God has always been good to me—even when I didn’t really know Him or live for Him. I grew up in a Christian home.  Both my parents were Sunday school teachers and I was in church every time the doors were open; choir practice, praise team practice, bible study.  You name it and I was there.  And even though I grew-up with strong believers, I was not one myself.  Throughout my childhood I saw God through my parent’s eyes. It was like I had their faith and no faith of my own.   I got baptized at 9 because I knew it would make them happy, and I was a pretty good kid because I didn’t want to let them down. 
When I came to Carolina as a freshman I claimed to be a Christian and to love God, but I was not living my life that way.  As an introvert, I just blended in the crowd and did things and went places just because others around me were doing those things and going those places.  I really was lost and had no purpose in my life.  Now that I was on my own, I even stopped going to church.  I would lie to my parents every Sunday and tell them how wonderful the church service was, knowing that the only time I went to church was when I came home for the weekend.
Without God in my life I had no direction and no purpose and soon became very depressed.  I felt like I didn’t have any real friends and I really missed being at home.  I would literally cry myself to sleep every night.  My mom was so concerned about me that she suggested I talk to a therapist or someone.  It is when I hit my lowest point that God really came through.  I started going to my current church and the first sermon I heard there was all about God’s purpose and direction for our lives.  The pastor talked with so much joy and so much peace about the great plans God has for our lives if we just submit to him.  He said we were fighting against ourselves by trying to take control of a life we did not create.

I decided at that moment to really submit my life to Christ.  It wasn’t easy.  I stopped listening to all the music I previously loved, I stopped going to parties and I even stopped hanging with my friends as much.  I would like to say that things got immediately better, but that was not the case.  Yes, I had more joy and more peace, but now I really didn’t have any friends at all. I became a “go at it alone Christian” and thought I could live this Christian walk by myself, just me and God.  By this time it was toward the end of my sophomore year.  I was convinced that people had already made their friends at that I was just to be lonely for the rest of my time here.

I knew that my life was better than it was before, but I also knew that I was still missing something.  So, I began praying for Christian friends.  At the beginning of my junior year I started going to this bible study called Impact. Everyone there was so warm and friendly, but at the time I really did not see them as an answer to my prayers.  I really just kept going because I didn’t have anything else to do on Thursday night.  However, all of a sudden I started hanging out with this people outside of bible study and on the weekends.  I soon realized that having Christian friends was fun, a lot more fun than going to parties.  Having fellowship and accountability has really helped me grow in my faith and I thank God for the His grace, mercy and unfailing love.   
