speakers, Tim was 

listening with his eyes closed, drinking in the harmonies 
and the melodies. I, on the other hand, was drinking in 

my second and third screwdriver, smoking a cigarette. I 
was crying, but later blamed it on the smoke in my eyes. 
I hated the feelings that I couldn’t get rid of- the anger 

towards those that have wronged me and abandoned 
me, the guilt of being an obvious failure as a parent, 

husband, and son, and the hopelessness of being 
trapped in an endless cycle of addiction and pain.  
 

 Tim’s family, although not exactly religious, kept a 
large portrait of Jesus on a wall at the kitchen table. It 
was the kind that everybody had back in the seventies, 

the kind where it seemed like his eyes would follow you 
no matter what angle you stood from. Though I knew it 

was there, I never really paid attention to it until that 
night as we listened to my song. While Tim was listening 
as I was drinking, I happened to lock eyes with this 

picture. And for a few minutes, I just looked at it, and I 
started to think about how I used to love Jesus, and 
how I loved to let people know just how much I loved 

him. I remembered singing songs and serving in the 
church. I thought about all the ministry and mission 

trips I went on, and all the Christian stuff I’ve done. And 
then I started thinking about Erica, and how she 
cheated on me. And I thought about that house that by 

now had gone into foreclosure, and how happy we were 
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on the day that we’d moved in. I thought about the 

family that once was and is no more. I thought about 
Jericho, and all my inabilities as a father with no job, no 
house, and no money. And as I looked at that picture of 

Jesus on the wall, and all these thoughts and feelings 
flooded my drunken mind, I hated him.  

 
“Who the hell do you think you are?”  
 

“Huh?” Tim startled, as I screamed again, getting up out 
of my chair. I stood face-to-face with the picture on the 

wall, as if it could fight back, and I vented my 
frustrations at God, blaming him for allowing my life to 
go down the tank.  

 
“What the f*** are you looking at, huh?” 
 
 Tim groaned, as if I’d just crossed some mystical 
line, and that I’d jinxed myself by blaspheming a 

painting of Jesus. But I wasn’t rattled. In my mind, 
Jesus was far, far away from wherever I was.  

 
He’d abandoned me a long time ago.  
 

***** 
 

 A week later was Christmas Eve, and as usual we 

were taking the occasion as a reason to throw a party. 
See, when you’re a depressed alcoholic/drug addict, 

you’re always looking for a reason to get plastered. So 
everyone on the Cannon brought their favorite drinks 
and we gathered at Tim’s house before sundown. 

Needless to say, I don’t really remember the sun ever 
going down. In fact, I don’t remember much of anything 

about the party that night. But the things I do 
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remember, I remember them well. And in all likelihood, 

I’ll never forget.  
 
 I remember all of us migrating over to a neighbor’s 

house and making “PJ’s”, a concoction of several kinds 
of liquor, fresh fruit, and ginger ale. I also remember 

shooting pool with a young teenage boy, and challenging 
him to a wrestling match after he beat me. Most of all, 
though, I remember the wreck. 

 
 Someone, though I don’t remember, told me to go 

back inside when I headed for my car. I said I was just 
going to listen to the radio, but that wasn’t true. I was 
sure, as I had been sure many times before, that I was 

good enough to make it home. So I started the engine 
and peeled out into the street. The Cannon sits on a 
hard curve, one that I’ve navigated at least a thousand 

times before. But when your blood-alcohol levels are 
nearly three times the legal limit, the course can get a 

bit tricky. I didn’t make the turn, and I hit a telephone 
pole head-on at 40 miles an hour. 
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CHAPTER 10-  
Having Nothing 

 
 
 I don’t remember the impact, but I remember 

being pulled out of the car and waiting on the 
ambulance to arrive. As sure as they came, so did the 
police. I was so intoxicated that not only did I fail the 

sobriety test, I couldn’t even answer simple questions 
such as my name and address. I woke up a few times in 

the hospital, where I recall sitting in a waiting room 
where the classic holiday movie A Christmas Story was 

playing on the television. A police officer was sitting 
beside me, and I was in handcuffs. A few moments of 
clarity came and went, and all I could think about was 

how embarrassed my parents were going to be when 
they got word that their boy ruined Christmas by getting 
tossed in the county lockup for DUI.  

 
 I woke up again the next day lying on a Kinder-
mat on a jail cell floor, my head under a wooden bench 
with some other guy sitting right above me. I rolled over 

to my back and looked up at him- a gray-bearded black 
man with only a few teeth and a wide, wrinkled smile- 
looking back down at me with an amused grin on his 

face.  
 
“Mornin! Long night, I guess?”  
 
 I could hardly get to my feet. Everything hurt, like 

I’d been in a… car crash or something. I finally stood 
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up, and started to give myself a check-over. I mostly 

noticed how much my chest and left shoulder hurt. I 
wouldn’t have been surprised if I had some broken ribs, 
either. I walked over to a mirror on the wall above the 

sink and looked at myself. I was relieved to see that my 
nose, ears, and teeth were all still intact. The only 

difference was that I had a small cut on the bridge of my 
nose.  
 

 What time is it? I was searching my brain to try 
and gather my thoughts and figure out what had 

happened and how I got here. At this point all I knew 
was that I’d gotten into a car wreck and was taken to 
the hospital and eventually to jail. I sat down on the 

bench beside the old man, and figured I’d try and strike 
up a conversation to kill some time.  

 
“What are you in for?” Isn’t that what you’re supposed to 
say when meeting somebody behind bars? I don’t know. 

 
 Ray (let’s just call him Ray, because 1) I don’t 

remember his real name, and 2) he somewhat 
resembled Ray Charles, in poverty-form) ended up being 
a real nice guy, and was easy to talk to. I didn’t have to 

tell him too much about myself, which was a good thing, 
because I wasn’t exactly my biggest fan at the moment.  
Come to find out, Ray wasn’t in jail for any particular 

crime, unless being homeless is something worthy of 
conviction. He told me about how he’d become an 

alcoholic after coming home from Vietnam, and his wife 
died of cancer a few years ago. He had two daughters, 
one of whom lives in another state and the other won’t 

allow him to stay with her because of his drinking 
problem. The financial burden left by the death of his 

wife, along with his own personal demons, led him to 
living on the streets and in abandoned buildings for the 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

101 

 

last few months. And for him, being in a warm, dry 

place for Christmas is a blessing- a gift from God.  
 

“God done been good to dis ol’ man, ya’ hear?” Yeah, I 
hear. 
 

 Not that I didn’t understand what he was saying, 
it’s just that I didn’t necessarily want to talk about the 

“goodness of God”, in light of the circumstances. I 
wasn’t too sure that God was all that good anymore. But 
it was nice to have someone there that could convey 

some sort of positive attitude, because I sure couldn’t 
muster up any feelings of hope.  
 

 After a few hours, a guard came and opened up 
our cell, letting us out into an activity room where I was 

able to make a few phone calls. The first call I made was 
to mom, at which point I had an incredibly 
uncomfortable conversation. She didn’t seem to want to 

talk much, but she felt it necessary to let me know that 
it was Christmas morning and the whole family was 

there exchanging gifts and that I was missing it. I asked 
her if she would come and get me out, and she said that 
she’d come whenever she had the time, but that she 

wasn’t going to rush through Christmas morning  just 
because I wanted to drink and drive. The magistrate 
apparently held the same sentiment, as one of the 

guards informed me that he might not be in until later 
this evening, since it was Christmas after all. So for 

now, I was going to accept the fact that I was stuck here 
for a while.  
 

***** 
 

“How about we swing by the bar for a stiff one on the 
way home?”  
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 My dad always had a way of twisting the blade 

and breaking it off. It was just after dinner time, and I’d 
had the pleasure of enjoying mashed up black-eyed 
peas and sugarless grape Kool-Aid in my cell before 

being released to my parents’ custody. Mom wasn’t 
saying much, but my dad wasn’t at a loss for words, 

which was a strange exchange of roles on the ride home. 
Normally, whenever my dad would make a snide remark 
I would be quick to fire back. This time, though, I sat in 

the back seat and took it. I deserved it.  
 

 I had my eyes closed for most of the ride, trying to 
keep my head from exploding. To go along with the 
stiffness in my back and soreness in my shoulder, I had 

a splitting headache- either from the hangover or the 
wreck, I don’t know. So when we came to a stop, I 
assumed that we’d made it home, but we hadn’t. I 

opened my eyes to find that my parents had taken me to 
the garage where the wrecker had towed my car, so that 

I could see for myself what I’d done.  
 
 According to the reports, I’d dropped a cigarette 

and had leaned down to get it as I came to the curve. I 
never slowed down and I wasn’t wearing a seatbelt when 
I went off the road and slammed into a telephone pole 

head-on. The pole snapped, and the top half came down 
on top of the car, and a security camera that was 

attached to the pole fell through the passenger side of 
the windshield. The impact was so hard that I broke the 
steering wheel with my body, and my head shattered the 

driver’s side of the glass.  
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A photo of the car that I totaled on Christmas Eve, 2003 

 
 I walked around the car, looking at all the 
damage. It was hard to imagine that I couldn’t 
remember anything about the wreck itself. Okay, maybe 

not so hard to imagine, considering that I’d apparently 
banged my head pretty good. I was surprised that I 
wasn’t more seriously injured, given the damage done to 

the car. That thought really sunk in as I peered inside 
through the door and saw something that looked like 

part of the engine pushed up into the passenger seat. 
 
“You could be dead right now. Who would raise Jericho 
then?”  
 
 I heard what my mom was saying, but I was 

trying real hard not to let those kinds of thoughts 
process in my mind. All I wanted to do was go home and 
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sleep this pain off. And maybe, like dad said, drink a 

stiff one.  
 

***** 

 
 I hated sobriety. When my mind was clear, I was 

forced to confront the reality that surrounded me. I had 
a lot of time to think during the weeks following the 
accident. I had no job, and no longer a mode of 

transportation to come and go as I pleased. To even 
tighten the noose further, the judge had granted 

probation authority to my mom, who happened to be an 
employee of the court at the time. For the next six 
months, my mother had full and complete power over 

my life. And these were her rules: work, church, and 
home. I couldn’t go anywhere with anyone except mom 
and dad- no exceptions. If I violated any of these 

restrictions, it would be ninety days in jail.  
 

 So there were going to be some real changes in my 
life, needless to say. For starters, I was going to have to 
find a job. Crashing a car and knocking down a 

telephone pole wasn’t exactly cheap. On top of the $998 
fine and six-month suspension of my license, I had to 
pay the difference for the car (yes, I was still making 

payments) after the insurance company paid out their 
part, which left me with about $2,000 in responsibility. 

And before I even thought about getting my license 
back, I had to go to an eight-week substance abuse 
program and secure a special kind of driver’s insurance 

called SR-22. It’s basically a high-liability policy 
designed for folks who have had their license revoked for 

one reason or another. And I couldn’t just sit on this 
and take care of it at my convenience, either; the fine 
itself was due in 60 days.  
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 I don’t remember who told me about the place, or 

who helped me get in, but I got hired on at PFC, a 
brake-press manufacturing plant just a few miles from 

my parents’ house. This was the first “real” job I’d had 
since getting fired from the one my dad helped me land 
a long time ago. It was hard, monotonous, no benefits, 

and was always hot inside the plant, but for some 
reason I really liked it. It might have been largely due to 
the fact that I knew the consequences of not having a 

job that helped me appreciate even the crummiest work. 
I started at PFC within a few weeks of the accident, and 

for the first time in quite a while my day-in-day-out 
became routine instead of random.  
 

***** 
 

 When someone loses their freedom, so-to-speak, 
and they can’t contribute to the relationship anymore, 
they quickly find out who their friends are. After the 

accident, only Rachel came to visit, and that only once. 
She came by to make sure I wasn’t hurt and to find out 

what had happened. When she found out that I was 
drunk, I could tell that she was disappointed. I figured I 
might not see her again after that, and I was pretty 

much right. I didn’t as much as hear from the guys on 
the Cannon, the very ones who were there when it 
happened. I’m sure they knew that I wasn’t dead or 

injured, since they witnessed the whole thing. But I 
thought they’d at least call and check up on their friend. 

But for a long time the only company I had were my 
mom and dad, and my thoughts.  
 

 As far as my thoughts went, I started thinking 
less about the trivial things and more about the 

important stuff. When I was in the police car, I 
remember crying and telling the officer that I’d screwed 
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up big-time and that Erica wasn’t going to let me see my 

son anymore. Until now, I hadn’t really thought much 
about divorce and custody, but I knew in the back of my 
mind that since she’d been the one who cheated and 

abandoned us that I would have the stronger case if it 
ever went to court. But the DUI and crash changed 

everything. I was afraid that she might decide- 
justifiably, I might add- that I was no longer fit to be a 
father and keep Jericho from me. It was amazing to 

realize that what was once taken for granted and not 
even considered to be significant before was now the 

only thing that mattered in my broken life. I’d lost my 
house, my wife, and now my car, and all I wanted was 
to see my son.  

 
 And graciously, a few days after Christmas, Erica 
brought him over. Although she probably could have 

made things extremely difficult for me at that time, she 
didn’t. More or less, she didn’t say much about what 

had happened, but just wanted to give me the chance to 
actually spend some real time with him, which I did. 
This is the only Christmas that I can really recall from 

Jericho’s toddler years. I remember it so well because it 
was the most painful days of my life.  

 
 It was closer to New Year’s Day than Christmas, 
but there we were opening presents in my parents’ living 

room. Mom and Dad always spoiled their only grandson, 
and so he was having a blast tearing into the dozen gifts 
they’d got for him. And finally it was my turn. I brought 

the giant box in from the hallway and got the little guy’s 
attention. He came over and grabbed at the edges and 

got his fingers into a crease in the wrapping paper and 
pulled away at it. Within a minute, he’d opened up the 
box revealing his first-ever “big-boy” bed. It was a tiny 

Spongebob Squarepants toddler bed, an upgrade from 
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the little thing with the safety rails that he’s had since 

he was born. I remember the excitement on his face, 
and how happy he was when we finished assembling it 
and laying the mattress on the frame. He fell asleep on 

it before I even had a chance to put the sheets on.  
 

 I sat there in the living room that morning, after 
all the boxes and paper had been picked up, and after 
all the festivities I just sat on the couch and looked at 

the sleeping boy on the bed in front of me. I thought 
about what I’d become, and how everything I’d done had 

ruined not only my life, but had left him in shambles, 
too. But what was worse, he didn’t even know it yet. His 
ignorance was bliss. I just wished that I could have been 

blissfully ignorant, too. But unfortunately, I was seeing 
it all too clearly these days, and it hurt terribly. So I just 
sat there, watching him sleep while I cried for the both 

of us. 
 

“Do you want to talk to somebody?”  
 
 Mom had come in and sat down beside me, 

holding me like she always had since I was a kid. I 
didn’t say anything, but just kept my head down as she 
put her arms around me. I thought she was inviting me 

to tell her what I was thinking and what I was feeling, 
but she wasn’t. Instead, she told me about her plans for 

me to meet her preacher, Pastor Kerry. He was coming 
to see me tomorrow.  
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CHAPTER 11-  
Gaining Everything 

 
 
But whatever were gains to me I now consider loss for 
the sake of Christ. What is more, I consider everything a 
loss because of the surpassing worth of knowing Christ 
Jesus my Lord, for whose sake I have lost all things. I 
consider them garbage, that I may gain Christ…  
      -Philippians 3:7-8, NIV 

 
 Note to the reader: Up to this point, there hasn’t 

been a great deal of Scripture or much discussion about 
the spiritual nature of my story, and that has been 
intentional. I wanted to share with you my story from 

the perspective of who I was and how I viewed my world 
at that place and time. You see, I believe that in order to 
fully appreciate the sunrise and clear skies, a person 

should first experience the darkest of nights. This 
chapter presents a turning point, where the light begins 

to shine.  
 
“So, what do you want to talk about?”  
 
 I’ll admit, I was kind of surprised at Pastor Kerry 

Ohiser’s approach at what I was expecting to be some 
sort of intervention/invitation to come to Jesus. I was 
expecting more of a direct approach with lots of hellfire 

and brimstone from the energetic Baptist preacher. But 
what I got was more of an informal, casual conversation 

from the middle-aged mushmouth Reverend.  
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 If you’ve never met anyone like pastor Kerry, it’s 

really hard to put him into words. He’s not that great of 
a preacher, but he’s one heck of a pastor. Like many 
pastors I’ve met, Kerry battles daily with adult ADD, but 

on a far greater scale than most. To go with that, he was 
diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease not long after I met 

him. Needless to say, these obstacles made it more and 
more difficult to stand before the congregation and 
deliver a coherent sermon as his ailment progressed. 

But as hard as it was sometimes to understand what he 
was saying, his sincerity and passion was always clear. I 

recognized that fact during our first encounter as we sat 
together in my mom’s living room.  
 

 I’d been dreading his visit since mom told me that 
she’d arranged the meeting, and when the doorbell rang 
I was actually rehearsing my lines in my head. I figured 

he’d go in about repentance, backsliding, and the evil 
snares of this world, or something along those lines. I’d 

heard pretty much every angle imaginable, and I figured 
that I could handle my own if the talk got biblical, even 
though it’s been a while since I’d thought much about 

the Christian walk. But once we sat down and started 
talking, I saw that the conversation wasn’t shaping out 
like I’d expected. Pastor Kerry wasn’t exactly leading, 

but more or less waiting on me to engage.  
 

“Your mom, Kathy, asked me to just come and introduce 
myself and I wanted to let you know that I’m here if you 
wanted somebody to listen.”  
 
 I took that as a test of sorts, so I went ahead and 

shared my generic testimony that I’d patented back in 
my youth-group days. I told him about getting baptized 
when I was little, and how I’d done the mission trip stuff 

and, of course, I had to add on the unfortunate 
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circumstances of Erica’s pregnancy and my public 

confession. I made sure to use that part of the story to 
make myself the poor victim, with Erica bailing out on 
us and everything. I took that, and my inability to cope, 

as the reason for my recent struggles with alcohol and 
drugs.  

 
 I rambled on for a good five minutes, until I 
thought that I’d sold my story well. Then I looked up 

from the floor to check the preacher’s face, to try and 
see if I’d passed or failed. Instead, he just continued 

looking back at me, as if he was thinking, “are you 
done?” He didn’t give me much to work with.  
 

“So what are you going to do now?”  
 
 I don’t get it. I was kind of expecting him, the 
preacher, to come and give me this Bible-list of steps 
that I was supposed to take, or some sort of prayer to 

pray, that would either help my situation or at least 
help me feel better about things. Instead, he was asking 

me what I was planning to do next. What kind of 
counseling was this? Even though Kerry was hard to 
read, what he said next totally transformed my 

perception of the oddball preacher: 
 

“The way I see it, you already know that you’ve made 
some wrong choices, so the last thing I need to do is 
waste time reminding you of it.”  
 
 He explained to me why he wanted me to talk 
first. A long time ago, he said, he’d learned that you can 

save a lot of time in a conversation if you find out what 
the other person knows and where they really need 

help. Oftentimes, a pastor will assume that they need to 
start from square one with everyone they encounter, 
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when in reality that person might already be in a 

completely different place in their lives. He doesn’t want 
to ever find himself “preaching to the choir”, as he put 
it.  

 
 From what I’d told him about my life, pastor Kerry 

figured that I knew what it meant to be a Christian, and 
I knew that my current status wasn’t what God wanted 
for me. I didn’t need someone to explain right and wrong 

to me, I already knew how to determine that on my own. 
What I really needed, according to him, was to find out 

why my life was going one way, when I obviously knew 
that it should be going another.  
 

***** 
 

 It’s true, I’d been doing quite a bit of soul-

searching, if you will, during those few months following 
the accident. I sure had a lot of free time on my hands 

those days. If I wasn’t at my new job, or being dragged 
to church on Sunday mornings, then I was sitting in the 
big, empty upstairs bedroom surrounded by the utter 

silence. I was twenty-two years old, and had all but 
destroyed my life, it seemed. Sure, I know that there 
were people who would trade their lives for mine in a 

heartbeat- I remember visiting the slums in Haiti, where 
children had literally made their dwelling places within 

the mountains of garbage in the landfills. So in a sense 
it was absurd to feel sorry for myself while I had the 
privilege of having a bedroom to throw a pity party in to 

begin with. And I guess that very fact was one of the 
most disturbing things about my whole situation. With 

all of the opportunity, and with everything that I knew 
and had learned about how I should live, I had no 
reason, no excuse, for why I’d let myself end up here. 

The bed that I sat on, the room that I stayed in, wasn’t 
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mine. Aside from the half-dozen shirts and two pairs of 

jeans hanging in the closet, and a few other things that 
could be collected into a single duffle bag, I was all but 
homeless. I had a house once, but it was lost long ago. I 

had a car, but I destroyed it, too. I had a family, but 
now I only saw my son every other week, and I couldn’t 

even take him out to the park without someone helping 
me.  
 

 The more I thought about it, the more I was 
coming to conclude that pastor Kerry was right. This 

was my fault. I had all the knowledge, and every 
opportunity to make the right choices and to do the 
right things, but I let it all fall apart. None of this can 

honestly be blamed on anyone else, except me.  
 

Boy, I could use a drink right about now… 
 
 As much as I didn’t like this new-found clarity 

and honesty, I figured that the best thing to do with it 
was to try and learn from it. I started off with focusing 
on the immediate stuff- paying off these fines so that I 

can work towards getting my license back. Mom and 
dad also pressed me to settle out on what was left on 

the car loan, since they had cosigned on it to begin with. 
So I worked as much as I could to pay everything off as 
quickly as possible. One thing I discovered in all of this 

was that by staying focused on a clear goal, and by 
keeping busy, I didn’t allow myself to dwell so much on 
the stuff that tended to bring me down. I was putting in 

sixty-plus hours a week, every week, without even 
thinking about how much I didn’t really like working. In 

fact, I think I actually found myself enjoying the feeling 
of accomplishing something for a change. It was weird.  
 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

114 

 

 In almost no time, I had earned enough money to 

pay off my fines and penalties, along with the two grand 
that was left outstanding on the car. Just under two 
months, actually. I was proud of myself for the first time 

in a long time, and so were my parents. In fact, they 
were so impressed that they decided that I deserved a 

little reward: dinner and a movie.  
 

***** 

 
 I remember sitting in the living room when one of 

those Christian networks did a “behind-the-scenes” 
feature on Mel Gibson’s The Passion of the Christ. Some 
of the crew members were talking about how they had 

gone to great lengths to bring the gospel narrative back 
to life, with as much historical accuracy as possible, 

even to the point of the actors speaking in the original 
languages. They also wanted to offer a powerful visual 
display of the horror and brutality of the crucifixion, a 

controversial element that served to create such a buzz 
for the theatrical release.  
 

I’ve got to see this. 
 

 Mom was thrilled when I told her that this was 
the movie I wanted to go watch, partially because she 
had been wanting to see it, too. The other obvious 

reason was that she’d been praying for God to do 
something to change my life, and she hoped that this 
would be it. In the back of my mind, I was kind of 

hoping the same thing. When I was younger, I would 
anticipate revivals, youth conferences, and summer 

camp for that very reason. I always needed that spiritual 
“recharge” that I’d get from those experiences in order to 
feel close to God. I would go, get my dance on, have a 

good cry, and then I’d be good for a month or so. But 
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sure enough, I’d come off of that spiritual high and there 

would be no permanent change in my life. So I’d wait for 
the next event to get refilled. Or if that didn’t work- and 

it never did really work for long- I’d try something else to 
try and remind myself that I should be experiencing 
God. I put Christian bumper stickers on my car and 

guitar case. I tried carrying around Scripture verses in 
my pocket for a while, a habit that never stuck. I even 
got tattoos- a more permanent reminder- on my arms 

and hands- hoping that by constantly seeing them I 
might be motivated to avoid some of the things that I 

knew I shouldn’t be doing. But at the end of the day, 
nothing created a lasting change. 
 

 At this point, it had been a really long time since 
my last Holy Ghost “top off”, and I figured that The 
Passion would likely give me that sensation that I 
needed to get back on track and help me feel good about 
my relationship with God again.  

 
I had no idea what would ultimately happen.  

 
***** 

 

 We almost didn’t make it to the movie that night. 
As bad as my memory often is, I can’t forget the drive to 

the theater with my mom. She’s always been a safe and 
cautious driver, but it was almost impossible to avoid 
some kind of accident that night.  It had been snowing 

something fierce all afternoon, and it had just begun to 
ease off when we headed out to see the movie. 
Everything was smooth on the highway, but when she 

pulled into the gas station parking lot we got stuck in 
the slush.  

 
She cussed.  
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 This is probably what seared the memory of the 
drive into my mind, because, for one thing, I can only 
remember my mom swearing two or three times my 

entire life. My reaction, second of all, was both unusual 
and ironic.  

 
“Mom! We’re going to a Jesus movie! Don’t talk like that.”  
 
 I scolded her as if I was in any position to judge 
anyone’s character. Truthfully, though, I was simply 

surprised that she would be so easily set off. I would 
later come to understand that she was just anxious for 
me to go, hoping against hope that God would use the 

film to wake me up. And when we got stuck in the 
parking lot, she started to worry that she’d miss her 
chance. But she wasn’t the only one that was anxious to 

see it.  
 

 After the little finger-wagging episode, I hopped 
out of the car and started to push. To both of our 
surprise, I was able to get us going again fairly easily. 

Either we weren’t as stuck as it seemed, or I was given a 
little extra strength for a short moment in time. 
Whatever the case, we were back on track and made it 

to the movie on time.  
 

 First, let me tell you about the experience. The 
Passion actually opened two days earlier, but it was 

such a hit that they were showing it on three of the 
twelve screens, all of which ended up selling out the 
night we saw it. The parking lot, and obviously the 

theater itself, was well-represented by droves of church 
groups, with vans and busses lined up in a way that 

made me feel like I was at one of those youth 
conferences that I was looking for. Inside, the 
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atmosphere was more like a worship service than a 

Friday night at the movies. With the occasional “amen” 
from the back rows, to the sounds of weeping and crying 
in response to the heart-wrenching scenes of Christ’s 

suffering, was all too familiar to a guy who had sat 
through his share of inspirational, emotionally moving 

presentations. But beyond the experience, there was 
something else far more worth mentioning. Let me now 
tell you about the encounter.  
 
 Early on into the film, I started to get 

uncomfortable with the way things were being 
portrayed. I didn’t like how nasty the Pharisees were 
being, how they were talking to Jesus with so much 

arrogance and hatred. And then they began to spit, I 
mean literally spit, on his face and beat on him. I 

thought it was going a bit too far. Little did I know that 
they were just getting started. A half-hour or so later, 
after Jesus had already had his face rearranged and his 

right eye swollen shut, he was taken out to be scourged. 
I’d seen reenactments of the gospel account of the 

whipping, but in The Passion, the Romans didn’t use a 
horse whip or a long rope, and the end result wasn’t 
simply a few red marks across his shoulders. No, they 

beat him with the flagrum, an instrument of torture 
designed to mutilate the body and remove flesh. And as 

this scene unfolded, I heard the people in the audience 
around me gasping and moaning, and I found myself 

squirming in my seat, wishing that they’d cut to a 
commercial or just stop. I didn’t want to watch 
anymore, but something made me look on, as Jesus 

crumbled in a pool of blood, hands bound to the 
concrete post. I remember watching as the soldiers 
enjoyed their duties, wiping his splattered blood off of 

their arms and faces, laughing as they beat on him. 
Again, I thought to myself, “this is too much; they’re 
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taking it too far.” And then another thought started to 

creep in: That’s me. At that moment my chest started 
getting tight, like someone was pushing down on me, 

and my heart started to beat harder and faster. I found 
myself in the faces of the Pharisees, as they accused 
Jesus, and as they condemned him and cursed him. I 

saw myself as the Roman soldier, laughing hysterically 
as he drew blood from the back of the Savior, enjoying 
such an atrocious act of violence. And as much as I 

hated them as they proudly mocked and murdered 
Christ, I started to hate myself even more.  

 
 I was already in tears by the time of the 
crucifixion scene. I think I was pretty much numb at 

this point, almost trance-like, and I no longer even 
acknowledged that anyone else was in the theater with 

me. I’d come to terms with the purpose of such a 
graphic display of violence. It wasn’t so much for that 
“shock-value”, but more so to stress the ugliness of sin, 

and the price that was needed to pay the penalty for our 
transgressions. I was contemplating this whole thing 
while they all made their way to Golgotha, and it all 

came together at the very moment they began to nail his 
hands and feet to the wood. I remember his face, the 

pain and sadness as he cried, “they don’t know… they 
don’t know.” But the thing was, like the preacher said, I 

did know.  
 
 I knew what I was doing when I watched that 

porn, and when I was having sex while skipping school. 
I was fully aware that it was wrong when I was getting 

drunk and high and everything else. I’d gone to church, 
read the stories, and heard all the sermons that made it 
very clear that the things I’d done and the life I’d been 

living was the very thing that sent Jesus to the cross. 
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And although I knew all of these things, I also knew 

something else- I knew that I never cared.  
 
“The helper will come, who reveals the truth about God, 
and who comes from the Father.”  
 
 This was said during a flashback scene, when 
Jesus was washing the disciples’ feet in the upper room. 
I recalled that this was from the Gospel of John, where 

Jesus shares about the Holy Spirit. I knew that it said, 
“And when he comes, he will convict the world 

concerning sin and righteousness and judgment” (John 
16:8, ESV). I started to understand something in that 
moment, and it shook me to the core. All my life I was 

trying to convince myself, and not just everyone around 
me, that I was saved. I tried to perform well enough to 

make myself comfortable in my relationship with God. 
But as I watched the suffering, the agony of the death of 
Jesus, I was forced to confront the ugliness of my own 

sin, and I began to realize that, although I’d had 
“experiences” with God, I’d never truly had an encounter 
with him.  

 
 That discourse in the upper room kept eating 

away at me, until it dawned on me what Jesus was 
saying about the Holy Spirit. He said that he would 
come to be with, and in his followers, and that this 

guiding presence would be proof that they were in fact 
his followers. But even more, he said that the Holy 

Spirit would convict of sin, righteousness, and 
judgment. And while I sat there watching Jesus as he 
was being raised up to hang on the cross, I came to 

realize that in all of my sin, I never felt conviction. Yes, I 
felt guilty for getting caught, and I felt bad about the 

consequences, and I knew intellectually that what I did 
was wrong, but I never felt convicted, spiritually, of the 
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sin of breaking God’s law. And it was at that moment 

that I understood that I was lost, and that I needed to be 
born again.  

 
Godly sorrow brings repentance that leads to salvation 
and leaves no regret, but worldly sorrow brings death. 
     - 2 Corinthians 7:10, NIV 
 
 I can’t fully express the exact feelings or emotions 

at the moment that I believed, and the attempts that I 
will make throughout the remainder of this book are 

still insufficient, although I’ve grown in my own 
understanding over the last decade. But I know that in 
the instant it all clicked, when my eyes were opened for 

the first time to finally see myself for who I really was, in 
contrast to the absolute holiness of God, I felt so weak, 

so small, and so hideous. I realized how shallow all of 
my pitiful attempts to impress God with my song-and-
dance performances were, and that there was nothing at 

all that I could ever do to earn His love and forgiveness. 
I felt all of the weight of my own sin, and at the same 
time I felt a tremendous sense of love, because I knew 

that although there was nothing that I could do, there 
was nothing that I needed to do. God, in His great grace, 

decided that for some mysterious reason that can only 
be explained in that word- grace- chose to take my sin 

upon Himself in His Son and in exchange give me a new 
life. 
 

 You can believe it or not, but somehow all of that 
(and probably more) all rushed through my mind in a 

matter of a few minutes. Although I’ve heard it preached 
before, and I’ve seen it portrayed a dozen ways, I never 
truly understood or grasped the gospel like I did that 

night. And on Friday, February 27th, 2004, at 8:45pm I 
prayed the shortest, yet most important, prayer of my 
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life, because it was all I could get out through the 

trembling lips and the tears: 
 
 

“Jesus.” 
 
 

***** 
 

An invitation to the reader:  
 

 If you’re reading this book, and at this point 
you’ve realized that you- like I’ve just shared in this 
chapter- have been playing games with God and have 

lived with a false faith, then please allow me to 
challenge you to examine your heart in light of some of 
these passages of Scripture: 

 
The acts of the flesh are obvious: sexual immorality, 
impurity and debauchery; idolatry and witchcraft; 
hatred, discord, jealousy, fits of rage, selfish ambition, 
dissensions, factions and envy; drunkenness, orgies, and 
the like. I warn you, as I did before, that those who live 
like this will not inherit the kingdom of God. 
               -Galatians 5:19-21 

 
This is the message we have heard from him and declare 
to you: God is light; in him there is no darkness at all. If 
we claim to have fellowship with him and yet walk in the 
darkness, we lie and do not live out the truth. 
                -1 John 1:5-6 
 
What shall we say, then? Shall we go on sinning so that 
grace may increase? By no means! We are those who 
have died to sin; how can we live in it any longer? 
              -Romans 6:1-2 
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As for you, you were dead in your transgressions and 
sins, in which you used to live when you followed the 
ways of this world and of the ruler of the kingdom of the 
air, the spirit who is now at work in those who are 
disobedient. All of us also lived among them at one time, 
gratifying the cravings of our flesh[a] and following its 
desires and thoughts. Like the rest, we were by nature 
deserving of wrath. But because of his great love for us, 
God, who is rich in mercy, made us alive with Christ even 
when we were dead in transgressions—it is by grace you 
have been saved. 
          -Ephesians 2:1-5 
 
 True salvation, as opposed to false-conversion, is 
evidenced by a transformed life. The Bible teaches that 
those who are in Christ are “born of God”, indwelled by 

His Spirit, and no longer conform to the pattern of this 
world.  

 
 How, then, can you be saved? By putting away 
the bad habits and creating new ones? No! We are not 

saved by “works”- or our attempts to earn God’s favor by 
good deeds- but by God’s grace and our faith in the 
finished work of Christ (Eph. 2:8-9). If you’re being 

convicted of your sin, recognizing God’s holiness and 
your inadequacy in His presence, then be sure that His 

Spirit is calling you to repent and believe the Gospel. 
Confess your sin, acknowledge Christ as Lord, and the 
Bible promises that you will be saved (Romans 10:9-13). 
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CHAPTER 12- 

Like a Child 
 
 

Like newborn babies, crave pure spiritual milk, so that by 
it you may grow up in your salvation, now that you have 
tasted that the Lord is good. 
     1 Peter 2:2-3, NIV 
 
 The drive home was quiet, at least in the car, 

anyway. But inside my head, quite a conversation was 
taking place. I sat out on the back patio for hours that 

night, smoking cigarettes and thinking about this new 
reality that had just been revealed to me. If you’ve ever 
seen the first Matrix movie, you can grasp what I’m 

talking about. I felt a lot like Keanu Reaves’ character, 
Neo, when they showed him that the life he’d been living 

was all fake, and that the real world was more-or-less 
hiding in the background.  
 

 I was on the brink of a full-blown depression, but 
at the same time I was experiencing the greatest sense 
of elation. It was like a spiritual bi-polar thing 

happening inside of me. On one hand, I was thrilled to 
know that God was working in my life, and that my sin 

had been erased. But the sin itself- the way I had lived 
and the things that I had done- all of this was still 
weighing on me, now that I understood how disgusting 

it all was. For days I struggled with who I had been, and 
I had to keep reassuring myself that even though I 

remembered it and regretted it, God had forgiven it and 
forgotten it. I was also pretty sure that if I had trouble 
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forgetting who I was and what I’d done, there would be 

others that wouldn’t so quickly forget, either.  
 
 For so much of my life from the time I was a kid, 

I’d called myself a Christian all while I was living for self 
and loving my sin. People witnessed my hypocrisy, they 

watched me get baptized in one church and walk 
around with a pregnant girlfriend in another, and come 
in and play in the praise band reeking of marijuana and 

alcohol in yet another. And now, here I was with a 
genuine transformation, and I was sure that no one 

would believe it, since I’d already cried wolf so many 
times before.  
 

 Then again, this time was different. Because this 
time, it wasn’t about putting on a show for those 

watching, or trying to trick someone into thinking my 
motives were honest so that they wouldn’t see the secret 
sin I’d committed. It was about Christ, and the grace 

given to me by opening my eyes and my heart and 
bringing me to a place of repentance, forgiving me of my 
past and promising me a future glory with him in 

heaven. And because of this truth, I honestly didn’t 
concern myself with whether anyone would believe in 

me; the only thing that mattered was that now I truly 
believed in Christ.  
 

***** 
 

 

 The Sunday after my encounter with the Lord, I 
couldn’t wait to go to church. This was the first time I 

can actually remember being excited to attend a service 
that I wasn’t scheduled to participate in. I wasn’t 

singing or speaking, so it had nothing to do with me. I 
was just ready to worship.  
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 During the sermon, I was hanging on every word 
pastor Kerry had to say. I’d heard tons of sermons, and I 
remember a lot of them. But now I was actually hungry 

to learn something new and exciting about God, and 
how I could know Him more and serve Him better. I 

listened as he preached from Matthew 10, where Jesus 
is talking about confessing Him before men. Kerry 
emphasized the fact that, if we truly call ourselves 

Christians, then our confession should be public. 
Believers cannot share their faith if they keep their 

relationship with Jesus a private matter.  
 
I wanted to jump out of my seat.  
 
 Ironically, this Sunday was also a baptism service 

for a few folks that had recently been saved. At the 
invitation when people were invited to come to the altar, 
I went up to pastor Kerry and told him that I wanted to 

be baptized, too. I didn’t care that I didn’t bring a 
change of clothes, I told him that I’d go home wet if I 
had to. I wanted to publically confess that I was 

following Jesus. Thankfully, he didn’t discourage me, 
but in fact shared in the excitement of my new-found 

faith.  
 
 I was baptized that afternoon, to the 

disappointment of some of my other family members. 
Not because I got baptized, but because of the 
impromptu nature of it all, no one else got to be there to 

see it but my mom. As it would turn out, mom wasn’t 
the only one praying for me- I had a great number of 

faithful, believing family members and their friends 
going to God on my behalf, asking Him to rescue me 
from myself. So when He did, they were all happy and 

ready to encourage me in this new life.  
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 My big brother, Bobby, was one of the first to talk 
to me. While I’d gone off and made a mess of things, 
he’d since gotten married to a good, Christian woman, 

and was on his way to graduate from seminary. They 
had successful careers and their own house- basically 

everything that I could have had if I’d done the right 
thing.  
 

“What’s wrong?”  
 
 He came upstairs after Sunday lunch to find me 
alone and crying. I’m sure he was surprised to see me in 
anything less than a joyful state after just celebrating 

my salvation. And he was right, I had so much to be 
thankful for, because I had been redeemed and given 
such a wonderful gift in the forgiveness of sin; yet I was 

also grieving the fact that I had also lost so much 
because of my sin. Not an hour earlier, I sat around the 

table with my family and watched as Bobby enjoyed 
lunch with his wife and their newborn daughter, and I 
started thinking about Erica. I wondered what might 

have been different if I had been a more loving, 
honorable husband. Would she have still left us? Would 
we still have been together, and happy?  

 
“Maybe God has a plan for all of this.” 
 
 I sure hoped so. Since I had literally “jumped in” 
that Sunday to be baptized, I didn’t go through the 

standard formalities of attending the new believer’s 
classes. So for a number of weeks after, I would meet 

with pastor Kerry to talk about the basics of the faith 
and how to live as a committed follower of Jesus. One of 
the first things to come up was my separation from 

Erica (we had been separated for almost two years, but 
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had not yet discussed divorce). He told me that 

Scripture teaches that God is in the business of 
reconciliation, and that I should pray for and seek to be 
reunited with my wife. Indeed I wanted my family 

together again, and above all I wanted to honor God 
with my life.  

 
 I called her one evening and asked her if she’d like 
to take Jericho to the movies together. He loved Spider 
Man, and it happened to be playing at the theater 
around that time. She agreed, and so she picked us up 

and we ended up talking the whole time through the 
movie. I told her all about coming to know Christ for 
real, and how God had totally transformed my heart and 
mind. She listened, but I can’t tell you whether or not 
she believed me. If anyone had the right to skepticism, it 

would be her. She knew me better than anyone back 
then, and she’d seen the fakeness of my religion on 

display more times than can be counted. But I told her 
anyway. What’s more, I offered to let me prove my 
sincerity to her by giving our marriage another chance, 

allowing me to be the husband that I was always 
supposed to be but never could be because I didn’t have 
God’s strength and Spirit to guide me.  

 
“We’ll see.” 
 
 Though she didn’t fully dismiss the idea of getting 
back together, she didn’t seem too enthusiastic about 

the notion, either. We eventually did begin to take small 
steps toward rebuilding some sort of relationship. After 

that day at the movies, we started talking on the phone 
more often, having long conversations about nothing at 
all. Those casual talks soon became serious discussions 

about why we’d split up and how we both wanted to give 
it another shot.  
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 I was thrilled. I praised God for what I thought 
was Him working a miracle by reuniting my broken 
family. Erica said that she’d missed me and realized 

that there was no one else for her besides me, and that 
she wanted to start over. So that night we went out for 

dinner and had a wonderful time celebrating a “renewal” 
of sorts.  
 

 The next morning, though, I received a bitter slap 
in the face in the form of a boyfriend that Erica said she 

didn’t have. I’d been carpooling to work with a Christian 
co-worker, Mark, and after I told him about what was 
happening between us, he was eager to help me 

continue to nurture our reunion. One morning, he 
agreed to take me by her house so that I could surprise 
her with breakfast (Erica was a sucker for Hardee’s 

biscuits). I’d planned on using the key she’d recently 
given me to let myself in and present her with breakfast 

in bed. When I walked in and turned the light on, I was 
greeted instead by Johnnie, who by the looks of things, 
had been there all night, seeing as how I’d just woken 

him up. 
 
 My first instinct was to confront him with 

violence, but I was quick to realize that he was just as 
startled to see me as I was to see him. And by the looks 

on Erica’s face, she knew that she’d been caught. 
Instead, I quietly turned around, turned off the light, 
and let myself back out, leaving the key on the kitchen 

table.  
 

Reconciliation, I decided, wasn’t going to happen. 
 
 A few days later, while I shared all of this with 

pastor Kerry in our meeting, I was totally crushed. And 
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to be honest, I wasn’t agonizing so much over the fact 

that Erica had built me up only to let me down again. It 
was more the thought that I felt like God would be 
disappointed in a believer with a failed marriage. After 

all, God hates divorce. I was starting to think that 
preacher Jerry was right when he told me way back 

when that God could never use me the way He’d 
wanted.  
 

 The whole time while I was talking, I noticed 
pastor Kerry hovering over the Bible that was always 

open on his desk, and he was flipping through the 
pages, searching for something. Eventually, he stopped 
at a place and put his finger down on a passage and 

waited for me to finish my self-deprecating monologue.  
 

“Read this, and tell me what it means.” It was from 1 
Corinthians 7:  
 

To the rest I say this (I, not the Lord): If any brother has a 
wife who is not a believer and she is willing to live with 
him, he must not divorce her. And if a woman has a 
husband who is not a believer and he is willing to live 
with her, she must not divorce him. For the unbelieving 
husband has been sanctified through his wife, and the 
unbelieving wife has been sanctified through her 
believing husband. Otherwise your children would be 
unclean, but as it is, they are holy. But if the unbeliever 
leaves, let it be so. The brother or the sister is not bound 
in such circumstances; God has called us to live in 
peace.  
    -1 Corinthians 7:12-15, NIV 

 I looked over those verses, and then I looked back 
at Kerry, and he just smiled at me knowing that I got 
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the message. Jerry was wrong. I was wrong, too, for 

thinking that God was somehow bound by my mistakes, 
and unable to use me because of my past. And what’s 
more, I cannot hold myself accountable, nor should I 

expect my Father to condemn me for the choices of 
another. I sought to honor my Lord by returning to my 

wife, but she ultimately turned me away. I had to accept 
that; and through the encouragement of pastor Kerry 
and the words of Scripture, I was eventually able to be 

okay with it, too.  

***** 

 God really impressed on me the truth of being a 
new creation in Christ. The closer I drew to Him, the 

further I distanced myself from my old habits and old 
attitude. There were some areas where I could see an 
almost “immediate” change. For one, I noticed that my 

impulsive desire for drugs and alcohol were totally gone. 
I had no craving for the stuff, and that in itself was a big 

deal. For the first time in forever, I confronted life with 
clear eyes and a sober mind. I didn’t need to be afraid, 
ashamed, or defeated anymore, because I genuinely 

believed that God was there with me and that He would 
make good out of all the bad if I trusted Him.  

 Along with this, I felt compelled to confront my 

past and, if possible, right some wrongs that I’ve done in 
my life before Christ. Sort of like Zacchaeus, after he 
had encountered the Savior, he went out to clean up 

some of the messes he’d made in his past. And for me, it 
wasn’t about trying to impress people or to prove 
anything to God or man, because I knew that God 

would love me no more or less because of any deed that 
I could do. It was rather a natural response of my 
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salvation, an act of gratitude for what God had done for 

me in granting grace to this sinful man.  

 I’d already found that reconciling with Erica was 
an impossibility, as was the case with mending fences 
with a number of people that I had burned bridges with. 

Only a few of the folks that I was able to track down 
were willing to hear me out as I asked for their 

forgiveness. But although I couldn’t force anyone to 
forgive me, it didn’t prevent me from seeking them out 
and offering an apology.  

 Another thing I sought to do was to reimburse or 

return the things that I’d stolen from people. A few 
weeks or so after being baptized, I went to Christian 

Fellowship Church- where I had forged a check for 
myself- and I returned the money in the form of a tithe 
and offering. The elders and pastor expressed their 

thankfulness and acceptance by not pressing charges; 
they only requested that I not return to their church.  

 Fortunately, my parents were more than 

embracing and supporting of the changes God was 
making in my heart. Though a lot of the things I’d stolen 
from them over the course of my darker days were gone, 

I started making an effort to pay back what I’d taken. 
And in a way, I still am.  

***** 

“I’m sorry, I can’t say that.” 

 I couldn’t say it because I didn’t believe it. It 

simply wasn’t true. As I sat in the circle of other drug 
and alcohol offenders, Mrs. Sexton led the class in a 

lesson explaining to us the importance of understanding 
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that, “Recovering alcoholics are always recovering, but 
they will always be alcoholics.” I strongly disagreed.  

 Mrs. Sexton then began to try and explain the 
theory to me. She said that a person who has been 

overcome with substance abuse will always be 
susceptible to the desire for drugs and alcohol. 
Therefore, it is important for him or her to remember 

that they are always  in recovery, and not to let 
themselves think that they’ve completely recovered or 

else let their guard down and allow themselves to 
stumble.  

 But I wouldn’t confess to something that I didn’t 

believe. I believed that I was set free, and that I was a 
new creation. I didn’t accept the idea that I was both a 
new creature in Christ, as well as the old, wretched 

person that died and was buried with him. I didn’t want 
to suggest that I was still the filthy, vile sinner still 

controlled by the flesh when Scripture testified that 
those who believe are controlled by the Spirit, and not 
the flesh. I am not a recovering alcoholic; I am free. This 

was the position and stance that I took, and I explained 
it as such to Mrs. Sexton. And since I refused to 

embrace one of the program’s most important tenants, I 
was sure that I wouldn’t be given the credits I needed to 

reinstate my driving privileges. To my surprise, though, 
she gave me full credit for attendance and participation, 
completing the requirements in order to go get my 

license back. But before we left that night, Mrs. Sexton 
pulled me to the side to let me know that she did, in 
fact, understand my position, and personally agreed a 

hundred percent with what I was saying about being a 
new creation. She even whispered a quiet “amen” as she 

bid me farewell.  
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***** 

 It only took me three attempts to get my driver’s 

license back. Apparently, even when you struggle and 
study so hard to achieve something (like getting your 
license for the first time), you begin to relax and forget 

many of the necessary rules gradually over time. So for 
me, it was harder to get them back than it was when I 

got them for the first time. Either way, I was on the road 
again, and this last painful chapter was beginning to 
close. Pastor Kerry graciously sold me a decent vehicle 

to help me begin to regain a little independence. It was a 
1996 Pontiac Grand Am that belonged to his oldest son 

who had gone all camo and bought himself a pickup 
truck. I was pleased to have it, and I quickly began to 
make the most of the opportunity by going out and 

looking for a better paying, potentially career-building 
job than the one I had at the brake press plant. I found 
one, going in as an entry-level machine operator for a 

major outdoor lawn equipment manufacturer. I could 
hardly believe that God would bless me with such a 

well-paying job, considering my lack of experience and 
recent legal troubles. Then again, that’s kind of God’s 
thing- giving people more than they deserve just 

because He can.  

 It was ten months after the wreck that I got my 
license back, and a month later Jericho and I found a 

little place of our own and moved out of my parents’ 
house. It was a time of great celebration for us. A real-
life new beginning. God allowed me to whittle away to 

almost nothing, and now it seemed that He was 
restoring me little by little. He’d given me a great job, a 

nice apartment and a car. More importantly, though, 
He’d now given me a sound mind and a grateful heart so 
that I would no longer take these blessings for granted.  
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 That first night after moving into that little one-

bedroom apartment in the middle of town, I sat quietly 
and looked around, reflecting on where I was and how 
far God had brought me. I was so thankful, but 

somehow still a bit empty. I was lonely. Although God 
saw fit to give me back so much of what I’d either lost or 

given up, I realized that for some reason He left me 
without a family. I didn’t like it, but I was willing to try 
my best to accept it and be content.  

 The following Sunday (or it might have been a few 
Sundays later, I can’t remember), I was scheduled to 
sing a solo during the worship service. Obviously, doing 

things like this took on a whole different meaning than 
it used to. I wasn’t performing for people anymore, I was 
worshipping the Father now. I’d decided to sing a song 

that was familiar, but very personal for me- because it 
happened to be the first song I sang as a new believer- I 
Bowed on My Knees and Cried ‘Holy’, by Brooklyn 
Tabernacle Choir. It was one of those songs that was 

very hard to sing without passion, so I loved to do it.  

 She loved it, too. And according to her, it’s still 
her favorite song that I sing at church, even after almost 
ten years. She’s heard me sing a lot of songs since that 

Sunday, when she came up to me after the service and 
encouraged me by saying that I did a good job. I didn’t 

think much of it then, but for some reason she caught 
my attention when, after thanking me for singing that 
morning, she turned around and gave me her name 

before walking off: 

“I’m Adina, by the way.”  
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CHAPTER 13-  

Adina 
 

“Quit staring!” 
 
 Mom noticed that I kept looking back from my 

pew every few minutes, and I was becoming a 
distraction.  
 

“She’s so pretty, ain’t she?”  
 
 Yes, she was. Adina was always dressed nice, and 
had the most beautiful dark, curly hair that went 
perfectly with her big, Disney-like green eyes. And I 

wasn’t trying to sneak a peek at her during the Sunday 
service- I actually wanted her to see me looking. 
Because when she did, she’d look back at me and give 

me the most gorgeous, electrifying smile that captured 
my fascination in the first place.  

 
 It was a few weeks before the church’s annual 
Valentine’s Banquet, and every guy purchased a single 

rose from one of the youth to give to their “special 
someone” as an invitation to join them for a meal on 

Valentine’s Day. Even though it was customary for the 
man to ask the lady out, Adina seemed to have never 
read the memo on etiquette.  

 
She asked me out.  
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 Even as I write this chapter, I’m already imagining 
the conversation she and I will have about this: She’s 
going to tell me that it wasn’t because she wanted to go 

out with me, but rather that she just wanted to go to the 
banquet and didn’t want to go alone; and seeing as how 

I was a single parent, she figured I would probably like a 
night out as well. I will, in turn, argue that she asked 
me out because she liked me, and that she was the one 

who made sure I knew her name when she introduced 
herself to me after my song that Sunday… and it goes on 
and on… 
 
 Either way, she and I went together to the 

banquet, and that spelled the beginning of what is now 
a decade-long relationship, and we’re soon to celebrate 

our ninth wedding anniversary in less than two months. 
But I can’t simply jump from the first date to the 
present-day without sharing a few important notes 

along the way.  
 

***** 
 

 It wasn’t the banquet that first brought Adina and 

I together- it was our kids. A single parent herself, 
Adina’s son Stephen was in the same Sunday school 
class as Jericho. They made friends right away, and 

Adina had mentioned the possibility of putting together 
a play date for the boys sometime. Funny thing was, she 

was talking to my mom about setting one up, because 
she assumed that Jericho was her son, and my brother. 
According to her, I looked more like a youth than a dad, 

and the only thing that gave her the indication that I 
was at least eighteen was the tattoos. Since I worked 

with the youth, I was always seen sitting and hanging 
out with the teenagers, while Jericho was with my mom. 
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So Adina was surprised to learn that I was actually his 

father and not his sibling. It was then that she 
suggested we go to the banquet together, since we 
seemed to have at least one thing in common.  

 
 But that night almost never happened. The 

Monday after agreeing to go together, Adina called in an 
attempt to back out on our date. I don’t remember the 
excuses she tried to give, I just remember how I took 

over the conversation and ended up making plans for 
her and Stephen to join me and Jericho for dinner at my 

apartment that night instead. I made steaks and 
potatoes (who would’ve said no, right?), and we had the 
opportunity to really break the ice and get to know one 

another better before the banquet that weekend. I 
learned that although we’d never met before, our paths 
had come strangely close to crossing many times in our 

lives. Adina was the oldest of three, and even though I 
knew her siblings, I’d never met her. I’d gone to school 

with her younger sister, Kristen, and had actually hung 
out in the same circles as her middle brother Ronnie. 
Her grandparents spent most of their lives on the 

Cannon, not far from where I grew up, too.  
 
 She also told me about Stephen and how she 

came to be a single mom. Unlike my story, she wasn’t 
coming out of a long, involved relationship. In fact, she 

had barely just met Stephen’s father before they got 
together and became pregnant. She talked about her 
past, and how relationships have never been very good 

to her. Frankly, she all but gave up on believing that 
God wanted her to have a man. After being the victim of 

several abusers and a handful of heartbreaks, she 
began to limit herself to mere casual encounters, which 
ultimately led to Stephen. So from the start, I knew that 

it would be a challenge for this to develop into anything 
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more than a simple friendship, but I was willing to give 

it a shot. The fact that she had even brought Stephen 
along was a huge risk in her mind, since she’d promised 
herself never to expose him to any guys, not wanting 

him to get confused or attached to someone that 
probably wouldn’t be around very long.  

 
 Nonetheless, our first date came and went, and 
our friendship continued on. Several weeks passed and 

we’d spent more and more time together. Neither one of 
us knew where this was going- all we knew was that we 

truly enjoyed each other’s company. And one day, out of 
the blue, a thought came to me. To this day, I still 
believe that it was none other than God Himself talking 

to me.  
 

“This is your wife. Marry her.” 
 
 Okay, so I didn’t exactly hear it like that, but the 

point came across the same. I’d been in a time of prayer 
and devotion earlier that morning, and I remembered 
talking to God about Adina, asking Him if she was the 

one. I didn’t hear or feel anything in particular that 
morning, but later on that same day as I was in town 

running some errands, I somehow found myself in a 
jewelry store looking at rings.  
 

“Looking to buy something for someone special?”  
 

I guess so. 
 
 This was crazy, I thought. We’d only known each 

other for a few months, and were only dating for a 
couple of weeks. We hadn’t even sat down and talked 

about whether we were calling ourselves a couple yet. 
But here I was, almost compelled against my better 
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judgment, about to buy her an engagement ring! I didn’t 

even know for sure if I wanted to marry again, or if 
Adina was right for me. But for some reason, here I was 
picking out this little diamond and heading back to my 

apartment to propose. At least, I figured that I would 
find out where we were going in our relationship. We’d 

either get married or go our separate ways without 
wasting any more time.  
 

 Let me take this opportunity to offer a little 
disclaimer to the reader: This is not a typical 

circumstance, and I do not recommend that any of you 
guys go out there and propose to your girlfriend after 
only a month of dating, telling them that God spoke to 

you. I sincerely believe that this was particular only for 
my situation, and even then I wasn’t positive that He’d 

spoken to me. For all I knew, my mind and emotions 
might have been playing tricks on me. It wasn’t until 
after everything went down that I was sure that it was 

Him after all.  
 
 That same evening Adina and Stephen had come 

over for dinner and a movie. I had shoved the ring box 
down in between the couch cushions, honestly hoping 

that she would accidentally find it somewhere along the 
way so that I wouldn’t have to muster up the courage to 
come straight out with it. But she never found it, so I 

then went and put it in the silverware drawer, where I 
was sure that she’d eventually find it. When she did, 
she turned to me with a more-confused-than-stunned 

look on her face and simply asked me what it was.  
 

“It’s for you.” 
 
 She opened the box to see that it wasn’t just a 

pair of earrings or anything that can be passed off as 
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something you would get as an ordinary gift. As she 

examined the ring, I was searching her face to try and 
figure out what she might say or do next.  
 

“Uh, Roger? Does this mean something?”  
 
 I wasn’t sure if I should keep going down this 
road, or if I should change course and say that it was 
one of those “just because” kinds of presents. But I’d 

already set myself a trap in the event that I tried to 
chicken out. We were standing in the kitchen at this 

time, and my computer monitor sat on the counter, 
which happened to be directly behind me. I’d set the 
screen saver to scroll the words, “ADINA, WILL YOU 

MARRY ME?” So when she asked her question, I didn’t 
have to find the nerve to say anything. All I had to do 
was step aside and let her read.  

 
 Suddenly, she almost lunged toward me and 

threw her arms around my neck and started crying. 
Somewhere between the gasping and through her face 
pressed into my shoulder I could make out the answer, 

“Yes!” And it was at that moment, I can still feel it today 
as I think back, that God supernaturally injected me 

with a deep, sincere love for her in a way that I had 
never felt for any other woman in my life. As we stood 
there for just a few more seconds embracing one 

another, I told her for the first time that I loved her, and 
she said it, too.  
 

“Hold on…”  
 
 Adina backed away and wiped the tears from her 
face, almost like she was trying to reel herself back into 
reality. She didn’t want to let someone build her hopes 

up, she didn’t want to allow me to get close enough that 
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I could hurt her. No doubt she liked me, even loved me- 

but somewhere inside her she was convinced that I 
couldn’t love her like I said I did. And after taking me by 
the hand and leading me back to the couch where she 

sat me down, she tried to build a case that explained 
why she wasn’t marriage material.  

 
 She told me about how, up until the last few 
months, she had been an alcoholic. She also told me 

about the numerous one-night stands she’d had and 
how she had earned a not-so-flattering reputation 

around town. She warned me of her past mental and 
emotional issues that she struggled with- about how she 
was once diagnosed with depression and PTSD because 

her father used to beat her whenever he’d get drunk and 
violent. She continued on and on, building her own case 
to prove that she wasn’t worth my time until I finally 

took her by the hand and, as gently as possible, told her 
to shut up.  
 
“I don’t care about your past, Adina.”  
 
“What do you mean?”, she looked back at me, genuinely 
surprised by my response.  

 
“I don’t care about who you were, because that isn’t who 
you are. You’re not the only one with a past that you 
regret. I’ve done some shameful things, too. But if God 
can forgive me and love me anyway, then who am I to 
judge anyone for who they’ve been or what they’ve 
done?”  
 
 I discovered a lot about Adina in that moment. 
And I’m not talking about the things she told me about 

her dirty past, but that she’d never had someone show 
her an example of God’s grace and unconditional love. It 
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was no surprise, then, that she was so hesitant to allow 

herself to be open and vulnerable to anyone, since 
everyone in her life measured her worth by the choices 
she’s made. So it was hard at first for her to process and 

accept the fact that I loved her regardless. But it was 
okay, because she would have a lifetime to figure it out.  
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CHAPTER 14-  

Lessons Learned 
 
 

And have you completely forgotten this word of 
encouragement that addresses you as a father addresses 
his son? It says, “My son, do not make light of the Lord’s 
discipline, and do not lose heart when he rebukes you, 
because the Lord disciplines the one he loves, and he 
chastens everyone he accepts as his son.” … No 
discipline seems pleasant at the time, but painful. Later 
on, however, it produces a harvest of righteousness and 
peace for those who have been trained by it. 
    -Hebrews 12:5-6, 11, NIV 
 

 Adina and I met at Hillcrest almost a year to the 
day of coming to know Christ and being baptized. And 

by this time I was deeply involved in the ministry of the 
church. I had started a contemporary praise team, 
leading worship at least twice a month. I was working in 

the student ministry and teaching the youth on 
Wednesday nights. I had also been asked to serve as a 
Sunday School teacher to first and second graders. 

Although it was an unusually large amount of 
responsibility for a relatively new Christian, I was more 

than willing to take it on. Nothing made me happier 
than to serve Christ and His church.  
 

 The folks at Hillcrest were aware of my divorce 
with Erica. In fact, it was this community of believers 
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that supported me through that tough time. So one 

could imagine how happy everyone was when God 
brought Adina into my life. Better yet, they were happy 
for the both of us. Two struggling, single parents coming 

together as one family with God as their foundation- 
what better reason to celebrate?  

 
***** 

 

“Is Adina pregnant?” 
 
 So much for celebration; this was more like 
speculation. Or interrogation. Every church, even the 
most loving and inviting, has those people who stirs the 

pot from time to time. Mary Lou was our pot-stirrer. I 
couldn’t blame her, or anybody for that matter, for being 

the least bit suspicious- our relationship went from 
puppy love to full-fledged betrothal in less than two 
months. Still, it was a bit rude to just come out and ask 

such a question without any other cause, and right 
there in the crowded sanctuary after the worship 
service. But for someone like Mary Lou, there was no 

such thing as being too forward: 
 

“…and are you two living together?”  
 
 Are you kidding me? The expression on my face 

should have been enough to tell that her question 
offended me, but she stood there anyway waiting for an 
answer.  

 
 I found myself feeling a lot like Abraham- not 

because of my great faith but because I felt the need to 
lie to keep myself and my soon-to-be wife out of trouble. 
So that’s what I did. I lied and told her that none of 

those rumors were true. And it was true that Adina 
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wasn’t pregnant. The other part, though, was up to 

interpretation. Just like Abraham, I justified my 
response by convincing myself that we weren’t 
technically living together. I worked third shift and 

Adina worked in the mornings, and we figured that we 
could help each other save money for the wedding by 

having Jericho stay with her at night when I worked and 
I stay with the kids during the day so that we wouldn’t 
have to pay for daycare. So even though we were all but 

living together, we didn’t call it that because I still had 
an apartment and we weren’t “sleeping” together. Like I 

said, it was all a matter of how you looked at it.  
 
 Unfortunately, Ken, the chairman of deacons 

didn’t look at it from our perspective, either. He dropped 
by to visit unexpectedly one evening before I left for 

work. Though he didn’t come right out and say so, we 
knew that the reason he came was to find out if the 
suspicions were correct. When Adina answered the 

door, he found Jericho asleep on the couch in his 
pajamas, and me sitting in the recliner with my shoes 
off, making myself at home.  

 
 At this point, some readers might ask the 

question, “What’s wrong with an unmarried couple living 
together? Where’s the sin in that?” I’d asked those same 

questions myself, because I wanted to be able to justify 
my own actions to those who were pointing fingers.  
 

“Having sex outside of the marriage covenant is a sin, 
Roger.”  
 
 I knew that, and the truth was that Adina and I 
had been faithful in abstaining from sex (at least up to 

this point)- but we couldn’t prove to anyone that we 
weren’t having sex because we were living together. That 
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was the point pastor Kerry was making when he sat me 

down in his office to talk that following week. 
Apparently, the rumors had spread quickly throughout 
the church and had been brought to his attention. And 

as a part of the leadership of the church, I was 
accountable for not only my actions, but also for my 

reputation. Kerry quoted from 1 Timothy, where Paul 
says that a leader must be “blameless” and “have a good 
testimony” so that he will not fall into the devil’s trap.  

 
“There have been several parents come to me and have 
said that they don’t want their kids in your class, Roger. I 
cannot allow this situation to harm the ministry of the 
church.”  
 
 I was removed from my positions of leadership at 
Hillcrest Baptist Church that same day.  

 
***** 

 
 Adina was crushed, naturally. She felt guilty for 
causing me to lose my ministry opportunities. She felt 

rejected and condemned by the first church that she 
actually felt loved and welcomed in. Needless to say, it 
was a difficult and emotional time for her. As for me, on 

the other hand, I was angry. Thinking I’d done nothing 
wrong, I saw the people at Hillcrest as Pharisees, 

judging me for what they thought I was doing rather 
than what I was really doing. What was worse, we were 
told that they no longer agreed to marry us, unless I 

was willing to move out for a six-month probation period 
to demonstrate repentance and commitment to God’s 

plan for a Christian marriage. We didn’t want that. 
Instead, we set out to find a place that wasn’t going to 
judge us and punish us for something we hadn’t even 
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done (yet) and would let me serve in ministry. So we left 

Hillcrest.  
 
And within a month, Adina was pregnant.  

 
 We were married in July at the church her 

family’s home church. First Wesleyan Church was 
where she’d gone off-and-on her entire life; it was where 
her whole family went, and it was where she and I 

ended up settling down at once we left Hillcrest. The 
pastor there was a young guy named Todd. He was a 

monster of a man, towering over everyone around him 
in such a way that it seemed silly and pointless to stand 
on a stage to preach. He had a laid-back style to 

ministry, and he didn’t ask many questions when we 
approached him about getting married there. As long as 

the date we wanted fit into the church schedule, he 
didn’t have a problem.  
 

 The wedding was beautiful. Even though we didn’t 
have a whole lot of money to do anything fancy, the 
ceremony still had that elegant look and feel. We wanted 

it to be memorable and meaningful, and we wanted it to 
illustrate what our unique blended family was all about. 

Stephen and Jericho came down the aisle ahead of 
Adina ringing hand bells announcing, “The bride is 
coming! The bride is coming!” When she came down, we 

played the song, “God Blessed the Broken Road” by 
Rascal Flatts. I wrote two original songs for the 

ceremony, and we each said our own vows to our new 
step-children- Adina to Jericho and me to Stephen. We 
wrapped it up by exiting to a Spongebob Squarepants 

song.  
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Roger and Adina on their wedding day, July 16th, 2005 
 

 
 Our wedding day was such an important time for 
me, and not just for the obvious reasons. Although it 

was a time when I, as a Christian, had the awesome 
privilege of establishing a covenant with God of 

honoring Him through loving and caring for the woman 
He had given to me, there was so much more to it. I had 
experienced abandonment, unfaithfulness, and 

separation before as a result of a marriage that wasn’t 
centered in and founded upon God’s plan for family. I’d 

lost a wife- lost a family. So much was taken from me so 
that I might find Him. And now, here He was giving it 
back, and better than what I had before. I now had a 

wife that not only loved me, but one who loved the Lord 
as well. More than this, God had given me two sons 
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instead of one, and another was to come! In my life I 

was experiencing the promise that Jesus had made to 
Peter, that those who forsake everything for the 
Kingdom of God will receive so much more in return 

(Luke 18:29-30). My cup was running over. 
 

 
***** 

 

 I was getting restless. Ever since I surrendered my 
life to Christ- and even before that- I felt a strong call to 

ministry. Preaching, teaching, music, I don’t know, just 
ministry. Using my time, gifts, and resources to serve 
Christ and His church. But I wasn’t doing that here at 

First Wesleyan. And it wasn’t that I wasn’t trying to plug 
in, because I was. I volunteered to lead a youth class on 

Sunday nights because there was a need for it. I offered 
to join the praise team to play guitar. And most recently 
I had written a play for an Easter drama and asked if I 

could try to put it together. Todd said that it all sounded 
great, and that he’d love for me to serve and minister in 
these areas. But for whatever reason, everything was 

falling flat. No matter what I did or how I tried to make 
it work, nothing was happening. It wasn’t until I 

stopped doing and started praying that I realized what 
was wrong: I was in the wrong place.  

 
“We need to go back to Hillcrest.”  
 

 I don’t even need to tell you that Adina was 
opposed to the idea of going back to the church that had 

essentially turned us away. She said that she would 
rather go to one of those “fall on the floor, cartwheel-
turning, tongue-speaking, snake-dancing” churches 

than to face the people at Hillcrest again. But 
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surprisingly, she agreed to go with me, reluctantly, one 

Sunday night.  
 
 We tried to slip in unnoticed, but you just don’t 

do that at a place like Hillcrest. It’s almost like they’ve 
trained the elderly people there to sniff out guests like a 

police dog looking for pot in a locker room. Before we 
made it past the first set of pews we were surrounded by 
a half-dozen people who were hugging us and telling us 

how glad they were to see us back.  
 

 After several minutes of meet-and-greet, we sat 
down in a section where not a lot of people were, as 
Kerry took to the pulpit to begin the service. Sunday 

nights were more informal, interactive Bible discussions 
instead of a formal service with a program and outline. 
There were far fewer people there on Sunday nights as 

well. We were two out of maybe twenty that night, which 
made it even more uncomfortable because it made it 

harder for us to go unnoticed in the crowd.  
 
“Let’s start with prayer requests and testimonies.”  
 
 This was the usual format for pastor Kerry’s 
Sunday night lessons. He’d open up the floor for anyone 

to ask for prayer for the sick or for lost loved ones, and 
folks would stand up at random and talk about so-and-

so in the hospital or a neighbor that they’ve been trying 
to get into church. As this went on for about five 
minutes, all of a sudden I started to sense a strange 

feeling- and I recognized it as the same kind of feeling I 
had a few years earlier while I sat in that theater. My 

skin started crawling and my heart started racing… God 
was moving me to do something. Before I even realized 
it, I was on my feet, trying to talk through a stream of 

tears: 
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“I need to repent…” 
 
 I made my way to the aisle in the center of the 

sanctuary, and I looked around at my family, telling 
them that I had been wrong for leaving the church and 

that their suspicions were right. Adina and I had 
become pregnant before getting married and we ran 
from our mistake instead of facing our sin and allowing 

God’s people to restore us. I told them that the Lord had 
drawn us back to this church so that we can ask for 

forgiveness, and that more than anything I wanted to be 
in His will for myself and my family. I was still talking 
and sobbing when Adina stood up and took me by the 

hand. She didn’t say anything, but only stood there 
beside me, broken.  

 
 And then, I looked around and saw that everyone 
was standing, and they had formed a circle around us 

in the middle of the sanctuary. They were all crying as a 
few came up and put their arms around us.  

 
“Welcome home, wild man.”  
 

 Pastor Kerry was behind me, as I had stood with 
my back to the pulpit while I talked. He put his hand on 

my shoulder and began to pray over us, thanking God 
for answering their prayers in bringing us back to a 
place of repentance and obedience. I learned an 

enormously valuable lesson through this- I discovered 
that even though one can be more comfortable in a 
church that keeps itself out of your personal business 

and just lets you come and go and enjoy the “show” 
from week to week, you’ll only grow in a fellowship of 

believers that cares enough about your walk with Christ 
to risk offending you. Like Paul said in 1 Corinthians 5, 
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a church that is serious about the spiritual condition of 

its members must be willing to let someone go and learn 
things the hard way so that they can finally grow up.  
 

 It’s a shameful truth, but truth nonetheless. I 
wish I could say that I was a model Christian from the 

moment I first believed. But in reality, I had to learn to 
crawl before walking, and even then I sometimes forgot 
to tie my shoes and found myself stumbling. But the 

beautiful truth is that the Holy Spirit was found 
faithful- He convicted me, and He used His servants in 

the church to correct me and restore me to fellowship 
within the body.  
 

 And for that, I am truly grateful.  
 

***** 

 
 It was almost midnight, and I woke up to the 

sounds of snot-slinging sobbing next to me in bed. 
Adina was engaged in full-blown weeping, and I had no 
idea what was going on.  

 
 It took a minute or so to get my bearings, having 
been awakened so suddenly and in such an unusual 

fashion. Finally, I sat up and turned on the light to find 
my wife facedown in her pillow, trying not to be so loud 

as to wake up the boys. 
 
“Honey, what’s the matter with you?”  
 
 I was thinking the worst, and hoping that she was 

just overreacting to a bad dream. I’ve seen her crying 
before, and I’ve come to terms with the reality that 
Adina can sometimes take little things to heart and get 
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worked up over something small. But this night was 

very different- Adina was a mess.  
 
“Call the preacher…”  
 
Okay… 

 
 I went to the living room to get the phone, and 
came back hoping that she would tell me what was 

happening before I called to wake him up. I sat down 
beside her on the bed and put my hand on her back, 

asking her again what was going on.  
 
“I’m not saved… I need to be saved.”  
 
 Bombshell. So many things were popping up in 

my head- someone died, she had an affair, she thought I 
was having an affair, cancer, one of a million other 
things- but this never registered as a possibility. We met 

in church, and we always went to church. She knew the 
Bible and could quote Scripture and hold her own in 

spiritual conversations- but it never occurred to me to 
ask her if she’d ever truly trusted in Christ as Savior. 
My wife did not have a personal relationship with Jesus, 

and I never knew it.  
 

 We got pastor Kerry on the phone and Adina said 
that she needed to meet him at the church. She didn’t 
want to wait until morning, she wanted to go to the 

church now. So we called Adina’s grandmother to come 
sit with the boys while she and I headed out to meet 

with the pastor, who arrived in pajama pants and a 
Hawaiian-style buttoned shirt. We went inside and 
walked into the sanctuary, where Adina went to the 

altar and bowed before the Lord and prayed to receive 
Christ as Savior. Later she would tell me that, although 



SHAMELESS 

Goforth 

 

154 

 

she understands that there is no salvific necessity in 

literally going to the altar to come to Christ, it was 
something that she felt was personally important.  
 

 I made the mistake of never having a conversation 
that would bring up the issue of her personal 

relationship with Christ. It served as a lesson for me to 
never assume anything when it comes to who I share 
the gospel with. But it was this very struggle that our 

family was going through- the trial that we faced when 
seeking God’s will for our family- that Adina realized 

that she never truly believed. Her walk with the Lord 
was never a personal one, but simply one of 
convenience- and that meant that one could simply do 

whatever they wanted as long as they lived long enough 
to make it to church the next Sunday and ask for 
forgiveness. Jesus was only there to serve them, and not 

the other way around. But during this season in our 
lives, Adina found that she didn’t have the faith that 

was needed to believe that God was there, and that He 
was guiding us and that He was going to take care of us. 
She knew that if she was ever going to have peace in 

this journey that we as a family were on, then she 
needed to trust God for herself, and that meant giving 
her life to Christ once and for all.  
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CHAPTER 15-  

The Beehive 
 
 
“Do you still believe God is calling you into ministry?”  
 

 Almost a year has passed since we returned to 
Hillcrest. Bobby (our youngest son) has been born, I left 
my job for a better, higher-paying one, and we were 

about to sign the papers to have a new home built on 
our land. Things couldn’t get any better, it seemed.  

 
Instead, they started to get worse.  
 

 It started when Stephen began to get sick. All the 
time. He’d been tested and was found to have severe 

allergy problems, which were supposed to be 
manageable with a weekly shot. But instead of getting 

better, he was still having these violent attacks. It was 
almost like severe asthma, but it wasn’t. And every time 
we took him to the hospital, they couldn’t figure out 

what was triggering the episodes. “What did he eat?” 
“Was he exposed to ragweed, pollen, or dog dander?” We 

didn’t know what was going on or why he was getting 
sick- until one afternoon I stumbled upon a clue… Well, 
actually I fell through it.  
 
Black mold.  
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 Our house was consumed in deadly mold, and the 

spores were literally choking Stephen, who was highly 
allergic to the stuff. One afternoon while walking 
through the hallway I stepped on a soft spot and my foot 

went straight through the floor and to the ground 
underneath. This incident led us to an investigation 

where we discovered a leak in the roof of our trailer that 
had caused water damage throughout most of the home. 
Almost half of the trailer was covered in the mold. We 

either had to repair it or replace it. And considering that 
we were now a family of five, and the singlewide was 

neither big enough or worth the cost of fixing it up, we 
decided that it was a good time to look at getting 
something bigger.  

 
 Financing a home wasn’t going to be a problem for 
us, because Adina and I both had good, steady jobs and 

practically no bills between the two of us. The trailer 
and land were paid for, and so were our vehicles. We 

were in a really good place financially at the time. The 
guy at the sales office assured us as well that we’d have 
no trouble getting what we wanted. So Adina and I took 

a day off and went through some of the model homes 
and, like all young couples do we began to fantasize 
about how we were going to decorate each room and 

what it was going to be like having so much space 
compared to what we’d been dealing with. Our hopes 

were high, and we were excited that God was blessing 
us so much.  
 

Then we both lost our jobs.  
 

 Literally, it was like, that fast. Like a Mike Tyson 
one-two shot, within the span of a few weeks from one 
another, Adina’s job had a massive layoff and I got 

myself fired from my new job. I’ve always had a problem 
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with political correctness, and I hated it when people 

openly played favorites. That’s exactly what was 
happening at my job- there were a few select employees 
who were friends with the supervisor and were getting 

preferential treatment- like extra break time and first 
dibs on vacation days. One time, I requested time off for 

a family trip and was told that “no one could be off” 
because of high production volume. That same day, one 
of the other guys asked for time and got approved. That 

set me off, so I decided to go ahead and take the time I 
wanted anyway. I called in on the morning that I’d 

planned to be off and told them that I wouldn’t be at 
work that day. And as you would guess, I returned the 
following morning and no longer had a job.  

 
 While it’s never good to get fired, this came at an 
extremely inconvenient time for us. We were less than a 

week from signing on our new house, and all of that fell 
through when we had to tell the man that we no longer 

had any income. All of our progress came to a 
screeching halt, and now we were stuck in a mold-
infested two-bedroom singlewide trailer that is killing 

one of our kids and we had no way of escape, it seemed.  
 
“What are you doing, God? Why are you letting this 

happen? Haven’t we been seeking to do Your will?”  
 
 I was frustrated, afraid, and feeling defeated all at 
the same time. We’d been riding such a high for the past 
year- getting married, having Bobby, and returning to 

my place in ministering at Hillcrest, enjoying the Lord 
more than ever. And it looked as if the blessings would 

just keep coming, and that we would be able to get a 
new home and be able to afford it through our great, 
stable careers. But no one saw this coming, and the 

impact it had on me emotionally was almost too much.  
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“Don’t lose your faith, Roger. God’s definitely got a plan 
for you. And maybe, just possibly, His plan involves 
this.” 
 
 Pastor Kerry oftentimes utilized what we call an 

open-ended statement, where you were forced to ask 
more questions before you were given the whole point of 
the message. As I shared my frustrations with him, he 

looked for a way to help me find some purpose in it all.  
 

“You’re saying that it’s possible that God could have 
planned for us to lose our jobs, and that he didn’t want 
us to buy a better house to provide for our family? What 
sense does that make?”  
 
 And that was the problem- it didn’t make any 

sense to me. I was trying to wrap my head around any 
reason God might have in bringing such chaos and 

calamity to our family. I remembered praying and trying 
to repent of every possible sin I could think of, just in 
case I’d done something to merit His wrath by accident. 

I didn’t consider the fact that, instead of disciplining me 
God might have been guiding me. Closing certain doors 

so that I would walk through others. And that brings us 
back to the original question:  
 

“Do you still believe God is calling you into ministry?”  
 
“Yeah, uh, I think so. Yes. I do.”  
 
“So are you taking steps to make yourself available for 
service when He calls you?”  
 
 I honestly never really thought about being 

“available”. I guess I just assumed that going into 
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ministry was more or less something that naturally 

worked itself out. But I never put any thought into how 
that would work or what it would look like. So when 
pastor Kerry began to explain that God often expects 

those who are called to take steps of faith and to 
prepare themselves, I started to realize that I’d not done 

much of anything to prepare myself for ministry.  
 
 He went on to remind me of Jonah, a story that 

I’d been familiar with since kindergarten. It’s the tale of 
a man who was chosen by God to go out and proclaim 

His message to the people of Ninevah. The problem, 
though, was that this job didn’t quite fit into what he 
thought he should be doing. Instead, Jonah sets off for 

Tarshish, where he figured he could be happier and 
more productive. Of course, he never made it to his 
destination, because God interrupted the regularly-

scheduled programming and sent a big fish to help 
reroute Jonah’s course.  

 
 I sat there across from pastor Kerry’s desk as he 
recited the famous story without even cracking his Bible 

open, and I understood that he was wanting me to 
recognize myself as the one in the whale. If God had 
called me to preach, then what business did I have in 

charting my own course and mapping out my life for 
myself? For the past two years since I’d surrendered my 

life to the Lordship of Jesus Christ, I can’t remember 
that I’d ever once considered the counsel of God 
regarding where to work, where to live, and what to do. I 

simply settled for teaching Sunday school and playing in 
the praise band, calling that my “ministry”. Did God 

want more from me? Does He want all of me?  
 
 I came to the conclusion that it was quite possible 

that God was seeking to get my attention and perhaps 
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redirect the course of my life. At the same time, I was 

certain that He wasn’t leading me to pursue pastoral 
work.  
 

“And why not?”  
 
 As if he needed reminding, I told him that I was 
aware that many churches hold a policy that will not 
allow ministers to serve if they’ve been divorced. The few 

preachers that I’d met and spoken with informed me 
that this was the case in their churches. So basically, I 

told pastor Kerry, my past mistakes have disqualified 
me from ministry at least in that capacity.  
 

 Kerry listened to me and then leaned back in his 
chair and started laughing. I didn’t think I’d said 
anything funny, but obviously he did. After a moment, 

he leaned forward again and looked me in the eyes and 
told me that I needed to be careful not to tell God what 

He can and cannot do, and who He can and cannot use 
for His glory.  
 

“You remember this: God doesn’t call the qualified; He 
qualifies the called.”  
 

***** 
 

 
 I lost my job in January of 2007, and enrolled in 
seminary that same month. An anonymous donor at the 

church pledged to pay my tuition if I agreed to take 
classes. They, like pastor Kerry, believed that everything 

that was happening in our lives was God’s way of 
preparing us for a call to ministry. Adina was convinced 
that God was teaching us how to live in poverty so that 

we’d have experience when we ended up in some remote 
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village in Africa. As for myself, I didn’t know what God 

was doing, but I knew that whatever it was He was 
forcing us to rely on Him for almost everything.  
 

 For several months we had virtually no income, 
and we didn’t know how we would buy groceries or keep 

the lights on. The mold had taken over one of the two 
bedrooms, forcing the five of us to share a single 
bedroom and closing off part of the house. One of the 

deacons at the church owned a construction company 
and was generous enough to give me a little work each 

week even though I have zero handyman skills. This 
kept us afloat for a little longer, while we waited for 
something- anything- to change.  

 
 Then one day I got a phone call from a total 
stranger, from a little town I’d never heard of, and they 

said that their church was looking for a youth pastor.  
 

“Are you sure you dialed the right number?”  
 
“This is the Goforth residence, correct? I’m looking for 
Roger Goforth…” 
 
 Somehow, and I’m still unsure of the 

circumstances, my profile was added to our local 
Baptist publication list of “Ministers Seeking Churches”, 

and the search committee of Congaree Baptist Church 
in Saint Matthews, South Carolina, was calling me to 
request my resume. I didn’t even have a professional 

resume. I wondered if I could think of enough stuff to fill 
in all the blanks.  

 
“Would you be interested in speaking with us about the 
possibility of serving in our church?”  
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“Um, sure!” 
 
 A few weeks later we were sitting in a McDonald’s 
with pastor Wayne Golden. Wayne was the kind but 

commanding type, with the salt-and-pepper clean-cut 
goatee and short, thinning hair. Having served at 

Congaree for nearly twenty years, you could hear the 
sincerity in his voice as he told us about the church and 
their needs. He told me about an old-fashioned 

traditional church had trouble connecting with an ever-
changing young culture. He hoped that by bringing in a 

young family they could present a different image and 
attract the newer generation.  
 

“Tell me about your experience.”  
  

 I didn’t have any.  
 
“Education?” 
 
 I haven’t finished my first semester.  
 

“Anything that we should know about you?” 
 
 I proceeded to tell him everything that I knew 
would likely disqualify me as a candidate for ministry- I 
was a divorced, remarried man with a blended family 

and a criminal record. I’ve only been a Christian for a 
little more than three years and I don’t know much 
about theology or Baptist doctrine. I love God, but I’m 

not so sure whether I like kids, and I don’t know the 
first thing about developing effective outreach programs 

or volunteer training strategies. Any more questions?  
 

“Have you been called to ministry?”  
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 For a split second it was almost as if pastor Kerry, 

and not Wayne, were sitting across the table from me, 
and I remembered him saying to me, “God qualifies the 
called”.  
  
 Our conversation was interrupted when Adina 

walked over to our table with our order. She called the 
boys to come in from the playground (they don’t have 
playgrounds at most McDonald’s anymore, which is a 

disappointment to all families with young children) and 
handed out the Happy Meals. After everyone had their 

food, I asked if any one of the boys wanted to bless our 
meal. Stephen raised his hand: 
 

“Dear God, we thank you for the day. We thank you for 
the Happy Meal. And I pray for Mommy, Daddy, my 
brothers; and I pray for the beehive. In Jesus’ Name, 
amen.”  
 
“Did he just say beehive?”  
 
 Adina nodded. We didn’t know what he was 

talking about, but no one put much thought into it. 
Stephen has always been a nature-lover, and he often 

talked about- and would frequently request prayer for- 
any bug or bird or wild critter that he saw through the 
course of his day. It wasn’t uncommon to hear him ask 

God to bless dragonflies, squirrels, crickets, and pets 
that have been dead for a few years. So we just 
dismissed it and continued with our discussion with 

pastor Wayne. He invited us to visit the church and to 
stay for the Wednesday night evening service, where we 

could meet and greet with some of the families. We were 
happy to do so.  
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 Congaree was a small, country-style church that 

had been around almost as long as the town of Saint 
Matthews itself. There weren’t many members, and the 
entire congregation was composed of only a handful of 

families. Everyone was related somehow, either by blood 
or marriage, or both. Those who came up to us to 

introduce themselves were very friendly, and each 
echoed the same sentiment- they hoped that we would 
come and help them reach their little community for 

Christ.  
 

“So, wanna go see the parsonage?”  
 
 Pastor Wayne had a little surprise for us that he 

didn’t mention when we’d talked earlier over lunch. He 
told us about how the youth minister position was only 
part-time because the church wasn’t able to pay much 

of a salary. But one incentive that they could offer in 
exchange was the free use of the parsonage. Wayne said 

that it was a small-yet-cozy house that he and his wife 
lived in when they first came to the church, but had 
since bought their own place.  

 
 Adina and I were speechless. We didn’t know what 
it might look like, but we assumed that the house must 

have been in better shape than the dilapidated trailer 
we called “home”. More than anything, though, we 

prayed that God would reveal to us His will, and not let 
us be persuaded by a big house or by the tempting 
thought of a fresh start in a new town and new 

opportunities. We asked for God to show us a sign.  
 

“Woah! Hold up!” 
 
 We were following Wayne to take a look at the 

parsonage, which was a few miles down the road from 
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the church. When we pulled down the driveway, we 

beheld a gorgeous brick ranch-style house that sat in 
the middle of a large lot surrounded by a cornfield on 
the left and woods on the right. It was beautiful. There 

was an attached carport, and Wayne had pulled in 
ahead of us. And as we approached, he stepped out of 

the carport and waved us down, yelling for us to stop 
before we got there. He was walking towards our car, so 
I rolled down my window and asked what was going on.  

 
“Don’t go in this way. We’re going to have to walk around 
to the back. There’s a huge beehive hanging right over the 
front door.” 
 

***** 
 

 I can count only a handful of times throughout 
the course of my life when God has spoken in such 
clarity: that night in the theater when He revealed 

Himself to me in love and grace, bringing me to faith 
and repentance; the day I asked Adina to marry me; 
accepting the challenge to plant a church- these were all 

significant moments when God was gracious to leave me 
with no doubt as to the direction to take. But these 

occasions are rare, exceptions to the rule.  
 
 Pastor Wayne discouraged us from being so hasty 

in selling our land in preparation to relocate to Saint 
Matthews. The day after the beehive incident, Adina and 
I listed our property with a realtor. Wayne cautioned us, 

reminding us that the church had to first vote before 
offering us the position. I responded by assuring him 

that God had already confirmed it to me, and that in my 
mind it was as good as done.  
 

We moved to Saint Matthews June 1, 2007.  
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In Closing 
 
 

 
Therefore, there is now no condemnation for those who 
are in Christ Jesus  
     Romans 8:1, NIV 
 

 I believe wholeheartedly, unashamedly, and 
unapologetically in the sovereignty of God. I believe that 

everything happens- good and bad- for a reason and for 
a purpose. I believe in the irrevocable plans of God both 
theologically and experientially. I read the stories of 

Scripture, as well as the chapters of my own life, and 
can see how He has beautifully orchestrated every fine 
detail in such a way that proves that He has always 

been there and that He is always in control. 
 

 As I reflected on my life while writing this book, 
there were a number of events and incidences that I 
sometimes wish I could erase or edit. But today, with 

the ability to look across the span of time, I realize that 
God was not absent, or unattached to the scene wishing 

that certain things didn’t happen and trying to figure 
out how He was going to rearrange the universe so that 
His ultimate outcome would still unfold. The reality is 

that not only has God planned the end from the 
beginning (Isa. 46:10), but He is also the God of 
everything in between.  

 
 God was not just the “I AM” of Moses, He was the 

sovereign Lord over Pharaoh as well (Ex. 3:19-20, 9:16). 
He did not simply predict that Israel would be free, but 
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He determined the events that would lead to their 

freedom.  
 
 God did not have to “figure out” how Christ was 

going to make it to the cross and thus provide a 
sacrifice for the sins of His people. He prophesied and 

empowered virtually every element from the cradle to 
the grave, including the rejection of the Jews, the denial 
of Peter, the betrayal of Judas, and the condemnation 

by Pilate (Acts 4:27-28).  
 

 I don’t believe that God is reactionary, responding 
to the sin of man by simply trying to “make good out of 
bad”. I believe that God writes every story, preparing our 

paths for us and ultimately working in every element to 
make us exactly who we are supposed to be, like a 
Master-Sculptor shaping and molding exquisite pottery, 

perfecting each piece through refining by fire (Rom. 
9:19-21).  

 
 People need to know that their lives are not full of 
mistakes, accidents, and that they haven’t ruined their 

ability to be utilized by God because of their bad choices 
and poor decisions. Sure, we can look at our pasts and 
say, “I really screwed up,” and, “I wish I hadn’t done 

that”- but God doesn’t look at it through the lens of 
past, present, future. From His perspective, everything 

has already been written, and everything has meaning.  
 
There are no accidents with God. And because of that 

truth, I know that my life wasn’t an accident.  
 

 Joseph surely wasn’t comfortable and cozy in the 
bottom of the well, and during those long, lonely nights 
in the dungeon. But God was with him. More than that, 

God was working the whole time. So much so that, 
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when all was said and done, Joseph was able to look at 

his brothers and say, “You intended to harm me, but 
God intended it for good to accomplish what is now 
being done, the saving of many lives” (Gen. 50:20).  

 
 Even when I was seeking selfish pleasure and 

intentional evil, God was continually working to build a 
testimony, knowing how He would use my past faults to 
fulfill His glorious purpose in my life.  

 
 I am not ashamed of the story that God has given 

me. Of course I am not proud of many of the events of 
my life before Christ, and even some of the sins 
committed since becoming a believer. But I know that 

even in my weakness He was still working. And I can’t 
begin to tell you how many opportunities I’ve had to 
minister and witness to people only because I was able 

to relate to their struggles- struggles that God had 
allowed me to experience in my own life. I’ve had the 

privilege of counseling drug addicts, young men battling 
with pornography, and young couples that had crossed 
the line into sexual immorality- and I could only do this 

with the genuine sense of compassion and insight 
because God allowed me to go through it myself. And I 

am able to glorify God in this because I acknowledge His 
sovereignty in and over my life.  
 

He is Lord over my past, present, and future.  
 
 The primary aim of this book has not been to brag 

on myself and my ministry- I’m not that much of a big 
deal. It has also not been an attempt to glorify or to 

make light of my sinful past. The reality is that there are 
plenty of people out there with far more sensational 
testimonies of God pulling them from the pit of hell and 

turning them into big-time evangelists.  
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 This story is aimed at the average person, like me, 
who thinks that they are not worth God’s investment 
and that they have nothing to offer. Can I just tell you 

that you’re wrong? You are putting far too much value 
on your own opinion of yourself to assume that God will 

disqualify you from being used bring Himself glory. Let 
God determine what you’re worth. After all, He made 
you, and He’s writing the story of your life, whether you 

realize it or not. But believe me, if you would simply 
trust that God is God enough to know what He’s doing 

and that He’s not limited by what you’ve done- then He 
can take you and make you shameless.  
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More titles by Roger Goforth: 

 

  Throwback Church 
 

 MarriageOne 
 

 RecoveryOne 
 
**Find these books on Amazon.com! 
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