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For my dad —

the man who taught me strength, integrity, and perseverance. You were my hero long before I understood what that word really meant. Even now, I still hear your voice in the back of my mind, steady and strong, reminding me to give my best and never settle for “half effort.” I hope this book makes you proud.

For my mom —

your faith, sacrifice, and unconditional love were the steady rhythm that carried me through every storm. You are the quiet example of grace that I never fully appreciated until I saw how much I needed it myself.

For my son, PJ —

you are my heartbeat and my “why.” My prayer is that you’ll grow up knowing that God’s grace isn’t earned by perfection, but received through surrender. You’ll fail sometimes, son—but never forget, the same God who picked me up will always be there for you, too.

And to anyone who has ever looked in the mirror and hated what you saw, who has carried shame longer than you’ve carried hope, who wonders if it’s too late or if you’ve gone too far—this is for you.

Because no matter how far you’ve fallen, grace still reaches lower.
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Introduction — The Shower, the Silence, and the Savior
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The water hit my shoulders like needles.

I remember sitting there on the floor of the shower, knees pulled to my chest, staring at a version of myself I couldn’t recognize anymore. I had lost the weight, the muscle, and the spark that once made me feel alive. The water mixed with tears I couldn’t hold back, and all I could think was, How did I end up here?

The truth was, I had thrown away everything good in my life. I had been engaged to the love of my life—a beautiful, driven woman finishing her degree as a registered dietitian. I had been a Division I athlete, a man who once could have done anything, gone anywhere. And yet, somehow, I was sitting in that shower, broken, addicted, and hollow.

I didn’t mean to throw Jesus away. It wasn’t rebellion. It was distraction. I stopped showing up to church. I stopped praying. Life got busy, and faith slowly faded into the background. But looking back now, I see it clearly—I didn’t just drift from God; I disconnected from myself.

I grew up in a structured Irish Catholic home. Church wasn’t optional; it was who we were. I served on the altar every Sunday, memorized prayers, completed every sacrament, and did everything I thought I was supposed to do. But I wasn’t doing it for God—I was doing it for my dad.

I wanted him to be proud. That’s what drove me. Everything I did—football, gymnastics, school—was about earning his approval. He was my hero, a 6'6" powerhouse who had played ball during the Vince Lombardi era and spent time around legends like Bart Starr and Jerry Kramer. He carried a presence that filled any room, and I wanted to carry it too.

But what I didn’t realize was that my need for his approval was building a life that looked successful but was hollow inside. When he died of Stage 4 cancer during my senior year of college—just five weeks after being diagnosed—it shattered me. I didn’t know who I was anymore.

I didn’t turn to God. I turned to pills.

The first time I took an opiate, I was at my nephew’s middle school football game. A friend handed me an 80mg OxyContin and told me to take half. I did—and it changed everything. For the first time in months, the pain went quiet. I didn’t feel the grief, the pressure, or the emptiness. I felt... nothing. And for a while, nothing felt like relief.

But the numbness that feels like peace will always cost you your soul.

Before long, addiction became my new routine. It was my coping mechanism, my secret, my shadow life. And like every addict, I became an expert at pretending. I could sell, lead, talk, and charm my way through any situation. Outwardly, I looked fine—successful, confident, driven. But inside, I was dying.

I stopped looking at myself in the mirror because I couldn’t stand the man staring back.

And yet, even in that darkness, God wasn’t done.

This book isn’t about addiction. It’s about redemption. It’s about what happens when God steps into your broken story—not to erase the pain, but to rewire the patterns that keep you stuck. It’s about how faith and neuroscience collide in the most unexpected way—how the same brain that once wired itself for destruction can be rewired by grace for peace, purpose, and freedom.

For years, people believed the brain couldn’t change—that once it was formed, that was it. But neuroscience has proven otherwise. Through neuroplasticity, your brain can form new connections, new habits, new ways of thinking. Scripture said it first: “Be transformed by the renewing of your mind.” (Romans 12:2) Science is just catching up.

That’s what God did in me.

He didn’t just save me spiritually—He began to rewire my mind, reshape my thoughts, and rebuild my identity. He restored not just what I’d lost, but who I was meant to be all along.

Rewired by Grace is that story. It’s the journey from survival to surrender, from performance to peace, from striving to stillness. It’s the process of becoming whole again—from the inside out.

And if He could do it for me, I promise—He can do it for you too.
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Chapter 1 — The Shower Scene: When Rock Bottom Becomes Holy Ground
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I didn’t know rock bottom could be quiet.

There was no dramatic crash, no overdose, no flashing lights or handcuffs. It was just me, sitting on the cold tile floor of a shower with water pouring down, watching months of dirt, sweat, and shame swirl around the drain — wondering if my life was already gone.

I wasn’t crying because I wanted to change.

I was crying because I hated who I had become... and hated that I didn’t care enough to do anything about it.

My knees looked like a stranger’s. My body had shrunk, not from hard work or discipline but from neglect. My mind was fogged with chemicals, guilt, and exhaustion. I knew I was wasting the very life I used to thank God for.

And the worst part?

I still thought I could fix it myself.

The truth is, before I ever hit rock bottom, I’d been free-falling for years.

—-
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The Slow Fall

When my dad passed away, something inside me shut off. He was my anchor — the voice I tried to impress, the man I measured myself against. When he died, the compass that guided me died too.

People say time heals, but that’s not true. Time just hides what we won’t face.

At first, I told myself I was coping. I threw myself into work, into sales, into busyness. I was doing commercials for the company, climbing the ladder, collecting applause. On the outside, I looked like I was thriving. On the inside, I was unraveling.

Addiction doesn’t always start with a needle or a bottle.

Sometimes it starts with a need — the need to silence what you can’t stand to feel.

That first pill — half of an 80mg OxyContin — felt like relief, like someone had turned down the noise in my head. But what felt like peace was really poison. And poison doesn’t kill you instantly; it convinces you that you’re fine while it eats you alive.

The longer I used, the more disconnected I became — from friends, from family, from faith. I isolated myself behind smiles and half-truths. I’d tell people I was tired or busy when I was really just ashamed.

I knew I was lying, but I’d been lying to myself for years — long before the drugs ever showed up.

—-
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A Culture of Performance

Growing up, I learned how to perform before I ever learned how to be real.

In my family, excellence wasn’t optional; it was expected. My dad was a 6'6" powerhouse — an athlete, a coach, a man of strength and order. He had friends in the Green Bay Packers organization during the Vince Lombardi years — Jerry Kramer, Bart Starr, Paul Hornung — legends who stood for toughness and pride. That was the world I wanted to belong to.

So I pushed. Hard.

I became a gymnast at five, started piano at six, and by nine, my mom was driving me an hour and a half each way to practice at a world-class gym in Pocatello. She’d teach all day, pick me up at 3:30, and drive three hours round-trip, all while earning her master’s degree. She never complained. She just showed up — every single day.

That kind of sacrifice imprints something deep into you. It builds gratitude, yes, but it also builds pressure — the kind of pressure that whispers, You better make it worth it.

By high school, I had traded gymnastics for football, basketball, baseball, and golf. I was gifted, driven, and obsessed with making my dad proud. But here’s what I didn’t understand back then — there’s a difference between discipline and identity.
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