Great Commission Northwest

Ryane’s Story                                               by Ryane Thomas 
Ryane is a member of The Rock in Fort Collins, Colorado, and she attended our Leadership Training program in Orlando last summer. This is her story. 

When I was five years old my parents divorced. Divorce is such a common word in our society today that I feel like people have forgotten how tragic it can be for both parents and children. I carried the pain and memories from my childhood all the way into my teenage years and spiraled into a life of self-destruction. When my father's military career led us to Ankara, Turkey, on an assignment that would last through my high school years, trouble was soon in coming. I was an angry teen who carried her emotions on her sleeve. I was blunt, tactless, and down right rude at times. What did I owe anyone? The world had given me nothing but pain. 

No God At All » 

I began to drink and smoke regularly and sporadically experiment with drugs at the age of 15. This behavior escalated throughout the rest of high school and I was dying to get away from my home-life. So I decided to graduate a year early and go to college somewhere as far away as I could. With my father's help I was awarded an Air Force electrical engineering scholarship and decided to attend Colorado State University.

My spiritual interest up until then consisted of picking on the Christian kids at school and insisting that there was no God at all. At the time I thought my atheism was strictly intellectual. Looking back, I understand how purely emotionally driven I was.

When I arrived at CSU, I couldn't wait to start causing trouble. My Resident Assistant (RA) was the first to notice this attitude when, in the first week of school, she had to write me up for vandalism. That was my first interaction with Joy, my RA. This discipline write up was soon followed by a noise violation, which was followed by an alcohol contact, which was followed by another alcohol contact. Four discipline write-ups is a lot for any one person so, to say the least, I had a lot of contact with my RA and her supervisors. 

A Different Kind of Leader » 

Strangely, I had developed a sort of liking for this authority figure; there was something different about her I just couldn't put my finger on. Maybe it was the feeling that she had a genuine interest in my life, or maybe that finally someone cared that I was trying to self-destruct. But the point is I liked her and she liked me, despite all the trouble I had caused her. 

I decided to confide in her. For the first time, I admitted my addiction to alcohol; I told her the severity of the problem and that I drank nearly every day. She, to this day, is the best listener I have ever met.

During Christmas break I visited home for a month, and during that time I realized that I had to fix something; I had to find a different path.

When I returned to CSU I stayed close to Joy and she introduced me to some of her friends. I felt safe because these people seemed to have somehow escaped the darkness I was trying so desperately to climb out of. I clung to them, almost afraid to leave their side. I went with them everywhere, so it was only natural for them to invite me to the their church: The Rock. 

I fell in love with the Rock instantly and was in tears almost the entire night. They played the only worship song I had ever heard, which had always brought out emotions in me, even as an atheist. The song was "Lord I Lift Your Name on High." Also that night Steve Bush spoke on, "Why does a loving God let the innocent suffer?" It was a talk that hit close to home, and I will never forget it. That night at the Rock had been the best Saturday night I had ever had up to that point and I was sure to let everyone know. I was so ready to let God in, but there was still something missing.

The Truth » 

Three nights later I followed my new friends to a mid-week Bible study. I was amazed and overjoyed to find that my previous view of the content of the Bible was false and, oh my goodness, who was this Jesus guy? I had heard a thousand times that, “Jesus is the Son of God," but without the rest of the story, that meant nothing to me. So even the little bits of Matthew that I heard were blowing me away and I was so excited I couldn’t even sit still. When the meeting was over, Joy and I walked home together ahead of the group. I was telling her how happy I was and about the changes I wanted to make. She said that was all wonderful, but there is one vital thing I was missing. She asked me if when we got home I'd like to talk through some things and maybe pray about some stuff. 

I almost exploded; first I got to go to church, then read the Bible and now I was going to pray! I don't think my heart had ever been so prepared for anything. So I finished smoking my cigarette, and followed her to her dorm room. She started to read through a gospel track, and I was on the edge of my seat with anticipation. She shared about God, then about man, then about the separation. At this point I got really worried and honestly scared. She asked the question, "What can man do to bridge this gap?" and I was ready to do anything. To my surprise she turned the page and in big bold letters was the word NOTHING! I almost lost it, I blurted out, "Then what do I do?" She told me to calm down and as she flipped the page and I saw the picture of the cross spanning the gap between man and God, my heart melted and I knew truth for the first time. She asked me if I wanted to pray to accept Christ and the gift of eternal life. And so, facing the most important decision of my life, I said yes. Together we prayed a broken humble prayer.

A New Life » 

My life from that moment on has never been the same. I became a new person, and my life changed radically. Together with my new brothers and sisters in Christ I battled my alcohol addiction and won. 

I want everyone who hears my story to have confidence in the fact that I am what you may call a "lifer", meaning for the rest of my life and for all eternity I will serve the Lord Jesus Christ with every ounce I can give, and that I will rely on His grace to forever catch me when I fall. There is nothing more honorable or more noble than being a child of God and a disciple of Christ. And there is definitely nothing I would rather be doing than sitting right here at Leadership Training as a brand new leader of a Fellowship Team, with this most amazing group of men and women.

