One Story for all time...Woven into the Masterpiece
~ Gavin and Tara’s story ~
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Now Gavin will pick up the thread and continue weaving the shared testimony:

Y ou can imagine my surprise when Tara's blisters began to disappear. To be honest | was shocked. How isit
that something the doctors were clueless about could just vanish when prayed for? All of a sudden my eyes began to
be more perceptive to a spiritual reality, one that | had ignored and not believed in for so long. For the rest of the time
Tarawas in Fernie with me she became so amazed by her new faith that she could not hold herself back from sharing
with me. She wasn't working at the time and didn’t have anything to do during the day or anyone to talk to so by the
time I came home from work it was non-stop Tara talking until 1 finally went to bed. There was a noticeable change
in Tara as well, before she was “born again” she was moody, and not fun to be around, in fact she was highly stressed
out and on the verge of a nervous breakdown. The changes began instantly, she was excited and fun again. She had
stuff to talk about and | had not seen her ever rave about something (not even drugs!) as much as she did Jesus. With
all that was going on in her it became apparent that we were not getting along so well anymore. The truth was that
Tara was annoying to me. When | came home from work and found that she had spent her day reading about Jesus
and smoking all our weed (yes we were still smoking as we weren’t set free of this addiction for a year after we
became His), | was right pissed off! It didn’t help that | was so angry towards God for His lack of intervening in my
past with the sexual abuse of my grandfather. Being as angry with God as | was | had a very hard time listening to
Tara be so cheerful about Him. More often than not | argued with Tara because | was angry with God not her. |
didn’t want to call God “GOD” because | felt that if there was a GOD than he would be so big and grand that He
couldn’t be addressed with a human tag such as GOD. Since we needed to address him as something though, |
conceded to call him God. As | was not fond of the topic of God | generally tried to shift the topic of conversation
away from God, but alas Tarais an excellent conversationalist and we ended up talking about God again.

Tara had begun to read a book called “More than a Carpenter” by Josh McDowell. At first | really hated this
book it talked about Jesus and presented him in a light that | really didn’t enjoy seeing him in. As Tararead it out
loud to me | found that | was unable to argue the authors' well laid out points about Jesus. By the end of the book |
was much more agreeable to the subject of God, though | still was not a Christian. It istrue that after reading the book
I was willing to admit that Jesus was a great teacher (I was even willing to admit that he existed, something | was
trying to make myself not believe). In fact | was so amazed by the character of Jesus | was willing to say that “out of
all the peoplein history, if | had to choose anyone, | would say Jesus is a personal role model of mine”.

WEell eventually Tara came to a point of decision concerning her future. She had sensed God calling her to
return to Ottawa and to mend the relationships with her family that she had so willfully ignored for the last year. As
the time approached for her to leave she asked me to go to church with her. Thiswas a bold request, one that | quickly
turned down. My excuse was that | had to work, and since she wasn’t working | needed the money. Tara had just
received aloan from her mother in order to return to Ottawa so she offered me double the pay I’d miss to go to church
with her. Well, | could see she was serious, so | decided | would call in sick and go to church with her (in case you
were wondering | didn’t take the money, she needed it far more than | did).

My first visit to the church was not what | expected. As | had gone to an Anglican church growing up | was
familiar to a choir, hymns, an organ, and a priest in robes. Tara has already explained that this church had a different
way of doing things. After sitting through the service | was stuck to my chair (not literally)! | couldn’t believe the
way | had criticized the church just on the way it ran. Here | was and it was foreign ground. | was stunned that
church was even done differently! WOW!! Well, Tara assumed that | would just want to get out of there as soon as |
could but | didn’t want to movein case | lost the feeling of euphoria running through my entire body. A friend Tara's
prayed with and for us as everyone else filed out of the church. Thisisthe first time that | know of that someone ever
prayed like that with me. Needless to say | was dumb-founded by the church service, so much so that the next day at
work | told them | couldn’t work on Sunday’ s anymore because | had to go to church. | was curious if | was going to
experience that sense of euphoria again.

Tara left shortly after that and | was left in Fernie by myself wondering if Tara and | would see each other
again or if we would break-up. | had not decided to go back to Ottawa as | didn’t have the convictions Tara had. |
pondered my options for the future as it seemed for the first time the world was open to me. After thinking about it, |
really just wanted Tara back though. It was the summer and all my friends had left Fernie and | didn’t know what to
do with myself. Going home to an empty apartment was lonely. Within a month | had made my decision, | would go
back to Ottawa and see Tara again. In order to do that | had to go back and face and live with my estranged family.

Moving back was one of the most awkward things that | ever did. Trying to fit in at home again was weird
and | knew there were underlying hurt feelings that really were not being addressed. But one fateful day, aweek after
coming back, my mom decided to ask me a semi-accusatory question, “Are you a Christian then, LIKE Tara?’. Well |
didn’t know the answer to that so | took a guess. | figured that | knew who Jesus was and that having him as arole



model was close enough so | said | was a Christian (though | knew | had not accepted Jesus as my Lord and Saviour).
WEéll, | think that was the answer she wanted because she “let loose” al the hurt and anger she had been feeling
toward me over the last 2 years. After 20 minutes of that | couldn’t take it anymore so | |eft the house in aquiet fury.
For the first time that | can remember | prayed to God. It was too early to meet with Tara so | had plenty of time to
rant and rave to God. | told him how frustrated | was, how pissed off | was, how much | hated being back with my
parents. | cursed up astorm. Well, on my slow walk to Tara's | was passing by avery familiar church building, one |
had walked by everyday to school. All of a sudden | stopped and stared at the cross on the front of the church. |
realized in that moment that | had just spent and hour complaining to God about all my woes, when Jesus had gone
though so much more than ALL that. | knew at that point that my life was going to be constant ups and downs and
that without Jesus to guide my steps | was not going to be able to cope. To be honest | was just so sick and tired of
being at war with God and man al thetime. | wanted peace; real peace that only God can give.

WEell | don’t know if | can explain what happened next very well. | know that | was feeling angry, frustrated,
annoyed, and pissed off at everything and then when | said that | wanted Jesus to guide me and be Hisit all went away.
| was filled with an indescribable joy, peace and heat that | have only ever experienced with God. After that someone
could have punched me in the face and | would have said “Have a good night!” When | met up later with Tara she
wept in grateful joy. And that, in a nutshell, is the story of how | was “born again”. And that’s only the beginning!
There's been a few amazing years since then with marvelous stories of deep healing on every level that bring us to
greater heights and deeper depths of His Love. Thereis a lot more we could share, but as we don’t want to write a
book (yet!), you'll simply have to ask for more details. Go ahead and get in touch with us and share where you're at
with us. We'd love to hear your story and share anything that might help you on your way.

His and yours,
&



