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I dedicate this ebook to my amazing wife, Darlene.
She is the love of my life and she is what makes me

tick. We are in our 34th year of marriage and what a
treasured gi�t from Father she has been to me.

I was born in 1957 into a wonderful Christian home, to Vern &
Marjorie O’Brien. My dad was a pastor, but more than that he
was a great man, a fine example to me of a Christian husband and
father. My mother was loving and supportive of me during all of
my growing up years. 
 
I don’t ever remember not being a Christian or not being saved… I
came out of my mother, and my dad said, “Repent!” and I did.
 
I’m very thankful for parents who brought me up with Christian
values and morals, instilling in me a fervour for God. That fervour
would stay in me - the importance of the Word of God, of
knowing God, of loving God. Mom and Dad not only taught me
these things, but they lived them. They were consistent in all the
things they taught me.
 
As a boy growing up, my dad showed me how to fish, swim, ride a
bike - all the things that fathers do with their sons. 
 
One year for Christmas, when I was just 6 years old, my Uncle
Gary gave me a little wooden hockey stick and a puck. That little
stick and puck planted another passion in me.



I remember slapping that puck around on the floor, thinking in
my 6-year-old head, “Now this is a game I can get into!” 
 
In Quebec City around 1964-65, Dad took me to a freezing
cold outdoor rink, in the pitch dark, all bundled up, to join a
team with all French-speaking kids. I would only get on the ice
3 or 4 times per game, but I learned how to play hockey and I
loved it.
 

AS I GOT OLDER, I GOT BETTER
 

Throughout my younger years, I worked at part-time jobs
delivering newspapers, shovelling driveways, and cutting
lawns. I remember saving up to buy a new piece of hockey
equipment. A brand new stick, or sometimes just a new roll of
tape brought me so much joy!  
 
As I grew older and bigger, I became a pretty decent player. I
just loved to play and I loved to practice. One of the most fun
winter activities for my friend Charlie and I was to pool our
money to rent the ice for an hour at the local arena – just the
two of us. Charlie was also a pretty good player, so we were
evenly matched. 
 
I still remember the empty arena echoing from the sound of
our skates cutting into the freshly flooded ice as we skated
drills, and the booming echo of our pucks slamming off the
boards as we practiced our shots. It brought me so much
pleasure as a young teen. 
 
While playing at a tournament, after one of my games, I was
approached by a man who showed me his credentials from the
Chicago Blackhawks. He told me that he was at the
tournament looking at several players.



He asked me a few questions about
myself and my love for hockey. He told
me to keep up the hard work and that I
was being watched. I never saw or
heard from him again. Even so, my
excitement for hockey spurred me to
take advantage of any opportunity to
play. But all of that was about to
change…
 
I was living in Brockville, Ontario from
1970 - 1976. I will tell you about that,
but before I do, I want to give you a
Scripture passage – one we’ve all read
many times. And if you’ve thought
about it at all, you’ll find it to be one of
the most terrifying passages in the
Bible. 
 
"Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch
cannot bear fruit of itself, unless it abides
in the vine, so neither can you, unless you
abide in Me. I am the vine, you are the
branches; he who abides in Me, and I in
him, he bears much fruit; for apart from
Me you can do nothing. "  John 15:4-5 
 
This last part of verse 5 is the
terrifying part. You don’t often see it in
greeting cards or on wall plaques.
We’ll come back to this.



THE DAY EVERYTHING CHANGED
 

It was Monday, July 9, 1973 - a beautiful, warm sunny day. 
 
My good friend, Charlie, and I had biked about 10 km down
Centennial Road to the little town of Lyn. Lyn wasn’t too famous for
anything, except that it had a beautiful swimming hole - a sand quarry
called Lyn Pit. 
 
Charlie and I had spent most of the morning swimming then started to
head back into town around noon. 
 
About halfway back on Centennial Road, we encountered another
good friend, Rick Moran, with a carload of kids from the church in
Brockville. They had been waiting for an “Ambassadors in Missions”
team to arrive at the church, but upon asking them, Rick told me the
team wasn’t arriving until later so they decided to go swimming for
the afternoon. 
 
Not ever wanting to miss an opportunity to have fun and be with
friends, I told Charlie to bike home without me. 
 
I threw my bike in the trunk of Rick’s car and returned with them to
the same place I had been all morning - Lyn Pit.



Just two days prior to this, I had arrived home from a week-long
School of Evangelism event in Peterborough, Ontario. The Lord did a
wonderful work in me during those 7 days, awakening my spiritual
awareness which had been lagging.  
 
I was by no means a perfect kid, but I did have a love and desire to
know God. A desire that my mom and dad had instilled in me right
from day one, that has served me well in life, especially during those
dark times we’re all familiar with.  
 

PRAYING FOR A TESTIMONY
 

My roommate at the event was Rick. He was a good friend who had
recently been saved a year or two before. Rick hadn't been a “bad”
guy, but had lived a bit of a party life before being saved. During that
week I said to him, “Rick, I don’t have a testimony like you. I’ve never
drank, done drugs or smoked, never got into great sin, never lived a
party life. I don’t have anything that God saved me from that I can tell
people about.” He said to me, “Paul, pray and ask God to give you a
testimony.” So I did.

Myself and Rick Moran, July 7, 1973 . Two days before my diving accident.



Three days later, at the little sand quarry in Lyn, completely tired out
from all the swimming I had enjoyed that day, and not knowing the
meaning of the word “tired”, I ran down a hill and dove into 3 feet of
water, ramming my head into the sand bottom. I crushed the 5th
vertebrae in my neck, injuring my spinal cord, and leaving my entire
body instantly paralyzed. I wasn’t knocked out; rather, I was
completely conscious, but couldn’t move. I remember thinking that I
was going to die.
 
As I lay face down about 2 feet underwater, out the corner of my eye I
could see the sun shimmering on the surface of the water above. All I
had in my lungs was the last breath that I had inhaled before hitting
the water, and it wasn’t going to last much longer.
 

MY LIFE FLASHED BEFORE MY EYES.
 

In those seconds, which felt like forever, my life literally flashed
before my eyes. I had heard that saying many times, but never thought
it was true, until that day. Things I had done (some good, some bad),
memories of family times, memories of hockey games, memories of
friends at school, memories of church services and sermons – they all
went through my mind in just seconds. Right after I remember
thinking, “God, this is it. I guess this is the day I’m coming home.”
 
I owe my life to my friend, Rick, who dove into the water right after
me. He saw my motionless body floating face down, and hesitated to
rescue me at first because he thought it was just O’Brien horsing
around, like I always did. Just a little while earlier, as boys do, we were
seeing who could hold their breath the longest underwater. Rick told
me some time later that, as he was walking in the shallow water back
toward the beach, God stopped him like a brick wall and said, “Turn
around and go get Paul.” I am so glad that Rick was listening to
Father’s voice that day.



He turned me over, pulled me to shore, and called for an ambulance
which eventually came and took me to Brockville General Hospital.
They quickly tested me and determined that there was nothing they
could do there. I was immediately rushed by ambulance to Kingston
General Hospital, an hour's drive away.
 
After some initial X-rays, I remember them drilling into my skull in
order to attach traction. The traction was basically “ice-tongs”
attached directly to my skull from which they added a rope and a
pulley which hung over the back of my bed with 20 lbs of weights
fastened to it. I spent 6 weeks in traction, laying motionless and
alternating every 4 hours from flat on my back to flat on my
stomach. 
 
Upon first being placed in traction, and after much debate whether
or not to operate, the neurosurgeon, Dr. Marshall, decided to
operate on the spinal column in my neck. At first, he wasn’t sure that
I’d survive the surgery. Because I had been swimming all day, my
lungs were not in good shape to handle anesthetic. 
 
Needless to say, I survived the surgery where they suctioned out all
the pieces of crushed bone, and grafted in a piece of bone from my
hip. The operation on my broken spinal column was a success – my
neck has been fine to this day. Sadly, I cannot say the same about my
spinal cord. The injury left me paralyzed from the chest down, also
affecting my triceps and the use of all my fingers. 
 
I began a long period of recovery which included other setbacks like
my lung collapsing twice sending me to the ICU for two weeks,  and
persevering through a major skin breakdown which forced me to lay
on my stomach for 3 months waiting for it to heal.



THERE WERE NO SIGNS OF RECOVERY.
 

I had days of nothingness with no signs of recovery. At first, I
couldn’t even scratch my nose or do anything for myself. I quickly
learned that I had checked my “dignity” at the front door of the
hospital when I’d entered, and I wasn’t going to get it back any time
soon.  
 
These doctors and nurses work on you like a mechanic works on a
car. Up goes the hood and everybody’s head goes under for a look.
But for a 16-year-old boy, that’s quite a trip. And if a friend happens
to drop by to see how the car is coming along, the mechanic doesn’t
run and close the hood….
 
One day, I remember laying there praying, “God, this is too big for
me. I can’t do it. I need you to take care of this. I need you to take
care of me and all that this disability involves, and all it will involve.
It’s too big! I need you to supernaturally do it for me; look after me,
God, because I can’t.” And, as certain as the sunrises every morning,
He assured me, “Yes Paul, I will.” 
 

GOD KEPT HIS PROMISES
 

I can assure you, I am here today because God kept His promise that
He made me that day. When I prayed that short prayer I had no idea
of its significance. It would be many years before I would see that. 
 
I’ve recently discovered there aren’t many quadriplegics around
who have been injured for 46 years or more - many die young of
injury-related issues such as kidney problems, lung problems,
infections - yet, here I am, healthy and well because God kept His
promise.



I began an intense regiment of
physiotherapy – every day from 10 am to
noon, and then again from 1 to 5 pm. 
 
Before I go on, I need to provide some
context... Before my accident I was 5’10”,
185 lbs, and played on 3 hockey teams. I
had a part-time job building bicycles, and in
my spare time, I worked out by lifting
weights in our basement. 
 
Now, just months later, I was going for
daily physio where my therapist strapped a
2 lb weight around my wrist and, with all
the strength I could muster, I could only
manage one rep. I would transfer onto a
raised mat where I played catch with an
inflated beach ball to work on gaining my
sitting balance. 
 
At first I found it so humiliating. I
remember going back to my hospital room
exhausted, closing the door and crying out
to God, “This isn’t right! I can’t do this!”
 
 

Another huge blessing I didn’t realize at
the time, was that I was placed in a rehab
ward with other guys who had injuries
similar to my own. All of us were fighting
for our lives and to overcome this huge
blow that life had dealt us.

God this is too big for me!



NEW FRIENDSHIPS
 

Bill, 22 years old, a Captain in the Canadian Forces, broke his
neck sliding into 2nd base playing baseball. 
Guy, 15 years old, broke his neck in a diving accident.
Grey, 29 years old, broke his back in a car accident. 
John, 25 years old, paralyzed from the waist down as a result of a
spinal virus.
Matt, 33 years old, broke his neck in a car accident.
Peter, 19 years old, broke his neck in a diving accident.

 
These were the main group of guys who quickly became my friends.
Our rooms were down the corridor from each other. We did our
physio together, we complained and got angry together, at times we
yelled, laughed and cried with each other. We ordered pizza
together, and watched hockey, baseball, and football together. We
also teased each other and turned everything into a competition.
 

Who could push their wheelchair the fastest.
Who could lift the most weight and do the most reps during
physio.
Who could learn to dress themselves the fastest.
Who could learn first how to put their own shoes on.   
And many other things too numerous to list.

 

PERSEVERING THROUGH INSURMOUNTABLE ODDS
 

This was such a blessing from God for so many reasons. It prevented
me from feeling alone on this journey. These guys motivated me to
work and not give up in the overcoming of insurmountable odds.
These guys prevented me from succumbing to depression and self-
pity. We wouldn’t allow each other to be in a depressed state for
more than a day or two before we would congregate in his room and
not leave until he snapped out of it. I assure you, it worked.



As the weeks and months passed, I slowly began to gain more
tolerance and gain more strength in my arms. I learned how to get
myself in and out of bed, on and off the toilet, in and out of a car.   I
learned to drive - a testament to my dad’s faith. 
 
For any parents reading this, imagine your 17-year-old son, newly
paralyzed from the chest down, just getting out of a 1 year rehab,
asking, “Dad, can I order a set of hand-controls, install them on our
family car, and learn to drive?” Well, that's exactly what happened, and
my gracious dad agreed to it. 
 
Looking back now, I am so thankful that my dad allowed God to work
through him to create that pivotal point in my life. I’ve been driving
hand-controlled vans and cars since 1974, and I can’t begin to describe
the freedom this has granted me. It all started with that one decision
my dad made years ago.
 

DETERMINED TO PROVE MYSELF 
 

I was discharged from the hospital, returning home in July 1974. I was
determined to live as normally as I could, determined to be like
everyone else. It’s common for teenaged boys to feel like they have to
prove themselves to the world. “I can do it…I’ve got what it takes.”
That internal drive was common to me, but now I had even more to
overcome, more to prove. I had to prove that, despite a major
disability, I could be just like everyone else.
 
In all that determination and proving myself to the world, I made some
bad decisions and did things I regretted, probably hurting some people
along the way. Oh, I still loved God, still had passion to love, serve, and
please Him, with all my effort and all my ability.  But, I was going to do
it MY way. I was determined to make MY life work.

Dad, can I install hand-controls
in our family car?



When I returned to high school in September 1974, I was a year behind
my classmates. That, plus the general awkwardness of being in public in
a wheelchair in 1974, made for a very interesting year. Back then, there
wasn’t the same awareness toward people with disabilities. There were
no lowered curbs, no handicap parking spaces, no elevators in public
buildings. There was a strange dichotomy within me. Inwardly, I was the
same ol’ Paul, feeling the same as I always did, roaming the halls, saying
hi to the same friends and teachers. It felt like no time had gone by, and
everything was the same. 
 

MY “PAUL-BEARERS”
 

On the other hand, everything was different. I had to be carried up and
down the two stairwells of my high school. I would just round up 3 or 4
guys who happened to be around at the time. Most didn’t mind helping.
In fact, it was a way to break down the discomfort barrier some people
felt. I would call them my “Paul-bearers” (it produced a chuckle). I
learned very quickly to go out of my way to try to make people feel
comfortable around me. I would confidently speak first, asking them
something about themselves, then continue engaging them in
conversation. That worked very well for most people, but not so much
for others. 
 
Some of my closest friends before the accident were surprisingly
distant, and extremely awkward, not knowing what to say. Then others,
who I vaguely knew before, became very close friends with me.



After high school I had no clue what I wanted to do with my life. My
choices were now extremely limited. All I had ever wanted to do was
play hockey. 
 

LETTING GO OF A DREAM
 

Some people ask me how I came to terms with letting go of a dream;
being told I’d never play hockey again, never lace up a pair of skates
again. I have to say again that I see God’s grace and provision
showered on me throughout this time. 
 
I mentioned earlier about the guys who I did my rehab with every
day. ALL of those guys were forced to let go of a dream. My friend,
Bill, had a promising career in the Armed Forces and had just got
married six months earlier. My friend, John, had just begun running
his own business and woke up one morning permanently paralyzed.
Letting go of my hockey dream was just something I had to do. Each
one of us had a dream that was being shattered. I was no exception. 
 
It’s odd how things affect you. I could then, as I do now, sit and
enthusiastically watch a hockey game on TV and not feel one speck of
hurt or pain. But in the early years, after my accident, a few well-
meaning friends took me to the arena to watch a couple teams I used
to play with.
 
I remember feeling excited at the thought of being at a hockey rink
again. It turned out to be an awakening I was not prepared for. As
soon as I entered the arena doors I felt the heaviness. I thought it
might go away. Nope. I sat quietly and sullen, not at all my usual self.
My throat felt like I was swallowing melons, trying to choke back the
tears. I knew my friends could see that I was deeply shaken, but they
were too awkward to ask me. I sat and endured it, never so happy to
leave. It was something I'd never expected and it caught me
completely off guard. 



There hadn't been one particular day that
a doctor told me, “Paul, you’re never going
to walk again.” I never had that bomb
dropped on me. It was little by little that I
was eased into that realization. 
 
At first, I was convinced this was a
temporary setback and God was going to
soon miraculously heal me. However, I
knew I had to survive in the meantime. So,
I worked hard in rehab, and my regained
energy needed to be redirected. The
outstanding physiotherapists and
occupational therapists at Kingston
General in 1973-74, were more than good
at their craft. Part of their expertise was
in understanding the mindset of a newly
spinal cord injured person. 
 
They knew that we all had shattered
dreams – that our lives would never again
be the same. So they motivated and
guided us to redirect our dreams and
channel our hurts, frustrations, and
energy into something else. Often, it
would be another sport of some kind. For
me, it was archery.
 
After I regained strength in my arms, and
with the use of adaptive aids, I learned
how to hold a bow, draw the string back
and release an arrow. Upon putting in
hours of practice, I started to enjoy the
fact that I could consistently hit the
target. 



At first the equipment was crude, it was just what had been donated to
the rehab unit. But as I became more comfortable, and more proficient,
I invested in some quality equipment of my own.
 

ARCHERY GOLD MEDALIST
 

With much more practice and persistence I became the 1974 Ontario
Wheelchair Archery Gold Medalist. This interest in archery only lasted
a couple of years, as my attention turned to college and other things,
but it served God’s purposes for me very well. He knew exactly what I
needed to be able to get through those initial years and, keeping His
promise to me, He provided the perfect answer.
 
I finished high school, and in September, my dad suggested I enroll in
Canadian Bible College in Regina, Saskatchewan where we had moved
a few months earlier. 
 
A few weeks into the semester I reluctantly registered, thinking it was
better to do something than just sit at home watching TV. That was the
beginning of attending three different Bible colleges, one community
college, and two universities - totalling 9 years of post-secondary
education. That's long enough to become a nuclear physicist! Instead, I
became a social worker and worked for 11 years as a civil servant for
the Canadian Government.    
 
All through this time God kept His promise to me; He kept my body
healthy and functioning well in every way.
 

DIVINE HEALING
 

Allow me to say a few words about Divine Healing. More frequently
than I’m comfortable with, someone will ask if they can pray for my
physical healing. Most times, I know their heart and motivation is kind
and pure, so I let them, and say thank you. I allow them to engage in this
exercise more for them than me. Those who know me well, know that I
have resigned myself to the reality that my life continues to be spent in
a wheelchair.



I have been accused by some of giving up, of lacking the faith
necessary to be supernaturally healed. However, that is just not
the case. I believe in divine healing. My God is the “Great
Physician”. With my own eyes, I have seen God’s amazing miracle
working power. 
 
When my accident first happened, the people of our local church
met every evening for weeks and weeks, praying for me. I even
received news that congregations in other churches, were holding
special prayer services on my behalf. The entire year I was in the
hospital, I was visited regularly by pastors and evangelists pleading
to God for my physical healing. My own faith was at its peak. My
spirit was in complete union, being in agreement with each prayer.
 

I WAS CONVINCED IT WAS “MY NIGHT”.
 

August of 1973 went by, and my friends were planning their return
to school in September. I remember being so convinced God was
going to raise me up, that I even told one of them to make sure I
was assigned a locker along my favourite corridor.   I was sure I’d
be joining them come September.  Of course, a healing never took
place. 
 
In the fall of 1974, the late Kathryn Kuhlman, the most recognized
faith healer in North America at the time, held one of her Miracle
Services about an hour and a half drive from my hometown. I HAD
to go. My parents willingly drove me there and we arrived early to
get a good seat. I was anticipating great things – I was convinced
this was “my night”.

I've been accused of giving up, and lacking the
faith necessary to be supernaturally healed.



Many people went to the front, and I watched many be
healed. When it was my turn, my stomach was in knots
and my heart was pounding. I could feel it coming – this
was it – my night to walk again! Miss Kuhlman
approached, stopped, laid both her hands on me and
prayed. I was anticipating the sensation of strength
flowing and tingling from my head, down my whole body
into my toes. I waited. Nothing. I thought that maybe it
would be a delayed healing, that I’d experience it on the
way home, or I’d just wake up the next morning healed.
Still, there was nothing.
 

GOD, WHY WON'T YOU HEAL ME?
 

I wish I could tell you this was an isolated incident, but it
happened time after time. Over the next few years there
were many other “healers” who prayed for me. One
gentleman picked me up out of my wheelchair and
dragged me across the front of the church while he and
the congregation prayed that God would bring strength
to my legs. After a few minutes, sweating profusely and
out of breath, he barely got me back to my wheelchair
before his own legs gave out. I can laugh about it now, but
at 19 years old, I was embarrassed and humiliated.
 
Over time, I found myself getting angry and bitter at God.
I watched others being healed of herniated discs,
migraine headaches, arthritis, and many other varying
ailments, and I’d pray, “God, I’d GLADLY trade my
paralysis for their arthritis! You heal them. Why won’t
You heal me?!”



It took some time, but God showed me I could not compare myself, or
my disability, to others. He had a plan and purpose for them, just as He
had a plan and purpose for me. That was a hard one to learn. It didn’t
come quickly or easily, but God showed me to let it go.
 
I continued to have faith and anticipate a complete healing for myself.
It was continually on my mind, almost an obsession. One day, in my
mid-twenties, I said to the Lord, “Father, I can’t continue like this. If I’m
ever going to be of any constructive use to myself or anyone else, I
have to let go of this obsessive desire to be healed. Even though I don’t
understand why You don’t heal me, I have to trust You with it. You will
provide me with everything I need to live my life in a wheelchair.” The
obsession died, and from that day on, I have felt a freedom to live. 
 
God DOES promise to heal ALL. "Praise the  Lord,  my soul, and forget
not  all his benefits - who forgives all your sins and heals  all your
diseases." Psalm 103:2-3 But He DOESN’T promise to heal ALL on this
side of Heaven. I know that one day I will receive a complete healing,
and that it will likely be when I shed this shell of a body that doesn’t
work so well, and trade it for a brand new one. "In a flash, in the
twinkling of an eye, at the last trumpet. For the trumpet will sound,  the
dead  will be raised imperishable, and we will be changed. For the
perishable  must clothe itself with the imperishable,  and the mortal with
immortality." 1 Corinthians 15:52-53 Until then, I have everything I
need in His promise to look after me.
 

A DREAM COME TRUE
 

Along this journey I met Darlene, the lady of my dreams, who had a
beautiful little daughter, Amber. This was another miracle of God in
my life.  Darlene saw beyond the novelty of a guy in a wheelchair that
could captivate someone less mature. Having a nursing background,
she knew the challenges and still made the lifelong commitment of
loving me. She has cared for me, supported me, and put up with my
nonsense, never once reneging on her commitment. She continues to
be a special gift to me from Father. 



We got married in 1986, and I love her more today than ever. Darlene
and Amber have been an indescribable source of joy and strength to
me. Looking back, I clearly see God sent them to me, knowing they were
exactly what I needed in more ways than I could ever imagine.
 
I settled into the routine of working, providing, being involved in
church, being a husband and father. Like many people, after several
years, I became discontent with my life. It just wasn’t “working” for me
like it once was. I was disgruntled with church, people, and life in
general. And, over a 5-year journey, God brought me to the end of
myself.
 

MORE QUESTIONS THAN ANSWERS
 

I used to pride myself on being patient, yet more and more, I found
myself snapping at Darlene and Amber for no reason. My inner peace
and joy were leaving me, I was becoming miserable. My life and
Christianity weren't working for me, I was angry at life and at God. I
was living in constant frustration and had more questions about the
Christian life than I had answers. 



Why is it that the harder I try to please You God, the more I fail?
Why is it that the more I try to overcome temptations, the more I
find myself yielding to them?
God, why are you blessing that guy? I’m as deserving as him. Don’t
I get a little something?
Why is my life so stinking hard now?

 
I even tried to play the “wheelchair card” with God, trying to
manipulate Him. “Come on God, could you cut me a little slack? Not
only do I have all the regular life stuff to deal with, but on top of that,
I’ve got this rather major disability thing going on. Could you ease up
on me a little? Could you have a heart?” Like God should have special
rules for quadriplegics! 
 
The premise of my prayer was that God was the sole determiner of
the frustration levels of my life, and if He really cared for me, He
would change things, make adjustments to my circumstances, and
then I would be happy again. Can you relate to that? Well, He was
about to show me how off base I was on that one.
 
I’d read verses like “My yoke is easy, my burden is light” Matthew 11:30
and sneer, “Yeah right!” and, “Those who wait on the Lord Will renew
their strength; They will mount up with wings like eagles, They will run
and not get weary, They will walk and not grow tired.  Isaiah 40:31
“That’s not my experience!” I thought, “There’s got to be more to the
Christian life than this!  But what? I’ve tried everything. I’ve attended
3 Bible colleges, I’ve gone to every Christian Life seminar, every
conference. What am I missing?” 
 

I WAS FINALLY READY TO LISTEN TO GOD
 

I finally got so tired, I thought, “If this is all there is to the Christian
life, I’m done. I can’t do it, I don’t want it any more. All my striving, all
my dedication and it gives me nothing, except more frustration. I’m
done.”



It was right at that point, at the age of 40, that God took hold of me and
said, “Paul, you've been so determined in your own strength to make
life work, that you've burned yourself out. Finally, you’re at the place
where you’re ready to listen.” God led me to a person who had
experienced much the same as I, and through him, God started to show
me what the Christian life was all about.
 
For the first time I learned that the Christian life wasn’t about me
giving my life to God, as if He needs me, a bald guy in a wheelchair!
What in the world do I have that God would need? It’s a humbling
question to ask yourself.
 
The Christian life isn’t about me serving God, and working for God.
Acts 17:25 says,  "Neither is He served by human hands, as though He
needed anything, since He Himself gives to all life and breath and all
things." 
 
The Christian life isn’t about me living my life for God. John 15:5
says, "For apart from Me you can do nothing." 
 
The Christian life isn’t about me trying to please God with all my great
talents and gifts. Isaiah 64:6, tells me that the best righteous deeds
that I can do are no more than filthy rags to God.  
 
We know it for the unbeliever. We know Ephesians 2:8-9, we’ve
memorized it: “For by grace you have been saved through faith; and that
not of yourselves, it is the gift of God; not as a result of works, that no one
should boast.” We know that absolutely nothing we’ve done or could
ever do, could earn us our salvation. We know that absolutely nothing
we’ve done or could ever do could make God love us. It was ALL HIM.
It was totally and completely a gift of God. There was absolutely
nothing we did, or could do, to bring it about.

The Christian life isn’t about me living my life for God.



But somehow we've come to believe that once we come to Jesus,
accept Him into our lives and become a member of the family of
God, that NOW we have a whole lot to do to keep earning His
blessings, keep Him loving us, and keep  Him from not being
disappointed with us.
 

OUR CONCEPT OF GOD IS CRUCIAL
 

How many of you have missed a witnessing opportunity at work,
bailed on your daily devotions, skipped your prayer time for more
than a day or two, or maybe held back $50 of tithe so you could pay
a bill, and then afterward beat yourself up with the prayer, “God, I’m
such a poor excuse for a Christian. You must be so disappointed with
me! Please forgive me! I promise to do better next time.” 
 
This is not new. The Apostle Paul wrote a whole letter addressing
this very issue. 
 
“I am amazed that you are so quickly deserting Him who called you by the
grace of Christ, for a different gospel; which is really not another; only
there are some who are disturbing you, and want to distort the gospel of
Christ.” 
Galatians 1:6-7 
 
“You foolish Galatians, who has deceived you,…? This is the only thing I
want to find out from you: did you receive the Spirit by the works of the
Law, or by hearing it with faith? Are you so foolish? Having begun your
journey by the Spirit, are you now being perfected by the flesh?” 
Galatians 3:1-3
 
If you have the concept of God that He’s constantly wanting
something of you, expecting certain performance behaviour of you,
wanting you to do something for Him, or else, He’ll withdraw His
love, His blessing, His favour, and maybe even your salvation from
you, one of two things will eventually happen to you:



1) You will perform your heart out for God, teaching
Sunday school, singing in the choir, serving on the Board,
doing all the right things. But it will never be enough,
because God expects more, and it all leaves you tired,
frustrated, and spent. You will settle for a mundane,
mediocre Christian life, feeling like you can never measure
up, you’ll never meet God’s expectations of you, so why
even try? “I’m such a disappointment to God, such a mess-
up! Sometimes I don’t even know if I’m saved. I just hope
He has enough grace to take me home.”
 

OR
 

2) You too will perform your heart out for God. But you’re
a positively-programmed, confident, got-it-together type
of Christian. You’re a good performer. In fact, you get a
buzz from being a model performer. You’re the example of
what a good Christian really looks like in the church, so
much so, that it’s your identity; it’s who you are. You’re the
person everyone aspires to be like. But, although you won’t
admit it, inside you know something’s wrong. You’ve
become proud, self-righteous, critical. You can’t rejoice
with someone who’s been wonderfully blessed by God.
Why? – Because you feel you deserve it more. You're
judgmental and have a punitive attitude of a brother
struggling with a particular sin. Why? – Because you would
never do that; you’re too good of a Christian to fall into
that debauchery. He needs to be taught a lesson. You’re
critical of another brother or sister who gets too much
attention. Why? – Because you deserve the attention more
than they do. After all, look how much you do for the Lord,
and how exemplary you are.



If you have the view of God that He’s constantly wanting something
of you, and expecting certain performance behaviour of you or
wanting you to do something for Him - you’ll eventually find yourself
in one of those two emotional, spiritual states, and maybe even a
little of both if you’re anything like I was.
 
What God showed me was that the Christian life is all about Jesus
living His Life in me!  “It is God who is at work in you, both to will and to
work for His good pleasure.” Philippians 2:13
 
The Christian life is NOT me giving my life to Him, but Him giving His
Life to me!
 
John 10:10 tells us, “I came that you might have life, and might have it
abundantly.”  Who’s life is He talking about? – His Life, Jesus’ Life!  He
is NOT speaking about going to heaven, although that’s included.
Sadly in some circles, we’ve turned Christianity into merely a
destination! The Christian life is about me living out of His Life, not
my own .   
 
“…you might become partakers of the divine nature…” 2 Peter 1:4 I live
from Him, not for Him.
 
"I have been crucified with Christ; and it is no longer I who live, but Christ
lives in me…” Galatians 2:20
 
It’s in His Life that I have everything I need to live; not me getting my
needs met my way. “His divine power has granted to us everything
pertaining to life and godliness” 2 Peter 1:3

The Christian life is not me giving Him
my life, but Him giving His Life to me!



When I discovered these wonderful truths, my first question was,
“God, how do I do this? How do I stop striving and let you live your
life through me?”
 
He took me back to when I was 16 years old, lying facedown on a
gurney, with my butt stuck up in the air, waiting week after week for
a pressure sore to heal.  He said, “Paul, in the same way you told Me
this is too big, I can’t do it, You do it, Lord’, in that very same way that
you surrendered your physical body to My care, now surrender the
rest of your life to Me - all your ways of coping, controlling people,
protecting yourself, your ways of handling your problems, your
stresses, your ways of getting your needs met, surrender it all to Me.” 
 

I FINALLY SURRENDERED
 

I had no choice, no matter how hard I tried, my ways were not
working anymore. I finally surrendered.
 
You see, up until then I wasn’t ready to surrender; I had no need to
surrender, my ways were still working for me. But God, in His infinite
wisdom, allows the circumstances of our lives to press in on us until
we say, “OK Lord, I give up, I can’t do it, I surrender it all to you.” He
allowed all the pressures of my life, including my disability, to press in
on me and squeeze me into surrendering my will to His will. It was
what I needed.
 
It was 1998 when Darlene and I gave up on ourselves, and said a
prayer that I want to share with you. We discovered that everything
we ever wanted, everything we were trying to attain but never could
reach, everything we longed for in life, was found when we gave up
trying to gain those things by our efforts. We started experiencing
those very things as gifts from our loving Father.



I’m talking about things like:
 

Experiencing peace in the middle of any and every
circumstance. 
Experiencing joy, even in the middle of very painful
situations. 
Living worry-free about future events and situations
(ie. finances, health). 
The assurance of being unconditionally loved by
Father.
Recognizing and feeling, “I am significant.” 
Feeling strong and capable in the power of Christ.
Experiencing the Life flowing from the Vine, into the
branch, and feeling the supernatural energy and power
that only comes from the Vine, energizing everything
we do.

 
"But if the Spirit of Him who raised Jesus from the dead dwells
in you, He who raised Christ Jesus from the dead will also give
life to your mortal bodies through His Spirit who dwells in
you." Romans 8:11
 

CHRIST WHO IS OUR LIFE
 

These truths so changed our lives that God birthed a
ministry through us called His Place Ministries, which we
now operate. These truths of total and complete
dependence on Jesus constitute our primary message to
make Jesus your LIFE! Not on the throne of your life, not
the centre of your life, not even first place in your life.



If I asked you what's the most important app on your phone, what would
you say? You might say: Google, Google Maps, Facebook, Gmail, GPS,
YouTube, etc. When you say Jesus is first place in your life, you’re saying
He’s the app you use the most. It sounds good, but you're relegating
Jesus to just an app that you engage with. When you’re done, you close
your "Jesus app" and open your "time with spouse" app, or your "play
with the kids" app, or your "time to go to work" app. Even if Jesus is the
most used app (which is commendable), He’s still just one of the apps
among many others.
 
What I’m talking about is where Paul says, “Christ, who is our life!”
Colossians 3:4  
 
Jesus isn’t an app we simply make time for. He's our whole operating
system! How many of the apps on your phone will work properly
without the operating system? None! And let me tell you something,
your life won't work without Jesus!
 
Darlene and I are constantly discipling Christians, whose lives are falling
apart, because they're trying to live the Christian life in the energy of
the flesh. Church burn-out, marriage and relationship problems, bad
financial decisions, addiction problems, family relations problems -
these are Christians, born again, going-to-heaven, real Christians, who
have believed something wrong about God and have lived their
Christian life out of self-effort.   



John 15:4-5 tells us, "Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear
fruit of itself, unless it abides in the vine, so neither can you, unless you
abide in Me.  I am the vine, you are the branches; he who abides in Me, and
I in him, he bears much fruit; for apart from Me you can do nothing." 
 
Do you know that God expects you to fail?! Let me qualify that. If you
set out to do something for God, in your own energy, as good as it
might seem to be, and as well intentioned your motives are, you WILL
fail. And moreover, God expects you to fail. See, what John 15:4-5 is
saying is that you, in your own human strength, are completely unable
to accomplish anything of value, of consequence, of any worth in
God’s eternal Kingdom. You, in and of yourself, do not possess the
resources it takes to accomplish anything in God’s spiritual realm.
 
Our problem is that we don’t believe it’s true. We so desperately want
to think that we can do something for God, and then we present it to
Him, and say, “Look God, look what I did!” We desperately want His
approval, like school children, and we wonder why God isn’t
impressed.  
 
Jesus said it, “apart from Me, you can do nothing.” We need to believe it.
The life source of that branch is in the Vine. If you pull it off the Vine it
will look pretty good for a day or two, but it soon begins to wither,
loses its nice lush green colour, and becomes dry and brittle. The wind
blows it around the yard, it loses its twigs and leaves as it gets bumped
around. Metaphorically, this sounds like a lot of Christians.
 
You might say, “This complete surrender thing sounds a bit scary. I like
being in control. I’m doing fine. Life’s going pretty good right now.” 

We need to believe Jesus when He says,
“Apart from Me, you can do nothing.” 



But let me ask you:
How’s your marriage? Guys, would
your wife agree you’re doing just
fine?
How’s your relationship with your
kids?   Would they tell me you’re
doing fine?
How’s your relationship with your
own family, mom, dad, siblings? Are
things all good? What would they tell
me if I asked them?
How’s everyone at church? Do they
know the real you, or do they know a
fake version of you, the guy you
pretend to be on Sundays, a
chameleon?
How are your work relationships? 
Do they get a fake version of you or
do they know the real you?

 
I want to share the prayer that Darlene
and I prayed in 1998. You’ve heard of
the “Sinner’s Prayer” but this is NOT the
Sinner’s Prayer. I believe that most of
you reading this are already saved.
Thank the Lord that you are. 
 
This is a prayer for Christians. It’s called
the “Selfer’s Prayer”. There isn’t magic in
these words, but if you let the Holy
Spirit humble you, let the words come
from your heart, then God will begin to
break you from your self-life, and you
will emerge free from all the
entanglements of the self-life.



SELFER’S PRAYER
 
Father, thank You for Your wonderful salvation, and for
placing me in the family of God. I confess that I have been
a ‘selfer’ and a total failure, in and of myself. I have been
struggling to live a Christian holy life out of my own
resources. I admit that I have been trying to get my needs
met through people, achievements, and possessions.
 

 
I now give up on my self-sufficiency and do hereby
surrender my life unconditionally to You. I give up all my
so called rights and expectations of the Christian life and
give you permission to make me into the kind of person
You created me to be.
 

 
I choose as an act of my will, to affirm that Christ is my
life, my power, and my identity. I thank you that Jesus in
me makes me totally acceptable, unconditionally loved,
and that all my needs are met by Christ Jesus.
 

 
I yield myself totally to You, Jesus, who lives in me, for
whatever Your purposes are. Do with me whatever You
choose. I relinquish control of my life into Your hands.
Father, glorify and manifest your Son, Jesus in my life.
 

 
Amen



Do you know your biggest enemy in the Christian life is not the devil,
it’s not the demonic forces in the Spiritual realm? There are so many
Christians today who spend all their time casting out demons, and
rebuking the devil. Listen, I believe in the devil, and I believe in
demons. They are real. But since the Cross of Jesus, ALL the power
they have over you has been broken. The most they can do to you is
tempt you and lie to you. 
 

YOU ARE SAFER THAN YOU KNOW
 

We so easily forget "Greater is He who is in you than he who is in the
world.” 1 John 4:4 Your life as a child of God is so protected, you don’t
have a thing to worry about. “For you have died and your life is hidden
with Christ in God.” Colossians 3:3 
 
For the devil to touch you, he’s got to get permission from 1) God the
Son, who lives in you, and 2) God the Father, who you now live in. You
are safer than you know!
 
Your greatest enemy in the Christian life is not the devil and not
demons. Your greatest enemy is YOU! More specifically, your flesh,
as the New Testament calls it: who you are apart from Jesus. And
really, all of the devil’s temptations and lies are towards one goal – to
get your focus off Jesus and onto yourself. Once he’s got your
attention off Jesus and onto yourself, his job is done.
 
Your focus needs to be on the Life of Jesus. Hebrews 3:1 tells us, to
fix your eyes on Jesus. It’s in JESUS where you find everything you
need for every circumstance that life throws at you. I’ve proved it,
and I live it every day.
 
If you can relate to anything I’ve written in this book, and you’d like
to discover more of the truths that brought me to freedom, I would
love to share more with you.



Perhaps your life started strong, full of ambition and
hope for the future. But somewhere along the journey, it
began to erode, and now you’re tired.   The ambition and
hope you had are now gone, and you’re just surviving.
You’ve been beaten up by the unexpected events of life,
or sometimes just by the routine of life. Either way, life
just takes its toll and has depleted you of your
excitement, fervour and positivity.
 
I want to tell you that it doesn’t have to be that way. I
want to encourage you today that it was never God’s
intention for you to be feeling like you are. 
 

WILL YOU LET HIM BE YOUR LIFE?
 

Our ways of trying to make life work will inevitably rob
us of all the strength and excitement we set out with. God
wants us to have it all back; except even better. He wants
you to experience an inexhaustible supply of peace, love,
joy, patience and contentment. He wants to carry your
worries and your anxieties for you. 
 
Father is waiting for you to let Him be the source of your
life and every detail in it. The source of your finances and
provisions, your relationships with your friends, your
family, and your spouse.  He wants you to let Him take
care of your children, whom He loves even more than you
do. And when life get's too big He promises to be your
strength. He is faithful and He always keeps His
promises. 



Final
Words

If these words appeal to you, we have
resources available to teach you and
help you. I encourage you to follow us
on social media and on our website for
weekly inspiring videos and follow-up
newsletters. We’re also available to
answer questions you may have. So
please, stay in touch. 
 
God wants you, and we want you, to be
free to be the person you’ve always
wanted to be – the person God created
you to be.

VISIT WWW.HISPLACEMINISTRIES.CA 
FOR MORE RESOURCES



About Paul O'Brien
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Despite his major disability, Paul lives a very normal and productive
life with his wife, Darlene and their family. Paul operates a
government-registered non-profit organization, His Place Ministries.
 
His Place Ministries exists to help exhausted, frustrated Believers
experience rest, refreshment and freedom from religious obligation.
We proclaim the Gospel of Jesus Christ to people who desire to live
and walk free from the enslavement of their own temptations and
propensities, finding new meaning and purpose as a result of
experiencing the Love of God.
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