
“Darkness to Light” - Personal Stories from Church of the Apostles

This  Christmas  &  Epiphany,  we  share  with  you  real-life  stories  of  people  who  lived  in
darkness, but by the grace of God, have found hope & healing. Some stories are raw, but
they are not intended to shock. They have been shared in the hope that you, too, may know
and experience the light of Christ. When you read these stories, pray over them, especially
if they speak to your own or a loved one’s experience. Remember, the love of God is always
with you, no matter your situation. - Father Leo

(Some stories have been edited for content and privacy.)

AS A CHILD...

As a child, I remember never feeling good enough, smart enough, or pretty enough. I felt so
isolated and alone. As a teen, in the darkness of my bedroom, I crawled out of bed to kneel
and pray. Tears came as I asked God to make himself real to me. I don’t remember what I
prayed, but I did have a peace and sense that God was with me and comforted me.  But I
still craved being accepted and known. So much so, that I got pregnant.

Even if hidden from others, inside I felt  an abortion  exposed the pride, selfishness, and
ugliness of sin inside me. For years this secret kept me in hiding as I sought absolution in
helping others and good works. But having a glimpse of my true self became the path to
seek the holiness of God instead.  Slowly, I sensed more healing in my soul.

Over decades since, I have truly been blessed by the light of his presence... with God’s light
shining on my darkness and setting me free. Although I don’t freely share the depravity of
my sin, I no longer live in hiding... in his light I also have found freedom from shame, joy in
serving, and hope for the future... a sinner trusting in the healing power of God’s love and
the capacity to love others. 

Jesus has truly been the way and the truth and the light in my darkness.

IN SCHOOL...

In school, I was bullied by teachers and students alike. Even my Dad called me Dumb Kid
for many years. I was one angry kid!  Once a relative took me to church. That was the first
time I met the Holy Spirit. That was the first time I began to understand how God could help
and think about my behavior.

Later switched to a church-based school – with teachers who worked with me, prayed for
me and of course introduced me to my faith. I learned how to study, work hard and have
faith in myself for the first time. This was God’s gift to me and changed my life forever. 



I GREW UP...

I  grew  up  as  a  child  with  chaos,  violence,  and  physical  plus  sexual  abuse.  I  always
remember a picture outside my bedroom of Jesus in the garden of Gethsemane praying and
asking God to forgive them for they did not understand what they did.  When I slept, I would
create a boat of my stuffed animals around me… and try to disappear into my own make-
believe safe place with Jesus and would ask Him to forgive my abusers like Jesus did in the
picture.

Later as an adult, I became depressed and suicidal. Even in church, I felt dark and evil --
and that I didn't think that God loved me.  One day two people heard my story and held in
their  arms,  laid  hands on me and started praying for  me.   They assured me that  God
indeed loved me and I was His child. Now things didn't change overnight but this was a
beginning. A new light entered my life.

Even after their prayers, eventually I felt betrayed by God and very confused… again feeling
suicidal and depressed.   Then with more prayers with my priest, a miracle occurred.  I have
never  had  another  suicidal  episode  since. I  hope  to  always  be  moving  forward  out  of
darkness into the light.

MY FIRST DRINK...

My first real experience with alcohol came at age 15. It ended in a blackout and spending
the night in a jail cell --- the first of 4 arrests. Later it occurred to me that I didn’t have 6
friends or relatives to carry my casket should I die. 

Later in a 12-step group, I was told the solution involved a belief in some kind of God … so I
decided to try that for a year. They asked me to admit to myself that I was powerless over
alcohol and that there was a God or Power Greater than myself who could help me with this
powerless problem. I was given a number of “steps” to take to help a spiritual awakening
sufficient to keep me from drinking. They invited me to examine my life and behavior from
birth to now. I thought it ALL a bit extreme – but I would give it a year. Then they asked me
to make amends to the people I had harmed. Ok, another year.

I was told to deepen my relationship with this Power through prayer and even meditation. By
now, these Steps were changing my relationship not just with alcohol – but changing the
way I viewed my life and those around me. 

Now not just trying to stop drinking, I started trying to live my life in a meaningful way with
those around me. “The harder I work this deal, the better the people around me act!”  To say
I’m grateful is a gross understatement. This is truly become the biggest deal in my life.

Eventually lcohol miraculously stopped being a problem. My alcoholism which I thought was
the worst thing in my life has led me to a better life I couldn’t even dream about.  



 
IN MIDDLE SCHOOL...

In middle school  I  was one of  the outcasts.  A lonely journey that  I  now see as having
depression episodes that shaped my high school years. Later in a new community of faith, a
door was opened and a lot of my past was chucked out into the darkness to fall away to
some lost garbage pile. 

In  one  memorable  guided  and  prayerful  encounter,  my  foot  stepped  out  and  into  the
nothingness of a hole and I started to stumble. My soul cried out "Oh God".  My foot landed
on the hand of the Holy Spirit, his fingers wrapping around my shoe and pushing my foot
and me back up into stability.  In that moment, God became real for me.

FROM A HOSPITAL BED...

From a hospital bed: I asked, “Am I dead?” They kept assuring me that I was
very much alive and just  sick.  I  do not  know how long it  lasted.  I  do know I  was very
frightened... especially when next I saw a vision of the wall in front of the bed in flames that
looked like the fires of hell (and judgment?). My throat and mouth were wide open, but I
could not talk or scream. I totally panicked. My mind became convinced that I had, indeed,
died and I was condemned to this as eternal hell. This vision terrified me for several months
even after going home.  It took weeks before I could pray again.  Although it has been a
slow process, my spiritual life has begun to recover along with my body, even as the vision
changed how I think about life after death.

CHRISTMAS in TEHRAN

[Note: This story is so specific that the teller shares without need for anonymity. Thank you!]

My Christmas of 1978 was spent in Tehran, Iran – confined to my house due to civil war all
around me.  Nightly protests and battles in the streets of my neighborhood were followed in
the morning by army trucks picking up dead bodies and laborers with brooms and water
washing away the blood and picking up the shell casings and spent tear gas canisters. 

Being the only American within miles I was completely isolated.  (This was before PCs,
iPhones and the Internet.)  Iranian TV and radio offered only religious programs in Farsi.
My  only  access  to  the  outside  world  was  the  occasional  phone  call  to  the  American
embassy and the BBC, which I could receive on my black market equipment.  By Christmas,
I had been confined and alone for 90 days.The temperature outside was below freezing and
the wind about thirty miles per hour.  As night fell the normal nightly protests and gun battles
broke out on the main street a few blocks away. I hunkered down for a long, cold winter’s
night.



At midnight, I awoke with a start. All noise from the street battles had stopped suddenly. I
walked out into my courtyard to listen and looked around. The sky was clear and the air
crisp. The surface wind had decreased to just a whisper. There was no moon, and with all
electricity shut off during curfew, the sky was clear and the stars were bright.  I looked up
and saw the southern cross dominating the heavens. And I realized that this was the sky
that shone over the manger 2000 years before. 

Suddenly,  snow resting atop the nearby mountain tops started to blow,  float  in  and fall
around me.  I realized it was past midnight, it was past Christmas. All was peaceful and
quiet. That is when I came to know that God would see me through, I would make it out
alive.  Ever since that night, whenever I have faced pain, upset, fear of the unknown or even
fear of death – the peace of that Christmas continues to give me the courage to persevere.

I CHALLENGED GOD TO PROVE HE EXISTED

It was Easter Eve. I had finished a combat tour where my best friend had been blown up
hours before he was to go home to his wife and kids. I narrowly missed being right next to
him during the rocket attack; instead, I helped pick up small pieces left of his body...

I left the combat zone alive. While remembering how he died and I lived, I pulled my car
over to the side of the road to rage at God, demanding God prove his existence to me. Then
I took off at high speed – and quickly crashed.

The lights and sounds of the car turning over and over turned into a physical and spiritual
horror show. The car crash was happening in one time and place, but I also was in some
other dimension: first I see a demon crawling out of an orange hole in the ground. He is full
of hate and anger – but he cannot touch me.  Then I am drawn to a beautiful blue light...
and as I descend past it, I see my car turned upside down.  In an instant, I “awake” back in
the wreckage and hear a voice.  

“Do you want to live?” it asks me. Of course I do! The voice tells me to read the entire Bible.
It also tells me the name of my future wife... and child... and even my dog.

I survive the crash and DO read the whole Bible – more than once over the years. And I do
meet and marry a woman with the same (rare) name I was told. And it takes seven years,
but my child's and dog's names both occur as had been reveled to me – in their cases,
without my input!  I do still read & study the Bible decades later, as I find life lonely and sad
without a very real God whom I now know exists.



WHEN MY EGO RESISTS...

Now EGO means, as I have learned much to my distress, Ease God Out. I have managed
in my life to ease him so far out I didn’t hear Him calling. That isn’t something I am proud of
but thank God he kept on knocking and calling. He had a gift for me I didn’t know I wanted
or needed. I am something of a fool. 

So a bunch of very nice young Christians were always asking “Have you met Jesus?” …
and wanting me to accept him as my Lord and Savior.  I wasn't ready.  Then I lived with a
wonderful lady for a year. She said she was praying about us and waiting for a sign.  She
must have gotten one – because she left and broke my heart. My EGO still wasn't ready to
deal with God.  Too busy partying in one of the wildest cesspool cities in the world. She did
leave me some Christian reading material though.

Eventually I move to Texas and get invited to a few churches.  I even went up for an altar
call.  For some reason and I have no idea why, I broke down crying and babbling and went
down and got blessed and told that I was saved.  

One Preacher got me to start tithing. Now that was an EGO struggle for sure. I didn’t want
to give up that ten percent. My ego always had other things I could spend that money on.
I’m somewhat stubborn so I stuck with it. An odd thing started to happen. I would do my tithe
and I would be on the wrong side of my wallet and suddenly money would come in with just
enough to pay my bills, plus ten percent. So I would suck it up and tithe that. It just kept
happening. Absolutely no logic to it at all. Must have been a God calling event. If you want
something, give it away. As a result, eventually I stopped worrying about money. My EGO
was dumbfounded. 

Church politics still made it easy for my EGO to resist. But one year, I did want to go to
Easter service. I had a flyer n the back of the car from a church that wasn’t far away. Why
didn’t I throw that away? Is that God calling again? I went to the church and I kept going
back for nine years. I didn’t realize it but the spiritual food was slowly poisoning my EGO. 

I kept a “Prayer Journal” for several years and documented thousands of answered prayers.
This is not a coincidence. My EGO being logical, likes to argue that it is. My EGO is wrong.
It’s wrong a lot.  Keeping the prayer journal also taught me a lot about what works best
when praying. At least for me. Praying for others is better than praying for myself. 

A Catholic-Priest-Turned-Therapist  old  me  I  needed  to  be  in  a  recovery  program.  He
actually suggested TWO. So I start going to two different meetings and frankly this wasn’t
working  for  me  or  my  EGO  at  all.  Suddenly  my  spiritual  food  intake  has  increased
astronomically. My poor ego starts starving to death. It’s struggling to stay in control, and I
am struggling to try and stay sober. 

If there is or was such a thing as an easier softer way, trust me, I tried it. Finally, after six
months, I caved in and decided I just had to stop all of my wicked ways.  That path out of
very real darkness and degradation was no fun at all. 



My ego is in pain, and it wants to medicate so badly. It was so bad that I started praying
“God can I have today’s crisis this morning so I can get on with my day?” That’s when the
“crisis cluster” ended. That’s when my EGO finally got put in the corner with a dunce hat on.
Things start getting better. 

What is most amazing after several decades is that things just keep getting better. The “ME
elevator” is broken.  So I have to take the steps. It’s still a struggle. One day at a time.
Once in a while I get to give some back. Sometimes the only thing I can do today is pray
and that’s alright too. I know prayer works. Oddly. Praying for others works out to be best for
myself. Makes absolutely no sense. Got to be another God thing. 

I do know however that if you aren’t looking for a miracle it will be a miracle if you ever see
one. If you look for them, miracles are all around us. Enjoy them. My life is a miracle, now
that I actually have a life worth living. 

God is everywhere. No getting away from Him. I have tried!

(end)


