I got saved back when I was 10 years ago. I guess I just had that “childlike faith” and wasn’t too skeptical of the idea that one man could redeem the rest of mankind for eternity in the face of God. Later on my parents split up and got married to other people. My dad is a true testimony because the break-up between him and my mother really initiated his change for the good, and he finally devoted his life to Christ and married a woman of God. My mother married a preacher not to long after the breakup. So I guess you can say I am the preacher’s kid (p.k.). It was just easy to fall into the tradition and the “limitations” of Christianity because they were the rules of the household(s) that I was brought up in. 
Christ never took root in my life until my junior year when I was able to attend the North Carolina School of Science and Mathematics (NCSSM) in Durham. All of a sudden, my faith was no longer a family obligation but rather a choice, one that I did not commit myself to until I found a need. While at NCSSM, I made many friends and acquaintances on my hall and within the classroom, but what I really wanted most was a community of students who shared values similar to mine. So before I even found a church, I began attending a Christian group on campus called “Imago Dei”. They were sponsored by the church that I attend now, Kings Park International Church (KPIC). It was a cool community, but I felt somewhat apprehensive because I was the minority of the group. 
One of the things I resented most about the high school life before NCSSM was the lack of a black community in my life. Not only was I made an outcast by my black peers at my home school, Lexington Senior High School (LSHS), but I had also developed an anxiety of black people in general because I felt so “different” from what the world considers “black”. With all this said, I was mighty desperate for a black community of Christians to be a part of, that’s when I found NCSSM Colours. NCSSM Colours in the gospel choir of the school, and to no surprise, they were full of black folk. I remember the first meeting of the choir, I was very much intimidated scared and alone, all of this from the Christian environment of black people that I desired so much. I still managed to meet different choir members, but it took a lot. On my way out from the second practice, I was stopped by one of the sponsors, a younger black teacher named Jamie Lathan. After the usual introductions, he asked me a couple of questions that messed with me for a very, very long time.

 “Are You a Christian? How do you know? And Why?” I was able to answer the first two questions with ease, but the last one I was way to ashamed to even try and answer. What would I tell him? Did he want me to tell him that I’m a p.k. and both sets of my parents made sure I went to church and that I never really had any desire to be a Christian other than just to have a reason to validate my anti-societies-view-of-black-people-personality-goals-morals-and-desires rather than simply my “childlike faith” which faded away by the time I got to middle school?  We began meeting regularly with another senior. They discipled me that year and instilled the basic principles of Christianity within me again. I finally had my own desire for Christ’ free salvation (silly sounding isn’t it) and I also understood what it mean to be a Christian and be an active “doer of the word” rather than just a hearer. 
So I became involved heavily with my campus my senior year. I led various Christian organizations and activities around the campus. I was the president of our gospel choir, I led a bible study within my dormitory, I was a leader within Imago Dei, I facilitated another discipleship group, I led the daily globe prayer and led the praise team/band for Imago Dei. I was most definitely on fire and loving every minute of it. God was definitely in dominion over my time; on the side I still tutored, was part in NSBE (the National Society of Black Engineers), did intramural sports, step team, and mentored in a nearby community while maintaining a steady relationship. Wow, that is a testimony in itself, because I was still an “A” student (for the most part). God really is amazing. But nonetheless, I was thrown a curveball that changed my life forever.  
The summer following my senior year was one that was full of so many revelations which ultimately contributed to my faith being shaken so heavily. Three relationships had become very important to me, one with my old best friend, my old girlfriend and my old cousin but in the end, each decimated my relationship with God. My cousin was one of the ministers at one of the churches I went to (if you know who I’m speaking of, you absolutely can not bring his name up). He was also a father, and husband of a few years. I noticed that we had started hanging out a lot more over the summer, getting close but then I found out his intentions, he was gay and was coming on to me. I found this out on the three days after he had delivered a phenomenal sermon (so it seemed) that Sunday. So if the holiest of all holies is a hypocrite to what he proclaims in the pulpit….is it even real then? I began questioning my faith seriously. I remember that same night, I had no idea what to do other than confide in another male. First person that came to mind was my old best friend. Though I didn’t realize it until a week later, this “Christian brother” only proved to be unreliable. First response I remember was “it has to wait till later” when I had asked to speak with him. We did talk, that night, but it wasn’t relieving at all, and I still felt a bit traumatized. But that was the last I heard from him for a week when I found out he returned from being in the next town over from me. I thought that a Christian best friend, out of anyone, should have your back, but it seems to be that the “worldly-type” are usually better friends. So I began questioning God’s existence heavily and why I should even be living the righteous “fun-lacking” life that I do now. I still kept attending church, and it was a good thing to. 

The Sunday after all of these events one of the ladies stood up during testimony service and simply said “I don’t know who this is for, but God gave this to me for someone in here-Galatians 6:9”. Its funny that she didn’t even quote the actual words of the verse, I guess it was God’s way of saying “Here is your answer, but you seek it out for yourself”. I actually did look it up and it ministered to me almost immediately-“And let us not grow weary while doing good, for in due season we shall reap if we do not lose heart”. I was definitely “loosing heart” in the doing good part, but this verse reminding of the whole purpose of the “good fight”, the “good works”…all of it. Its not being inspired or discouraged by the abundance or lack of good works or a perfect life in others, but rather where your heart is when you do live that Godly life. That is to say, your relationship with God is not worth being swayed by what you see those “higher up” doing but rather how you chose and are convicted to praise God. Nor should we be swayed by those who seem to get all of the glory for the worldly things they do, knowing the dirt that they do behind the scenes. So I finally began seeking God again earnestly, I just had to start almost from scratch. 

Gone was all that I wanted, and I only knew to praise him for everything he is in my life.  However, I was thrown another curve ball.  My ex of nearly two years broke up with me over a word she heard from the Lord the first night of a weekend long retreat. I actually didn’t let that ruin my weekend though (its wasn’t going to be $80 down the drain!). Letting that in the back of my mind I still pressed towards God that weekend and heard my own message from God, which I didn’t understand so well at the time “the close friends I put in your life will not bring you hurt but will edify you” (this actually led to me cutting off a few people in my life). The Wednesday after the retreat I found out that she “mis-heard” God and wanted things to be as before. I said no and brought up my word for the weekend, but couldn’t help but begin to question God one more time. 

How you mishear God? Are we just making up his voice in our heads and stapling his name on it? Is real after all. This time, I had the brother in my life at UNC to help me discover that there is one other flaw with many Christians. Wanting to put God’s name on EVERYTHING. Not to doubt his dominion over the world HE created, however I don’t believe God would have given us freewill if we weren’t to walk in the world with some liberty. Rather than proclaiming that God ordered our every action in life and putting his name in everything we say. But one thing to know is that I didn’t lose faith this time. 
Okay, that’s all I have to say. I know now that God has only the best for me, and I don’t have to settle for any less. I’ll have the Godly reliable brother I can actually rely on and a women that I can one day call a wife but it will ALL be done by God. I pray that this may have blessed you in someway, or that you can point out areas that you may not agree with and help me out. God bless.

