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Dedication


	To the two most important people in my life:


	Momma-


	To the one who has shown me the closest thing to Jesus’ love that I’ll ever know on this Earth.


	I love you.


	Hailey-


	To the one who’s given me more grace than I deserve and believed in me when I didn’t believe in myself.


	I love you.


	Without either of you, this story doesn’t exist.


	 




Foreword


	I want to make something clear right from the start: I’m not better than you. Never have been. Never will be. I’m not coming at you as some guy who climbed a mountain and now gets to talk down to you. I’m writing this as someone who spent years lost, broken, ashamed, and convinced there was no way out.


	And if you’re picking up this book, I’m guessing you might know something about being lost too.


	Maybe you’re carrying shame nobody else sees.


	Maybe you’re smiling all day and falling apart all night.


	Maybe you’re stuck in a cycle you swore you were done with.


	Maybe you don’t even know what you believe anymore—just that something inside you is tired.


	If any of that hits… then you’re exactly who I’m talking to.


	I didn’t write this as a “Christian book.” I’m not interested in polishing up my story to make it church friendly. There’s no fake filter here. This is the real thing—the messy, ugly, unbelievable truth about how a broken kid from nowhere kept falling, kept running, and somehow got found anyway.


	Years ago, I was sitting at some random hotel pool in Tennessee in the middle of the night with a friend of mine—Rendawg. We were drunk, talking about life, and he said something that stuck with me long after he was gone:


	“If I could just change one person’s life… that would be enough.”


	At the time, it was just two drunk guys talking big. But after he passed, that moment took on a weight I never expected. And it eventually became the “why” behind this whole book.


	Save me a spot next to you in Heaven, Rendawg.


	This book isn’t about saving the world.


	It’s not about being a hero.


	It’s about reaching one person who feels unreachable.


	Maybe that person is you.


	So here’s my promise: I’m going to tell my story straight. The childhood chaos, the drugs, the jail cells, the nights I shouldn’t have survived, the rebuilding that felt impossible, and the grace that chased me down even when I wanted nothing to do with God.


	 


	 


	 


	I’m not here to drag you out of your mess. I’m here to sit in it with you and tell you what nobody could tell me for a long time:


	 


	You’re not too far gone.


	You’re not disqualified.


	You’re not alone.


	If my story helps you believe that—even a little—then everything I’ve lived through and everything it took to write this will be worth it.


	Let’s walk through this together.


	Let’s face the mess.


	Let’s take one honest step toward whatever “there” looks like for you.


	I’m glad you’re here.
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Chapter 1
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	There’s a story in the Bible known as The Woman with the Issue of Blood (Mark 5:25–34). It tells of a woman who had been bleeding for twelve long years—a condition that didn’t just cause her pain but completely destroyed her life in that culture. She tried everything. Every remedy. Every doctor. Every hope. Nothing worked. She was labeled “unclean,” pushed to the outskirts, and cut off from normal life.


	Then she heard about Jesus—about the miracles, the healings, the impossible things happening everywhere He went. And when it finally became clear that nothing else could fix her, she decided, If I can just touch His clothes… that will be enough.


	So, in this mix of desperation and faith, she fought her way through the crowd and reached out for the hem of His garment. The moment she touched Him, the bleeding stopped. She was healed. Completely.
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