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I’m Not God — And Neither Are You




Let me begin with something painfully obvious: no one consulted me about my birth. I was not invited into a cosmic boardroom to weigh in on the timing, the family, the geography, or the circumstances. No one asked whether I preferred to be born male or female, into comfort or struggle, into privilege or obscurity. There was no survey, no signature line, no opportunity to opt in or out. My parents decided they wanted a child—and here I am.

From my very first breath, I entered a story already in motion—one shaped by decisions I did not make, circumstances I did not arrange, and a history that began long before I ever arrived. I stepped into a narrative already unfolding. And that simple truth quietly unsettles the illusion I have so often clung to: that I am in control, that my life is entirely of my own making, that because I can make choices, I must therefore be the author of everything. But the longer I live, the more I recognize how fragile that assumption is.

My parents chose to have children. That was their decision. Yet even in that deeply personal act of choice, there were limits. They did not choose the gender of their children. They did not determine our personalities, temperaments, gifts, or struggles. They participated in the process, yes—they provided what was necessary for life to begin—but they did not oversee the intricate forming of bones, the wiring of a brain, the beating of a heart. They did not script our futures or design our souls. There is something both humbling and freeing in that realization.

Life begins with participation, but not domination. With involvement, but not ultimate control. My parents played their part faithfully, yet even they were not sovereign over the outcome. And if they were not, then perhaps I am not either.

The illusion of control tells me that because I can decide some things, I must be in charge of all things. But existence itself contradicts that belief. I did not choose my beginning. I did not engineer my own arrival. I was given life—mysterious, unearned, and undesigned by my own hands. And that is not a flaw in the system.

There’s a curious comfort in the illusion of control. We build schedules, set goals, craft five-year plans, color-code calendars, and speak confidently about “our next move” as if life were a chessboard and we were grand-masters. We tell ourselves that if we work hard enough, pray long enough, prepare thoroughly enough, and think clearly enough, we can secure the outcomes we desire.

We become quiet architects of our own expectations. Carefully, almost subconsciously, we draft blueprints for how life is supposed to unfold. We sketch timelines. We construct outcomes. We furnish our imagined futures with security, success, love, and longevity. And for a while, it works—or at least it feels like it does. The plans seem to cooperate. The doors open on cue. The story follows the script we rehearsed in our minds. Until it doesn’t.

An interruption slips through the cracks. A hiccup becomes a halt. A nuisance grows into a disruption we cannot ignore. The phone rings with news we never wanted to hear. A door closes that we were certain would swing wide open. A relationship fractures—not always because of our choices, but because of a choice someone else made. A diagnosis lands like a thunderclap in clear skies. A dream we nurtured quietly dissolves in the harsh light of reality. And suddenly, the illusion cracks.

The structure we thought was solid reveals its fragility. The control we believed we possessed proves conditional at best. We realize that while we may hold the pencil, we do not control the paper. We can plan, prepare, and pursue—but we cannot guarantee. And in that moment, when the scaffolding falls and the dust settles, we are confronted with a truth we spend much of our lives trying to outrun: we were never the architects of everything. We were participants, yes. Decision-makers, certainly. But not sovereign.

The illusion does not shatter loudly. It fractures quietly—often in hospital rooms, at kitchen tables, in late-night conversations, or in the silence that follows bad news. And in that silence, we are faced with a choice: cling harder to control, or surrender to the reality that we were never meant to carry the weight of omnipotence. Because we are not God.

We discover that despite our effort, intelligence, discipline, and faith, we are not sovereign. We are not all-knowing. We are not in control of every variable. We are deeply human. And that realization can feel terrifying. Or freeing. This book was born in the tension between those two responses.

Because underneath our striving is something deeper: the exhausting burden of trying to be what we were never meant to be. We carry responsibility as if the world rests on our shoulders. We replay conversations, second-guess decisions, and attempt to manage outcomes that were never ours to command. We assume that if something falls apart, it must be because we failed to hold it together.

But what if the pressure to hold everything together is itself the problem? What if peace begins not when we gain more control—but when we release it? This book isn’t about having all the answers. It’s about asking better questions. It’s not about perfection. It’s about honesty. It’s about standing in front of the mirror and whispering words that feel both unsettling and relieving: I’m not God. And neither are you.

To say those words is not an admission of weakness. It is a declaration of reality. And reality, when embraced, becomes a doorway to freedom. Freedom to fail without collapsing into shame. Freedom to try without guaranteeing results. Freedom to love without controlling outcomes. Freedom to rest without earning it.

Humility is often misunderstood as thinking less of yourself. In truth, humility is thinking of yourself accurately. It is accepting both your capacity and your limits. It is recognizing that you can influence, but you cannot command; you can participate, but you cannot predetermine.

We live in a world that rewards certainty and punishes vulnerability. We curate images, project confidence, and mask doubt. We speak as experts on lives we are still figuring out. We fear admitting uncertainty because uncertainty feels like weakness. But what if vulnerability is not weakness? What if it is strength properly understood?

There is profound courage in admitting you do not control the narrative. There is deep wisdom in acknowledging that you are still learning. There is sacred beauty in releasing the need to be the hero of every story. This book is not a guide to becoming better than everyone else. It is not a formula for spiritual superiority. It is not a manifesto for self-empowerment. It is an invitation. An invitation to step off the pedestal you never asked to stand on. An invitation to lay down expectations you were never meant to carry.  An invitation to walk alongside others—not above them—imperfect and whole.

As you journey through these pages, you will encounter reflections on ambition, fear, faith, relationships, disappointment, identity, and grace. You may find parts of yourself in these words—parts you celebrate and parts you would rather hide. That’s okay. This is a safe place for honesty. Because the truth is, the most liberating words we may ever speak are not declarations of power—but admissions of humanity.

I’m not God. You’re not God. And that is very good news. Welcome to a conversation about what it truly means to be human.
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Part 1 - Recognition

“I didn’t realize I was doing this.” We rarely notice when responsibility becomes pressure, or when caring turns into trying to control everything. We manage schedules, fix problems, and carry burdens that were never ours to bear. Part 1 helps us recognize the subtle ways we step into the role of God, showing how anxiety, burnout, comparison, and perfectionism are often signals that our souls are carrying more than they were meant to—and that something needs to change before it’s too late.
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The most exhausting job in the world is trying to be God. There—I’ve said it. I confess it out loud for the world to hear: I’m not God. And neither are you. That position is reserved for only One, and He has it handled. 

Yet so many of us spend our lives attempting to occupy a seat that was never meant for us. We try to control outcomes, manage every detail, anticipate every problem, and carry responsibilities that were never ours to bear. We try to hold together families, fix people we love, predict the future, and prevent pain before it arrives. And when things don’t go the way we planned, we blame ourselves—as if the universe somehow slipped through our fingers.

But the truth is simple and freeing at the same time: we were never designed to run the world. Still, we try. We try to control how people see us. We try to control how others respond to us. We try to control circumstances, outcomes, and timelines. We try to control the pace of our lives, the direction of our careers, and the behavior of the people around us. And the result? Exhaustion. Anxiety. Frustration. Burnout. Because playing God is a role no human being has the strength to sustain.

When we attempt to carry that weight, it crushes us. Our minds become crowded with worries about things we cannot change. Our hearts grow heavy with responsibility that was never assigned to us






















	In what areas of life do I feel the most pressure to “hold everything together”?

	How do I react when I feel out of control? Anxiety? Frustration? Over-planning?

	What burdens am I carrying that were never mine to carry?

	When have I tried to control outcomes instead of trusting God (or life) with them?

	How might my life change if I admitted I cannot do it all alone?
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Let Go of the Burden .
You Were Never Meant to Carry
















