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This is my Testimony to the power of our father and how he changed my life from a sinful man to a child of God.

It all starts as all does, with the gift of life to a man that desperately prayed for children of his own.

I was born to a simple man and his wife.

The youngest of six children of my mother and the only son of my father.

Out of the six, Myself and my older sister were the only ones that were truly his.

Our Holy Father blessed him with us after years of prayer, one daughter and one son to carry on the family line.

I was born in August of 1981 to the complete surprise and shock of my mother.

Who had been using a diaphragm contraception for quite a time before my conception.

I remember her telling me how strange it was when she went in and got checked.

The diaphragm was gone with no trace and she was pregnant.

Either way that is neither here nor there in the grand scheme of the story.

Just a little context before we begin.

My childhood was quiet and not unlike many others.

I spent a great portion of my young life running around with little to no guidance, For both my parents had to work to make ends meet.

This unfortunately made me a perfect target for the enemy.

As the Bible says, man’s nature is inherently evil.

As he does with so many he exploits the weakness to get you to do his will, not our Holy Father's.

With very little guidance during the day I was left to the whims of my own imagination.

A perfect playground for the enemy to plant thoughts and make you believe they are your own.

This is spiritual warfare at the fundamental level.

The Holy Lord has a soft spot for children so the enemy does his best to corrupt them while they're young.

My father was a veteran with battles of his own he was fighting.

At my age I am now I can see with all that he had been through and all the attacks from the enemy both physical and spiritual.

He may not have been a perfect father but he did the best he could.

As we all do, just trying to figure it out along the way.

He had a mighty temper that as I was growing up always seemed to be pointed my way.

However I did not understand the battle he was fighting inside.

Nor the miraculous transformation that was made in him once he found our Holy Father and truly surrendered to his will.

Growing up I found that life was never as it seemed, from waking up swinging from a night terror to hearing a voice talking that wasn't just like mine.

It tried to trick me but it always had a darker growling tone.

It would try to convince me to run away from home or steal and lie or injure someone and at the last tell me I should die.

This all is the enemy and the hell he puts us through.

However Our holy Father put people in my path to teach me how to resist the voice.

I am so thankful that Our Holy Father never leaves us and watches out after us from before birth and for all eternity.

He has since shown me where he stepped in and steered the way, every work against me he turned to help me see that life is not just the physical and in the spirit a battle rages on.

But in this I digress and will try to contain my rambling on.

Now, when I reached school I was blessed by a man who knew what I was going through and told me I had a choice.

That I didn't have to listen to the dark growling voice.

Instead I was to pray to Jesus to make it shut its mouth and imagine that.

The Holy Lord's name had power and a power unlike all others.

During this time thanks only to God I found out I could control my night terrors and change them.

Then just like that the night terrors were gone.

The truth be told I was never a "normal" child as you have probably guessed.

One of the practices that I did often before I even knew what it was I was doing was.

I used to lay in bed and focus on the point of right as you drift off to sleep, the part where your body is immobile but your mind is still awake And at that point I would feel myself falling right out of my body, as far as I can remember I never went anywhere the only memory that sticks around is opening up my eyes and seeing the underside of the house, smelling the damp earth and feeling the cool damp ground on my back.

The only point of telling you this is so you understand parts of my later life and understand the peculiarity that I just took as normal life. In addition to giving context, anyway I digress.

Starting in grade school I was a quiet kid, a defender of others however never of myself, I would take abuse from others and never stand my ground, however if my friends were in danger I would charge in blindly.

This led to me knowing the principal by first name basis.

In which I am not proud of, nor recommend.

My time in school was a constant point of contention between myself and my parents until the point I dropped out my sophomore year.

The old adage holds true: teenagers always think they know better than their parents.

My path from there went from bad to worse, drinking and parties, drugs and crime soon followed.

A life of uselessness. The only good I had in my life was a work ethic imparted on me by my Father and Grandfather. into which I used to work for a drilling company, drilling for natural gas.

The job was perfect for the sinful life I was living. Working with a crew of alcoholics helped me continue the path I was so determined to take.

However Our Lord did not stop his protection nor did he remove his hand from over me. There were various times in my life where all that could go wrong did and I should have been killed and yet I survived, Not by any doing of my own but purely because of the grace of Our Holy Father. During this time I lived a life of Lust and sin, and even through it all the Holy Father blessed me with a son of my own.

I married the woman that I had my son with in a vain attempt to have a family like I was told To always strive for.

Needless to say I messed that up and acted as a drug and booze addicted child and that I was, we barely lasted 2 years and when I was sure we were done for good.  We had one more try in us and God blessed us with another son. 

But nothing could stop me from the path I was on and my poor children were forced to endure it. For years I was caught in a tailspin with no hope of getting out all because the one and only Being in all creation that could change my way was the only one I didn't ask for help.

Our father however had other plans as I see them clearly now, At my worst when I was close to drinking myself to death every night he stepped in.

I was arrested for a DUI and hauled in, I was charged with Destruction of city property and Driving while intoxicated and was sentenced to 6 months in jail, which due to my own stupidity I increased to 1 year and 6 months , all by refusing the judge's order to be transferred to the drug court program. Upon the very real threat of being transferred to the state penitentiary (anything over 2 years in my state is an immediate felony) I submitted and went into the drug court program for 2 additional years... All of this in total is what it took to clean me back up and put me in a place of submission well away from the drugs and alcohol that was going to take my life.

And that is where Our Father continued his work. In a little trailer with men and women just like me I was reminded of His power and told of his forgiveness. Our father found me at my lowest moment and threw his Holy word He gave me hope.

But work without faith is useless and all it took was the enemy to see an opening and there I was again.

In time I married to a new wife and finely with my boys and her son (who I have taken as my own)  with us we were a family even for a short time. however the enemy uses any trick he can to bring you back down and away from the lords voice and as before I fell.

Back to drinking but this time I was angrier than I was before, and in my stupidity I ruined my relationship with my boys to the point that they want nothing to do with me.

My wife and my son from her, this time did not give up and helped me move on from the wreckage of my past.

And after years of talking me back off the edge we moved to a new place for a fresh start.

I thank God for her and her son who I Now think of as my own, I thank God for putting them in my life. She is not a perfect person as none of us are,  With her own issues she brought to the table, ( as all of us do) but God has a remarkable way of taking imperfect people and using them in a way to make the biggest impact.  In this new land I found God's voice again with little acts of obedience. Little by little I could hear him better, But do to my lack of trust in myself or anyone else I fell back into old habits.

I fell back into using weed and tried to act as the “spiritual” people do. I would lay in bed at night and just watch what flowed in front of my eyes while in that altered state and what I found was nothing but evil Every time.

Upon seeing this every time I was starting to feel and believe that's all there was and I slowly became numb to what I was seeing before my eyes.

As I practiced I found I could look in on places without physically being there (to those who do not understand this is walking in the spirit it is very real and very bad ) In Fact it is warned against in the word for that is what false profits and witches do, Being led by lying spirits and demons .

With all that I saw I wondered why I didn't see God ... I know now it's because what I was doing was far from him and his light. Even though he is always with us and sees all we do when you walk in dark places he removes his face from you, He is still there and as A good father is always by your side.

However it hurts him to watch you living in death and not walking with him in the light .

In this place when I would be attacked I would call on his name and the evil would be removed from me... I know now how disrespectful that was to Our holy Father using him like a bouncer ( something I regret dearly) . however I never saw him or an angel during my travels in the dark.

Until one beautiful and terrifying night, I set out in my head just as I'd become accustomed to And instead of just seeing what came to me I actively and purposely searched him out, with all the concentration I could muster and a little faith that I would find him I set off and to my complete surprise I traveled to a lush garden surrounded by trees and forest and there before me was a being.

The being was so different to behold it can't really be put into words the best I can describe would be a higher dimensional being.

He was showing me a form that my feeble mind would accept while still being so far away from what I understand to be completely unrecognizable.

He had to show me in a way to where his immense Holly glory and sheer presence would not destroy me instantly as a moth to a flame.

When I peered into where he was I received a shock. He put off immense feelings of joy and amusement at my coming all that way to find him and marveled that I was the first human to have traveled so far... It puzzled me for a very long time why all knowing all seeing God would be surprised then he helped me get it, if the ultimate being that gave all forms of emotion. (The brief feeling of surprise and the lasting feelings
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