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After graduating from college, I almost immediately headed to the Florida Keys. I did all the things you might imagine—bartending, DJing weddings, fishing, boating, and spending plenty of time at the bars. I also did a lot of things I shouldn’t have. I met incredible people, but I also surrounded myself with people who pulled me away from who I was created to be.

One thing was certain: God was not my target. I was my own savior, and I lived for myself.

I graduated in 2010 and moved to the Florida Keys full-time after spending the previous four summers and school breaks there. At 22 years old, I thought I was living the dream. In reality, I was working three jobs and partying almost every day.

The Keys gave me opportunities I honestly don’t think I would have had anywhere else. Looking back, I also believe God protected me in ways I didn’t recognize at the time. There were plenty of situations where I easily could have ended up in jail. But on a small island, everyone knows everyone, and somehow things always seemed to work themselves out.

I still laugh about one memory. I was sitting at a local bar with some friends when the owner joined our conversation. Something I said revealed that I was twenty-two years old.

He stopped, did the math in his head, looked at me with his thick Russian accent, and said, “How is that? You’ve been drinking here for four years.” He wasn’t wrong.

In 2011, I had a friend named JoAnn whom I affectionately called “Mom.” She had always looked out for me, and I have been incredibly blessed by her friendship.

One day she told me, “You’ve had enough fun. It’s time to find a wife—someone who can balance your crazy.” She was

adamant about one thing. “Don’t look for someone here on the island.”

Almost immediately after that conversation, someone I hadn’t spoken to since college appeared in my Facebook feed. Her name was Julie and we started messaging each other. I flew to Michigan to visit her, she came to visit me in Florida and we fell in love quickly.

Julie wanted us to be together, but she loved her accounting job and wasn’t willing to move without having employment lined up first. So I went to JoAnn, “Do you have anything available at the real estate office?” She smiled and said, “If she’s the one, we’ll find something,” and she did. I called Julie immediately with the good news and she took a tremendous leap of faith, left Michigan, moved to the Florida Keys, and we’ve been married since 2014.

Julie is, quite literally, the greatest earthly blessing God has ever given me. She was the person God used to begin softening my heart toward Christ and at that point, my heart was still incredibly hard.

In 2012, I decided it might be fun to see if I could win an election, so at twenty-four years old, I ran for City Commissioner in the small town of Key Colony Beach, Florida. I threw my name on the ballot, marketed myself, and somehow won. I’ll never forget the first thing someone said after the election, “now you’ve actually got to do the job.” Honestly, I hadn’t thought that far ahead, I simply wanted to know if I could win so I buckled down and went to work.

I served one term before deciding not to run again, political office is hard. I’m grateful for the experience, but it also taught me that politics wasn’t where God wanted me longterm.

Looking back, my years in the Florida Keys were foundational to everything God would do later in my life. I firmly believe we go nowhere by accident.

In 2014, I saw what business books would call a “Blue Ocean” opportunity. I took a huge risk, bought screen-printing equipment on a credit card, and started Promotions Guy. Through countless late nights, hard work, answered prayers, and God’s faithfulness, that small idea has grown into a business that now supports ministries around the world and I am incredibly grateful.

In 2016, our first daughter, Georgia, was born and life changed overnight. We traded nights at the bar for diapers, bedtime stories, and early mornings. It was still fun—just a completely different kind of fun.

Around that same time, Julie suggested we start attending church. Meanwhile, Promotions Guy was demanding everything I had. For the first several years, I wasn’t able to pay myself at all. Every dollar seemed to go back into the business. It often felt like I was working endlessly without getting anywhere but thankfully, Julie’s career was flourishing.

JoAnn recognized her talent and continued promoting her until Julie became Director of Finance for three real estate offices in the Keys. God provided for our family through Julie during a season when I was contributing only about five percent of our household income.

Then everything changed. In September of 2017, Hurricane Irma—a Category 4 storm at landfall in the Keys after reaching Category 5 strength—made a direct hit. Almost overnight, my work disappeared. There was no printing, no bartending, no weddings to DJ, nothing. There was just so much destruction.

We had evacuated to Michigan with our one-year-old daughter, and I had no idea how I was going to provide for my family. Once again, I thanked God that Julie had a stable job.

I’ve lived with ADHD my entire life and when I don’t have meaningful work, I don’t simply get bored, I spiral. Not long after the hurricane, I interviewed for a sales position with a marketing company in Bay City, Michigan. Julie and Georgia waited in the car while I went inside. As I sat in the lobby talking with the other applicants, I quickly realized I didn’t exactly fit the corporate dress code, but they called me in anyway.

We talked for a while, and before I left they offered me the job on the spot. For a split second, I desperately wanted to accept it. I guess I wanted relief, I wanted security and I just wanted something to do. Then I heard myself say, “Actually… no thanks.” I realized in that moment that I wasn’t built for corporate life.

Looking back, I don’t think I really wanted the job, I think I just needed someone to remind me that I still had value and that interview accomplished exactly that. I walked back to the car with a renewed sense of purpose. Not long afterward, we opened a second Promotions Guy location in Michigan. We bought more equipment, hired more employees, and dramatically increased our expenses and we also dramatically increased our workload.

One project required our four laser engravers to run eighteen to twenty hours a day for eight straight weeks. The only downtime was about four hours each day to clean and maintain the machines, I worked around the clock. When we finally delivered the order, we learned the customer had accidentally ordered the wrong colors and everything had to be redone. We spent another eight weeks engraving, cutting, cleaning, packaging, and shipping 1.2 million plastic pieces.

That experience changed me. I realized I didn’t want to build a life defined by constant chaos.

Instead of focusing on buying more equipment and producing more products, I decided to focus on building deeper relationships with customers and creating an exceptional customer experience. We sold much of our production equipment, reduced our overhead, and shifted the company’s direction and it changed everything.

Then COVID-19 arrived. Like it did for so many businesses, it brought uncertainty, isolation, and another season where my ADHD and boredom became difficult to manage but this time was different. Because we had already simplified the business, we didn’t have to make drastic cuts to survive and for that, I was deeply grateful.

By then we were back in the Florida Keys, and in 2020 our second daughter, Delta, was born. One afternoon I was pushing Georgia on the swings across the street from our house while Julie stayed inside with baby Delta. Like everyone else, we were trying to avoid COVID and make sense of a world that suddenly felt unfamiliar. For someone who genuinely loves being around people, it was one of the loneliest seasons of my life.
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This is a story about God using something simple to save a life, and how it became the launchpad for a movement. To add some context: my family lives as full-time RVers. That means we live in a recreational vehicle, travel the country, and don’t own a home. My wife and I do this with our two wonderful children, and we absolutely love it. It provides all kinds of interesting opportunities, like the one I’m about to tell you.

We wanted to find some sunshine, so we headed to Texas. We honestly didn’t have a destination in mind, but we ended up at an RV resort on a Saturday. It was practically empty.

The resort has more than 300 RV sites and cabins. It’s almost brand new, with a waterpark, clubhouse, games, and every amenity you could want. It’s beautiful. Yet when we arrived, maybe fifty campsites were occupied.

A nice man on a golf cart guided us to our site in the very back of the park. He happened to be the resort’s general manager. He directed me into a site backed up against a massive electrical substation that practically hummed with power.

By then I’d been towing our fifth wheel across the country all day, so I was exhausted. I wanted to ask for a different site. There had to be 200 empty sites that seemed nicer than this one—sites backed up to woods or open farmland instead of a power station.

Instead, I parked, kept my mouth shut, smiled, and said, “Thanks. See you later.”

Later I discovered this was actually considered a “luxury site”—the one I had apparently booked. If you know me, you know I don’t book luxury sites. I don’t remember choosing it, but God knew exactly where we needed to be.

After setting up the RV, I pulled my sandwich-board sign out of the truck bed and placed it beside our campsite.

The sign simply says:

Can We Pray For You?

Below it is my phone number with the words “Call or Text.” I set this sign up at campgrounds all over the country. As I was putting it out that afternoon, I laughed to myself. No one was ever going to see it.

There might be four cars that drove by all day, and almost nobody walked through that section of the campground because it was so large. The sign was angled in such a way that someone would either have to be driving the opposite direction or somehow end up behind our camper, which made almost no sense.

Still, I did what I almost always end up doing when I have those internal arguments: I followed the prompting of the Lord, put the sign out, and moved on.

The only other occupied campsite within sight was four or five sites away.

Over the next couple of days, I discovered that camper belonged to the general manager who had parked us. Since we were practically the only guests there, we kept meeting employees and work campers. Almost every one of them said the same thing:

“You’re parked back by our general manager. He’s such a nice guy.”

That Sunday we attended a wonderful Bible-believing church and loved every minute of it.

Later that afternoon, Julie and the kids played on the Wibit —a giant inflatable obstacle course floating in the lake—while I worked on a few projects and watched hockey.

That evening ended the way most evenings do. The kids ran around laughing and making plenty of noise while we relaxed around the camper. Monday morning, I woke up around 6:30, made coffee, and sat down by the window with my Bible and a book. Around seven o’clock I pulled up the window shade, like I always do, only to realize this campsite didn’t get enough early morning light to read comfortably. So I did something I almost never do. I went outside. For me, reading outside with my coffee is probably a oncea-month event. It was already hot and humid, and I’d much rather have been inside the air conditioning. I had only read a few pages of Ghost Town when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. The general manager emerged from the woods behind our camper. Apparently there was a trail back there that I hadn’t even noticed before. I waved, then went back to reading. He climbed into his Ranger, paused for a second, climbed back out, and walked toward me. “Hey, how’s it going?” I asked. He mumbled something, then nodded toward the sign. “Tell me about this sign.” I’ll admit, I braced myself for him to ask me to take it down. Then I noticed the cross hanging around his neck. “We just really enjoy praying for people as we travel,” I said. “We’re not doing much besides traveling, so the least we can do is pray.” “What denomination are you?”

“Non-denominational.” He stood quietly for a moment. Then he asked, “Can we go for a walk?” “Of course.” I snapped my book shut. We stopped beside his Ranger. He leaned over the back of it without looking at me and began to cry. “I’m broken,” he finally managed. I gave him a few seconds. “Tell me everything,” I said. “But I want you to know something first—I’m broken too.” Everything came pouring out. “I’m under so much pressure here. I built this park from the ground up. It took two years. It’s been a huge undertaking. I’m not from here. I don’t have any family.” He paused. “Actually…all my family is dead. I want to be with them.” He continued. “I drive an awesome car. I’ve got a great little dog. I live in a beautiful place…and I have no joy.” Then he quietly said, “I’m a homosexual. I pray to God every day, but I don’t really know the Bible. I have a neurological condition that causes tremors and will probably turn into dementia someday. I just have no joy. I don’t feel God in my life.” He opened his hand and showed me a handful of pills. “This is what I take.” Then he added, “My doctor thinks I might have ADHD, and that it’s contributing to my depression.”

That was a lot. “I’m so sorry,” I said. “That’s really hard.” I simply shared what I knew to be true. “You’ll never find joy in possessions. And God is everywhere. He’s always with you. I have ADHD too. I’ve struggled with many of the same challenges. We can work through some of this together.” Then I asked, “Do you have a church community? I think that could help with both loneliness and joy.” He shook his head. “People don’t accept homosexuals in churches. The only church where I feel comfortable is two hours away.” “Can I show you something?” he asked. He led me down the trail I had only noticed that morning. At the end of it stood a ladder. And hanging from a tree… …was a rope. “This is what I was going to do last night.” He began crying again. I was stunned. My mind immediately went to my own family and how close we had unknowingly come to something unimaginable. “Do you know why I didn’t do it?” Through my own tears I asked, “What stopped you?” “Your little girls.” He paused. “They were outside playing last night. Their giggles…their laughter…their happiness.”

“I couldn’t do this to them.” “I couldn’t let them wake up and find me.” I thanked him. Then I thanked God. I put my hand on his shoulder and prayed while both of us stood there crying. Afterward, we cleaned up the area together and walked back. As we reached the campsite, he said, “I saw your sign this morning when I walked by, and I felt like I needed to talk to you.” I looked at him and asked, “Do you really not feel God right now?” “I can’t believe that.” “Why are we parked in this one site instead of any of the other 299?” “I have absolutely no reason to be here except that we wanted warm weather in April.” “My girls were outside laughing because God gave us a beautiful evening.” “And this is almost the only angle in the entire campground where someone could have even seen that sign.” “How can you not feel God right here with us?” I gave him my phone number. “Let’s get together and start reading the Bible from the beginning. I’ll give you as much time as you need.” “We’re going to find that joy again.” He smiled. “I’d really like that.” Then we parted ways. A couple of days later I had to leave
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Before we can effectively pray for others,
we must learn to abide in Christ ourselves.
In this section, you'll build a foundation

of prayer, intimacy with God, spiritual
disciplines, and personal discipleship.

Together we'll explore how to hear God’s
voice, overcome barriers to prayer,
discover your calling, and cultivate a life
that is surrendered and responsive to
God'’s leading.





