






The Wound


I was born in Garden Grove California in 1971 to my Parents Bob and Sue Elias. My sister came a year later. My upbringing was hard to remember. I don't have a whole lot of memories of being a kid. I mostly remember the trauma of divorce. I consider it a four-letter word. Around 8 years old things started to come into view, as far as memories go. That is when things turned for the worst. I remember mostly fighting and disconnection between my parents. My mom spent a lot of time in bed, as she dealt with numerous addictions and ailments. Still to this day she remains in bed. My father became an alcoholic and drug addict during those years. 


There were some memories. I remember playing and making mud pies with my sister in the yard around 5 years old. I remember that it was a big deal to go around bare foot. I was really into drawing at a young age as I would watch my dad paint signs and do illustrations for people. It really intrigued me to see how something could be created from nothing. It was amazing. 


Our family lived in Southern California from my birth until I turned seven, when my mom and dad decided to move to Northern California and reside in the East Bay Area. I was really bummed and impacted because we were really close to both sets of grandparents in Orange County. One set of Grandparents lived in Anaheim and the other in Fullerton. Both families had Christian foundations and were engaged in serving others, carrying the Gospel to others and seeking God. Our dinner times, family times and Holidays were big meals and lots of fun. I do have to say that our grandparents’ home was one of our few places of security. My mom felt the need to move constantly from one house to the next. We sometimes moved twice a year. After moving to Northern California there seemed to be a lag in time. During the two years from 7-8, I remember starting to play baseball and seeking out friends. As a kid who just moved I remember trying to make new memories and find a sense of stability. My dad started to take me hunting and fishing. We would get up super early and drive a good distance to the Sacramento delta to visit a duck club where we hunted. It was freezing. I look back and remember Dad always having me push to be brave and go after the things that were challenges or obstacles.


Then there was a mental gunshot to my soul. My parents’ fighting and dissention grew more and more. I remember being outside the house hearing my Mom yelling at the top of her lungs. I also saw my dad being emasculated in front of my eyes. I had a father who had been stripped and a mother who was unstable. It was alarming for me. Rage was terrifying. That is about the time that my dad became what I called “distracted”. I will touch on this more later. 


During this turmoil I was at church one evening. The pastor was preaching on heaven and hell. It was a typical evangelistic message, talking about our need to recognize our inability to save ourselves, and our need to be saved by Jesus Christ. I remember vividly the color of the room, the clothes he wore, and my parents sitting a few rows behind me. To this day I don’t know why we weren't sitting together. I remember the pastor talking a great deal about heaven and hell and that they really do exist and if I was going to believe the Bible then I had to believe all of it as truth. Well, the stuff the Lord spoke of regarding hell scared the crud out of me. I remember during the invitation the pastor gave at the end of the sermon I turned around and looked at my parents. My Mom gave me the look of “Honey, go if you feel led to.” A smile was on her face. I walked to the front of the room to shake the pastors hand. He was love. I know that now if I saw a little kid like that go forward I would lose it. I would bawl my eyes out. It is a brave thing to do and stand up for at that age. I wasn't pressured. I knew what I was doing and why. When I looked up into his eyes it was like a homecoming as a child. I related it to what it would be like to meet Santa Claus. I wasn't nervous. I then walked over to a lady who held my hand as we walked to a “prayer room”. This is basically any room that is just outside any church sanctuary. That term “prayer room” still cracks me up every time I hear it. She showed me how to give my life to Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior right then and there. I remember crying. I don't know why. I remember vividly the feeling of the room, the way she looked etc. I remember afterwards walking out of the room. Little did I know the wound was days away...


My wound was delivered Christmas week when we were visiting my grandparents in Southern California. My Dad had sparked a relationship with a woman at an art supply store and began fostering this relationship. This was revealed to me in the worst way. My Dad said goodbye to his family and returned back up North to be with his girlfriend. I remember thinking “That's it? You asshole! How can you do this to me if you love me and my sister!?”  I didn't dare say anything because I was scared of the rage. My Mom stayed in Orange County with her parents and fell into a deeper black hole than ever. As she was completely unavailable, my sister and I spent most of our time with grandparents. This posed some serious adjustments for me in that I had to return back to Northern California to go back to school and back to life, except now there was someone new at our house. My step-mom was a breath of fresh air compared to my mother who was unavailable. Our time with her was fun, but it came at a high price-the dissolution of a family. I had to live with my Dad who had essentially bailed and left my sister and me for another woman. I didn't see this as a wound or trauma until later in my life. I had no idea how much this situation would mold my belief system, programming, view of women etc. We had no choice in the matter. My sister and I were screwed. I don't care what anyone says about divorce being tough for the husband and wife. They aren't the victims. The kids are. They have no choice and have to deal with it, choose sides, and pick which version of “crazy” they wanted to live with. Their lives are shattered once and for all. No longer would the institution of love and marriage be seen the same, because the 2 most important beings in a child’s life are out for themselves and no one else. My parents’ focus and priority became all about repairing their own lives, not ours. They each were so messed up that they couldn't make heads or tails of things. On the outside my dad looked like he had it all together and I know he wanted to badly. In his heart I know he wanted to provide a great life but didn't have all the tools to do so. The same was true for my mother. They both used substances to numb themselves. My step-mom went beyond the call of duty to provide as much fun as possible for me and my sister, regardless of my dad’s and my mom’s chaos. It was at this time that my dad's distraction with drugs and alcohol became escalated. I was around 11-13 at the time, and my sister was living with my mom in Orange County.


I became as busy as possible. I was playing drums at 12 years old. I loved big band jazz and and still do. I would go to Giants Baseball games and take the bus to my dad's sign shop after school. I swept the shop and learned hard discipline, but we just didn't seem to connect on an emotional level. My dad was so preoccupied with making ends meet that he was very distracted. He would try to provide cool memories like ice cream parlors, going into the city for the day and going for pizza. The drug problem grew stronger as it was now being grown at and dealt from our house. I was uncomfortable to say the least. I remember my dad in the middle of the day passing out in the living room. I would take his shoes off while he took a “nap”. I look back now and my heart hurts to imagine a 12-year-old boy going through that.


At 13 I took a trip to Orange County to visit my mom and sister, who was in junior high at the time. They were living in an apartment at the beach in Corona del Mar. It was a small place above the studio where my mom worked doing interior design. I remember amazing visits: the beach, the feel, the opportunity. Dad was a mess. I considered moving in with my mom, but she would say inappropriate things. She was successful working on serious high-end clients. In fact, she was, and I consider her to still be, one of the most talented people I have ever met. Her ability to take people’s homes and create environments unique to them was just astounding. It would blow my mind. She worked hard, I believe, to engineer a life that wasn't reality. Jobs would ebb and flow, but living at the beach had its demands. I remember making the decision to move down. It was heartbreaking. I felt like I was really hurting my dad's feelings. The phone call didn’t go well. He even threatened to fly down and kick my ass the moment he had enough money. I hung up the phone terrified. His rage was in full force. I wouldn't talk to him for a while after that.


Once I moved to Corona del Mar my life changed. I was around a lot of fun and beautiful things and times. I know my mom was happy to have me around. My sister and mom and I spent many nights at Coco's on PCH having dinner or going to the movies. I became super active in my youth group at Calvary Church of Santa Ana. My mom was pretty tied into the leaders and congregation there. I was able to rekindle old friendships from when I left before the divorce. I got to spend a great deal of time with my grandparents. We have great memories of countless visits to Disneyland. Days were filled with swimming and going to the Magic Kingdom at night. My family members even worked at Disneyland. Great memories.




Through junior high and high school years I was as busy as I could get. I kept playing drums. I studied jazz and orchestra. I toured and had a blast. I remember my days being packed with sports, music and church. Looking back now it saved my life. My mom was seriously challenged, health-wise, and my sister and I stayed as active as possible to keep things fun. I would usually leave the house at 545am to get picked up by my music teacher. I would sit in the back of his pick up truck in a lawn chair. I would spend all day at school, then football, basketball and baseball after school. It was when I was 14 that the most important people came into my life. Unfortunately, it was under challenging circumstances with my mom trying to make ends meet. I was in youth group and met my soon to be best friend Ray Flowers. He was part of a worship band that didn't have a drummer; now they did.  I offered to play. This bunch of weirdoes became a full-blown band that toured the US. We had a blast. My next 6 years was spent playing in the band, school sports and drawing. I knew my dad was making money drawing, so I thought I would try and raise some money myself. When we moved to Tustin I grabbed my bike and started riding around town going door to door asking if anyone wanted a sign. I made business cards on a Xerox machine and handed out as many as I could. There was warm reception and I got quite a few jobs. My uncle ran the marketing for a local restaurant and he gave me some opportunities to do work for them. It was successful and started to snowball. My days became even busier with responsibility. School was almost an inconvenience. The art started taking off and I began getting letters from schools to play football. I was at a serious crossroads and I was only 17. I felt 30.


This is when God became louder in my life. Touring with the band and being in a youth group gave me a forum to work with people and tell them about God and how much He cares for them. Even at an early age I remember knowing and feeling a sense of the Holy Spirit in me working. It was always about following His prompting to take risks where others wouldn't. It was frequently public speaking; performing in front of people was really an amazing opportunity at such a young age.


When I was a sophomore in high school my dad got sober, and he has been ever since. He has done so well that he actually worked in clinical areas of chemical dependency. We were able to start our relationship back up, but it took some doing, and it has been a long road. We have had some great memories though: fishing in Oregon, snowboarding and fly-fishing in Montana. Little bits of healing came around each campfire.


There is an important thing to note here. My grandfather on my mom's side was a great guy. He worked at Quaker State for 35 years and then retired. He began a small business of refurbishing oil pumps and tanks. I would spend every Saturday working for him on what I called the hardest work ever. He was hard on me, so much that it would break me down to crying. This was an outdoor yard and it was in 100-degree heat next to railroad tracks, probably one of the dirtiest jobs I know of. It was gross and grimy, but I was later to find out that he was building character. I was making $100.00 a day when I was there. We would break for lunch and wash our hands with powdered laundry soap to clean up before eating sandwiches that grandma brought in. I know he loved me and HATED the divorce, but he also knew that he would be one of the few men to instill a Godly perspective and integrity in me. We spent countless Saturday evenings around the dinner table after working at the shop. Life is what happened around that table. Little did I know Grandpa Carl was being used by God to help shape my eternal perspective for years to come.


There was another man named Jon Talbert that really helped build character in me. He was a leader from our youth group. I would spend countless hours and evenings with him and his wife and kids. He was a working and living model of a man who had his priorities routed in Christ and was an example of the life I wanted on earth. I owe a great deal of who I am to him.


After graduation from high school, I still played with the band, but I chose to focus on my artwork. I received an airbrush for my graduation and I put it to use immediately. Ministry at church and the youth group was awesome. I made lots of friends and even more memories. My art company was taking off.  I poured every bit I had into the company.






E.G.O. Driven 





        “Edging God Out”


In 1992 I was 21 and I had a bad marriage that lasted not even a year. It was the beginning of a cycle that snowballed into the worst kind of e.g.o. The inconsistency of family security and my mothers “advice” made the perfect storm for a 21-year-old boy. My mom had remarried several times since the divorce and it made for a very tough transition through the years, observing where she was at and what she was trying to do. Her ability to parent was challenged because of her preoccupation. I saw that the only way for me to survive was to not rely on my family. I had to make things happen myself. Throughout the next 5-6 years I became EGO driven. I became totally immersed in toxic relationships. I thought that the more I could fix people, the better I’d look. I had a false sense of reality. I was under the belief that if I could fix other people, then I would be validated and my ego would be filled. Instead, I grew cold my relationship with Christ and became emotionally bankrupt. I remember numerous days of feeling like I was in a pinball machine, bouncing around emotionally and financially.


In 1996 I hit a bottom. I was spent and couldn't continue things the way they were. I felt as if I had already lived 3 lives; I should have had grey hair. Those years were spent of painting from 8am to 4am, and networking with as many companies and people as possible. The one thing that I knew was that whatever I did in these years for my company would benefit me in my 30's and 40's. I was laying a foundation. The problem I faced was that I was not going to have the dream of a sound marriage and home if I remained an emotionally toxic person living life on “self-will.” I ultimately reached a depression and breakdown. I found myself one night sitting on a cliff above the beach I grew up next to. I was wrestling with what God wanted to do with a guy like me. I knew I had a great gift to create but didn't know what it was I was supposed to successfully paint or create that was uniquely “me.” What was to come was the breakthrough.






“Breakdown or Breakthrough”

I so badly wanted answers. I needed God to get to me in a language I understood. I began to think of all that I had been through and decided to just go with what I knew. I knew mermaids and angels, so I used them to tell my story, which included the breakthroughs and revelations God revealed to me. As I came to realize where “self” kept getting me, I shared with people that continuing in my “self” would be a life of uncertainty, without identity, that this was the beginning of a tough process of being directed by God and finding out why he designed me, and what my purpose was here on this earth. I didn't want to keep throwing things up against the wall of life, wondering if it would stick. I desired a life of peace of mind and security, knowing I was operating within my strengths and being utilized to “My Utmost for His Highest.”


From 1996 -1999 I went through a vigorous time of self-discovery through a couple of venues. I found a therapist who was a Christian with traits that I was hoping for but who also had a “gloves off” approach. His name is Dave Carder and I still today have major respect and gratitude for this man and his influence in my life. I spent a great deal of time in his office as he gave me very tough assignments, books and counsel. God used Dave to unlock parts of me and my past that I never would have been willing to face on my own. Things that happened to me as a kid spiritually, physically, sexually and mentally could be discussed in a way that was safe, allowing them to be unraveled. I remember how hard it was. I know I wanted instant results. I wanted the answers; I wanted to finally be “fixed” so I could go out there and live out my purpose and calling, but I had to come to the realization that it is a “process.” In one of the sessions with Dave I remember him saying that he wanted me to take the next year to two years off from any romantic relationship. It felt like someone took away my air to breathe, like someone was cutting off my life supply. He said that if I got healthy then I would attract a healthy woman. I was so angry and frustrated. I fought it too. I remember the following week seemed like the world was going to end.


In addition to spending time with Dave, I started attending AA meetings to understand my parents’ addictions and dependencies. In those rooms I was floored. I started to see some unsettling symptoms of my parents’ disease that had manifested in me. You see, in all of these ups and downs, I didn't turn to drugs and alcohol, or get dependent and distracted, or develop a false sense of identity or worth. Instead, I became intoxicated with chaotic relationships.  I finally realized that the common denominator in all of my bad relationships was ME. The other people weren't the problem, I was. Until I found out what it was in me that needed to get healthy, I wasn't going to have anything to offer a wife, a friend or a client. I met Tony at one of these meetings. He was a guy who had issues like everyone else, except that he had more experience than I did. Over the next few years Tony walked with me everyday through the ups and downs and taught me disciplines that helped expose the muck and mire of my soul. Again he was used to draw out of me the elements that had to be addressed, one by one. Week after week we would meet. He walked me through the 12-step inventory, and through that we were able to see the root wounds and start to take the necessary steps to equip my life with tools to reset the hard drive in my mind.  I thank the Lord for Tony and his relentless pursuit of my heart and willingness to walk with me through the process. There were some really dark times and moments when I was extremely frustrated. As I continued to discover these elements of my life I kept in contact with my best friend Ray who I had met when I was 14. He and I do and always will stick close together. I have to credit our intentionality as friends to continually stay in contact and be deliberate about spending time together. This I know: Men are fighting a battle on this earth and we are at war. To go through this life without any close male relationships, you are going to have a tough time. I am grateful beyond words for the friendship and love Ray showed me as I went through all of these stages. He saw it all. Still, to this day, we are committed and continue to call each other’s bluff when necessary. This bond remains in tact as we face life’s challenges and decisions. I believe strongly that if a man wants to truly be used by the Lord and live out His calling and purpose it will only be found with what I call a "board of advisors." These are men that help steer and direct, as they know your deepest secrets, hopes and dreams. You see, men are posers. They pound their chests thinking they are badass and tough guys. They try to buy identities by getting a leather jacket or wearing a hat backwards or getting a tattoo. I know, because I did all these things. Men need other sharp men who keep raising the bar in areas of personal growth. You cannot go this alone. Christ used absolutely normal guys to accomplish his plan. He loves coming through with underdogs and people you'd never expect. If he can use a tax collector, a tent maker, and four fishermen, he can use a guy like me. The season of breakthroughs kept happening. I painted more and more about the journey. Collectors started really relating to the art because I was painting real life. I was really painting the things closest to me and emotionally projecting onto the canvas.

The Angel Came Walking In
I was at the beginning of the second year of my rigorous internal inventory, and I was working like crazy: Numerous jobs painting murals, selling paintings and fulfilling orders or commissions. I was thankful for the opportunities as they kept me busy. What a lot of people don't know is that from 1992 through 1998 I lived above my warehouse studio. I figured it would be wise to save money and dump it back into the company to grow it instead of using it for a mortgage. One night in 1999 I was asked to help a friend of mine who needed some body art on performers at a local night club. It was a huge club of around three thousand people. I was painting on stage, and as usual, I watched and interacted with the crowd. I noticed this girl hanging out in the front row but she wasn't with anyone. Everyone was dancing around her and she was just dancing by herself. She didn’t really seem like the type to be hanging around this sort of place. She had long dark hair and had a face that could launch ships. I remember her beauty hitting me to the point where it made me nervous. She had a classic and timeless beauty. It reminded me of Donna Reed or Juliette Binoche. I was overwhelmed, but I quickly remembered I was under direction to not go after any relationships; I was in a period of not dating. I had friends I would hang out with, but I was attracted to her, and I knew I would be pursuing her for more than just friendship based on the initial attraction. I declined asking her name or even approaching her at all. The night was over, and as I was packing up my gear back stage, most people were stumbling out in a drunken stupor. As I was putting together my last few things, I looked up to find her standing above me with her hand out. She said, “Hi, my name is Chantel and I was told by my friend that if I had the chance that I should meet you.” I was in shock. We spoke for a few minutes and I told her I would love the chance to talk further over dinner or coffee. I didn't have any paper to write so I tore a piece of cardboard off a box and wrote her number down. As I drove home I was so beside myself that I called Tony and Dave. I told them that I was all screwed up because I knew I wasn't supposed to pursue anyone. I wondered what to do now. They both pretty much gave me the same suggestion to move forward, but cautiously. Chantel and I spent our first date driving around Los Angeles as I returned equipment and visited some vendors. We had a dinner at Trader Vic’s in Beverly Hills and shopping on Melrose Avenue. It was great. It was a great day learning about her family and her career as a hair colorist, and how she was building her clientele each month and year. It was refreshing for me to be with a woman who was self-sufficient and didn't need anything. We spent time together from then on. Months later we discussed marriage and we committed to seeing Dave for pre-marital counseling. It was an incredible time of discovery about each other’s personalities, strengths and weaknesses. I attribute those few months as a vital time that we put Christ first in our marriage and laid a foundation to build a life on. I went through some incredible times of unease. Chantel was peaceful, even-keeled and pleasant. No frills, yet no roller coaster of emotions. It took a while to get used to that. More and more I had to embrace the fact that I was no longer going to have to live in chaos. I owe what I am able to do on this earth to my wife. God has used her in such a dramatic way that it has impacted and continues to impact me. She is a huge barometer for how the enemy tries to get to me and get me off my game. She reminds me of who I am and that I have what it takes as a husband and father. In 2001 Chantel and I married. We spent the following year and a half just being together. We bought our first house in 2003. Soon after, our first child Griffin was born. She came into our life and added so much joy. Chantel and I continued to make date nights a priority in our marriage even if it meant an hour for coffee. We would use these times to evaluate the marriage and ask each other what we could do to improve the marriage. So much happens in seven days that it is easy to have things get overlooked. Our next gift from God was our son Noah who arrived in 2005. He was a blessing and a joy in our life. I was busy running the art publishing business and Chantel was still doing hair. We began to invest in real estate and even moved to a larger home a bit further from the area we lived in. Projects and clients were getting bigger and I felt like God was positioning us for something bigger. I knew I wanted to do something with my gift to paint but also my ability to connect with people. I then had the privilege of meeting up with a mentor, Bob Shank. Bob’s life pursuit is to equip men for their role in the revolution to impact the world for Jesus Christ through their acts of service and irresistible lifestyles. I was attracted to his offering and enrolled in a 3-year, vigorous exploration of my calling and purpose. I had gone through life feeling like I had been given a Ferrari, but did not have the keys to drive it. I knew I had a gift but how was I going to use it?

Life was changing. We were married, with kids and careers. The thing I wanted to make sure of was that I was going to use my talents and gifts for the glory of God. What was that supposed to look like? How does that even happen? So, Chantel and I endured what our great friends, Lefty and Jason, called "Operation Simplify," which consisted of downsizing life so that resources and time could be freed up so as to not strain our companies for cash. The bigger the lifestyle got, the more money we needed to support it, which meant that we were working harder and could not get off the hamster wheel. I now realize that the enemy wants to take people out of the game, and that’s how he does it. He wants to keep us distracted and idle as much as possible so that we won’t be reach our true potential. I firmly believe that we were not created to be happy. Give me a break, what a waste of Christ’s going to the cross-just so we can be happy? Even more crazy is the idea certain people have, that if they accept Christ and have a ticket to heaven, that all is good-they can now just go through life in front of the TV, wasting away. We were not put here to fulfill OUR desires of self. I was created by Him and for Him. He did give me a choice; do I want to follow Him and have Him reveal the life that was intended for me?  If so, then I need to fully surrender. For me, it was surrendering myself so that I am available to be used however He wants. I'll tell you what; there is no sweeter spot than being exactly where He wants me. I am no longer in the pinball machine. But then there's a rub...there always is…

The Rub

From 2004 to 2007, as we were going through Operation Simplify, I would wake up in fear each morning. There were 2 thoughts that haunted me: I was either doing something wrong to get us into this situation, or there was something I wasn't doing right for things to get better. I spent most of my life as a "Christian" hiding in ministry and fell into the next devious tactic of the enemy called "being and doing for the Lord". What I later discovered is that the Lord never wanted any of us to be and do for Him. I had been living a performance-based life, one of duty. That way of life was never what the Lord intended. It was on April 12, 2007 that I had a major epiphany. I was in our home reading a book when for the first time I knew that God was clearly speaking to me. He said, " I never asked you to be or do for me. Stop. All I want is your heart. I want us to walk and talk on a daily basis. I don't want just some of your life and your events each day; I want to be in every aspect of your life. I have been here this whole time, and I know you are worn out from trying to be and do for me." It was then that I stood up in tears so broadsided and shocked, that I felt “saved” all over again. In short, God allowed me to wander in the desert of life to learn that His plan is what is most important in my life, not mine. I told Chantel what had happened and she knew it hit me hard. I began pondering what to "do" next.

If life isn't about works and performance, then what do I do with my time and talents?  As I became more deliberate about listening for God, His Holy Spirit started prompting me moment by moment. I was learning what it means to “walk in the Spirit.” It used to sound like an experiential type of behavior when I talked to people but now I knew what they had been talking about. It was all making sense now. The Holy Spirit was unfolding God’s plan in my heart. I had been living a life of faith and duty, believing in something I couldn't see but KNEW was real. When He created Adam he wanted a friend and a relationship for fellowship. I get that. I look at the relationships I have with people and I realize what He was intending to do. The entire Bible is trying to get us back to the beginning, walking and talking with God, just as Adam did so long ago. If you hear this and understand, then what are you going to do with this truth? If you know this to be true then why are you wasting your life on meaningless chatter or staying a place of unfulfillment? I have the privilege of traveling the world, meeting and talking with people from all over the globe. What I have witnessed first hand is an epidemic where people grow up, have kids, work tirelessly, retire, then bow out and fade away. Or, people will think that if they "do" nice things it will earn them points on Judgment Day; Feeding the poor and picking up the trash. Sorry, but I'm here to inform everyone that "doing" those things without offering the greatest free gift, salvation from hell, is doing a good thing, but it is not a “God” thing. Humanitarianism without salvation is a like treating someone with a bandage when you could have given him eternity with no more pain, labor, discomfort and sorrow. It is clear, if we were created to have fellowship with Him and enjoy Him forever, then it is NO WONDER the world is the way it is. The enemy, Satan himself, is ruler over this world, temporarily, and he has a distorted what was meant to be. The Messiah will return, and we who know Him will experience Heaven and the new Earth revealed. Come on, lets stop looking at God as a fairy tale of puffy clouds and little cupids. 






Grab your Crash Helmet

Ok, so it sounds like a rant, but if you could figure out your life you would have by now. People continue to fall into mid-life crises, and retirees are still miserable and recalling the “glory days.”  Why is this?  It is because people still look for identity and fulfillment from their career and what they “do” for a living. Who said that is the way to go? Where did you get that scripting-that message? If you won the lottery and had more money than you ever needed, what would you do and how would you do it? What is stopping you from doing any of that right now? To quote “Braveheart,” “Every man dies, not every man truly lives.” Are you trading time for dollars and keep racking up the years under the mantra that "40 is the new 30". If what I am presenting isn't true then why does this idea make people so uncomfortable? All I am sharing is what happened to me. I am not giving advice. I am just asking you to stop and consider the position you are in. Have you ever stopped to take stock of why in the world you are really here?

So, I will bring this full circle and see if this makes sense: I was living as a man who knew the Lord; I was saved and was going to heaven. I had a wife, kids and a career. BUT, what was I to do with all of what I now KNOW to be true? I had to answer the "CALL TO ACTION". That means, God revealed to me His plan and asked that I get on board with Him. The points won't tally on earth where they and I will be gone after a while. Instead, I can defer my investment into the Kingdom where I can receive 100x return for eternity. Think of that for a second, real estate and stocks can barely guarantee 10% returns here on earth where moths and thieves come to destroy and steal, compared with the ultimate safety deposit box the Lord is keeping for me when I get to heaven!!!! Imagine living a life where you know your assignment exactly and what you were called to do. Too many people like myself get it wrong by finding their identity in their career and what they "do." God revealed, and continues to reveal, His plan for what He wants to accomplish through me. Chantel is the number one ministry in my life. Second, are my children and raising them in a way that will impact others for His glory. My career as an artist is no longer a job. It is a vehicle and Trojan horse to convey Christ’s message for people; how much He loves them and how important they are. It is not a chore because I am doing exactly what I know he wants me to do. Is art the only assignment that I will have? NO. As God speaks to me through the Holy Spirit I will wait for His prompting and the next step. One of the ways the Lord speaks to me is through His word, my wife, prayer, my board of directors. I don't listen to much advice from sources that aren't biblically rooted and sound. You might as well ask a mechanic how to make a dress. My days of fear are gone. The "Rub" is the wisdom to decipher the challenges. My days are still crammed with hardship, resistance and trials. But now it is not a surprise and I don't blame my performance as the reason that I am where I am. Sometimes God allows trials to shape and mold us because life on “easy street” produces stagnation and apathy. 

Where are you, in the parking lot outside the stadium, wondering and wishing you could be a part of "the event?" Maybe you have a ticket and are in the stands and get to go to the show(accepting the Lord into your life and say you are a Christian). Still, you aren't experiencing what God intended. The whole idea of Christ and us is to empty ourselves and humble ourselves. Maybe you have put on a uniform but you are on the sidelines because you are hesitant to get in the game. I've got my helmet on and I am in the game and it is a blast being a part of the main event. Are you in the game? Do you know where you are at in this game of life? Do you know in your heart that there is more to this life than what you are experiencing? Are you a human being or a human doing? I wasn’t put here to exist, I was put here to live life and have it abundantly. True happiness and fulfillment of ones soul cannot be achieved through human endeavors.

I am here to encourage you right now that it can change if you want it to. Accept the loving relationship of your Heavenly Father and allow Him to pour Himself into you and see what happens. Here's a freebie, I'll save you 10 years: Don't go out there and start being and doing for the Lord  in order to rack up points and hide in the ministry of "doing." Just consider laying your life(your will/thinking) at His feet daily and go where He prompts you to go. He loves you and can't wait to show you what He has always wanted for you. If you have kids, you know what it is like to reveal a blessing to your child and see the response. Your Heavenly Father loves you so much more; He sent His Son to die in order to pay the price, bear the punishment for our sin. He bore the sin of every human being allowing us the chance to have eternal life. The question is, do you believe that? If not why? How is YOUR way of life driven by "self" working out for you so far? Don't kid yourself or anyone else, there is a void in every one of us that was designed and intended to be filled by God, but we all try to put something else in it. What have you put in it? You can only have one thing in it. You can spend the rest of your time on earth trying to fill that void, or you can surrender unconditionally yourself to God and finally start living. OI onlyt say this because I found out the hard way and I did it sober. It sounds like a soap box speech but i would say people only think about or talk about such things either at the bith of their child or the death of a loved one. Its amazing that these two facts of life no human can have influence over. Thats like trying to debate there isn’t a sun or air.


Warning

There's always the fine print. I wish someone had told me all of this when I was younger. Why? It would have saved me a tremendous amount of money, time and hardship. More importantly, I would have been living in the sweet spot of my calling much earlier and amassing wealth for eternity and not here on earth. To illustrate, I'll tell you the story about two guys that arrive in heaven. The first guy goes before the judgment seat and his name is written in the book of life. He is stoked. He then goes before the second seat which most don't know about. It is here that the Lord tallies his rewards and all that he deferred to the kingdom to enjoy for eternity. The Lord reveals his treasure in heaven spec'd exactly to his unique desires; structures, stuff and things to go enjoy for eternity. Talk about Christmas morning!! His buddy then goes next. He finds his name written in the book of life and is stoked to be there for eternity praising the Lord. He goes to the second throne. The Lord reveals to Him his treasure. It is a quaint, small structure and not much else. The man asks, “God, why is it so small? One of His angels passing by tells him, "You didn't send us much to build with."


So, I again implore you as a friend, let us not spend our days amassing earthly wealth for someone else to enjoy when we leave. You’ll never see a hearse pulling a U-Haul. We toil and labor under the sun and have time away from those we love the most because we are buying into the advertising. Don't buy the lie. I was severely taken out by it and the whole reason I write this is to save you the hardship. We were put on this earth for two things: Love God and pursue His kingdom and righteousness (and everything else will be taken care of). The other is to make disciples. That means, teach others to carry the same exact message you were impacted by. If you don't tell them, who will? My goal in life is to let as many people know that Christ loves them more than anyone else ever could. “Greater love has no man that he lay down his life for his friends.” Imagine living your days knowing and seeing the world and the people in it through the lenses and perspective of God. Let me tell you, your heart will break. 

What have I taken from all of this? My life isn't about me; yet, left to my own devices, I am the most self-seeking and selfish person I know. I usually walk into everything wondering how it will benefit me first. I am committed to spending every day of my life working with God to unveil the true me so I can get “self” out of the way and allow Him to work. It is a life-long journey but at least I know I'm headed in the right direction, He's leading and I'm just along for the ride.












-Noah


