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or years, I have had the desire to put the details of my life in a book. I have finally accomplished this task. My sincere prayer is, as you read these pages, you will be filled with hope, encouragement, and a greater understanding of God’s love for you. 

This book is solely an account of my own life and sharing of my personal opinions. I have chosen to be completely transparent. This means you will read some details that may surprise you and things you could possibly disagree with. I ask that you not be too quick to judge and remember that almost everybody has things in their past that, looking back, they wish they did not say or do. Accepting that was one of the first steps toward realizing I needed God in my life. And now I know that I need Him every day.

As you go through my autobiography, you will notice that I use the term Mister (Mr.) to describe negative mindsets, thoughts, emotions, etc. This is how I chose to describe what I was dealing with at certain times in my life. The Misters are also what I personally feel were sort of like different personality structures operating through me on different occasions. The term Mister is the best way to explain what was going on inside my soul (mind and emotions). Once you begin reading, I believe you will understand why I use this term. I also use “spiritual strongholds” to reference the Misters. This is to give you a more spiritual type of perspective.

For the purpose of respecting privacy, I have changed some of the names of the individuals mentioned. I have worked through forgiving myself—as well as forgiving others—and I wish no ill will toward anyone. I would like to clarify that I am not a doctor or any other type of medical professional, and I do not claim to be one. I also do not believe that all cases of mental or physical illness are caused by evil spirits.

My prayer is that this true story, my autobiography, which was written from my heart, will go forth and encourage multitudes from all different walks of life. I honestly hope that you will enjoy—and possibly learn from—what I have written in these pages. God bless you!

And they overcame him by the blood of the Lamb and by the word of their testimony, and they did not love their lives to the death. (Revelation 12:11)
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Three Packs

 

 

T


he year was 1994, and I was seated in a yellow school bus. Looking out the window, I saw a group of people walking down the street. A young lady reached into her pocket and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. As we drove by, she lit up a cigarette and began to inhale and exhale the smoke. At that moment, a thought came to mind: I wonder what is so great about smoking? Why would someone want to do that? Both of my parents smoked back then, and I personally hated the smell. I had vowed to never smoke myself, but on that particular day, when I arrived home, I suddenly felt a strong urge to find a discarded cigarette in the ashtray at my apartment complex. I found a lighter, and without even thinking about what I was doing, I took my first puff.

The specific details of what people remember about an experience are sometimes different than what you would expect they would recall. You would think I would remember the cigarette’s taste, the feeling it may have given me, or something else along those lines. However, looking back, all I remember is the sunlight coming through the dusty window shades as I coughed a little bit and the feeling of fear as I peeked out the window, hoping no one would see me with the cigarette in my mouth. That day, I made a decision that impacted my entire childhood. I made what I call a familiar friend: Mr. Cigarettes. 

Mr. Cigarettes gave me feelings of maturity and excitement. I was doing something taboo and rebellious. I was a young man searching for identity, and Mr. Cigarettes helped with that. Another friend who became part of my identity during these years was Mr. Rejection. He seemed to be friends with Mr. Cigarettes. When I would experience any sort of rejection from my family or friends, I could go hide with Mr. Cigarettes. I would go off somewhere and smoke, usually in the forest near my home. Mr. Cigarettes would calm me down emotionally while I pondered the thoughts in my head that were usually coming from Mr. Rejection. These private times with Mr. Cigarettes led to me believing a fallacy that he made me feel better about myself. He became what I call a “false comforter.” A false friend. I continued in this wrong belief system for the remainder of my childhood.

Mr. Cigarettes, Mr. Rejection, and the other Misters in these chapters can represent a number of things. You can choose how you will view them. Some readers will decide the Misters are different personality types. Others may view the Misters as mindsets, beliefs, emotions, or sin. And some may decide to believe the Misters are evil spirits. I want to leave it up to you, the reader, in deciding how you will personally interpret and relate to the Misters. 

Have you ever experienced similar issues with your own identity, personality, emotions, or mind? I am fairly certain you probably have, and that is why I feel led to begin my autobiography like this. In later chapters, I will share what has helped me overcome many Misters in hopes of encouraging you in your own life. I have found that most of it has to do with identity. If you can grab ahold of the truth of who God truly created you to be, I believe your life can change for the better.

We can most likely agree that people have different life experiences, beliefs, cultures, families, traumas, etc. And these all can affect a person throughout childhood and even well into their adult life. They can influence our life’s decisions, actions, and emotions, how we think, and even how we react to different circumstances. I hope to encourage those who may have felt the pain of rejection, struggled with fear and anxiety, experienced letdown and heartbreak, battled addictions or mental health issues, or felt suicidal, confused, hopeless, alone, afraid, or tired. The list goes on and on. I wrote this for you. Like mine, your heart most likely longs for unconditional love, acceptance, hope, joy, and peace. Here is a prayer from the Bible for you:

That the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of glory, may give to you the spirit of wisdom and revelation in the knowledge of Him, the eyes of your understanding being enlightened; that you may know what is the hope of His calling, what are the riches of the glory of His inheritance in the saints, and what is the exceeding greatness of His power toward us who believe, according to the working of His mighty power. (Ephesians 1:18–19)

When I was thirteen years old, Mr. Cigarettes came to me like a friend, but in reality, he was a foe. Yes, Mr. Cigarettes gave me some feelings of pleasure and at times peace, but in the end, he stung me. I believe the Misters come to people and seem good at first, but their plans are always negative. Take, for example, Mr. Cigarettes and Mr. Rejection. If I went through a rejection experience with someone, Mr. Rejection would prompt me to seek comfort by smoking cigarettes in the forest near my home. I did not need anyone to comfort me because I had Mr. Cigarettes for that. He was my familiar friend.

But little did I know Mr. Cigarettes would eventually lead to giving me an addiction so powerful that by my early twenties, I would sometimes smoke up to three packs per day. That is sixty cigarettes! Most medical doctors would tell you smoking that many cigarettes in a twenty-four-hour period is definitely not good for one’s health. By the time I was fourteen, Mr. Cigarettes and Mr. Rejection decided to introduce me to Mr. Rebellion, Mr. Fear, Mr. Anxiety, Mr. Lust, Mr. Insecurity, and Mr. Addiction. What an interesting group of friends I had made.

I believe we all grow up with different types of mindsets, according to what we have been dealt with and experienced in life. An example of this is how Mr. Rejection and Mr. Rebellion seemed to work together. A son is waiting for his father to come to his Little League baseball game, and the father cancels at the last minute. The boy may feel rejection (Mr. Rejection), and then depending on the level of rejection received into the emotions of the boy—and how he has learned to deal with his feelings—he might choose to react by yelling, screaming, or even punching a wall in anger (Mr. Rebellion). 

We all have to deal with emotional experiences in life, but I believe the way someone handles circumstances and issues can be determined by the different types and strengths of the Misters in their lives. Because we are unique individuals, we all deal with different beliefs, different mindsets, and different Misters. I, for instance, had a stronger Mr. Cigarettes than a random person I may have met in college. Both of us came from different family backgrounds. Fortunately for him, he did not start smoking at the age of thirteen and learn to use cigarettes as an emotional crutch like I did. In my early twenties, I was smoking two or three packs per day, and that other individual had no addiction to cigarettes at all. He could smoke one cigarette per week or one per month if he chose to. He never got addicted like I did. I think this is because both of us had different types of and strength levels of the Misters.

A rebellious personality (Mr. Rebellion) could be deeply rooted inside a young man’s mind. If he continues to give himself over to that negative mindset, it could lead to him living a life of crime—and even maybe ending up in prison. Everyone has different mindsets and handles their emotions differently. This, along with other factors, can influence our decision-making, our emotions, and even our overall behavior patterns. It is basically like we all have been programmed by the world system to think, react, and behave a certain way, according to our specific programming.

And do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind, so that you may prove what the will of God is, that which is good and acceptable and perfect. (Romans 12:2)

My life changed drastically when I chose to hold hands with Mr. Cigarettes. In my youth, I loved sports, but that began to shift as I grew older. When I was eleven years old, a school friend invited me over to his house. When I arrived, Chris and his father, Craig, were playing catch with a baseball in front of their home. They had an extra glove, and I jumped in and played with them. Craig and his wife, Laura, were nice people and huge sports fanatics. Whenever I would visit Chris’s house, his father would be watching sports on their big-screen television. One day, with baseball season around the corner, Craig asked if I wanted to be on Chris’s Little League team. Craig was going to be the head coach. I was excited that he had asked me, but then I remembered I would not have a ride to the games because my mother worked full-time and my father did not live with us. After I told him my dilemma, he said, “You live in the same neighborhood as us. We would be happy to give you a ride to and from the practices and games.” Pretty soon, I was over at Chris’s house every day, practicing baseball with him and his father. I had a natural talent for baseball and dreamed of one day playing in the Major Leagues.

After our first season ended, Craig decided to create a special summertime baseball team to play tournaments around Washington state. I was thrilled that he thought I was good enough to play on the team. It was one of the best times of my life. We ended up winning many of the tournaments. This led to an invitation to play in the Continental Amateur Baseball Association (CABA) Little League World Series in Missouri. I cherish the great memories from that summer. We traveled by airplane as a team and stayed at host homes together. Some of the games were aired on live television in the Midwest, which was exciting for all of us. We did not win the tournament, but it was an amazing experience. My mother could not afford to come, and my father did not make it, but my grandparents drove from Ohio to watch me play. It meant a lot that they made the effort to come and support me in Missouri. My grandmother, Stacia, was fun. She showed up wearing a custom T-shirt that she had designed herself. She printed a giant picture of my smiling face on the front with the words “Nick Griemsmann” underneath the picture. Everyone loved her custom shirt. She was my biggest fan!

Of course, here came Mr. Rejection, and he did not like the fact that I had friends and was popular because of sports. He worked to get Mr. Pride into my life. I think Mr. Pride was built on a belief from Mr. Rejection and Mr. Insecurity that I would never be good enough. He made it feel like having purpose required being better than everyone else. 

Mr. Pride worked with Mr. Rebellion to create another mindset in my life. I am really ashamed of this one, but for the sake of transparency, I will share it: Mr. Bully. This identity made me want to put others down. Since I did not feel good about myself inside, I felt like putting others down would lift me up. Mr. Bully would team up with Mr. Rebellion and lead me to sometimes be mean to kids at school. Many times, I did the behavior because my school friends thought it was entertaining. I wanted to be the center of attention and be liked by my peers. I would make fun of kids who were not “cool” like I thought I was. 

I regret those couple of years when I picked on and hurt others. I did reach out in my adult life to those who I could find on the internet, and I made sincere apologies for my actions as a young boy. There is no excuse for my actions, and God knows that I truly am sorry for the hurtful things I did. If a person I may have hurt when I was younger is reading this, please forgive me. I did not know back then how much bullying hurts people.

Do you ever look back at your life and think, How different would my life be if I knew back then what I know now? But, for some reason, this has been my journey—and I cannot go back in time and change any of it. What I try to do now is apply to my life what the apostle Paul wrote in his letter to the Philippians:

Brethren, I do not count myself to have apprehended; but one thing I do, forgetting those things which are behind and reaching forward to those things which are ahead, I press toward the goal for the prize of the upward call of God in Christ Jesus. (Philippians 3:13–14)

Along with the shame of knowing I hurt some of my classmates through bullying, I have had to process the fact that I was sexually abused by a nonfamily member when I was eight years old. Like many people who go through trauma, I suppressed the memories of what took place back then. Somehow, my brain stored the memories without me remembering any of the abuse until I was sixteen years old. One evening, as I was sitting on my front porch, out of nowhere, I had a flash of a memory from my childhood. And then there were a few more flashes. Within thirty seconds, I literally had remembered the experience of being abused. I broke down and wept, covered in tears. It was hard to believe my memories were suppressed and released at that random moment. By the grace of God, I have worked through the trauma and feel that my soul has been healed of the pain. I believe Jesus is able to heal our emotional wounds. It just takes some faith.

Abandonment, fear, rejection, rebellion, addiction, pride, and many other mindsets seemed like they were somehow parts of my identity and personality. These Misters worked to lie and deceive in hopes of leading me to making bad life choices. They pushed me to hurt myself and others, and eventually, I chose to drop out of high school. Because I struggled so much with my identity, the Misters pushed me into using illegal drugs, using alcohol excessively, getting arrested, joining a religious cult, experiencing mental health issues, and much more. Many of these negative mindsets I grew up with, or I should say, grew up with me. Now I can look back and see how Mr. Rejection and his friends worked nonstop to manipulate me. They manipulated my decision-making abilities, my mind, my emotions, my friendships, and how I thought and felt about myself and others. 
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Tears and a Bottle
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rowing up with addictions was a hard road to walk on. In the summer before ninth grade, our family moved from Issaquah, Washington, to Mesa, Arizona. When I had my first experience with 115-degree weather, I felt like dying. I had never gone through the feeling of being inside an oven before I moved to the hot desert state of Arizona. 

When we left the Seattle area, I told myself that I was going to quit smoking before arriving at our new home in Arizona. Unfortunately, as soon as I chose to quit, Mr. Cigarettes worked overtime to get me to stay on his path. I felt hopeless against the addiction to cigarettes. For me, it was not just a physical addiction; it was an emotional one as well. Mr. Cigarettes was a false comforter that I took a lot of identity in. And also, before leaving Issaquah, I had already experienced getting drunk on alcohol and smoking marijuana too.

Moving from Washington to Arizona was difficult for me. It was challenging to make new friends at Rhodes Junior High School. My first year there, ninth grade, I tried out for the freshman football team. During the summer tryouts, the heat was unbearable. I could barely breathe. The worst moments were when we did sit-ups, and the sweat from my face would drip into my eyes and irritate them. I really hated the heat and how it made me sweat so much. 

Toward the final days of tryouts, during sprints, I tore a muscle in my leg. Suffering that injury put me on the bench. The head coach ended up not picking me for the freshman team. I was quite good at football back in Washington and loved the game. Not making the team in Arizona made me feel bad about myself and greatly discouraged. The discouragement eventually turned into depression.

Back in the 1990s, the clothing and fashion scene was a bit different in Arizona than it was in Washington state. The first month of school, I happened to wear black socks with white basketball shoes during gym class. I guess the kids thought my sock color choice was out of style, so I got the nickname “Baller.” 

When it was my turn to shoot the ball, I would occasionally hear some random person shouting, “Baller!” That nickname stuck with me through ninth grade. But when I arrived at Dobson High School for my sophomore year, most people forgot where the nickname came from. In fact, some people told me they thought it was a cool nickname. Back then, the term “Baller” could also have meant that I was a wealthy person, but Mr. Rejection always reminded me where the nickname originated and gave me thoughts about how I did not fit in with my peers. He made sure I felt insecure about myself. And Mr. Pride knew how Mr. Rejection treated me, and he gave me his mask to wear. The prideful and arrogant mask that he gave me helped make people think that I was all right, but inside, I was an emotional wreck. Being the new kid and not playing on a sports team made it hard to make friends.

I did eventually make a few good friends during my high school years. I knew many people as acquaintances, but I would only consider a few close friends. Our apartment complex was near a golf course, and some of us would meet there really late at night. Every weekend, there seemed to be a party by the pond in the middle of the golf course.

I made some bad choices with Mr. Party and Mr. Rebellion. One event that happened was when I was coming back from a high school party out in the desert. There was this idea that driving without the headlights on was fun. So, the car I was in had its headlights turning on and off while going through town. The car ended up running a stop sign. A few moments later, a vehicle appeared behind us and started tailgating. It seemed to come out of nowhere. 

Once I was in my apartment complex, the car pulled in front and stopped. The driver jumped out, pointed a gun, and yelled, “Stop!” 

Instead of stopping, the “pedal went to the metal,” as they say. The car I was in took off down the road. The man with the gun started chasing us again. I was figuring the best place to get help was the police station (this was before everyone had cell phones). The chase ended up going through a construction zone. I felt like I was in an action movie as we were bobbing and weaving through all the construction signs and cones. 

The chase eventually ended up on the freeway at over one hundred miles per hour. After what seemed like only a minute or two, I looked back and saw a handful of police cruisers and even a helicopter flying above. I was so relieved that the police were there. A group of officers ran up, and I stayed in the car with my hands on my head. I thought they were going to shoot me. 

After talking with the police, I found out the truth. It turned out the guy in the other car was an undercover detective. He had been on a stakeout in front of a murder suspect’s house. The police knew the suspect had access to different vehicles, and the detective did not know exactly what type of car the suspect would be driving. When our car drove by with the headlights off and ran the stop sign in front of the suspect’s house, the detective thought it was the murder suspect. Can you believe that? Thankfully, I did not get arrested that night. Mr. Party and Mr. Rebellion really knew how to help me make bad decisions, huh? Glad no one got hurt.

I am convinced that Mr. Addiction was always plotting my death. When I was seventeen, I made some friends who went to college. I would get invites to attend frat parties at Arizona State University and too many house parties to count. Because I chose to go to parties almost every night, my high school grades plummeted, which led to dropping out during my senior year.

I’d always felt in my heart that I should refrain from intimacy with a woman until marriage. Unfortunately, I was introduced to Mr. Lust at a young age, and it damaged me. I saw pornography for the first time when I was ten years old. I believe being exposed to pornography as a young boy may have confused me and distorted my views of women, love, and sex. I was taught by Mr. Lust and Mr. Rejection that love was sex. That led to another shameful personality that I connected with: Mr. Idol. My young adult life was controlled by the belief system that all I needed was a woman to make me feel loved. If I could just find that perfect woman to fall in love with, my life would be complete. I was on a mission to find the one who would be my everything: my personal idol.

Mr. Idol did not start to manifest in my personality until around the age of eighteen. I spent the majority of my late teens and early twenties chasing women and trying to find the perfect mate. I was looking for the woman who would be the ultimate source of my love. It was almost a type of worship. I made falling in love with a woman an obsession, but my version of love was sex. If I felt a connection with someone, I would try to be intimate with them quickly. I am not proud of my past promiscuity at all. I treated women like objects. Inside my heart, I felt that intimacy before marriage was not the best life choice for me, but it became an addiction. I wanted to feel loved. My behavior did not bring me any closer to being complete inside, and in reality, it made me dislike myself even more. But since the Mr. Pride mask was tightly glued on, no one could tell I was miserable inside.

When I turned nineteen, I secured a job as a bartender at a private country club in Fountain Hills, Arizona. I learned all about expensive wines and fine dining. I made enough money to move out of my mother’s apartment and into a house in Tempe with a few roommates. Two of the roommates were childhood friends from my hometown who had moved to Arizona for college. At my bartending job, I overheard a man talking about working at a nightclub in the Scottsdale area. He said he made over four hundred dollars per night. That was a lot of money to me back then, and it was way more than I was making at the resort. 

Mr. Pride, Mr. Addiction, and Mr. Lust give me a thought: “You should become a nightclub bartender. You would be so popular, and you would be around beautiful women every night. You would make great money too!” From that day forward, I set a goal of becoming a nightclub bartender. I soon quit my job and moved around to different restaurants and bars, chasing my dream. A few months after my twenty-first birthday, I ended up landing a bartending gig at a brand-new, fancy nightclub in Scottsdale, Arizona. I had accomplished my goal.
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