
                  “In God I Trust”
           By Jason Kirk Bartley

     I haven’t always been a model, Christian. I was brought up with good morals. I was taught not to lie, cheat, or steal. We knew of a God. We were told that He was real. But as for following Christ or going to church, we didn’t learn about Him. Mom and Dad didn’t make it an issue. They didn’t go to church, and we saw dad cussing like a sailor and Mom didn’t go either, so we didn’t really feel the need to go. Saturday morning cartoons and Sunday visits to grandma’s house took precedence over God.
     I remember Mother lining us up and teaching us how God forgives if we say we’re sorry. We would go to VBS every year. I am afraid it wasn’t to worship our creator, but to pretend like we were our favorite baseball stars. I’d enter their wiffle ball tournaments. I loved playing backyard baseball and football. This is the closest I ever had to establishing an intimate relationship with my God as a child. Neither mom nor dad were religious. They kind of scoffed at being “too religious,” I guess. My father called religious people “Bible thumpers” sometimes and “holy rollers” other times. We didn’t hardly attend church at all. My father believed in Jesus Christ but did not follow him close at all.
     Dad was a local D.J. at WKKJ, WBEX, and WBZI. My Dad was a good Dad. Sometimes he was a little harsh with his punishment of us. If he said something we’d better do it or suffer the consequences. Usually, we got a good old fashioned “butt whipping.” Sometimes we were grounded of certain things like going outside. Dad was a good man. Good people do not always make the best decisions in life. My Dad’s smoking had caused him heart issues. I am sure we caused him some too growing up. It was me, my younger brother, and my sister. Dad had raised us to be great moral beings. This did not always mean that we would obey.
     We all used to sneak out of the house. It was usually out the back door or window. We’d wait until the coast was clear. We’d skip school. We would get caught stealing, lying, cheating at school and in life. It was as if this God that we had learned about was not present in our lives. Each of us took turns just betraying the one we had learned to confide in. If I was in trouble, then I would pray, but until then I did my own thing. 
     I was a hard worker. I worked at the local grocery store which was also my dad’s client at the time. I was caught stealing. Then when I had been caught, I made up a bigger lie to cover what I couldn’t cover in the first place. No one believed me. I’d bragged that I had done these things at school. I tried to be liked and cool, but it just wasn’t in the tea leaves for me. I was “Jason.” I tried to fit in even wearing the best name brand clothes and driving a state-of-the-art sports car. But I didn’t. I had some close friends. I made money as a kid trying to work in lawncare and fast-food places. My father had always worked hard, and he seemed to rub off on me a little in that respect. He was “good,” but He didn’t decide for me what to do next. I made my own decisions. I was the captain of my ship. I had to choose where to sail and what to do. Dad wasn’t there to protect me all the time. I made some horribly bad decisions, that I would regret. The thing with life is you only have the occasion come around once. There are no redoes. Treasure it. Cherish it. When it is gone, it’s gone.
     The thing is God already knows what decisions we’re going to make before we make them. “…while we were yet sinners, Christ died for us (Romans 5:8, KJV)!”  We’re born into life as a sinner, because of Adam and Eve’s disobedience (Genesis1). Sinners are going to sin. We are all “a sinner” at one time or another. We have our own free will from God to either accept Him or reject His teachings and His Son who died to bring us life through His Word and through His obedience to the Father.
     Not everyone accepts Jesus to walk with them at the same time. this is why we have so much chaos in the world and some will never accept our Saviour and what He did for us. “…till we all come unto the unity of the faith and the knowledge of the Son of God (Ephesians 4:13, KJV).” But today is the day of salvation (2Corinthians 6:8, KJV). Tomorrow might be too late. There is Heaven to gain and a hell to shun (Jonah 2:9, KJV).
     Life as a Christian is not all roses. Sometimes we hit the thorns. At least I’m not believing the lies of the devil. He is a liar and the father of it, a liar and a sinner from the beginning. Lies are his mother tongue. Unfortunately, some believe his lies. And there are some in hell who have waited too long to get everything right with God. One lie is: “We’ll do it tomorrow.” God doesn’t promise us tomorrow. Another is we cannot be righteous. Through Jesus we can.  Another lie is we cannot come to Jesus till we get cleaned up. Jesus cleans us. He washed our own hearts in his precious blood. He bore our sins and our transgressions. …by His stripes we’d be healed (Isaiah 53: 55, KJV). He forgives us the second we accept Him and His plan. “If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins and cleanse us from all unrighteousness (1John 1:9, KJV).” You see, He casts them as far as the East is from the West never to be remembered again. But He expects us to put on the armor of God. He expects us to take up our crosses and follow Him. He is there to catch us when we fall, for we all will. “The righteous man falleth seven times but rises again. The wicked fall into mischief (Proverbs 24:16, KJV).” It takes a repentant heart to do what God has called us to do and be in His will doing it. We are worthy to be called his Sons and daughters because He died for us. He also rose again to defeat the powers of darkness for us. Where we stumbled, Christ has lifted us up.
     God wants us to use our skills and gifts for Him. Until we come to the realization that we need a Savior, we will believe the devils lie and be damned. Without Jesus you will go to where your sin nature will take you…hell. We were all destined for hell, but our creator has made us a way of escape. If you cry upon Jesus and repent you will be saved from this death that was reserved for the devil and his angels.
     I choose Jesus. I surrender to pleasing God, not man. God has healed many of my symptoms brought on by Paranoid Schizophrenia. I’ve been through panic attacks, hallucinations, feelings of grandeur and delusional thinking. Through Jesus, I was able to obtain all my college degrees with honors. I have an associates in social science, a bachelors in leadership and ministry, and finally a masters in ministry with a minor in practical theology. I obtained the first at Ohio University Chillicothe the other two I studied online at Ohio Christian University. I was able to become stable for about 20 years. Where He goes, I will follow. He has worked so many miracles in my life. I have even published a poetry book with trilogy publishing a branch of Trinity Broadcasting Network, it is titled: “God’s Light: Christian Poetry.”
    Ive written many poems throughout the years for many different anthologies and online magazines, and I have been successful with them. I won a gold medal nationally through the Veteran’s Administration’s NVCAF (National Veteran’s Creative Arts Festival). Some were for mental health (Poetryformentalhealth.org with Robin Barratt). Veterans Voices is another. They have reached many people and touched many hearts. I am a regular VA patient, but I have overcome so much through Jesus, His Word, and medicine, doctors. I thank the Floyd Simantel Clinic and Chillicothe VAMC for helping me become stable and Jesus Christ for giving me the power to do so. I love Jesus and hopefully that permeates everything I do and will do in the future. My new book that God had me write: “God’s Light: Christian Poetry” is available many places. I pray it touches many hearts in “the valley of decision.” It was a real joy writing it. Hope you enjoy reading it, as much as I enjoy writing it. I would also like to write another Poetry book and an autobiography and talk about my struggles with paranoid schizophrenia, and how God has helped me make it through. God bless you all. Thank you.
