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Preface

There are few phrases more admired in the world than
this one: self-made man.

It carries the scent of independence, strength,
discipline, and achievement. It is the title society
gives to the man who climbed without help, who built
without inheritance, who succeeded without excuse.
It is the badge of honor worn by those who have
mastered themselves, mastered their circumstances,
and mastered the game of life.

For much of my life, that was my identity.

I was driven, focused, ambitious. I understood how
the world worked, and I worked it well. I made goals,
I reached them. I created the life others wanted. By
all human measurements, I was a success.

But there was one territory I believed could be
conquered the same way I conquered everything else.
Salvation.

I thought eternal life was another summit to climb.
Another decision to make. Another commitment to
prove. I believed I could Will myself into heaven the
way [ willed myself into prosperity.

And for a time, I was deceived.

I was handed a gospel that sounded spiritual but felt
familiar—because it still depended on me. It was
dressed in Christian language, but it was powered by
human effort. It was salvation by decision, by
performance, by repentance, by strength.
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It was not grace.

This book is not the story of a man who needed minor
improvement. It is the story of a man who needed
resurrection.

It is the confession of someone who tried to save
himself—and failed.

And it 1s the testimony of how God saves sinners, not
by their willpower, but by His mercy. I once believed
I made it my way. Now, at the end of it all, I can
finally say the truth:

I did it His Way.
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Chapter One
The Making
of a Self-Made Man

The world has a way of rewarding the man who
refuses to need anyone.

From the beginning, I admired strength—not the kind
that flexes for attention, but the kind that endures.
The kind that gets up early. The kind that outworks
everyone else. The kind that never asks for help.

I didn’t have language for it then, but I was being
shaped into something our culture praises almost as a
virtue:

A self-made man.

That phrase carries weight. It suggests independence.
Discipline. Control. It implies that a man built
himself from nothing, that he earned every inch of
ground he stands on. And if ’'m honest, | wanted that.
I wanted to be able to look at my life one day and say,
This is mine. I did this.

I didn’t want to owe anyone.

I learned early that the world respects results, not
excuses. It respects the man who takes responsibility,
the man who produces, the man who wins. And so, [
began to measure myself the way the world measures
men:
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What have you accomplished?

What have you built?

What do you have to show?

That scoreboard became my compass.

While others drifted, I planned. While others waited,
I worked. While others blamed, I pushed forward.
There was something intoxicating about progress—
about knowing that effort could translate into reward.
Success felt clean.

Predictable.

Earned.

And it didn’t take long before people noticed.
Compliments came. Opportunities opened. Doors
unlocked. The more I achieved, the more I believed 1
had discovered the formula: discipline equals
destiny.

I began to trust myself.

Not in an arrogant, loud way—mnot at first.

But in a quieter, deeper way.

I trusted my ability to figure things out. I trusted my
instincts. | trusted my willpower. I trusted my drive.
I trusted that no matter what life threw at me, I could
overcome it.

And for a while, I did.

That is the danger of earthly success: it often works.
It reinforces the illusion that man is sufficient.

That if you just try harder, you can fix it.

If you just focus more, you can conquer it.

If you just want it badly enough, you can achieve it.
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I became living proof of that philosophy.

I was building a life that looked impressive from the
outside. The kind of life people point at and admire.
The kind of life that says, This man has it together.

And maybe I did—by human standards.

But there is something no one tells you when you
become the kind of man others admire:

Success does not silence the soul.

It can distract it.

It can entertain it.

It can intoxicate it.

But it cannot save it.

At the time, I would have laughed at the word save.
Save from what?

I wasn’t drowning.

I wasn’t broken.

[ wasn’t lost.

I was winning.

That’s what made me so confident.

And that confidence wasn’t just shaping my career—
it was shaping my identity.

I wasn’t merely a man who succeeded.

I was a man who succeeded because of himself.

I was becoming my own foundation.

And that foundation felt unshakable.

I didn’t see that it was also fragile.

Because the self-made life carries a hidden rule:

If you built it, you must maintain it.

If you achieved it, you must protect it.

If you earned it, you must keep earning it.
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There is no rest for the self-made man.

Only momentum.

Only pressure.

Only the next goal.

And I didn’t mind that pressure.

I welcomed it.

It made me feel alive.

But looking back now, I can see what I could not see
then:

I wasn’t just driven.

I was enslaved.

Enslaved to proving.

Enslaved to achieving.

Enslaved to the constant need to justify my existence
with accomplishment.

And beneath all of it was something deeper still:
Pride.

Not the cartoon pride of arrogance, but the pride of
self-reliance.

The pride that says, I am enough.

The pride that says, I will not need mercy.

The pride that says, If salvation exists, I will earn that
too.

I did not know yet that this was not merely a
personality trait.

It was a spiritual condition.

It was the oldest lie in human history:

That man can be his own god.

That man can stand on his own righteousness.

That man can make himself whole.

I didn’t call it that.
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I called it ambition.

I called it discipline.

I called it responsibility.

But God calls it something else.

And eventually, He would confront it.

At this point in my life, I was not thinking about
grace.

I wasn’t thinking about salvation.

I wasn’t thinking about eternity.

I was thinking about building.

Expanding.

Winning.

I was doing what I knew how to do:

Making myself.

And the world applauded.

But heaven was silent.

Because the God who saves does not applaud the self-
made man.

He resurrects the dead man.

And I had not yet learned the difference.
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Chapter Two
Success as Salvation

There is a moment in a man’s life when success stops
being something he pursues...

and starts being something he depends on.

At first, ambition feels harmless. Even admirable.
You work hard. You improve. You build. You set
goals and reach them. The world rewards you, and
you tell yourself you’re simply being responsible.
That’s what I believed.

But somewhere along the way, without ever
announcing itself, success began to take on a deeper
role in my life.

It wasn’t just a career anymore.

It wasn’t just provision.

It wasn’t just progress.

It became security.

It became meaning.

It became righteousness.

I didn’t use those words then, of course. I would have
called that religious. Extreme. But the truth is that
every man has something he trusts to justify his
existence.

For some, it is pleasure.

For others, it is approval.

For me, it was achievement.

Success became the way I told myself I was okay.

If things were going well, I was at peace.

17



If I was advancing, I felt alive.

If T was winning, I felt secure.

But when things slowed... when something failed...
when progress was interrupted...

I felt something darker underneath the surface.

Not disappointment.

Not frustration.

Fear.

Because success had become more than a goal.

It had become a savior.

And saviors are terrible masters.

The self-made man does not rest.

He cannot.

Rest requires assurance.

And assurance is impossible when your worth is built
on performance.

I was always moving.

Always planning.

Always improving.

Always reaching.

There was always another level.

Another milestone.

Another standard to meet.

And what I did not realize was that I was living out a
kind of gospel:

Work hard. Achieve. Prove yourself. Be justified.
It was salvation by effort.

And it worked—at least in the world.

The world is built on merit.

The world runs on earning.

The world hands out rewards to those who perform.
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And I performed well.

So naturally, I began to believe the lie that
performance could provide something deeper than
money or reputation.

I believed it could provide peace.

But peace never came.

Only temporary relief.

The relief of checking another box.

The relief of finishing another deal.

The relief of being admired again.

And then, immediately...

the need for more.

That is the emptiness of success when it becomes
salvation:

It never says, “It is finished.”

It always says, “Do more.”

[ didn’t see it as bondage.

I saw it as strength.

I saw myself as disciplined.

Focused.

Driven.

But what I could not admit was this:

I needed success the way a religious man needs his
good works.

I needed it to reassure me that I mattered.

That I was somebody.

That I was safe.

That I was in control.

And control 1s the deepest idol of the self-made man.
Because if I could control outcomes...

then I could control life.
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And if I could control life...

then maybe I could control death.

Maybe I could control eternity.

The thought of death rarely entered my mind in those
days, but it hovered at the edges like a shadow you
refuse to turn toward.

I was building something.

But building toward what?

I had everything people chase.

But I could not name what I truly possessed.

The soul knows when it is living on substitutes.

And mine knew.

There were moments—quiet moments, usually late at
night—when the noise of accomplishment faded and
the questions grew louder:

What happens when this ends?

What happens when I cannot produce anymore?
What happens when I stand before God?

I didn’t like those questions.

They threatened the entire structure.

So I did what successful men do:

I stayed busy.

I kept moving.

I drowned the silence with productivity.

But silence has a way of returning.

And eventually, so does God.

Because God is not impressed by the world’s
trophies.

He is not persuaded by human standards.

He does not measure men by their portfolios, their
houses, their strength, or their self-control.

20



He measures men by truth.

And the truth was this:

I had built an impressive life...

on a foundation that could not hold.

Success had become my functional salvation.

And salvation cannot be self-made.

Not in life.

Not in death.

And certainly not before a holy God.

I did not understand that yet.

I still believed, deep down, that if something was
missing spiritually...

I could fix that too.

I could apply the same formula.

I could do what I always did:

Try harder.

Climb higher.

Achieve more.

Even with God.

And that is when the most dangerous chapter of all
began...

When I started to treat salvation the way I treated
success.

As something I could accomplish.

As something I could earn.

As something I could make.

The world had taught me well.

Now I was ready to bring that gospel into the church.
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Chapter Three
The Day I Made a Decision

I don’t remember what the pastor preached that
morning.

I remember the room.

The sanctuary smelled faintly of old wood and coffee.
Light filtered in through tall windows, dust floating
in the air like something alive. People were already
standing when I slipped into the pew, hymns rising
around me, confident and familiar.

I stood when everyone else stood. Sat when they sat.
Sang when they sang.

I had learned how to do that.

Something in me had been restless for weeks. Not
desperate—yet—but unsettled. The kind of unease
success can’t quite drown out. The kind that makes
you start listening more carefully when someone says
words like purpose and calling.

That morning, the pastor spoke about a decision.

About deciding for Christ.
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About stepping out in faith.
About making the most important decision of your
life.

The language landed easily on me. Decision.
Commitment. Resolve. These were words I trusted.
Words that had worked everywhere else.

He spoke of sin as distance, of God as waiting, of
salvation as a door that only needed to be opened
from the inside.

All you have to do, he said, is make a decision.
I felt something then—not conviction exactly, but

clarity. A clean sense of direction. The kind that
comes when a problem finally looks manageable.

This is it, I thought.
This is what’s been missing.

If something in my life was spiritually unfinished,
then this was simply the next step. Another

alignment. Another commitment. Another ascent.

The pastor invited anyone who wanted to give their
life to Christ to come forward.

My heart beat faster. Not with fear—but with resolve.

I stood.
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The walk down the aisle felt momentous, but not
heavy. People watched, some smiling, some nodding.
I felt seen. Supported. Approved.

When I reached the front, the pastor placed a hand on
my shoulder. He asked if | was ready to repent, ready
to surrender, ready to choose Jesus.

I said yes.

I meant it.

I repeated the prayer carefully, sincerely. I confessed
sin. | asked for forgiveness. I declared Jesus as Lord.

The words felt right in my mouth. Familiar. Strong.

When it was over, people applauded. Someone
hugged me. Someone said, “Welcome to the family.”

I walked back to my seat feeling lighter.
Something had happened.

I believed that.

For a while, everything fit.

I started reading Scripture. Praying in the mornings.
Attending services faithfully. I cleaned up parts of my
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life that needed cleaning. I replaced habits. I adjusted
priorities.

And once again, the formula worked.

Effort produced visible change.

I was disciplined in my faith the way I was
disciplined in everything else. I tracked progress.
Measured growth. Looked for fruit.

I felt successful as a Christian.

That should have been the warning.

Because beneath the prayers and the Bible studies,
something subtle was happening. I wasn’t resting in
Christ—I was cooperating with Him. Improving
myself with God’s help.

Grace became assistance.

Salvation became a project.

Repentance became something I did when I failed—
apologies I offered in hopes of maintaining favor.

When I sinned, I didn’t run to Christ; I ran to resolve.

L’ll do better.
L’ll be more serious.
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I'll tighten my discipline.

And for a time, 1t worked.

The church celebrated stories like mine. Testimonies
of turnaround. Proof that choosing God led to
improvement.

But slowly—quietly—the same pressure returned.
What if I didn’t mean it enough?

What if my repentance wasn’t sincere?

What if my faith wasn’t real?

I had chosen Christ.

But now I had to keep choosing Him.

Every day.

Every failure.

Every doubt.

And the burden was familiar.

If I built this faith, I had to maintain it.
If I chose this salvation, I had to preserve it.

I told myself this was maturity.

But the truth was darker.

27



I had brought the gospel of success into the kingdom
of God.

I had not abandoned self-salvation.
I had baptized it.

And beneath all the prayers and progress, the same
old foundation remained.

My will.

Strong.

Determined.

And utterly incapable of saving me.

I didn’t know it yet.

But the collapse had already begun.
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Chapter Four
The Quiet Fear
Beneath Confidence

Confidence has a sound.

It speaks clearly.

It walks firmly.

It fills a room without needing to announce itself.
And for most of my life, that was the sound I tried to
carry.

[ wanted to be the kind of man who seemed unshaken.
The kind of man who had answers.

The kind of man who knew what he was doing.

The kind of man who could be trusted.

And outwardly, I was.

People saw the progress.

They saw the stability.

They saw the success.

They saw the strength.

But there is something the world does not often see,
because successful men learn how to hide it well:
Confidence is not always peace.

Sometimes confidence is performance.

Sometimes it is armor.

Sometimes it is a carefully maintained illusion meant
to keep something deeper from surfacing.

Because beneath the surface of the self-made life,
there is often a quiet fear.

Not the loud fear of panic...
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but the subtle fear that hums underneath everything:
What if this isn’t enough?

I did not walk around trembling.

I did not feel fragile.

I was not the kind of man who collapsed emotionally.
But in the quiet moments, when the noise of life
faded...

something else would speak.

It wasn’t a voice I could easily name.

It was more like an unease.

A weight.

A question without words.

The kind of feeling that comes when the soul senses
what the mind refuses to admit:

You are not as safe as you think.

I would sit alone sometimes, late at night, after the
day had been conquered, after the tasks had been
completed, after the goals had been pursued...

and there would be a stillness.

And in that stillness, the 1llusion weakened.

Because busyness is a powerful drug.

It keeps you from hearing yourself.

It keeps you from hearing God.

But silence brings everything back.

And silence does not care how successful you are.
In silence, achievements don’t speak.

Money doesn’t speak.

Applause doesn’t speak.

The soul speaks.

And mine was restless.

I did not understand why.
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I had everything the world told me would satisfy.

I had built what others chased.

I had become what others admired.

So why was there still something unsettled?

Why was there still something missing?

That question haunted me more than I wanted to
admit.

The self-made man is not supposed to feel haunted.
He is supposed to feel secure.

But security is difficult when you are your own
foundation.

Because deep down, I knew something:
Foundations crack.

Strength fades.

Success ends.

And no matter how disciplined a man is...

he cannot discipline away death.

That is the quiet fear beneath all human confidence:
It is not merely that life 1s fragile...

it 1s that life is temporary.

I could ignore eternity in the daytime.

But it returned at night.

Like a shadow at the edge of the room.

Uninvited.

Unavoidable.

I would think about the future sometimes, and instead
of feeling excitement, I would feel something else:
Pressure.

Because if my life was built on achievement...

then what happens when achievement stops?

What happens when the body weakens?
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What happens when the mind dulls?

What happens when the world no longer rewards?
What happens when the applause fades?

What happens when you stand before God?

That last question was the one I avoided most.
Because it was the one I could not control.

I could control outcomes in business.

I could control routines.

I could control decisions.

But I could not control holiness.

And holiness is what stands behind the question of
God.

The self-made man does not fear that God exists.
He fears what God is:

Holy.

Righteous.

Unbribable.

Unimpressed.

And slowly, without yet knowing what was
happening, | began to feel the truth pressing in:
Success 1s not a shield against judgment.

Control is not a shield against death.

Effort is not a shield against eternity.

There is no self-made man in the grave.

And there is no self-made man before the throne of
God.

The soul knows this.

Even when the mind resists it.

That is why the fear was quiet.

Because I was still fighting it.

Still suppressing it.
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Still trying to solve it the way I solved everything
else:

By doing more.

By improving.

By striving.

By staying busy.

But you cannot outrun the questions that only grace
can answer.

And God, in His mercy, does not allow a man to
remain forever distracted.

He interrupts.

He unsettles.

He exposes.

Because He is not content to let a man be deceived by
outward confidence while inwardly dead.

At the time, I would not have said I was spiritually
dead.

I would have said I was doing fine.

I would have said I was strong.

I would have said I was successful.

But beneath the confidence was the quiet fear that
something was still unresolved.

That something eternal was still untouched.

And that fear was not my enemy.

It was the beginning of God’s kindness.

Because the fear was telling the truth:

I was not at peace.

I was not safe.

I was not saved.

Not yet.

And the next chapter of my life was about to begin...
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The chapter where 1 stopped merely thinking about
God...

and started trying to reach Him.

The way I reached everything else.

By decision.

By effort.

By will.

And that is where the deception deepened.
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Chapter Five
When God
Became the Next Goal

The fear did not make me run from God.

It made me run toward Him.

But I did not run toward Him like a sinner in need of
mercy.

I ran toward Him like a man in need of answers.
Like a man in need of security.

Like a man in need of control.

That is what I did not understand then:

You can move toward God...

and still be moving in the flesh.

You can seek Him...

and still be seeking yourself.

The self-made man does not stop being self-made
simply because he becomes religious.

He simply brings his self-made instincts into religion.
And that 1s what I did.

At first, 1t was subtle.

A thought here.

A question there.

A sense that something eternal mattered more than I
had admitted.
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The quiet fear beneath my confidence began to press
me into spiritual territory.

I started thinking about God more seriously.

About death.

About judgment.

About what comes after all the building is done.
And once those thoughts began, they did not leave.

I could no longer treat eternity as an abstract concept.
It became personal.

It became urgent.

Because I began to realize something unsettling:
One day, I would not be able to manage my way out
of the final moment.

I would not be able to negotiate.

I would not be able to achieve.

I would not be able to outwork death.

And so I began to do what I always did when faced
with a serious problem:

I went after the solution.

I approached God the way I approached everything
else.

With intensity.

With strategy.

With effort.

With goals.

I did not yet know that God is not a problem to solve.
He is a King to bow before.

But I was still standing tall.

Still thinking like a successful man.

And so, without realizing it, I made God the next
mountain.
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The next summit.

The next achievement.

[ began to think:

If salvation is real...

then I need to secure it.

If heaven is real...

then I need to make sure I’'m going there.

If God is holy...

then I need to get right.

And those thoughts sound humble on the surface.
But beneath them was the same engine that had
driven my whole life:

I will handle this.

I will take care of it.

I will do what is required.

I will not fail.

That 1s the language of the self-made man.
Even when he speaks about God.

So [ started listening.

Reading.

Attending.

Learning the vocabulary.

I began to step into the world of Christianity the way
a man steps into any new field:

What are the rules?

What is expected?

What must be done?

How do you succeed here?

I didn’t ask that out loud.

But it was the instinct underneath everything.
I was searching for a formula.
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I was searching for something I could grasp.
Something measurable.

Something manageable.

Something I could do.

And I found it.

Or at least, I found what looked like it.

I heard the message that is so common, so accepted,
so easily swallowed:

Just make a decision.

That was it.

That was the doorway.

That was the answer.

Not a miracle.

Not a resurrection.

Not a sovereign act of grace.

Just a decision.

Choose Christ.

Accept Him.

Pray this prayer.

Commit your life.

It sounded simple.

And more importantly...

it sounded familiar.

Because decisions were my world.
Decisions were my strength.
Decisions were how I built everything.
So when salvation was presented as a decision...
it fit perfectly into my self-made framework.
Of course.

That makes sense.
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That’s how life works.

Make the right choice.

Take the right step.

Secure the right outcome.

And suddenly, salvation became something I could
pursue the way | pursued success.

I could do this.

I could choose correctly.

I could commit sincerely.

I could apply my willpower to eternal things.

And there was something comforting about that.

It meant I was not helpless.

It meant I was not dependent.

It meant I was still in control.

It meant salvation could be added to the life I had
already built.

A spiritual upgrade.

A final security policy.

A heavenly guarantee.

God became the next goal.

Not the God who shatters pride...

but the God who could be reached through the right
step.

And I was ready to take that steps.

I did not yet know how dangerous that was.

Because the moment salvation becomes your goal...
Christ stops being your Savior.

He becomes your accomplishment.

And that is not Christianity.

That 1s self-righteousness wearing religious clothing.
But I couldn’t see it yet.

39



I was still the man who achieved.

Still the man who decided.

Still the man who made things happen.

And now I was about to do the most serious thing of
all:

I was about to try to will myself into salvation.
The next chapter begins with the words that changed
everything...

“Just make a decision.”
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Chapter Six
You can do it

There are few messages more appealing to the natural
man than this one:

You can do something about it.

That is what “Just make a decision” really means.

It is not merely an invitation.

It is an empowerment.

It tells the sinner he is still capable.

It tells the anxious soul there is a lever to pull.

It tells the self-made man that salvation works the
way everything else works:

Do your part.

Choose correctly.

Secure the outcome.

And when 1 first heard it, it landed on me like
something reasonable.

Almost obvious.

Of course.

That’s how you enter the kingdom.

You decide.

You accept.

You commit.

You do something.

Because the human heart cannot bear helplessness.
We want agency.

We want contribution.

We want to feel that we are not merely recipients...
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but participants.

And decision-based salvation offers exactly that.
It offers a gospel that does not kill pride.

It simply redirects it.

I remember the way it was presented.

Not harshly.

Not with malice.

It was warm.

Sincere.

Even urgent.

The speaker spoke about Jesus.

About the cross.

About forgiveness.

About eternal life.

And then came the moment that everything centered
on:

Now it’s up to you.

God has done all He can do.

Jesus has died.

The door is open.

But you must walk through it.

Y ou must decide.

And in that moment, salvation was placed into my
hands.

Not as a miracle of grace...

but as an opportunity.

A choice.

A transaction.

It was framed as though heaven was waiting on my
will.

As though the decisive power belonged to me.
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And I did not question it.

Why would 1?

My entire life had been built on the power of my will.
I had shaped outcomes through decisions.

I had forged success through resolve.

I had overcome obstacles through discipline.

So when the gospel was reduced to a decision...
it felt like familiar territory.

I understood decisions.

I trusted decisions.

Decisions were my strength.

And perhaps that is why this message is so
dangerous:

It meets man exactly where his pride is strongest.
It tells him he can save himself...

with Jesus’ help.

But still himself.

The language sounded Christian.

But the structure was human.

God provides.

Man completes.

Christ makes salvation possible.

Man makes it actual.

Grace offers.

Willpower seals.

And I didn’t realize that what I was hearing was not
the gospel of grace...

but the gospel of self, baptized in religious terms.
I was told that if [ meant it...

if I was sincere...

if I truly chose Christ...
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then I would be saved.

So the weight fell on me.

Not on Christ.

On me.

Was I sincere enough?

Did I choose rightly?

Did I do it properly?

Did I really mean it?

Salvation was no longer anchored in the finished
work of Christ...

but in the quality of my decision.

And I was ready to make the best decision of my life.
I remember the inner intensity.

The seriousness.

The desire to settle the matter.

This was not like choosing a career path.

This was eternity.

And I approached it with the same mindset I
approached everything important:

I will do this right.

I will not fail.

I will commit fully.

I will secure the outcome.

So when the moment came—when the prayer was
offered, when the invitation was extended, when the
pressure of urgency filled the room—I responded.

I prayed.

I decided.

I committed.

And for a brief moment, something felt resolved.

A relief.
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Like checking the final box.

Like signing the last document.

Like finishing the deal.

I thought:

It’s done.

I’m saved.

I made the decision.

But what I did not understand was this:

A man can decide many things...

and still be dead in sin.

A man can pray...

and still not know Christ.

A man can be moved emotionally...

and still not be born again.

Because salvation is not the product of human will.
It is not produced by resolve.

It is not achieved by sincerity.

It is not activated by decision.

The Scripture says something the decision-based
gospel cannot tolerate:

“It depends not on human will or exertion, but on
God, who has mercy.”

That was not the message [ heard.

The message I heard was the opposite:

It depends on you.

And so I walked away believing I had done the most
important thing of all.

I had chosen salvation.

I had accepted Christ.

I had made my decision.
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But beneath that confidence was an unnoticed shift:
I was still the center.

My will was still the hinge.

My action was still the foundation.

I had not yet come to the end of myself.

I had simply added Jesus onto myself.

And that is not conversion.

That is not grace.

That is self-made religion.

And though I did not know it then...

the burden of that kind of salvation is unbearable.
Because if you are saved by your decision...

you must be kept by your decision.

And the next chapter is where the weight of that
reality began to press down:

The moment that felt like everything...

was only the beginning of the struggle.
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Chapter Seven
I Felt Like
I’ve crossed the line

There are moments in life that feel final.

Moments that feel like a door closing behind you.
Moments that feel like a line has been crossed, never
to be uncrossed.

That night felt like one of those moments.

I can still remember the weight of it.

The seriousness.

The sense that something eternal was happening.

I had heard the message.

I had felt the urgency.

I had responded.

And now, walking away from that decision, I carried
something | had never carried before:

Relief.

It was as if the biggest question of my life had been
answered.

What happens when you die?

Am I right with God?

Where will I spend eternity?

Those questions had hovered like storm clouds for
years—distant at times, heavy at others, but always
present.

And now, in one moment, they seemed to clear.
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I had prayed.

I had decided.

I had chosen.

And it felt like everything.

I remember thinking:

It’s done.

I’'m in.

I’m saved.

The matter is settled.

There 1s something deeply human about that desire.
We crave closure.

We crave certainty.

We want a moment we can point back to and say,
That’s when it happened.

That’s when it changed.

That’s when I became a Christian.

And that is exactly what decision-based salvation
offers:

A timestamp.

A transaction.

A spiritual receipt.

It gives the soul something concrete to hold onto.
And for a while, I held onto it tightly.

I told myself, I made the decision.

I replayed it in my mind.

I remembered the sincerity I felt.

The emotion.

The seriousness.

Surely God saw it.

Surely God honored it.

Surely that was enough.
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And in the days that followed, I began to live with a
kind of new optimism.

I had done the most important thing a man could do.
I had secured eternity.

I had accepted Christ.

I was no longer on the outside.

I belonged to God.

At least, that’s what I believed.

But there was something subtle underneath that
optimism.

Something I did not notice at first.

My confidence was not anchored in Christ.

It was anchored in the moment.

It was anchored in what I had done.

And that distinction is everything.

Because when a man’s assurance rests on a
moment...

it will eventually be tested.

I began to hear other people’s stories.

Some spoke of dramatic conversions.

Some spoke of deep brokenness.

Some spoke of being undone by the holiness of God.
Some spoke of being overwhelmed by grace.

And I would quietly compare.

Mine hadn’t felt like that.

Mine had felt... reasonable.

Orderly.

Like a decision.

And so, almost without realizing it, I began to ask:
Was my moment real enough?

Was my decision sincere enough?
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Did I feel enough?

Did I understand enough?

Did I do it correctly?

The very thing that had brought relief began to
produce doubt.

Because when salvation depends on the quality of
your decision...

your soul will always wonder if your decision was of
sufficient quality.

And I did what I always did when uncertainty
appeared:

I tried harder.

I became serious about spiritual things.

I read more.

I prayed more.

I attended more.

I wanted to prove that my decision had been
authentic.

I wanted to demonstrate that I truly meant it.

I wanted evidence.

Not because I loved Christ...

but because I needed reassurance.

And so Christianity, almost immediately, began to
feel like something I had to maintain.

The self-made man had made his decision...

and now the self-made man would keep his salvation.
I did not say it that way.

But that was the logic.

Because if I entered by my will...

I must remain by my will.

If my choice saved me...
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then my continued choosing must keep me.
And that is exhausting.

But at first, the exhaustion 1s hidden.

At first, 1t feels like devotion.

It feels like seriousness.

It feels like maturity.

But underneath it is something else:

Fear.

Fear that the moment was not enough.

Fear that I did not do it right.

Fear that perhaps I was still outside.

And slowly, the moment that felt like everything...
began to feel like something fragile.
Something uncertain.

Something I had to protect.

That is the tragedy of decisionism:

It gives a man a moment instead of a Savior.
It gives him a memory instead of a Mediator.
It gives him an act of the will instead of a finished
work.

And the soul cannot rest on a moment forever.
A moment cannot carry eternity.

Only Christ can.

But I did not know that yet.

So I held onto the moment.

I pointed back to it.

I rehearsed it.

I defended it.

Because deep down, I sensed something terrifying:
If that moment was not real...

then I was still unsaved.

51



And if I was still unsaved...

then everything was still unresolved.

So I clung harder.

I tried more.

I worked spiritually the way 1 worked everywhere
else.

And the pressure quietly grew.

Because salvation that begins with man...

will always end with man.

And man is not strong enough to hold his own soul.
The next chapter is where that reality became
unavoidable:

The burden of staying saved.
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Chapter Eight
the Burden
of Staying Saved

It did not happen all at once.

The burden did not fall like a sudden weight.

It came gradually.

Quietly.

Almost imperceptibly.

At first, everything looked fine.

I had made my decision.

I had crossed the line.

I had entered the Christian life.

And I was determined to take it seriously.

That was the language 1 used.

Serious.

Committed.

Intentional.

But beneath that seriousness was something I did not
yet recognize:

I was trying to hold onto salvation the way I held onto
everything else.

With effort.

With discipline.

With control.

Because if my decision was what brought me in...
then my decisions must be what kept me in.

That is the logic.

That is the system.
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That is the hidden structure beneath decision-based
salvation:

You begin by your will...

and you continue by your will.

And so, almost immediately, the Christian life
became a new arena for striving.

I began watching myself closely.

Measuring.

Evaluating.

Am I doing enough?

Am I praying enough?

Am [ sincere enough?

Am I growing enough?

Am I different enough?

The self-made man does not know how to rest.
He only knows how to perform.

And now I was performing spiritually.

The question was no longer simply,

What has Christ done?

The question became,

What am I doing?

And that question never sleeps.

Because the moment salvation depends on you...
you become both the worshiper and the judge.
You are constantly assessing your own condition.
Constantly checking the temperature of your heart.
Constantly searching for proof that you are real.
And the problem is this:

A man cannot find peace by staring at himself.
The soul was never meant to rest in itself.

It was meant to rest in Christ.
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But I was not resting.

I was monitoring.

I was working.

I was trying to stay saved.

And slowly, I began to feel the pressure.

It showed up in subtle ways.

A sin would surface, and instead of running to Christ,
I would panic.

A dry season would come, and instead of trusting
God, I would question everything.

A doubt would whisper, and instead of being driven
outward to the cross, I would be driven inward to my
decision.

Did I really mean it?

Was I truly sincere?

Was my repentance deep enough?

Was my faith strong enough?

Those questions began to circle like vultures.

And the more I tried to answer them, the worse it
became.

Because decision-based assurance is built on sand.

It always comes back to the same fragile foundation:
Me.

My moment.

My sincerity.

My will.

My strength.

And I knew myself too well to trust myself.

That is the great irony:

The self-made man trusts himself...

until salvation requires him to.
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Then he realizes how unstable he is.

Because success in the world can be measured.

You can see results.

You can point to achievements.

But spiritual life cannot be managed that way.

Y ou cannot quantify regeneration.

You cannot manufacture assurance.

Y ou cannot produce peace through effort.

And yet I kept trying.

I treated Christianity like a contract I had to maintain.
Like a deal I had to uphold to.

Like a commitment I had to prove.

I believed I had entered through a decision...

and now I must remain through devotion.

And the burden was crushing.

Because the gospel I had embraced did not actually
free me.

It enlisted me.

It recruited me into an endless cycle of spiritual self-
maintenance.

And the more I worked, the more exhausted I
became.

I would read Scripture, not to know Christ, but to
reassure myself.

I would pray, not out of love, but out of fear.

I would attend church, not out of joy, but out of
obligation.

Everything became a test:

Am I real?

Am I saved?

Am I doing enough?

56



And beneath it all was the quiet terror:

What if I’'m not?

What if my decision wasn’t true?

What if [ didn’t do it right?

What if I believed in vain?

That terror is the inevitable fruit of a gospel that rests
on man.

Because man is not strong enough to carry eternity.
A decision cannot bear the weight of salvation.

A moment cannot hold back judgment.

Only Christ can.

But Christ, in this system, was no longer the anchor.
He was the opportunity.

The real anchor was my response.

And that meant I could never stop responding.
Never stop proving.

Never stop maintaining.

Never stop striving.

I had traded one form of self-made righteousness for
another.

In the world, I strove for success.

In religion, I strove for assurance.

But it was the same religion:

Earn.

Perform.

Prove.

And the soul cannot survive long under that weight.
Because deep down, I knew something I could not
escape:

If salvation is up to me...

then [ am in trouble.
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And God, in His mercy, was about to show me
exactly that.

The next chapter reveals what I began to see, though
I could not yet fully name it:

The gospel I believed still depended on me.
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Chapter Nine
The Gospel
That Still Depends on Me

It is possible to speak the name of Jesus...

and still be trusting yourself.

It is possible to talk about grace...

and still be living under law.

It is possible to believe you have embraced the
gospel...

while the gospel you hold still depends on you.

That was where I found myself.

I did not abandon Christianity.

I did not walk away.

I became more involved.

More serious.

More determined.

But the deeper I went, the heavier it became.
Because I began to realize something that unsettled
me:

This is still about me.

I did not say that out loud.

But I felt it.

The entire structure of my spiritual life was built
around my performance.

My sincerity.

My decision.

My commitment.

My ability to endure.
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I was told I was saved by grace...

but I lived as though I was saved by effort.

I was told Christ had finished the work...

but I lived as though I had to complete it.

I was told salvation was a gift...

but I treated it like a wage.

And slowly, I began to see the contradiction.

The gospel I had received was not openly heretical.
It was not blatant denial.

It was more subtle than that.

It used Christian words.

It spoke of the cross.

It spoke of forgiveness.

It spoke of Jesus.

But underneath the language was a different
foundation:

God makes salvation possible.

Man makes salvation actual.

Christ opens the door.

Man walks through.

Grace offers.

The will decides.

And therefore, in the end, the decisive factor is not
Christ...

but man.

Not mercy...

but decision.

Not God’s power...

but human response.

And once you see that, you cannot unsee it.
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I began to recognize that the gospel I believed was
still self-made.

It was not the old self-made life of money and
ambition...

but a new self-made life of religion and effort.

It was Christianity reshaped into the image of human
pride.

It allowed man to keep the one thing he refuses to
surrender:

Control.

Because as long as salvation rests on my decision...
I remain the final authority.

God becomes the helper.

Christ becomes the instrument.

But I remain the hinge.

And that is not grace.

Grace does not make man the hinge.

Grace breaks the hinge.

Grace does not cooperate with pride.

Grace kills it.

But decisionism does not kill pride.

It simply gives pride a new vocabulary.

Instead of boasting in success, man boasts in his
choice.

Instead of trusting in achievement, man trusts in
sincerity.

Instead of relying on works, man relies on his
moment.

It 1s still self.

It 1s still man-centered.

It 1s still a gospel that depends on me.

61



And I could feel that dependence every day.
Because if my salvation depended on me...
then my assurance depended on me.

And that meant assurance was never stable.
It rose and fell with my emotions.

With my obedience.

With my failures.

With my sense of sincerity.

On good days, I felt saved.

On bad days, I felt condemned.

On days when I prayed, I felt close.

On days when I struggled, 1 felt distant.
That is not the freedom of Christ.

That is bondage.

It is law disguised as grace.

It 1s the treadmill of religion.

Always running.

Never arriving.

And what terrified me most was this:

If this gospel is true...

then salvation is fragile.

Because I am fragile.

If the final difference between heaven and hell is my
will...

then heaven rests on something unstable.
My heart changes.

My feelings shift.

My resolve weakens.

My devotion fluctuates.

What kind of salvation is that?
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It began to dawn on me that this system offered no
real security.

Only temporary comfort.

Only borrowed peace.

Only the illusion of safety.

Because a gospel that depends on man can never truly
save man.

It can only burden him.

And I was burdened.

I was tired.

I was striving.

And yet I could not stop.

Because the stakes were eternal.

The message was always the same:

Keep choosing.

Keep believing.

Keep committing.

Keep proving.

Stay sincere.

Stay faithful.

Stay saved.

And the crushing thought beneath it all was this:
What if I can’t?

What if [ don’t endure?

What if my faith fails?

What if my decision fades?

Then what?

The gospel I believed had no answer except:
Try harder.

But “try harder” is not good news.

It is not gospel.
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It is law.

And the law cannot save.

It can only expose.

And God was beginning to expose.

I did not yet understand grace.

But I was beginning to understand helplessness.

I was beginning to understand that my will was not
enough.

That my decision was not enough.

That my sincerity was not enough.

That if salvation truly depended on me...

then I was lost.

And that realization, though painful, was the
beginning of mercy.

Because God does not bring a man to the end of
himself to destroy him...

but to save him.

The self-made gospel was cracking.

The foundation was weakening.

And soon, the entire structure would collapse.

The next chapter is where it began:

When effort stopped working.
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Chapter Ten
When Effort Stops Working

The most terrifying moment for a self-made man is
not failure in the world...

It is failure in the soul.

Because the self-made man can accept obstacles.
He can accept competition.

He can accept setbacks.

Those are challenges to overcome.

Those are problems to solve.

But there is one thing he cannot tolerate:
Helplessness.

And that is exactly where God was bringing me.
For most of my life, effort had been my answer.
Effort was my weapon.

Effort was my proof.

If something was broken, I worked harder.

If something was lacking, I pushed further.

If something was uncertain, I tightened control.
Effort had always produced results.

It had always moved the needle.

It had always paid off.

That is why I trusted it.

And now I was applying that same instinct to
salvation.

To sanctification.

To assurance.

To peace.
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I was trying to overcome spiritual unrest the way I
overcame everything else:

By doing more.

More prayer.

More discipline.

More seriousness.

More devotion.

More resolve.

But something began to happen that I could not
ignore:

It wasn’t working.

The more I tried, the more exhausted I became.

The more I strove, the more restless I felt.

The more 1 labored spiritually, the more I became
aware of something stubborn and immovable inside
me:

Sin remained.

Weakness remained.

Doubt remained.

The self-made man expects progress.

He expects measurable improvement.

He expects the effort-to-reward equation.

But the soul does not operate that way.

Y ou cannot discipline yourself into regeneration.
You cannot will yourself into holiness.

Y ou cannot grind your way into peace with God.
And I was beginning to realize that the Christian life
was not a ladder I could climb...

It was a death I could not escape.

I would wake up with determination.

Today will be different.
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Today I will be stronger.

Today I will be more faithful.

Today I will be what a real Christian should be.
And by nightfall, I would feel the familiar weight
again:

I am still me.

I am still struggling.

I am still failing.

I am still uncertain.

And slowly, the horrifying thought surfaced:
What if I cannot do this?

What if I cannot maintain this?

What if [ am not what I thought I was?

The self-made gospel had promised that salvation
was accessible through decision.

But now it demanded that salvation be sustained
through performance.

And I was failing.

Not always outwardly.

Not in ways that would scandalize others.

But inwardly.

In the secret places.

In the heart.

In the motives.

In the desires.

I was discovering what Scripture says plainly:
The heart is deceitful above all things.

I could manage behavior.

But I could not cleanse the soul.

I could restrain certain actions.

But I could not resurrect spiritual life.
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I could not produce love for God by sheer willpower.
And that is when effort began to feel like cruelty.
Because effort without power is torment.

Trying without ability is despair.

The gospel 1 believed had handed me
responsibility...

without giving me life.

It had told me to choose...

but not how to be born again.

It had told me to commit...

but not how to be made new.

It had told me to believe...

but left me staring at myself as the source of belief.
And the more I stared, the darker it became.

I began to see that my will was not a clean instrument.
My will was not sovereign.

My will was not free in the way I assumed.

My will was bound.

Bound to fear.

Bound to pride.

Bound to sin.

Bound to self.

And no amount of effort could break those chains.
The self-made man does not like chains.

He does not like dependence.

He does not like weakness.

But God was showing me that spiritually, I was not
strong.

I was not capable.

I was not in control.

I was not alive.
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I was dead.

Dead men do not decide their way into life.

Dead men do not exert their way into resurrection.
Dead men do not climb out of graves.

They must be called out.

They must be raised.

They must be made alive by Another.

And that is what I did not yet fully understand:
My problem was not that I needed more effort.
My problem was that I needed grace.

Not assistance.

Not improvement.

Not motivation.

Resurrection.

And when effort stops working, the self-made man
reaches a crossroads:

Either he doubles down...

or he collapses.

Either he hardens...

or he is humbled.

Either he insists on saving himself...

or he finally admits he cannot.

God was pressing me toward that admission.

It felt like unraveling.

It felt like loss.

It felt like failure.

But it was mercy.

Because God will not allow a man to be saved by
illusion.

He will not allow a man to rest in a false gospel
forever.
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He will strip it away.

He will exhaust the sinner’s strength.

He will bring him to the end of himself.

So that salvation may finally be seen for what it truly
is:

Not the achievement of man...

but the mercy of God.

Effort had stopped working.

And that was the beginning of hope.

Because the gospel does not begin with what man can
do.

It begins with what man cannot do.

And the next chapter is where the darkness became
more personal:

The doubt no one sees.
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Chapter Eleven
The Doubt No One Sees

There is a kind of doubt that does not speak out loud.
It does not announce itself.

It does not show up in public.

It hides behind smiles.

Behind activity.

Behind the appearance of strength.

And it is often the doubt that destroys men quietly.
Outwardly, my life still looked stable.

I was functioning.

I was working.

I was attending.

I was doing all the things a serious Christian is
supposed to do.

If you had looked at me from the outside, you might
have assumed I was fine.

Growing.

Solid.

Committed.

But inside, something was unraveling.

Because the more I tried to live out this decision-
based salvation...

the more uncertain I became that I possessed
anything real at all.

I was haunted by questions I could not silence.

Not theological curiosities.

Not intellectual debates.
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Personal questions.

Eternal questions.

Questions that cut through the surface and exposed
the soul:

Did I truly believe?

Or did I just respond?

Did something happen in me...

or did I simply do something?

Those questions were exhausting.

And the worst part was that I could not share them
easily.

Because doubt feels like failure.

Especially for a self-made man.

A self-made man does not admit weakness.

He does not admit uncertainty.

He does not admit fear.

He handles things.

So I handled it the only way I knew how:

Privately.

Silently.

Alone.

I carried the doubt like a secret weight.

And I became skilled at appearing confident while
inwardly trembling.

That is the strange tragedy of much modern
Christianity:

You can be surrounded by people...

and still feel completely alone.

Because everyone is expected to speak the language
of assurance.

Everyone is expected to be confident.
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Everyone is expected to say, “I know I’m saved.”
But what happens when you don’t know?

What happens when the foundation is shaking?
What happens when you begin to suspect that your
faith is built on something fragile?

You smile.

You nod.

You continue.

And you suffer quietly.

I began to look at other believers and wonder:
Do they feel what I feel?

Or is it just me?

Do they struggle with this fear?

Or am I the only one pretending?

I would hear testimonies filled with certainty.

I would hear people speak about peace.

About joy.

About resting in Christ.

And inwardly I would think:

Why don’t I have that?

What’s wrong with me?

If I made the decision...

why do I still feel so unstable?

That instability was the crack in the system.
Because  decision-based  salvation  promises
certainty...

but produces insecurity.

It tells you salvation is simple...

but leaves you wondering if you did it correctly.
It gives you a moment...

but not a foundation.
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And a moment cannot bear the weight of eternity.

I began to replay my “conversion” again and again.
I would examine it like a man examining a contract:
Did I understand enough?

Did [ mean it enough?

Was I sincere enough?

Was it real?

And the more I examined it, the less comfort it gave.
Because the human heart cannot find assurance in
itself.

The heart is not an anchor.

It is a storm.

And the more you look inward for peace...

the more restless you become.

I began to fear that perhaps I had deceived myself.
That perhaps I was a false convert.

That perhaps I had believed a false gospel.

And that fear did not drive me into joyful dependence
on Christ.

It drove me into deeper introspection.

Deeper striving.

Deeper anxiety.

Because when salvation depends on you...

doubt becomes unbearable.

If Christ is the foundation, doubt drives you to Him.
But if your decision is the foundation, doubt drives
you to yourself.

And I was trapped in myself.

I was trapped in analysis.

Trapped in fear.
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Trapped in the endless cycle of self-examination
without relief.

There were nights I could not sleep.

Not because of outward problems...

but because of inward uncertainty.

I would lie awake thinking about eternity.

Thinking about judgment.

Thinking about standing before God.

And the thought that terrified me was not merely that
God is holy...

but that I might not belong to Him at all.

What if my decision was just emotion?

What if my prayer was just words?

What if my Christianity was just external?

What if I was still dead?

That is the doubt no one sees.

The doubt that hides beneath religious activity.

The doubt that grows in the soil of a man-centered
gospel.

Because a gospel that depends on man can never
produce lasting assurance.

It can only produce striving...

or despair.

And I was beginning to taste despair.

Not outward despair.

Not dramatic despair.

But the quiet despair of a man who is trying to be
saved...

and cannot tell if he is.

Trying to believe...

and cannot tell if he believes.
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Trying to rest...

and cannot.

It was exhausting.

And yet, even that exhaustion was mercy.

Because God was not letting me remain comfortable
in illusion.

He was bringing the hidden things into the light.

He was exposing the weakness of my foundation.
He was preparing me for the only place a sinner can
truly rest:

Not in his decision.

Not in his sincerity.

Not in his effort.

But in Christ alone.

The doubt no one saw was painful.

But it was also the beginning of truth.

Because soon I would realize something that would
change everything:

Christianity had become performance.

And performance cannot save.
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Chapter Twelve
The Exhaustion
of Performing for God

There is a kind of exhaustion that sleep cannot fix.
It 1s not physical.

It is not mental.

It is spiritual.

It is the exhaustion of a soul that is trying to earn what
can only be given.

That was where I was.

Christianity had become labor.

Not joyful obedience.

Not grateful worship.

Labor.

Work.

Performance.

I did not wake up thinking, I get to know Christ today.
I woke up thinking, I have to be faithful today.

I have to pray enough.

I have to feel enough.

I have to prove enough.

I have to stay sincere.

I have to stay saved.

And that is not freedom.

That is slavery.

But it is a slavery that often looks like devotion.
From the outside, it can appear impressive.

A man who is always at church.
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A man who is always reading.

A man who is always trying.

A man who is serious.

But seriousness is not the same as life.

And effort is not the same as grace.

I was working for God the way I worked for
everything else:

To secure something.

To maintain something.

To achieve something.

And the hidden assumption underneath it all was
deadly:

If I do enough, God will accept me.

Even if  would never have said it so plainly, my heart
believed it.

Because that is what performance always believes.
Performance believes acceptance is earned.
Performance believes peace i1s deserved.
Performance believes salvation is maintained by
effort.

And so I performed.

I performed righteousness.

I performed devotion.

I performed Christianity.

And slowly, the joy disappeared.

Because joy cannot survive where fear reigns.

And fear was reigning.

Fear that I wasn’t doing enough.

Fear that I would fall away.

Fear that my faith would prove false.

Fear that God was disappointed.
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Fear that I would not endure.

And that fear turned everything into pressure.

Prayer became pressure.

Scripture became pressure.

Church became pressure.

Obedience became pressure.

The Christian life became one long attempt to
convince myself that I was real.

I began to realize something horrifying:

I was doing all of this...

and I still felt empty.

Still uncertain.

Still restless.

Still afraid.

It was like running on a treadmill that never stops.
No matter how much energy you spend, you do not
arrive.

No matter how hard you try, the ground does not
change.

You are always moving...

but never resting.

That is what religion without grace does.

It keeps you busy.

But it never gives you peace.

I was trying to perform for God the way I performed
for the world.

In the world, performance brings reward.

In the world, hard work brings recognition.

In the world, effort produces results.

But before God...

performance only exposes how far short you fall.
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Because God does not grade on a curve.

God is not impressed by effort.

God 1s not comforted by sincerity.

God requires perfection.

And the more | performed, the more I sensed the
terrible truth:

I am not perfect.

[ am not clean.

[ am not holy.

And I cannot become holy through effort.

Y ou cannot perform your way into resurrection.
Y ou cannot work your way into new birth.

Y ou cannot discipline yourself into spiritual life.
And yet I was trying.

I was trying to polish a corpse.

Trying to animate the dead.

Trying to manufacture what only God can create.
And it was exhausting.

There came moments when I wanted to quit.

Not quit Christianity outwardly...

but quit the striving inwardly.

Quit the pressure.

Quit the constant self-evaluation.

Quit the performance.

But I didn’t know how.

Because in the system I believed, quitting meant
losing everything.

If salvation depends on my continued commitment...
then what happens if [ stop?

What happens if I fail?

What happens if [ grow weary?
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So I kept going.

Driven not by love...

but by fear.

And fear-driven Christianity is a miserable life.
It produces burnout.

It produces despair.

It produces either pride or collapse.

Pride when you think you’re succeeding...
collapse when you realize you’re not.

And I was collapsing.

Not dramatically.

Not publicly.

Quietly.

Internally.

The self-made man was reaching the end of his
strength.

And that is exactly where God meets a man.
Because God does not save the strong.

He saves the helpless.

He does not justify the achiever.

He justifies the ungodly.

He does not give grace to the man who believes he
can maintain himself.

He gives grace to the man who has finally admitted:
I cannot.

I was not there yet.

But I was close.

The exhaustion was doing its work.

It was stripping away the illusion.

It was revealing the truth:

This 1s not the gospel.
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This is not good news.

This 1s not Christ.

This is me.

Still me.

Still striving.

Still performing.

Still trying to do it my way.

And God, in His mercy, was about to break that way
completely.

The next chapter i1s where the illusion finally
shattered:

The crisis that breaks the illusion.
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Chapter Thirteen
The Crisis That
Breaks the Illusion

God is patient.

That is one of the most dangerous truths for the proud
man.

Because patience can be mistaken for approval.
Silence can be mistaken for peace.

Delay can be mistaken for permission.

And for a time, I mistook God’s patience with me as
confirmation that everything was fine.

I was striving.

I was performing.

I was laboring under a false gospel...

and yet life continued.

Church continued.

Routine continued.

I continued.

And so I assumed, in some quiet way, that perhaps
this was simply Christianity.

Perhaps exhaustion was normal.

Perhaps fear was normal.

Perhaps rest was for other people.

But God is not content to let a man remain in illusion
forever.

Especially not when eternity is at stake.

And eventually, God brings a crisis.

Not always dramatic.
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Not always public.

But always decisive.

A moment where the structure cannot hold.

A moment where the self-made foundation collapses.
A moment where the soul is forced to face what it has
been avoiding.

That moment came for me.

I cannot pinpoint it to one single event, as though God
struck the ground with lightning and everything
changed instantly.

It was more like a breaking.

A slow fracture becoming a sudden collapse.

The pressure had been building for months—maybe
years.

The burden of performing.

The fear of not being real.

The constant inward striving.

And then something happened...

something that exposed how powerless I truly was.
It may have been a failure.

A sin I could not conquer.

A weakness I could not manage.

A circumstance I could not control.

A moment where the self-made man discovered the
limits of self.

And in that moment, the 1llusion shattered:

I cannot save myself.

Not by effort.

Not by sincerity.

Not by discipline.

Not by decision.
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The self-made gospel had promised that I could do
this.

But the crisis proved that I could not.

It was as if God pulled the curtain back and showed
me what had been true all along:

I was not resting in Christ.

I was resting in me.

I was not trusting grace.

I was trusting performance.

I was not standing on the finished work of Jesus...

I was standing on the fragile work of Joshua.

And that foundation was cracking.

The crisis did not feel like mercy at first.

It felt like terror.

Because when a man realizes that the thing he trusted
most cannot hold him...

he feels exposed.

Unsafe.

Unraveled.

For the first time, I could not pretend.

I could not perform my way out.

I could not manage my way through.

I could not tighten control enough to regain stability.
The self-made man was helpless.

And helplessness is the last place pride wants to be.
I remember the sense of collapse inwardly.

The feeling that all my spiritual effort had brought me
nowhere.

That all my striving had produced only exhaustion.
That all my religious activity had not produced peace.
And the question that rose up was not academic.
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It was desperate:

What is wrong with me?

Why can’t I rest?

Why can’t I be sure?

Why does this feel so heavy?

And in that desperation, another question followed—
one I had avoided because it was too dangerous:
What if the gospel I believed is wrong?

That thought was frightening.

Because if the gospel was wrong...

then my assurance was wrong.

Then my Christianity was wrong.

Then everything I was building spiritually was built
on sand.

But the crisis forced honesty.

God was not allowing me to keep pretending.

He was not allowing me to keep performing.

He was stripping away the false comfort.

Because false comfort is cruelty.

A false gospel is not a lesser gospel.

It is no gospel.

And God, in His mercy, was bringing me to the end
of mine.

The crisis did not come because God wanted to
destroy me.

It came because God wanted to save me.

He was breaking the illusion that salvation depends
on man.

He was breaking the pride that insists on contributing.
He was breaking the self-made instinct that refuses to
be a beggar.
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Because salvation begins when a man becomes a
beggar.

When he stops negotiating.

When he stops striving.

When he stops pretending.

When he stops saying, / can.

And finally says, I cannot.

That is where the crisis brought me.

To the edge.

To the end.

To the place where all I had left was honesty.

And honesty sounded like this:

If salvation depends on me...

[ am lost.

That sentence is the doorway to grace.

But I did not yet know grace fully.

I only knew that my way had failed.

And that failure, though painful, was mercy.
Because God does not save men who still believe
they can save themselves.

He saves men who have been undone.

He saves men who have reached the end.

He saves men who have finally been brought low
enough to receive what they do not deserve.

The crisis broke the illusion.

And once the illusion breaks...

there is no going back.

The next chapter is where the breaking became
complete:

The end of me.
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Chapter Fourteen
The End of Me

The death of the belief that you can save yourself.

It is the end of you.

And it is one of the greatest mercies God ever gives.
Because until a man reaches the end of himself...

he will never truly cling to Christ.

I had spent my life building.

Building success.

Building identity.

Building control.

Even building a version of Christianity that still left
me standing at the center.

But now, after the striving...

after the exhaustion...

after the crisis that shattered the illusion...

I was standing in the ruins.

And there was nowhere left to go.

No more effort to summon.

No more performance to offer.

No more confidence to manufacture.

No more “decision” to lean on.

The self-made man had reached the end of self-
making.

I remember the quietness of it.

Not dramatic.

Not theatrical.

Just empty.
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A strange stillness after years of striving.

Like the soul finally ran out of breath.

And in that stillness, the truth became unavoidable:
I cannot do this.

I cannot save myself.

I cannot keep myself.

I cannot produce what God requires.

I cannot will myself into life.

That realization was humiliating.

Because humiliation is what grace begins with.
Grace does not flatter man.

Grace does not empower pride.

Grace does not offer a partnership.

Grace offers resurrection.

And resurrection requires death.

The gospel does not begin with man’s strength.
It begins with man’s inability.

It begins with the confession:

I am not enough.

I had spent years avoiding that confession.
Covering it with achievement.

Covering it with discipline.

Covering it with religion.

But now, all the coverings were gone.

And I was exposed.

Not before people...

before God.

I began to see myself differently.

Not as a successful man who needed spiritual
improvement...

but as a sinner who needed mercy.
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Not as a man who needed direction...

but as a man who needed life.

Not as a man who could contribute...

but as a man who was bankrupt.

And bankruptcy is terrifying until you realize it is the
only place grace can meet you.

Because as long as you believe you have
something...

you will try to pay.

As long as you believe you can do something...
you will try to earn.

As long as you believe salvation depends on you...
you will never rest.

But when you finally see you have nothing...

you stop bargaining.

Y ou stop negotiating.

Y ou stop performing.

And you become what every sinner must become:
A beggar.

That is the end of the self-made man.

The self-made man cannot be saved.

Only the helpless man can.

Only the broken man can.

Only the man who has come to the end can.

I remember realizing that my greatest problem was
not that | had failed to decide strongly enough.

My greatest problem was that [ was dead.

Dead in sin.

Dead in pride.

Dead in self-reliance.

Dead in the illusion of control.
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And dead men do not decide their way into life.
That is what Scripture says, though 1 had not
understood it:

“No one can come to Me unless the Father who sent
Me draws him.”

Not may not.

Cannot.

And that word crushed me.

Cannot.

It ended the self-made project completely.
Because the self-made man lives on can.

I can achieve.

I can overcome.

I can decide.

[ can do it.

But the gospel says:

You cannot.

Y ou must be drawn.

Y ou must be raised.

Y ou must be given life.

And that was both terrifying...

and strangely freeing.

Because if salvation does not depend on me...
then perhaps there is hope.

Real hope.

Not hope in my sincerity.

Not hope in my performance.

Not hope in my decision.

Hope in God.

Hope in mercy.

Hope in grace.
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The end of me was not the end of the story.

It was the end of the lie.

It was the end of self-salvation.

It was the end of trying to climb into heaven.

It was the end of willpower Christianity.

And in that ending, something new began to appear.
Not effort.

Not striving.

Not control.

Grace.

For the first time, I began to ask a different question.
Not, What must I do?

But, What has Christ done?

Not, How can I be sure of my decision?

But, Who is Christ, and is He sufficient?

Not, How can I hold on?

But, Will He hold me?

That is where grace begins.

When the sinner stops looking at himself...

and finally looks to Christ.

When the self-made man collapses...

and the Savior stands.

The end of me was not despair.

It was mercy.

Because only when I reached the end of myself...
could I finally begin to see the beginning of grace.
The next chapter opens with the question that
changed everything:

What if salvation is not a decision?
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Chapter Fifteen
What If Salvation
Is Not a Decision?

The end of me created a silence I had never known.
Not the silence of peace yet...

but the silence of surrender.

The striving had stopped.

The performing had collapsed.

The self-made instincts had finally been exhausted.
And in that stillness, a question rose that I had never
truly allowed myself to ask:

What if salvation is not a decision?

That question was dangerous.

Because it threatened everything I had been taught.
Everything I had assumed.

Everything that fit so neatly into my self-made
worldview.

I had been told salvation was simple:

God offers.

You accept.

God provides.

You choose.

Christ makes it possible.

Y ou make it actual.

But now, standing in the ruins of my effort, that
framework felt hollow.

Because if salvation is a decision...
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why was [ still so restless?

If salvation depends on the will...

why did my will feel so weak?

If salvation is achieved by choosing...

why could I not choose my way into peace?

The question began to press deeper:

What if I have misunderstood the gospel entirely?
What if the problem is not that I haven’t decided
strongly enough...

but that salvation was never grounded in my decision
at all?

I began to read Scripture differently.

Not as a manual for performance...

but as a revelation of God.

And what I found was unsettling.

The Bible did not speak the way decisionism spoke.
It did not flatter human ability.

It did not place man at the center.

It did not present salvation as a cooperative effort
between God and sinner.

It spoke of something far more radical.

Far more humbling.

Far more divine.

It spoke of grace.

Not grace as an offer...

but grace as an act.

Not grace as an opportunity...

but grace as power.

Not grace as God doing His part...

but grace as God doing it all.

I began to notice words I had skimmed over for years.
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Dead.

Slave.

Blind.

Unable.

Chosen.

Drawn.

Made alive.

Those are not decision-words.

Those are resurrection-words.

The Scripture did not describe man as sick and
needing medicine.

It described man as dead and needing life.

And dead men do not decide.

Dead men do not cooperate.

Dead men do not initiate.

Dead men are acted upon.

That was the category I had avoided.

Because resurrection leaves no room for pride.
Resurrection leaves no room for boasting.
Resurrection leaves no room for self-made salvation.
If the gospel is resurrection...

then salvation belongs to God.

Completely.

I remember reading the words of Jesus:

“No one can come to Me unless the Father who sent
Me draws him.”

No one can.

Not may not.

Cannot.

That single word dismantled the entire decision-
based structure.
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Because decisionism assumes man can come anytime
he wants.

That salvation is available to any will that chooses.
But Jesus said something else:

Man cannot.

Unless God draws.

Unless God acts.

Unless God gives life.

And suddenly, the gospel became much bigger than
my decision.

Much deeper than my sincerity.

Much stronger than my will.

It was not resting on me.

It was resting on God.

That realization was both offensive...

and beautiful.

Offensive to pride.

Beautiful to the weary.

Because if salvation depends on my decision...
then [ am always unstable.

But if salvation depends on God’s mercy...

then there is hope for a sinner like me.

I began to see that decisionism had made salvation
feel manageable.

It made the gospel small enough for human control.
It allowed man to remain the final authority.

But the true gospel is not manageable.

The true gospel is not small.

The true gospel is not man reaching up.

It is God reaching down.

It is God interrupting the dead.
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God opening blind eyes.

God giving new hearts.

God raising sinners from the grave of sin.

That is not a decision.

That is grace.

And for the first time, I began to understand why my
soul had been so exhausted.

I was trying to do what only God can do.

I was trying to birth myself.

I was trying to regenerate myself.

I was trying to produce spiritual life through
willpower.

And it cannot be done.

The new birth is not the reward of decision.

It 1s the gift of God.

The Scripture said it plainly:

“It depends not on human will or exertion, but on
God, who has mercy.”

Not on human will.

Not on exertion.

Not on effort.

Not on decision.

But on mercy.

Mercy.

That word began to feel like water to a man dying of
thirst.

Because mercy means the burden is lifted.

Mercy means God saves the undeserving.

Mercy means salvation is not earned.

Mercy means salvation 1s not maintained by
performance.
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Mercy means Christ is not merely a helper...

He is a Savior.

And Savior means you are rescued.

Not assisted.

Rescued.

I began to realize something that shattered me in the
best way:

My decision was never my hope.

Christ is my hope.

My sincerity was never my anchor.

Christ is my anchor.

My will was never strong enough to hold eternity.
But Christ is.

Salvation is not a decision-based contract.

It is a sovereign miracle.

It is grace.

And grace is not God waiting for man...

Grace is God coming for man.

That question: What if salvation is not a decision?—
was the beginning of dawn.

The darkness of striving was breaking.

And the light that was rising was not the light of self-
improvement...

It was the light of Christ alone.

The next chapter is where the shock became even
greater:

The shock of sovereign grace.
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Chapter Sixteen
the Shock
of Sovereign Grace

Grace 1s comforting...

until it becomes sovereign.

Most people like grace in small doses.

Grace as kindness.

Grace as help.

Grace as God doing what man cannot finish.

But sovereign grace is something else entirely.
Sovereign grace does not merely assist man.

It replaces him.

It does not offer man a role.

It removes him from the center completely.

And that i1s why sovereign grace is shocking.
Because it strips the self-made man of the last thing
he clings to:

The belief that he contributed.

I had begun to ask the question:

What if salvation is not a decision?

And as I read Scripture, the answer became
unavoidable.

Salvation was not presented as God waiting on man.
It was presented as God rescuing man.

God choosing.

God calling.

God drawing.

God making alive.
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God saving.

The more I saw it, the more stunned I became.
Because sovereign grace does not flatter.

It does not negotiate.

It does not ask permission.

It acts.

It conquers.

It raises the dead.

And that meant something devastating to my pride:
I was not the author of my salvation.

Not even partially.

God was.

The gospel was not a partnership.

It was a miracle.

I remember the first time the words landed with full
weight:

“You did not choose Me, but I chose you.”

I had read that before.

I had heard it before.

But I had never felt it.

Because decisionism trains you to believe the
opposite:

You chose Him.

You decided.

You accepted.

You initiated.

But Jesus said something that shattered that narrative:
You did not choose Me.

That sentence is the death of the self-made gospel.
Because if I did not choose Him...

then my salvation is not grounded in my will.
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It is grounded in His.

And His will does not fluctuate.

His will does not weaken.

His will does not fail.

The self-made man wants salvation to be his
accomplishment.

But sovereign grace makes salvation God’s
accomplishment.

And that is why it is both offensive...

and freeing.

Offensive because it kills boasting.

Freeing because it kills fear.

If salvation depends on my decision, I must always
wonder if I decided rightly.

But if salvation depends on God’s mercy...

then my hope is outside of me.

It is anchored in the eternal will of God.

I began to see that sovereign grace was not an abstract
doctrine.

It was the only thing that could save a sinner like me.
Because I knew myself.

I knew how unstable my heart was.

How inconsistent my devotion was.

How fragile my resolve was.

If salvation rested on my will...

then [ was lost.

But if salvation rested on God’s will...

then [ was safe.

The shock of sovereign grace was that it left no room
for me.

No room for my pride.
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No room for my contribution.

No room for my self-made instincts.

It declared that salvation is of the Lord.
Not of man.

Not of effort.

Not of sincerity.

Not of decision.

Of the Lord.

The Scripture spoke with a clarity I could no longer
avoid:

“And you were dead in the trespasses and sins...”
Dead.

Not sick.

Not weak.

Dead.

And then it said:

“But God...”

Two words that contain all of salvation.
But God, being rich in mercy...

made us alive.

Made us alive.

Not helped us decide.

Not offered us a chance.

Made us alive.

That is sovereign grace.

It is God acting upon the dead.

God giving life where there was none.
God speaking into the grave:

Live.

That is not a decision.

That is resurrection.
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And suddenly, the gospel became terrifyingly
beautiful.

Because it meant salvation was not fragile.

It was not resting on the shaky foundation of my will.
It was resting on the unshakable foundation of God’s
mercy.

The cross was no longer merely a provision waiting
for my acceptance.

The cross was the accomplishment of redemption.
Christ did not die to make salvation possible.

He died to save.

He died to actually redeem His people.

He did not open a door and hope someone would
walk through.

He came into the graveyard and called Lazarus out.
That is sovereign grace.

And it shocked me because it humbled me.

It told me I was not a spiritual free agent.

I was a slave to sin until grace intervened.

It told me I was not seeking God by nature.

God was seeking me.

It told me my decision was not the cause of salvation.
It was the fruit of salvation.

I did not decide myself into life.

I was given life, and therefore I believed.

Faith was not my contribution.

Faith was God’s gift.

Even repentance was not my achievement.

It was God’s mercy.

Everything was grace.
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And grace, when it becomes sovereign, leaves you
with only one posture:

Worship.

Not pride.

Not performance.

Not striving.

Worship.

Because sovereign grace means this:

God saves sinners who cannot save themselves.

God rescues rebels who would never come on their
own.

God chooses the undeserving.

God gives life to the dead.

God does not wait for man’s will.

He overcomes it.

He conquers resistance.

He triumphs over unbelief.

He saves.

That is why it i1s grace.

And that is why it is sovereign.

The self-made man does not like sovereign grace.
Because it means he is not self-made at all.

Not in salvation.

Not in eternity.

Not before God.

He is grace-made.

And for the first time in my life, that truth did not
offend me.

It relieved me.

Because I was tired of carrying myself.
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And sovereign grace meant I never had to carry
myself again.

Christ carried me.

Christ chose.

Christ saved.

Christ finished.

And the next chapter is where that truth became even
more personal:

Christ alone means Christ alone.
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Chapter Seventeen
Christ Alone
Means Christ Alone

Sovereign grace humbled me.

But Christ alone saved me.

There 1s a difference.

It is possible to be moved by theology...

and still not be resting in Christ.

It is possible to admire doctrines of grace...

and still not have peace.

Because salvation is not ultimately found in
understanding concepts.

Salvation is found in a Person.

And that Person is Jesus Christ.

I had begun to see that salvation was not my decision.
I had begun to see that God saves sovereignly.

But the question that remained was this:

Where does my soul actually rest?

Not in my will...

but where?

The answer was as simple as it was devastating to
pride:

Christ alone.

Not Christ plus my effort.

Not Christ plus my sincerity.

Not Christ plus my continued choosing.

Christ alone.

That phrase is easy to say.
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But it is not easy to accept.

Because “Christ alone” means you bring nothing.
It means you contribute nothing.

It means you do not improve the cross.

You do not complete the work.

You do not add the final ingredient.

You do not seal the deal.

Christ alone means Christ is sufficient.
Completely.

It means His life is enough.

His death is enough.

His righteousness is enough.

His blood is enough.

His resurrection is enough.

Not partially.

Not mostly.

Enough.

And that was the hardest thing for the self-made man
to believe:

Enough.

Because the self-made man always believes more is
needed.

More effort.

More commitment.

More proof.

More performance.

But the gospel does not say more.

The gospel says finished.

I remember the first time that word began to land with
weight:

“It 1s finished.”
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Not “it 1s possible.”

Not “it is available.”

Not “it is offered.”

Finished.

Christ did not die to make salvation a potentiality.
He died to accomplish redemption.

He did not shed His blood to open a door and hope I
would walk through.

He shed His blood to purchase His people.

To secure them.

To save them.

Fully.

That changed everything.

Because if Christ finished the work...

then what was I doing?

Why was I striving as though something remained
unpaid?

Why was [ performing as though the cross was
insufficient?

Why was I living as though the final verdict depended
on my consistency?

The answer was painful:

I had not truly believed Christ alone.

I had believed Christ plus me.

Christ plus my decision.

Christ plus my sincerity.

Christ plus my endurance.

But Christ plus anything is not the gospel.

Because the moment you add yourself...

you have shifted the foundation.

And the foundation must be Christ alone.
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Scripture does not say we are justified by Christ
and...

It says we are justified by faith apart from works.
It says salvation is by grace through faith...

not of yourselves.

Not of yourselves.

Those words are the death of self-made religion.
Not of yourselves.

So what is 1t?

It 1s the gift of God.

A gift does not require payment.

A gift does not require contribution.

A gift requires only one thing:

Receiving.

And even that receiving is not a work.

It is the empty hand of a beggar.

For the first time, I began to understand faith
properly.

Faith is not the work that earns salvation.

Faith is the surrender that stops working.

Faith is not the lever that activates grace.

Faith is the collapse of self into Christ.

Faith is looking away from yourself entirely.
And looking to Him.

Christ alone means that my assurance is not found in
the strength of my faith. ..

but in the strength of my Savior.

It is not the grip of my hand...

but the One I am holding.

And my grip is weak.

But He is not.
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I began to see that my problem had never been that [
didn’t have enough faith in my decision.

My problem was that I had faith in my decision at all.
My faith was misplaced.

The object was wrong.

And when the object shifts...

everything shifts.

When faith rests in a moment, assurance is fragile.
When faith rests in Christ, assurance is unshakable.
Because Christ does not change.

Christ does not fail.

Christ does not waver.

Christ does not lose what He has purchased.

He saves to the uttermost.

That word began to feel like oxygen:

Uttermost.

Completely.

Forever.

Not temporarily.

Not conditionally.

Not if I perform well enough.

Christ saves.

And if Christ saves...

then [ am saved.

Not because I hold Him tightly...

but because He holds me.

Christ alone means the cross is enough for my worst
sin.

Christ alone means His righteousness is enough for
my deepest lack.
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Christ alone means my standing before God is not
based on my spiritual performance...

but on His perfect obedience.

I do not stand before God clothed in my decision.

I stand before God clothed in Christ.

That is salvation.

That is grace.

That is rest.

And for the first time, I rested.

Not in myself.

Not in my will.

Not in my striving.

In Him.

The self-made man finally stopped making.

And the Savior finally became everything.

The next chapter is where this truth deepened even
further:

Salvation is not self-improvement.

It 1s the new birth.
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Chapter Eighteen
The New Birth
Not Self-Improvement

One of the deepest lies I believed—Ilong before I
could name it—was that Christianity was self-
improvement.

A better version of me.

A cleaner version of me.

A more disciplined version of me.

A spiritual upgrade.

That is how the self-made man naturally thinks.

He assumes the problem is that he needs adjustment.
Refinement.

Direction.

He does not assume the problem is death.

But the gospel does not come to improve the old man.
The gospel comes to kill him.

And raise a new one.

That is what I was beginning to understand:
Salvation is not rehabilitation.

It is resurrection.

Jesus did not say, “You must try harder.”

He did not say, “You must become better.”

He said something far more radical:

“You must be born again.”

Born again.

Not reformed.

Not motivated.
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Not assisted.

Born.

That means life must be given.

Not earned.

And that changed everything.

Because the self-made man loves improvement.
Improvement keeps him in control.

Improvement allows him to contribute.
Improvement lets him measure progress and feel
proud.

But the new birth leaves no room for pride.

A man does not birth himself.

A man does not regenerate himself.

A man does not decide himself into spiritual life.
Life is given.

That was the category that shattered my old thinking.
I had treated salvation as though God took a
spiritually neutral man and offered him an
opportunity.

But Scripture did not describe man as neutral.

It described him as dead.

Dead in trespasses and sins.

Blind.

Enslaved.

Unable.

And dead men do not need improvement.

They need life.

That is why the gospel is not advice.

It is not a program.

It 1s not steps.

It 1s not self-help.
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It is a miracle.

God makes alive.

That is what happened.

Not in a dramatic emotional flash...

but in a profound spiritual reality.

I began to see that something had changed, not
because I had performed correctly...

but because God had acted.

My eyes were opening.

My heart was softening.

My soul was resting.

The striving was dying.

The self-made instinct was being crucified.

And Christ was becoming precious.

That is the evidence of the new birth.

Not outward religious activity.

Not spiritual busyness.

But love for Christ.

Hunger for grace.

A hatred of sin.

A longing for holiness that flows from life, not fear.
The new birth does not produce a man who performs
to be accepted.

It produces a man who obeys because he is accepted.
That difference is everything.

Before, I obeyed to secure salvation.

Now, obedience flowed from salvation.

Before, I worked to prove I was real.

Now, I worked because God had made me alive.
Before, I feared condemnation.

117



Now, I saw that there 1s therefore now no
condemnation for those in Christ Jesus.

The Christian life was no longer a treadmill.

It was a path.

A path walked in grace.

Not a ladder climbed in fear.

And I began to understand why the gospel must be
new birth:

Because the old man cannot be fixed.

The old man cannot be cleaned enough.

The old man cannot be disciplined into righteousness.
The flesh cannot please God.

The self-made man cannot save himself.

He must die.

And God must give life.

That is why salvation is so humbling.

It tells you that your problem was never merely
behavior.

It was nature.

You did not need renovation.

You needed regeneration.

You did not need self-improvement.

You needed a new heart.

And God gives a new heart.

That is grace.

I began to see that Christianity is not me trying
harder.

It is Christ living in me.

It is not me climbing upward.

It is God coming down.

It is not self-made righteousness.
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It is imputed righteousness.

It is not my performance.

It is His perfection.

And that is why the new birth produces rest.
Because once you realize salvation is God’s work...
you stop trying to manufacture it.

You stop trying to prove it.

You stop trying to earn it.

And you begin to live.

Truly live.

Not as a man trying to save himself...

but as a man saved.

That is the difference between religion and grace.
Religion says, become better.

Grace says, be made new.

Religion says, improve yourself.

Grace says, die and be raised.

Religion says, do.

Grace says, done.

The self-made man was gone.

And a grace-made man was emerging.

And for the first time, I could breathe.

The next chapter is where that breathing became full
peace:

Rest at last.
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Chapter Nineteen
Rest at Last

Rest is one of the rarest experiences for the self-made
man.

Not physical rest.

Not sleep.

Soul rest.

The kind of rest that does not depend on
circumstances.

The kind of rest that remains even when life is
uncertain.

The kind of rest that comes from knowing the greatest
matter of all has been settled.

For most of my life, I did not know that rest.

I knew achievement.

I knew progress.

I knew momentum.

But I did not know rest.

Even in religion, I did not rest.

I labored.

I performed.

I monitored myself endlessly.

I feared.

I doubted.

I tried to hold salvation the way I held everything
else:

With effort.

But effort cannot produce rest.
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Only grace can.

And grace finally did.

For the first time, the striving stopped.

Not because I became stronger...

but because I became convinced:

Christ is enough.

Not partially.

Not mostly.

Enough.

The gospel was no longer a fragile system depending
on my will.

It was a finished work depending on His.

And that changed everything.

Because the soul cannot rest until it stops looking
inward.

As long as you search for assurance in yourself, you
will find only fluctuation.

Your heart changes.

Y our emotions rise and fall.

Y our obedience is inconsistent.

Y our sincerity is imperfect.

If assurance 1s built on you...

it will always be unstable.

But when assurance is built on Christ...

it becomes unshakable.

I began to understand that peace with God is not a
feeling I manufacture.

It is a reality Christ purchased.

“Therefore, since we have been justified by faith, we
have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.”
Have peace.
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Not might have.

Not could have.

Have.

Peace was not something | had to chase.

It was something I had been given.

Because justification is not a process.

It 1s a verdict.

A divine declaration.

Not guilty.

Righteous.

Accepted.

In Christ.

And that verdict does not change with my moods.
It does not change with my failures.

It does not change with my weakness.

It rests on Christ alone.

That is why it is peace.

I remember the difference it made immediately.
Prayer was no longer a performance.

It was communion.

Scripture was no longer a test.

It was nourishment.

Church was no longer a duty to prove sincerity.
It was a gathering of the redeemed.

Obedience was no longer an attempt to stay saved.
It was gratitude.

The burden lifted.

And what replaced it was not laziness...

but love.

Because grace does not produce indifference.
Grace produces worship.
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When you realize you have been saved completely
apart from yourself...

you cannot boast.

You can only adore.

Rest at last did not mean the end of struggle.

I still sinned.

I still fought the flesh.

I still faced weakness.

But the struggle changed.

Before, my struggle was the struggle of a man trying
to earn acceptance.

Now, it was the struggle of a man already accepted.
Before, failure meant terror.

Now, failure meant returning to the cross.

Before, sin meant [ might not be saved.

Now, sin meant I needed the Savior I already had.
That is rest.

Not the absence of battle...

but the absence of condemnation.

Not the absence of effort...

but the absence of fear-driven striving.

I was no longer trying to climb into God’s favor.

I was living from God’s favor.

And that is the only place Christianity can be lived.
The self-made man had spent his life building
ladders.

Grace knocked them all down.

And Christ stood there, not at the top of a ladder
waiting. ..

but at the bottom, carrying sinners.

That is the gospel.
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I began to see that assurance is not found in looking
back to a moment.

It is found in looking to Christ.

Not, “Did I decide sincerely enough?”

But, “Did Christ die sufficiently?”

Not, “Was my faith strong enough?”

But, “Is my Savior strong enough?”

And He is.

Always.

Rest at last meant I could finally stop being the
project.

Stop being the savior.

Stop being the foundation.

Christ was the foundation.

And foundations do not shift.

The gospel was no longer about what I had done.

It was about what He had done.

And in that realization, the deepest exhaustion of my
life gave way to the deepest peace.

The peace of a man who no longer needs to save
himself.

The peace of a man who has been saved.

The peace of grace.

The next chapter is where the story turns backward in
reflection:

I was never the author of my salvation.
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Chapter Twenty
I Was Never
the Author of My Salvation

Rest has a way of clarifying everything.

When the striving ends, the soul can finally see.

Not only forward...

but backward.

And as I began to rest in Christ, I began to look back
over my life with new eyes.

I had spent so long believing I was the central actor.
The decision-maker.

The builder.

The one steering the story.

Even in salvation, I assumed the defining moment
was mine:

My choice.

My prayer.

My commitment.

My sincerity.

But grace rewrites the narrative.

Grace humbles you enough to admit what was true all
along:

I was never the author of my salvation.

God was.

Even before | knew His name.

Even before | feared eternity.

Even before I entered a church.

Even before I made a decision.

127



God was working.

I used to think my story began with my seeking.
Now I see it began with His.

Because sinners do not naturally seek God.

We seek control.

We seek comfort.

We seek meaning.

We seek salvation on our own terms.

But we do not seek the holy God of Scripture.

Not unless He first seeks us.

And He did.

Looking back, I can see that even my unrest was
mercy.

The quiet fear beneath my confidence was not
random.

It was God disturbing my false peace.

The dissatisfaction that success could not fix was not
an accident.

It was God refusing to let the world satisfy me.

The cracks in the self-made foundation were not
misfortune.

They were kindness.

Because God does not leave His people in deception.
He pursues.

He interrupts.

He awakens.

Even the false gospel I embraced—decision-based,
man-centered, performance-driven—God used it, not
to save me, but to exhaust me.

He allowed me to taste the bitterness of self-
salvation.
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He allowed me to run until I collapsed.

Because collapse is often the beginning of grace.

I used to regret the years of striving.

The years of insecurity.

The years of performing.

But now I see that God was doing something even
there.

He was bringing me to the end of myself.

And the end of myself was the beginning of Christ.
It is humbling to realize how little of my story was
authored by me.

I thought my discipline built my life.

But God gave me breath.

I thought my intelligence secured my future.

But God sustained my mind.

I thought my decisions shaped my destiny.

But God ruled every step.

Even my so-called “conversion moment”...

I now see it differently.

At the time, I believed the defining act was my
decision.

Now I understand:

My decision was not the cause.

It was the consequence.

Faith was not my achievement.

It was God’s gift.

Repentance was not my work.

It was God’s mercy.

My coming to Christ was not my initiative.

It was God’s drawing.

I did not awaken myself.
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I was awakened.

I did not choose Him first.

He chose me.

I did not make myself alive.

He made me alive.

That is sovereign grace.

And sovereign grace leaves you with no boasting.
Only gratitude.

Only worship.

Only astonishment.

How patient He was.

How kind He was.

How relentless He was.

Even when I was self-made...

He was pursuing.

Even when I was deceived...

He was guiding.

Even when I was striving...

He was preparing rest.

Even when I thought I was holding on...
He was holding me.

That is the beauty of salvation:

It is God’s work from beginning to end.
Not a cooperative project.

Not a shared accomplishment.

A divine rescue.

The Scripture says:

“He who began a good work in you will bring it to
completion.”

He began it.

Not me.
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And He will complete it.

Not me.

Salvation is not man reaching God.

It is God reaching man.

It is not man climbing upward.

It is Christ descending into our death.

It is not self-made righteousness.

It is imputed righteousness.

It is not my story of achievement.

It is His story of mercy.

I was never the author.

I was the object.

The recipient.

The rescued.

And that realization does something profound:
It kills pride permanently.

Because once you know grace...

you cannot return to boasting.

Once you know God saved you...

you cannot pretend you saved yourself.

Once you know Christ finished it...

you cannot act as though you contributed.
You can only say:

“By the grace of God, [ am what [ am.”

That is the confession of every true Christian.
And it was becoming mine.

The next chapter is where that confession turns
outward:

The death of the self-made gospel.
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Chapter Twenty-One
the Death
of the Self-Made Gospel

There 1s a gospel that fills churches...

but cannot save.

There 1s a message that sounds Christian...

but leaves man at the center.

There is a religion that uses the name of Jesus...

but still depends on human will.

I believed that gospel.

I lived that gospel.

And by God’s mercy, it died.

Because the self-made gospel must die if grace is to
live.

Decisionism is not a small error.

It 1s not a harmless emphasis.

It is not merely a different style of invitation.

It 1s a different foundation.

Because the moment salvation is grounded in man’s
decision...

man becomes the decisive factor.

And when man is the decisive factor, grace is no
longer grace.

The self-made gospel is subtle.

It rarely denies Christ openly.

It speaks of the cross.

It speaks of forgiveness.

It speaks of love.
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But it quietly shifts the weight.

God has done His part...

now you must do yours.

Jesus has made salvation possible...

now you must activate it.

The Spirit is calling...

but the final hinge is your will.

And so salvation becomes a cooperative venture.

A partnership between divine provision and human
completion.

But Scripture will not allow that.

Because a gospel that depends on man is no gospel at
all.

If salvation depends on man..

then man can boast.

If salvation depends on man..

then man can fail.

If salvation depends on man..

then assurance is impossible.

And the fruit of decisionism proves it.

It produces Christians who are always looking
inward.

Always questioning.

Always performing.

Always trying to prove that their decision was real.
It produces people who rest on a moment instead of
Christ.

People who trust sincerity instead of righteousness.
People who cling to an altar call instead of a Savior.
It produces false assurance in some...

and crushing doubt in others.
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It produces pride in those who think they chose
well...

and despair in those who fear they did not.
That is not the gospel.

The gospel is not that man decides his way into life.
The gospel is that God raises the dead.

The gospel is not an invitation for the strong.
It is good news for the helpless.

It is not a message that flatters human ability.
It is a message that destroys it.

Because until man’s ability is destroyed...
grace will never be precious.

Decisionism is attractive because it preserves dignity.
It allows man to feel involved.

It lets the sinner keep a shred of credit:

I chose.

I accepted.

I made the decision.

But grace does not permit that language.
Grace leaves no room for boasting.

Grace leaves no room for self-made salvation.
Grace says:

You were dead.

But God made you alive.

Grace says:

You did not choose Him.

He chose you.

Grace says:

It depends not on human will or exertion...
but on God, who has mercy.

That is the death of the self-made gospel.
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When you realize salvation 1s not your
accomplishment...

but God’s mercy.

And that death is painful.

Because it kills pride.

It kills the illusion of control.

It kills the self-made instinct that wants to contribute.
But it is a blessed death.

Because only when the self-made gospel dies...
does the true gospel shine.

Christ did not die to make salvation possible.

He died to save.

He did not shed His blood to open a door and hope.
He purchased His people.

He secured redemption.

He finished the work.

And the sinner’s role is not to complete it...

but to receive it.

To rest.

To worship.

To be rescued.

I write this chapter not as a theologian throwing
stones. ..

but as a man who was once deceived.

I know the bondage.

I know the treadmill.

I know the fear-driven Christianity.

I know what it is to try to will yourself into salvation.
And I know what it is to finally be free.

The self-made gospel is deadly because it keeps man
looking at himself.
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The true gospel saves because it turns man outward
to Christ.

And that is my plea:

Do not trust your decision.

Do not trust your sincerity.

Do not trust your moment.

Trust Christ.

Because a decision cannot hold your soul.

But Christ can.

The self-made gospel must die...

so that grace may live.

And when grace lives...

the self-made man finally disappears.

And only Jesus remains.

The next chapter is where that disappearance
becomes freedom:

The freedom of being saved by grace.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
the Freedom
of Being Saved by Grace

Freedom is not doing whatever you want.

Freedom 1is finally being released from what you
were never meant to carry.

And for most of my life, I carried myself.

I carried my identity.

I carried my worth.

I carried my future.

I carried my salvation.

Even when I spoke of Christ, I was still carrying me.
But grace does something the self-made man cannot
imagine:

Grace removes the burden.

Grace does not add another responsibility.

Grace does not give you another ladder to climb.
Grace does not recruit you into spiritual self-
maintenance.

Grace sets you free.

Because grace means salvation is not in your hands.
It is in His.

And that is the safest place it could ever be.

The freedom of being saved by grace is the freedom
of no longer being the savior.

No longer being the foundation.

No longer being the author.
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No longer being the one who must secure eternity
through effort.

Grace ends striving.

Not because it produces laziness...

but because it produces rest.

And rest produces love.

That is the miracle.

When salvation was about my decision, obedience
was pressure.

Now, obedience became gratitude.

Before, I obeyed because I was afraid.

Now I obey because I am loved.

Before, holiness was a way to prove I was real.

Now holiness is the fruit of life.

Before, prayer was a performance.

Now prayer is communion.

Before, Scripture was a test.

Now Scripture is bread.

Everything changed because the foundation changed.
Grace does not merely alter behavior.

Grace alters the heart.

The self-made man obeys to earn.

The grace-made man obeys because he has been
given.

That is freedom.

And freedom is not found in self-rule.

It is found in Christ’s rule.

Because sin is not freedom.

Self is not freedom.

Performance is not freedom.

Freedom is belonging to Christ.
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Grace also brought freedom from fear.
Fear had been the engine of my religious life for
years.

Fear that I wasn’t saved.

Fear that I would fall away.

Fear that I hadn’t done enough.

Fear that God was disappointed.

Fear that my decision was fragile.

But grace silenced that fear.

Not by giving me confidence in myself...
but by giving me confidence in Christ.

If Christ saved me...

then [ am saved.

If Christ finished the work...

then it is finished.

If Christ holds me...

then I will not be lost.

That is freedom.

The chains of introspection fell off.

The constant inward measuring ended.
The gospel was no longer about me maintaining
something.

It was about Him accomplishing everything.
And that produced a new kind of life:

A life lived outward.

A life of worship.

A life of joy.

Not perfect.

Not effortless.

But free.

Even repentance became different.
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Before, repentance was panic.

Now, repentance was return.

Before, sin meant condemnation.

Now, sin meant I needed the Savior I already had.
Grace did not make sin small.

It made Christ big.

Grace did not make holiness optional.

It made holiness possible.

Because grace does not merely pardon.

Grace transforms.

The Spirit who gives life also gives desire.

The new birth produces new affections.

And so I began to want God, not merely fear Him.
I began to love Christ, not merely use Him for
security.

I began to worship, not merely perform.

That is freedom.

The freedom of being saved by grace is also the
freedom of humility.

Because when you know salvation is mercy...
you cannot look down on anyone.

Y ou cannot boast.

You cannot pretend you were wiser, stronger, more
sincere.

You were simply rescued.

And rescued people become gentle.

Rescued people become grateful.

Rescued people become worshipers.

I was no longer the self-made man standing tall.

I was the sinner brought low...

and lifted by grace.
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And that is the only posture that fits the gospel.
Grace makes you small.

So that Christ becomes everything.

The freedom of grace is the freedom of finally saying:
I am not the hero of this story.

Jesus is.

I am not the builder.

He is.

I am not the savior.

He is.

And because He is...

I can rest.

I can breathe.

I can live.

The next chapter is where the book comes to its final
confession:

The only words left.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
the Only Words Left

When a man has spent his life building himself...
there comes a moment when he runs out of bricks.
When the self-made project collapses.

When striving dies.

When the illusion is gone.

And all that remains is truth.

That is where grace brought me.

Not to a platform.

Not to a trophy.

Not to a story of my achievement.

But to a confession.

Because in the end, Christianity is not the story of what I did.
It is the story of what Christ did.

I used to think my life was a testimony of strength.
Now I see it was a testimony of mercy.

I used to think my discipline was my security.

Now I see my discipline was never enough.

I used to think my decision was the defining moment.
Now I see my decision was not the foundation.
Christ was.

I used to think salvation was something I reached for.
Now I see salvation was something that reached for me.
And when you finally see grace clearly...

there are not many words left.

Pride runs out of language.

Boasting becomes impossible.

The self-made man has nothing to say.

Because grace silences him.

Not with shame...

but with worship.

What can you say when you realize you were dead...
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and God made you alive?

What can you say when you realize you were blind...
and Christ opened your eyes?

What can you say when you realize you were striving...
and He was carrying you the entire time?

What can you say when you realize salvation was never your
work...

but His?

There are only a few words left.

Not complicated words.

Not impressive words.

Not theological performances.

Just honest ones.

I was wrong.

I was deceived.

I was proud.

I was helpless.

And God was merciful.

The older I grow, the more I understand that salvation is not
man’s story.

It is God’s.

It is not about human willpower.

It is about divine grace.

It is not about the strength of the sinner.

It is about the strength of the Savior.

And that realization produces something deeper than
knowledge:

It produces awe.

It produces gratitude.

It produces worship.

Because grace is not fair.

Grace is not earned.

Grace is not deserved.

Grace is God saving those who deserve the opposite.
Grace is God rescuing rebels.

Grace is God loving enemies.
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Grace is Christ dying for the ungodly.

And I was ungodly.

I was not the righteous man reaching upward.

I was the self-made man refusing to bow.

I was the sinner trying to keep control.

I was the one trying to will myself into salvation.
And God shattered that illusion.

Not to destroy me...

but to save me.

He brought me to the end of myself...

so that I would finally look away from myself.
So that I would finally see Christ.

And once you see Christ clearly...

you cannot go back.

You cannot return to self-made religion.

You cannot return to boasting.

You cannot return to performance.

Because you have seen the Lamb.

You have seen the cross.

You have seen grace.

And grace leaves you with only one posture:

A sinner at the feet of a Savior.

I do not stand at the end of this story impressed with myself.
I stand at the end of this story astonished with Christ.
Astonished that He saves.

Astonished that He keeps.

Astonished that He finishes.

Astonished that He would have mercy on a man like me.
That is the only testimony worth telling.

Not that I climbed my way into heaven...

but that Christ came down into my grave.

Not that I made myself righteous...

but that He became my righteousness.

Not that I did something great for God...

but that God did everything for me.

And so the words that remain are simple.
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They are the words of every redeemed sinner.
Not a slogan.

Not a cliché.

A confession:

Salvation is of the Lord.

Christ alone.

Grace alone.

Not me.

Never me.

Only Him.
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