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For my Aunt Susan, whose love has always reached farther than words.
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Introduction

“I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t know what.”
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From the outside, I looked like someone who had it together—a husband, father, professional, and someone others could depend on. On the inside, however, I carried wounds I didn’t understand and burdens I’d learned to hide.

“I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t know what. In fact, there was so much wrong, I didn’t know where to begin the repair, or how.”

For most of my life, I believed that if I stayed busy enough, worked hard enough, and kept moving forward, I could outrun whatever was chasing me. I learned to survive by pushing through pain rather than understanding it. The problem was that what we refuse to face never truly leaves us.

“I’ve had the wrong idea about hope and where it can be found … for most of my life. I knew I needed it, but I didn’t know where to look for it or how to find it. Because I didn’t go searching for hope, my hopes were oftentimes non-existent.”

“In the best of cases, I saw hope the way many others do; I saw it as wishful thinking. I was just that — untethered and adrift.”

For years, I searched for answers everywhere except where they could truly be found. Looking back now, I can see that God was present even when I couldn’t recognize Him. The experiences that confused me, wounded me, and nearly broke me were not meaningless. They were part of a larger story that I had yet to understand.

The turning point came when I stopped running from my past, began facing the truth of my experiences, and opened my heart to the possibility that God could use even my deepest wounds for good.

“I am no victim. Everything that has happened to me has been for a higher purpose. I’ve never wished for another path; this is my destined odyssey.”

Getting honest with myself required me to stop hiding behind survival mode and acknowledge the pain I’d spent decades trying to bury. It also required me to trust that healing was possible. What I discovered was that freedom begins when we stop fighting the truth and allow God to reveal the purpose hidden within our struggles.

“I wrote this book to help others. I believe God will use it for good.”

If you’ve ever felt broken, forgotten, unloved, or burdened by things that happened to you, this book is for you. If you’ve struggled to understand your past, questioned your worth, or wondered whether healing is possible, I want you to know there is hope.

“By sharing this story, my story, I hope to help others find what I have found: that God loves them, that God was at work in their lives from their childhood, that He’s been there all along, and that He’ll be there if you call upon him. When you need him, all you have to do is look up and ask.”
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C H A P T E R  1

The 7:30 AM Screwdriver
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“I was a highly functioning, ultra-successful alcoholic.”
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You know the type. Maybe you are the type. From the outside, nothing is wrong. The business is running. The commitments are being met. The handshakes are firm, the invoices go out, and no one is asking hard questions. When they look at you, they see a person in motion, upward motion, the kind that earns respect. What they cannot see, and what you have worked carefully to make sure of, is the interior. This chapter begins there, in the gap between what a life looks like and what it actually costs. If something in that sentence lands, stay with it.

It was spring of 2014. I had checked into Paris Las Vegas Hotel and Casino for the week with legitimate reasons on the calendar: a board meeting, a construction expo I had agreed to sponsor, and I had several friends with me who had made the trip. A full week of scheduled commitments, every morning accounted for. On paper it was the kind of week that made sense for someone at my level. It looked like forward momentum. It was also the worst I had felt in years.

I didn’t want to be in Las Vegas. I wanted to be home. But I was there, and I was sick, and I was sitting at a small table on the Mon Ami Café’s outdoor patio, tucked in the shadows of the replica Eiffel Tower along Las Vegas Boulevard. I watched the Bellagio fountain across the street. The morning sky was blue. A brisk breeze moved through. The sun caught the glass facade of the Cosmopolitan and threw it back in long angles. By any measure it was a decent morning. None of it reached me.

I had barely slept. Not from being out late, those years were behind me. I had woken up “in the middle of the night” with a surge of anxiety so sharp it drove me upright out of bed. This was no longer unusual. For months, these surges had been arriving during nighttime hours, pulling me out of whatever shallow rest I had managed to fall into. I had arrived at a solution, as I had arrived at solutions for most problems: one drink to fall back asleep. One drink became two. The logic was circular, but I was too depleted to audit the circle.

By the time I reached the café that morning, “my hands were shaking.” My eyes were bloodshot, I had confirmed that in the hotel room mirror before coming down. My complexion was drained. My side hurt from my liver working harder than it was built to sustain. My thoughts moved through something gray and thick. These were not new symptoms. What was new was the degree. Something was drawing close to a line I did not want to examine.

A server appeared, cheerful and quick, rattling off the morning specials with a brightness that felt like a foreign language. I pretended to be listening. I settled on a cup of coffee and an English muffin. Then I added one more item.

“Can I get a double screwdriver?” She said absolutely, asked what kind of vodka, and I told her. She smiled and said it was coming right up. She poured the coffee and set down a cup of cream.

The time was seven-thirty. And I was thirty-seven years old.

Let me bottomline something before going further. Every drink I ever took was my own decision. I cannot name a person, a circumstance, or a moment of coercion. No one held anything over my head. I chose to drink every single occasion, of my own accord. I am not saying that to take some kind of moral stand. I am saying it because it is true, and because it is important to what follows. The fact that I knew exactly what I was doing and did it anyway is not evidence of freedom. It is evidence of something else entirely, something I did not yet have language for. For months before that Las Vegas morning, the debate over quitting had been running on a loop in my head. I could map the benefits clearly. I could see what stopping would mean for my health, for my work, for the people around me. I thought about it even when I was buzzed. The thinking was sound. The follow-through was not. My body had its own argument, and it was making it every evening without fail. I had tried to stop, more than once, with genuine intention. I could not do it on my own. The substance had stopped being a choice in any meaningful sense. It was a dependency, and it was doing a specific job.

That job was covering something I had never fully named. The anxiety, the looping thoughts, the memories that surfaced uninvited in the dark, alcohol kept all of it at a level I could manage. When the effects wore off, everything returned harder than it had left. I had been operating this way long enough that it felt structural rather than optional. “I was a highly functioning, ultra-successful alcoholic.” My businesses were profitable. My career was on an upward trajectory. To anyone on the outside, I appeared to be functioning just fine. No one who knew me voiced any concerns.

I kept the scope of my personal life private, too private, I would later come to understand. There was no outlet for what I carried, and without an outlet, everything compounded quietly in the dark. The thoughts that came at night were the worst of it: they looped, they fed on each other, they made rest impossible. Less sleep meant more anxiety. More anxiety meant another drink. Another drink meant less sleep. The cycle had no natural exit.

I had a particular way of thinking about myself in those years. I described a certain kind of man, not a villain, but someone who










Take Five: The 7:30 Inventory


	When did you last have a drink before the sun was fully up, and what did you tell yourself about it in that moment?
	If you removed the reason you gave yourself, would the drink have still happened?
	What were you trying to stop feeling?
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