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Praise for No More Bad Days





“For those of you who have lost deeply, and for the rest of you who are in the batter’s box, this book is for you. It’s not pretty. It’s not for the faint of heart. But I dare you to read along, as Gary unveils his MIRACLE story, not of how God restored what he once had, but how God re-storied Gary’s new, beautiful path.”


—MARK STUART, two-time Grammy award-winning lead singer of Audio Adrenaline and someone who also lost everything


“No More Bad Days is a rare gift for all of us. Gary tells a story full of more astonishing miracles than most small towns will have in a person’s lifetime. That can be intimidating to read. So Gary chose to write with a self-effacing honesty that makes you want the book to never end. It’s beautiful, redemptive, funny, instructive, vulnerable, and kind. He isn’t just telling his story; he’s offering a way of seeing life. Gary has learned the reality of ‘Christ in Me,’ and it has changed everything. I’m so honored to call him my friend. Enjoy.”


—JOHN LYNCH, author of On My Worst Day and coauthor of The Cure
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This book is dedicated to


anyone who’s ever had a bad day











Take every thought captive to obey Christ.


2 Corinthians 10:5 ESV













Foreword


by Bart Millard


The employment? Temporary. The friendship? Permanent.


My bandmates and I first met Gary twenty-plus years ago when he was working for Shepherd Ministries. MercyMe was leading worship at the weekend student conferences. As we got to know the staff, we quickly hit it off with Gary. That same year, we signed our record deal and decided to bring on our first employee outside the band. We needed a merch guy to travel with us, set up, and run the table with our CDs and T-shirts at every show. When you’re living in tight quarters on a bus and hanging out twenty-four hours a day for weeks at a time, trust me, you want to be with people you actually like. Looking at our short list of possibilities, we called Gary and he accepted.


Over the years, we have joked that he was terrible at the job, mostly because he gave away too much stuff. But just a few months after “I Can Only Imagine” was released and blew up, we had to figure out a way to navigate all the changes coming at us. That was when we had a heart-to-heart with Gary and mutually decided to part ways. While the employment didn’t last very long, we’ve remained close friends ever since.


When Gary was working at a car dealership or for Autotrader or whatever he might be selling at the time, occasionally he would call me and ask, “Hey, these people are fans of yours. Prove to them that I know you. Send me a picture or video.” And I would do it. Sometimes, the whole band would get in on it. But there were random times here and there when I wouldn’t respond, just so he would look foolish. (I had to keep the joke on him every once in a while to make sure he didn’t get cocky.) But seriously, when you have done what we do for so long, you find out there are a handful of people you can call your true friends. Because we’ve known Gary virtually for the life of the band, he is definitely inside that tight circle.


Well before Gary got sick, he and I started discussing God’s grace and identity in Christ. For several years, I had been working through these topics with people like John Lynch and Rusty Kennedy. When I began to share with Gary what I was learning, I remember him asking me, “Wait a minute… you’re telling me that even on my worst day, Jesus is still in love with me?!”


Like me, Gary had grown up with a lot of legalism mixed in with faith. From there, we started having ongoing discussions, talking about what the New Testament teaches and what Jesus has done for us. I could tell it was turning Gary’s world upside down. Of course, there was no way either of us could realize that was all part of God preparing him for what he was about to go through. Because I’m telling you, to live through anything like he has, to deal with that level of heartbreak, pain, and suffering, and to not have a grasp on who you are in Christ will mess you up. It will dismantle you fast.


When Gary got sick, we didn’t know if he was going to make it, and that hit us all really hard. Then, when COVID hit, we were forced to watch his recovery from a distance. At the time, I was in the middle of writing a song called “Say I Won’t.” The lyrics had originally started out talking about where I was in my faith—embracing our identity in Christ and God’s grace. (You can hear it in the first verse with lines like “driving thirty-five with a rocket inside, didn’t know what I had” about the realization of understanding who we are in Jesus.) What is interesting is that Gary was even a part of that early version of the song because that’s when we were having those ongoing discussions about grace.


After watching Gary literally fight for his life, finding out his limbs were going to have to be amputated, but seeing that he was going to make it, “Say I Won’t” took a turn for me and became my personal outlet to write about what I was feeling while watching his journey. The song turned into an anthem of how life is so precious that we need to fight for it, changing to more of an overcomer song. Gary’s battle to live became my inspiration for the chorus, the bridge, and the ending.


When the song was done, it felt like a natural move to make a music video. The record label wanted us to find some kind of hero story as the theme. They were throwing out different ideas, but they all involved people that we didn’t know at all. While there was nothing wrong with that, it just felt inauthentic to us, like we were trying to sell something. I really wanted it to be someone we were personally invested in. So naturally, I asked, “What about Gary Miracle’s story?”


When we approached Gary about being in the video, he answered, “I’ve been praying that God would use my story in a huge way, so everything that I’ve gone through wouldn’t be in vain.” Now, “Say I Won’t” will forever connect Gary to us as a way to reach people with the Gospel.


No More Bad Days is a testament to the amazing number of folks we have seen find inspiration through Gary’s story—people from all walks of life that he has been able to cross paths with and to whom he has given hope. It’s been overwhelming, to say the least, that his testimony—shared with thousands on stages all over the country, and now through this book—started with him being in our video. That is worth everything to us.


Like Gary says, we all have bad days, and we all have hard times; what’s important is what we choose to do next. Those are very real feelings with anything we are walking through in this life. When you understand what Gary has gone through and you witness his outlook on life, the bad things around you begin to shrink quickly.


I’m proud to call Gary Miracle my dear friend. I’m honored that he would ask me to speak to you in this foreword. No More Bad Days is his amazing story of healing and redemption. Seeing the beauty that’s come out of the ashes of his life has been incredible, humbling, and inspiring to watch. I can’t wait to see and hear about all the people who will be impacted by his story for the Kingdom of God.










INTRODUCTION So, Is God Good?



At 7:18 a.m. on January 1, 2020, I died.


Starting on December 26 to that moment, in only a week, a virus reduced me from a healthy, six-foot-two, 240-pound, thirty-nine-year-old to flatlining in the intensive care unit of a Florida hospital.


By late April, I had become a quadruple amputee—losing most of all four of my limbs due to an extended period on life support that caused poor blood and oxygen supply to them.


Yet, since then, God has taken me from a divorced father of four struggling with the difficulties of life as an amputee to a remarried father of seven who now travels the nation encouraging others through my story. There have been plenty of other miracles since I was brought back to life that I want to tell you about in the pages ahead.


When I meet people, here’s the most frequently asked question: “Is ‘Miracle’ really your last name?” The answer is yes, that is my actual name. But my life finally caught up to my name in 2020 when God gave new meaning through His work in me—the kind He has done throughout history that transforms Abrams into Abrahams, Sarais into Sarahs, and Sauls into Pauls. My name has always been Miracle, but now I am a miracle. God didn’t have to change my name when He chose to change my life.


While my life was saved, losing my limbs proved that the end result isn’t always what we expect. Because of my situation, I have come to realize that the best way to look at life’s circumstances is through the lens of eternity. The only way that choice is even possible is with our Heavenly Father, the only One who can offer true hope and redemption. That’s why for me, the real story you’ll read in this book is not about what happened to me, but Who happened to me.


While I was lying in a hospital bed fighting for my life, my family had to decide to show the world that we believe God is good. When I realized my life would be affected forever, I decided to show the world that I believe He is good, too. When so many people have looked at me and wondered how I could go on, my only answer has been, “How could I not?”


My purpose in these pages is not just to tell you about the miracle that happened to me, but to show you that you are a miracle, too. This book may be about my journey, but it’s written to you and for you. Regardless of your circumstances, I want you to connect with and relate to the battles I have fought and must fight every day—the first being to choose to believe that God wants to do something big, real, and amazing in you, just as He has done in me. But to accept His offer, you’ll have to first see life through His lens and realize that, while you may be in a tough place, you can live with the mindset of “no more bad days.”


While I certainly didn’t lose as much as the Bible tells us Job did, I do understand experiencing a life-altering tragedy and questioning God’s plan through the trauma and the drama. After all the dialogue with his “friends” and the monologue from God, Job comes to a powerful personal conclusion about his crisis:




Then Job replied to the LORD:


“I know that you can do anything, and no one can stop you. You asked, ‘Who is this that questions my wisdom with such ignorance?’ It is I—and I was talking about things I knew nothing about, things far too wonderful for me. You said, ‘Listen and I will speak! I have some questions for you, and you must answer them.’ I had only heard about you before, but now I have seen you with my own eyes.” (Job 42:1–5)





Wherever you are right now—mentally, emotionally, or spiritually—and whatever has or hasn’t happened to you, I want to invite you to walk with me through this story. I want to share how I was brought to a place of brokenness and humility to confess, “Lord, I had only heard about you before, but now I have seen You with my own eyes.”


I pray that by the end of this book, you see God as good. Because He is.


I hope you see Him with your own eyes. And you can.










CHAPTER ONE Working for Affirmation, Praying for Approval



I was born in Pontiac, Michigan, on July 15, 1981. All my extended family still live there—grandparents, aunts, uncles, everyone. We go there to visit them as often as we can.


In 1991, when I was ten years old, my dad’s employer, Sea Ray Boats, promoted him and we moved to Merritt Island, Florida. To this day, I still live in the Sunshine State. And I’m blessed to be able to say my parents are still happily married. I have one sister, Jennifer, who’s four years older than me. Throughout my life, we have been a close family foursome.


About a month after we left Michigan, my mom struck up a conversation with a lady at a laundromat who invited our family to her church in Rockledge, a nearby community. The next Sunday, Mom took Jennifer and me with her. Dad didn’t go. Sunday was always the day he cut the grass. But after a few weeks of seeing that we were committed to going, he decided to change his yard day and join us. Dad never missed another Sunday after that.


Mom’s father was a pastor, so she grew up as a “preacher’s kid,” but Dad had a different background. In fact, when he proposed to my mother the first time, she said no because he wasn’t a Christian. But over time, as their love grew, she finally said yes. When Dad started going to church with us, he heard the Gospel, understood it for the first time, and became a committed follower of Christ. From that point forward, my parents were always on the same page and their strong spiritual alliance consistently influenced how our family approached life.


Eventually, Dad began volunteering in the youth department. Around the time I entered middle school, he became the church’s part-time youth pastor while still working full-time for Sea Ray. My sister also made a decision to follow Christ after we started going to the church in Rockledge.


And my time came on October 6, 1991, at a Sunday night service. I can still picture exactly where I was sitting. Pastor Randy was leading the church in what was known as a “call to worship.” He offered some inspiring one-liners, inviting and encouraging people into celebration and praise with the worship team.


I remember standing up with the congregation, listening intently, and then praying the kind of prayer I had heard so many times during that season of life. “Dear Jesus, please forgive me for my sins and come into my heart. I want to go to Heaven to be with You one day.” Short, simple, and straightforward.


After my prayer, I remember feeling a distinct sense of pride about my decision. I couldn’t wait for the church service to end so I could tell Mom and Dad. A strong sense of peace came over me, like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. What weight does a ten-year-old have? you ask. I’m not sure, but I just knew in that moment I felt very different. I felt lighter. Everything about the Gospel made sense to me as the truth came together in my heart and connected for the first time. That night, I knew I wanted to follow Christ for the rest of my life.


When we got home from church, I immediately told my family about my experience. I knew they would be glad to hear that, now, all four of us had made decisions for Christ. I later wrote out all my thoughts in my journal. I still have a picture of the page from that night—a cherished memento of the turning point in my faith. I’m grateful I can remember the date and all the details about that night, because that knowledge helped me later, when I would come to question my faith. From that point on, I became heavily involved in our church, never missing Wednesday nights when I was in a program called Kids for Christ.


While I wanted to grow in my newfound faith, I always struggled—to an unhealthy point—with being a people-pleaser. Church just gave me another place to add to my list. I started to learn how to be a different person on Sunday mornings, which is an area where I see so many people struggle.


I always craved approval and needed constant affirmation. I preferred getting both at the same time, if at all possible. That led me to become a chameleon as I was growing up, meaning whatever group I was in at the time and whoever I was with determined how I acted. I worked hard to be “all things to all people”—which is not only exhausting, but impossible.


By the time I entered high school, I had no problem setting my faith aside to join in whatever everyone else was doing. When I was at church, particularly after being promoted into the youth group, I tried to look like the perfect Christian. As the leader’s son, I knew there was an expectation to live up to, so if I couldn’t stand out to get affirmation, I at least wanted to blend in for approval. Trapped in a tug-of-war, I learned how to wear different masks to get by. I had a chronic identity crisis.


In elementary school, I got into sports, playing basketball and football. In middle school, I started running to get in better shape for basketball and discovered that I loved it. By my sophomore year in high school, I had decided to focus solely on track. I enjoyed the camaraderie with the other guys on the team while also being able to compete as an individual. That combination satisfied all my goals. I discovered I didn’t have to try as hard as I did in other sports; I just naturally picked up running and was good at it. And, of course, there were plenty of accolades that came with winning.


In 1999 and 2000, my 4x800 relay team won back-to-back state championships. For two years, we never lost a race. I alternated between first leg and third leg, depending on where the coach wanted me. He would often switch my position at the last minute, knowing the other teams had worked hard to match talent for talent on their runners. Often, the other teams scrambling to adjust would give us a distinct advantage.


The older I got, the harder I worked to be the popular kid, the cool kid, the funny kid, the good-looking kid, the fastest kid, on and on. I would do or say whatever it took to be that guy in any room. But what so often happens is that all those worlds start to blend together. Before long, I couldn’t keep up the charade I had created. I would forget who I was supposed to be in front of this person or that person. Bottom line—I had become a fake everywhere.




Free Falls and Throw Up


Shooting my mouth off to try to impress people finally caught up with me on the morning of my eighteenth birthday.


For years, I had told everyone that I wanted to go skydiving. I thought it was a huge, extravagant claim to get people to respond exactly the way I wanted by saying, “Gary, you’re crazy!” or “That’s too dangerous!” or “Dude, you’re insane!” But there was just one problem: I had never put any thought into what that experience would actually be like. It was always a “someday” thing. I never had any real intentions of jumping out of a plane, but skydiving sounded cool—and I thought saying I wanted to do it made me look cool.


At 7:00 a.m. sharp on the morning of July 15, 1999, my parents burst through my bedroom door while I was still sound asleep, announcing, “Gary, wake up! It’s your birthday! Surprise!… We’re taking you skydiving!” Evidently the legal age for tandem skydiving in the state of Florida is eighteen. Who knew?… Obviously, my parents!


Attempting to wake up, realizing what they were saying, I began to think, Holy crap! No!!! This cannot be happening!


I’m sure that for many months my parents had been having a blast covertly mapping out their surprise birthday gift for me. I could just hear them: “Gary is going to be so pumped that we are finally helping him fulfill his dream of skydiving! This is going to be so great!”


After years of airing my teenage bucket list to everyone, now I was too far down the road to turn back. The jig was up. I had to go through with it. Still bleary-eyed from the early morning wake-up call, I got in the car with my extremely excited parents and headed to the municipal airport in Titusville, where good money had been laid down to pay for my eighteenth-birthday adventure.


After checking in, we noticed a very small female walk out of the hangar toward the plane.


“Wow, she looks like she’s about thirteen or fourteen. Really brave of her to go up today,” Dad commented. Then he called out to the girl, “Hey, are you skydiving today?”


She stopped, turned, looked at us, and answered, “No, I’m the pilot.”


Obviously, she was much older than Dad thought, and she turned out to be an amazing pilot. But, in that moment, the revelation did not help my fear at all.


A group of really awesome-looking guys walked out of the hangar. They were professional sky surfers who were spending the day practicing for the next X-Games, and I was going to be on their plane. If I hadn’t known already that I was hopelessly outclassed, that sealed it.


After some brief orientation and instructions, there I was, strapped to a total stranger as the only tandem jumper in a small plane full of X-Gamers, while my parents and a videographer waited below in perfect safety.


During my ninety-second free fall, I had a short but strong conversation with myself about my people-pleasing habits. I also made all kinds of empty promises to God about what I’d do for Him if He would just get me down to the ground in one piece.


Here’s what no one tells you about skydiving. (If you have ever done it and loved it, good for you; please just allow me this moment, okay?) When the parachute suddenly opens as you are plummeting straight toward the ground at 120 miles per hour, it immediately reverses your fall and violently jerks you right back up—which can leave your innards feeling very distressed. Because of this insane feat of physics, skydiving instructors actually teach you how to throw up. (No, I am not kidding.)


My instructor had told me, “Gary, if you feel like you’re about to throw up, tap on the skydiver’s leg that you’re attached to on the tandem. He’ll move his head one way and you stick your head out the other way and just let it rip.” Sure enough, when the chute opened, my stomach felt betrayed and chose full-on revenge. Thankfully, I remembered my “training” and tapped on the guy’s leg. I leaned opposite him and threw up—straight up. After you vomit, of course, your eyes water. When you vomit while skydiving, the goggles you’re wearing then fill up with tears and you can’t see a thing. There’s also that unmistakable taste from hell in your mouth. Sounds like fun, huh?


Here was the worst part for me on my first day as an eighteen-year-old whose main goal was to look cool: As I mentioned before, my parents had a videographer recording the whole thing, so the entire experience was caught on tape. When my tandem partner and I very ungracefully hit the ground, I literally collapsed and went into the fetal position, traumatized and nauseated. After we slid to a stop, the video guy came running over to me, camera rolling, and called out, “Gary! What was it like?!”


I looked at him and boldly said, “I will never… do that… again!”


You aren’t going to see videos like mine posted on skydiving websites because they are not good for business. I think any activity in which they have to teach you how to throw up needs to be seriously considered beforehand!


But my parents loved the entire adventure. They laughed and laughed, certainly getting their money’s worth out of my birthday gift. To this day, I think they knew I really didn’t want to go skydiving and decided to call my bluff.







MercyMe Plus One


In the middle of my senior year of high school, our church youth group made our annual trip to a Shepherd Ministries Student Conference where, at that time, Dawson McAllister was always the main speaker. At one of the sessions, they announced they were taking applications for summer internships, so I decided to apply to work at one of their camps. A couple of months later, they called to say I was accepted.


My Christian identity was the one that always got me the most approval, so I knew when I graduated from high school that people would be more impressed to find out I was going to work for a full-time ministry than getting a track scholarship to some small local college. Pretending to be a really good Christian while knowing in my heart how badly I fell short was very common for me at the time. That’s what religion does when you don’t understand that God wants a relationship with us, not a performance from us.


In May 2000, I graduated from high school. Two weeks later, I loaded up my truck and moved to Irving, Texas, outside Dallas where Shepherd Ministries is based. We had two weeks of summer camps, two weeks off, and then two more weeks of camp.


While I was back home in Florida during the two weeks between camps, Shepherd called to ask if I would be interested in taking a full-time job as a conference promoter starting in the fall. Having attended all their events for the past five years, I was very familiar with the culture and accepted the offer, feeling very excited.


When I went back to Dallas for the final two weeks of camp, I took all my belongings with me to make my first official move away from home. Much of the Shepherd staff went to Irving Bible Church, so I started attending there and volunteered in the children’s ministry. But I also began to make some friends outside of church and work. These different circles caused the chameleon in me to keep changing colors in my new location. Even while establishing life on my own, I continued juggling different personas.


In addition to my intense need for affirmation, I also had a massive fear of rejection. While those two dynamics definitely work hand-in-hand, they also work against one another. Unfortunately, both would stay with me well into my adult life.


While in Dallas, I lived with two other guys. One was Ryan Slaughter, who ran video for Shepherd; the other was a guitarist named Mike Scheuchzer, who played for a new up-and-coming band that was leading worship at our conferences. They went by the name of MercyMe.


I worked for Shepherd for about a year. Toward the end of that season, the ministry began a transition into a new organization called Planet Wisdom, which meant everyone who worked for Shepherd would be laid off. They offered all employees a chance to be rehired. I didn’t want to deal with the changeover, so in the summer of 2001 I decided to continue my education at Troy State University in Alabama.


I was picking up a few things at Walmart a few weeks before starting school when I got a call from a number I didn’t recognize. When I answered, the guy said, “Hey, Gary, this is Bart Millard with MercyMe.”


I had gotten to know all the guys from the band at the conferences. Bart told me they signed with a manager in Nashville and landed a record deal. Since they now had a little more money, they had decided to hire someone to travel with them to manage selling their merchandise (merch) at shows and asked if I’d be interested. Hitting the road with a band sounded way cooler than going to college, so I accepted on the spot.


At that time, the band still lived in north Texas, so I flew to Dallas to meet up with them. The guys picked me up in their 1973 Silver Eagle tour bus with no AC. We drove straight to a summer camp in Glorieta, New Mexico, where they were leading worship for the week.


My job with the band was fairly straightforward: When we arrived at a venue, they would head to the stage to set up their instruments and do sound check while I got all the merch ready to sell. Then, along with the help of a few volunteers, I sold their product until the end of the night, then packed up all that remained for the next show. I also kept inventory and placed orders.


During that first week, the guys got a call from their new manager, Scott Brickell. He told them that as soon as they were finished at Glorieta, they needed to head to Nashville, where their label was throwing a big release party for the new record, Almost There; one of the songs was called “I Can Only Imagine.”


After arriving in Nashville, we went to the top floor of a high-rise building near downtown for the party. The management team, record label reps, and people from the Christian music industry were there. Surveying the room of who’s-whos and the incredible view out the massive glass windows that overlooked Music City was a surreal experience for me.


All this took place in my first two weeks on the job. I was back home in Dallas on an off day, driving down the road by myself, when their first single, “Bless Me, Indeed,” came on the radio for the first time. (We were all listening to the local Christian station all the time, because we knew they were going to play the song at some point.) When it did, we all called each other, freaking out.


When “I Can Only Imagine” was released as their next single, the band was off to the races. The song was a massive hit that went on to become a Christian classic and eventually led to a movie about Bart’s life story. Life would never be the same for them.


The crazy explosion of MercyMe’s popularity quickly created some good growing pains. Within six months, they were playing much bigger shows that required more technical help—but I have never been a “techie.” While the guys and I were having a lot of fun, I could see what they needed was not anything I could provide. They saw it, too, and knew some changes had to be made. We mutually agreed to part ways but committed to staying friends. Because I decided to stay in Dallas to find a new job, I still occasionally went out on the road with them to help when they needed an extra hand.


The merch job may have only lasted a little while, but for the past twenty-plus years, our friendship has not only remained, but become closer and stronger. We had no idea at that time how my relationship with the band would literally change everything for me in such a dramatic way after I had gone through some of the worst days of my life.







A Prophet in His Hometown


Because Mike Scheuchzer and I were still roommates, eventually MercyMe’s bus driver and sound man moved in with us, too. While taking a few classes at a community college, I went to work in the children’s ministry at Irving Bible Church.


Working on a minister’s salary while struggling with approval created a real conflict for me: I wasn’t making the money to go with the lifestyle I was trying to live. My pride wouldn’t allow me to admit to anyone that I was living far beyond my means.


I was making only the minimum payments on my credit card debt—and sometimes using one card to pay another one. With every month that passed, the problem was compounding. Literally. Within two years, I had amassed $20,000 in debt. It was awful. Worse than skydiving. More than once when a new bill arrived, throwing up was involved.


I will never forget sitting on the floor of my apartment in Dallas, staring at bills with huge numbers I thought I could never possibly repay. Realizing I had to stop the madness, I swallowed my pride and called Dad. Through tears of shame, I confessed the trouble I had gotten myself into, and said, “Dad… I need your help.”


Thankfully, just like the father in the story of the Prodigal Son, my dad met me with his arms wide open and showed me a lot of grace. He said, “Gary, let’s consolidate your debt and I’ll help you get back on your feet. But you’ll have to move back home to stop the financial bleeding.”


While I hadn’t blown my inheritance like the young prodigal Jesus talked about in the legendary parable, I understood what it felt like to have to humble myself and go back home with my tail tucked between my legs because of irresponsibility and bad decisions. I got a job at a local oil change shop and began paying off my debt.


Like many other churches, ours—Rockledge Baptist—decided to change its name to something that carried a little less cultural stigma, eventually rebranding itself as Grace Fellowship. Same building, same people, new sign. Dad hadn’t been the youth pastor for a while, and the church’s current one had just left to go to seminary, so there was an opening.


I applied for the position; the fact that I was following in my father’s footsteps with some résumé clout from Shepherd Ministries and Irving Bible College gave me a boost, and the committee decided to hire me. That’s how I became the full-time youth pastor at the church where I grew up. Full circle. All four gospels in the New Testament give the account of the first time Jesus went back to his hometown. In Luke 4:24, we find His powerful quote: “But I tell you the truth, no prophet is accepted in his own hometown.” (A bit of foreshadowing here.)


My full name is actually Gary Miracle Jr., so everybody in Rockledge called me Junior to differentiate me from my father. That was totally fine with me—until I took the job as the youth pastor. Being Junior to Senior meant that I could never fully get out of Dad’s shadow with the church. They never allowed me the respect or authority he had enjoyed. I certainly wasn’t claiming to be a prophet, but I was trying hard to be the youth pastor!


For example, if there were any big decisions to be made that had to do with the youth group, the other pastors would get together, make them without me, and then inform me what I was to do. I was never part of the leadership team. Because my parents were, of course, still going to the church, the most difficult thing was when they would call my dad to get his advice instead of mine. Nothing hostile ever occurred, and Dad and I were always close, but it definitely created an awkward dynamic.


Eventually, seeing that the situation would not change, with my debt paid off and my finances back in order, I decided it was time to leave home again. I was twenty-six years old, in that awkward season when you certainly aren’t a kid anymore, but you’re also not sure what being an adult looks like yet. I had learned some hard lessons from my many mistakes and gotten back on my feet. Now, even though I would likely fail again at some point, I knew it was time for me to walk out into the world on my own.







OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/MinionPro-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/MinionPro-It.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/Roboto-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/Roboto-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/MinionPro-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Foreword



		Introduction: So, Is God Good?



		Chapter One: Working for Affirmation, Praying for Approval



		Chapter Two: Business, Babies, and the Battle



		Chapter Three: We’re Best Friends Forever



		Chapter Four: Five + One = Complete



		Chapter Five: A Lazarus Experience



		Chapter Six: Jesus (Still) Saves



		Chapter Seven: Say I Won’t



		Chapter Eight: I’m Gonna Run. No, I’m Gonna Fly



		Chapter Nine: Marriage Is a Ministry



		Chapter Ten: Living the No-More-Bad-Days Life



		Where Can I Go from Here?



		Miracle’s Miracles



		Appendix: Witnessing a Miracle



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Start of Content



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Table of Contents



		Foreword



		Introduction: So, Is God Good?



		Appendix



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Copyright













		I



		II



		III



		IV



		V



		VIII



		IX



		X



		XII



		XIII



		XIV



		XV



		XVI



		XVII



		XVIII



		XIX



		XX



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188











OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/RobotoCondensed-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.ttf


OEBPS/e9781684514755/images/9781684514755.jpg
Trading the i
of Perfection for the

Gift of Grace

—

V &=

Gary Miracle

with Robert Noland





OEBPS/e9781684514755/images/title.jpg
Foreword by Bart Millard of MercyMe

No More
Bad Days

Trading the Pursuit
of Perfection for the

Gift of Grace

Gary Miracle

with Robert Noland

OOOOO

an imprint of Regnery Publishing





