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DO WHAT YOU WANT 

NOT WHAT YOU CAN 

***CHAPTER 1***

Obedience over Ambition

––––––––
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Most men don’t ruin their lives by being lazy.

I didn’t.

I damaged mine by being driven.

I was dependable. Early. Available. Focused. I read the books. Underlined the lines. Talked about discipline and purpose as if they were currencies you could stockpile if you stayed sharp enough. From the outside, it looked like progress. From the inside, it felt like momentum. People kept saying the same thing.

“You’re doing great.”

“You’re really going somewhere.”

That was supposed to settle me.

It didn’t.

Something underneath the approval kept tightening. Quietly. Incrementally. Like a rope cinched one notch at a time. Nothing broke at first. That’s how ambition works. It doesn’t introduce itself as rebellion. It presents itself as responsibility. As stewardship. As being faithful with what’s in front of you.

That was the first lie I swallowed whole.

The question that governed my decisions sounded harmless. Even spiritual.

What am I capable of?

I asked it constantly. In planning. In prayer. In evaluation. I told myself I was being wise. Strategic. Responsible with what I’d been given. But I can see now what never made it into the room.

What did God actually tell me to do?

Those questions aren’t cousins. They’re enemies. One produces motion. The other produces alignment. One fills your calendar. The other keeps you intact.

Our culture doesn’t know the difference. If you’re good at something, you’re expected to build on it. If opportunity shows up, you’re supposed to take it. Closing a door looks like fear. Waiting looks like laziness. Saying no feels irresponsible.

I remember sitting with a decision that checked every box. The numbers worked. The timing worked. People I trusted affirmed it. I prayed about it. More than once. And still, something in me held back. Not anxiety. Not confusion.

Restraint.

I ignored it.

One of the clearest places this distinction exposed me was trucking.

God had already removed me from it. Cleanly. Directly. Without ambiguity. And I refused to accept it.

I’d been a truck driver for four years. It paid my bills. Gave me stability. Gave me an identity that didn’t require explanation. I knew the roads, the schedules, the money. When people asked what I did, I had an answer that sounded solid.

But the truck wasn’t just work. It was refuge.

I lived in it. Slept in it. Ate in it. The vinyl seat was cold in the mornings. The cab hummed constantly, even when parked. I could stay in motion while staying sealed off. Distance from people. Distance from questions. Distance from anything that required presence. It was movement without exposure.

When everything around me started collapsing, trucking felt safe. Not because it was good for me. Because it was familiar. Predictable. Controlled.

So when God said no more trucking, I didn’t hear direction.

I heard threat.

I was angry. Confused. Defensive. Trucking had sustained me. It gave me leverage when the rest of my life felt unstable. I told myself the no couldn’t be final. Maybe it was just for now. Maybe if I waited long enough, I could go back.

So I tried again.

I onboarded with company after company. If you’ve been through trucking onboarding, you know the drill. Flights. Hotels. Physicals. Drug tests. Orientation. Days invested before you ever touch a truck.

Every time, I made it right to the edge.

And every time, it fell apart.

Paperwork problems. Sudden disqualifications. Positions disappearing overnight. Doors closing without explanation. Again and again. Always at the threshold.

At first, I blamed the enemy.

I told myself Satan was blocking my provision. That resistance meant I was on the right track. I spiritualized my persistence and called it faith.

It wasn’t faith.

It was defiance with Scripture taped over it.

I wasn’t seeking instruction. I was trying to override it. I treated God’s no like a suggestion with an expiration date. I believed that if I waited long enough or pushed hard enough, it would turn into a yes.

It never did.

Because God wasn’t blocking my future.

He was protecting it.

Trucking had stopped being provision. It had become concealment. What once sustained me was now suffocating me. I had taken something God gave me for a season and turned it into a hiding place. I built a small, mobile prison out of something that once served me.

It let me disappear under the banner of responsibility. It let me avoid relationships. Avoid healing. Avoid rebuilding anything that required submission and presence.

It had been obedience once.

Now it was avoidance.

And God refused to let me go back.

Every closed door wasn’t punishment. It was restraint. Every interruption wasn’t attack. It was ownership. Jesus wasn’t negotiating with me because He owns me. Owners don’t bargain with what destroys what they’ve purchased.

I thought I was fighting for survival.

I was fighting to keep my escape.

That’s when something finally became clear. Just because something worked before doesn’t mean it’s authorized now. Just because it sustained you once doesn’t mean it won’t destroy you later.

Capability is not permission.

I wanted movement. God wanted alignment. I wanted familiarity. He wanted transformation. I wanted a controlled environment where I could survive without being reshaped.

He said no.

And He kept saying no.

That no stripped identity. Removed fallback plans. Collapsed exits. It slowed me down until hiding wasn’t possible anymore.

At the time, it felt cruel.

It wasn’t.

Ambition always tries to resurrect what God has already buried. Obedience lets it stay dead.

The difference isn’t effort. Or sincerity.

It’s submission.

Here was the assumption running my life without ever being named.

If I don’t push forward, I’ll fall behind.

It sounds reasonable until you realize it hands the wheel to fear. Fear of irrelevance. Fear of being overlooked. Fear that if you don’t move fast enough, God won’t move at all.

Ambition says God helps those who help themselves.

Obedience says God helps those who listen.

I didn’t understand that. I thought burnout meant weakness. That I needed better discipline, sharper habits, more focus. I didn’t see that burnout often comes from running on permission you were never given.

You can be gifted and exhausted at the same time.

Successful and misaligned.

Productive and quietly unraveling.

Scripture warned me. I just didn’t recognize myself in it. Saul didn’t lose the kingdom because he stopped moving. He lost it because he moved without instruction. He did the right-looking thing at the wrong time for the wrong reason.

I used to think I’d never do that.

I did. Repeatedly.

Ambition always has a justification. Obedience rarely does. Obedience doesn’t negotiate timelines. It doesn’t defend itself well in conversation. Sometimes it doesn’t even make sense to the person obeying.

That’s why it scared me.

I like leverage. Options. Explanations. Obedience stripped all of it away. It felt like shrinking. Like stepping back while everyone else advanced. Like sitting still while opportunity knocked.

Here’s the part nobody advertises.

Obedience feels like loss at first.

Less noise. Fewer options. More silence than you’re comfortable with. I thought I was wasting time. Falling behind. Disappearing.

I wasn’t disappearing.

I was being contained.

Ambition expands exposure before you’re built to carry it. Obedience limits exposure to protect the soul. It keeps you out of rooms you’d survive publicly and die in privately. It slows you down before speed becomes self-harm.

Most men don’t need more opportunity.

They need authorization.

That took me a long time to admit. Things worked for me. Doors opened. Momentum came easily. People applauded. I assumed God must be in it because it was effective.

That’s lazy theology.

Plenty of things work that God never authorized.

The cost always shows up later. Restlessness. Fracture. The quiet sense that you’re performing a life instead of inhabiting one. Ambition didn’t destroy me overnight.

It eroded me daily.

Obedience didn’t feel heroic when I finally chose it. It felt ordinary. Necessary. Unimpressive. It didn’t spike adrenaline. It didn’t earn applause.

It kept me aligned.

Here’s the distinction that changed everything.

Ambition is self-directed movement.

Obedience is God-directed restraint.

Ambition asks permission from opportunity.

Obedience waits for instruction, even when opportunity is loud.

You can always tell which one is leading by what happens when resistance shows up. Ambition escalates. Obedience pauses. Ambition explains itself. Obedience is willing to lose momentum to preserve integrity.

Yes, obedience costs you things. Options. Applause. The fantasy that you’re special because you can do more than others. Ambition feeds comparison.

Obedience kills it.

The men who actually threaten hell aren’t the busiest ones. They’re the most submitted ones. They don’t move until they’re told. And when they move, they don’t hesitate. No wasted motion. No ego in the assignment. No need to be seen.

Ambition wants to be known.

Obedience wants to be accurate.

Here’s the truth I had to face if rebuilding was going to be real. Some of the things I was capable of would have destroyed me if I pursued them without permission.

Capability is not a green light.

Giftedness is not authorization.

Opportunity is not instruction.

If that offends you, I understand. It offended me too. That offense is usually ambition realizing it’s not in charge.

This isn’t a call to slow down.

It’s a call to submit.

Not to a system. Not to a man. To instruction.

There will be time to build later. To create. To lead. But if this distinction isn’t settled first, everything else becomes dangerous. You’ll build fast and fall hard. You’ll move forward and lose yourself again.

This was the crossroads I reached.

I stopped asking what I could do.

I started asking what I was assigned to do.

And when I didn’t know yet, I waited.

That terrified me.

Which told me everything I needed to know.

The men who obey don’t look impressive at first. They look contained. Directed. Unrushed. And when they finally move, they don’t consume themselves doing it.

They last.

That’s the line I crossed.

Now you’re standing at it too.

––––––––
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***CHAPTER 2***

Pain vs Authority

Pain is persuasive.

When something breaks in your life, pain starts explaining things. It tells a story that sounds reasonable. You got hurt. Of course you’re different now. Anyone would understand if you loosen the rules.

Most people believe that story. I did.

We may never say it out loud, but we live as if pain rewrites expectations. As if damage earns authority. As if being wounded changes what is required.

It does not.

Pain explains what happened. Nothing more.

I can trace one of the clearest moments pain grabbed the steering wheel in my life back to my thirties.

I was in a relationship with the mother of my daughters. On paper, it looked steady enough. No screaming matches every night. No broken plates. Just this low, constant tension that felt like background noise you try to ignore. You know that feeling when a room is technically quiet, but something is humming in the walls? That was us.

Then one argument changed everything.

It started with my son.

There had been behavioral issues. Friction. Frustration. We were already worn thin. In the middle of a heated conversation, she said he couldn’t come over anymore.

Not right now.

Not until things got better.

Just not here.

I remember the exact sensation in my chest. Tight. Hot. Like someone had reached inside and flipped a switch.

It wasn’t just disagreement. It felt like erasure. I didn’t just hear, “This is too hard right now.” I heard, “He doesn’t belong here.” I heard hierarchy. I heard one child welcome and another not.

If you’ve ever grown up with instability, you know how fast your mind fills in the blanks. Separation isn’t theoretical. It has a smell. It has a sound. It has a memory attached to it.

So pain moved fast.

It started talking in my head, and it sounded convincing. It said, “This is what this means.” It said, “If you stay, you’re choosing one child over another.” It said, “A real man would never allow this.”

And I listened.

I told myself I was standing on principle.

“Where I lay my head, my children are welcome.”

“If my son can’t come, I won’t be there either.”

It sounded righteous. It felt protective. It felt strong.

You might be thinking, That makes sense. That sounds honorable. I thought so too. I replayed it in my head like a courtroom speech. I was the defender of my son. The man who drew the line.

We broke up.

I walked away convinced I had defended something sacred.

And to be fair, there were other problems. This wasn’t a fairy tale undone by one sentence. The relationship had cracks. But this was the moment I made absolute. This was the hill I chose to die on. I didn’t pause. I didn’t slow down. I didn’t ask what would be required to actually solve it.

Pain made the decision feel clean. Binary. Stay and betray your son, or leave and protect him.

Clean decisions are seductive.

What I didn’t see in the moment was what it cost.

It cost me being in the home.

It cost me daily presence.

It cost my daughters a father under the same roof.

And here’s the harder truth: pain explained my reaction. It did not have authority to decide the outcome.

There’s a difference.

Pain is like a smoke alarm. It tells you something is wrong. It gets loud for a reason. But if you let the alarm design the house, you’re going to live in constant emergency mode.

Authority asks a different question. Not just, “What feels unacceptable?” but “What is required here?”

Required might have meant slower conversations. Uncomfortable ones. Sitting at a kitchen table long after the emotions cooled and asking, “What are we actually trying to solve?” It might have meant negotiating boundaries instead of detonating them. It might have meant staying present long enough to find a solution instead of leaving to preserve a principle.
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