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Although the afternoon sunshine rested its rays upon the back of a young man as he sat outside 

on his front steps, he simply cringed and remained determined to keep a scowl on his face. When the 

soft breeze ruffled through his hair, he would lift his hand and force it back down. Nothing seemed to 

be able to change the attitude of this bitter young man. 

It seemed to Philip that there was no one in the world who had a life as horrible as his own. 

Consumed with self-pity, he had come to the point where he asked his loved ones to just leave him 

alone. Sure he would have his good days, but whenever he thought everything was going ok, it would 

all blow up in his face. Bills, health concerns, depression, all these things overwhelmed him and always 

put him on edge. How would his life ever get back on track? He hadn’t realized how hard it was really 

going to be. 

Philip had grown up in church. As a child he would sing his little heart out during the 

congregational singing, and he even begged to be in the church choir when he was only 10 years old. 

At the age of 18, he made confession of faith and became a Sunday School teacher. His parents were so 

grateful to the Lord for his unfailing guidance in their son’s life as well as their own. 

The college years approached, and Philip decided to go to a college nearby but rent a room in a 

large house where other college kids were living. He wanted to experience life with all its 

responsibilities and no parents watching his every move. Philip failed to realize how great temptation 

becomes when freedom is at hand. He was going to be tried and tested like he’d never been before. 

Well, around the time of the winter semester of his Freshman year, Philip began to hang out 

with his roommates. They were all a year or two older than Philip and were always trying to sway him 

in the wrong direction. Philip knew better, but he finally gave in and said he wouldn’t mind going to a 

party with them to see what all the hype was about. 

At first everything seemed cool; the lights were dim and people were standing throughout the 

house talking and eating. As they moved through other rooms of the house, the sights became more 

strange and amiss. Philip’s heart began to beat faster and faster as they went from one area to another. 

The first room was full of people moving to loud, almost unbearable music; the second room had a few 

kegs of beer on a table and everyone around them was either laughing hysterically, sleeping on the 

floor, or slurring as they talked to themselves or someone nearby; the last room was dark, only candles 

lit up the area. In the center of the room there was a circle of people, each of them had a glass plate and 

razor blade in front of them, a few rolling papers and some weedy-looking plant, or little glass 

containers with some sort of liquid in them. The aroma in the room was so sweet it almost took Philip’s 

breath away. He’d never seen anything like this before. Everything was quiet until someone stormed 

out of the closet screaming and yelling at someone or something that wasn’t even there. One of Philip’s 

roommates saw the look of confusion and fear on his face, so he explained, “Oh, don’t worry about 

him. He’s just having a trip. It’s really weird what some of this stuff can do to you. It really plays on 

your mind, but at the same time it’s really cool because it helps you escape the realities of life for a 

little.” 

“Hey, come on, guys! Have a seat and join us— we’re just getting started.” 

It wasn’t long and Philip and the guys were on the floor with the others. Philip’s best friend sat 

beside him and showed him how it was done. 

Throughout the rest of his college career, Philip attended the same kind of parties every 

weekend and rarely made visits home. His parents were beginning to worry about him; even when they 

did see him, he was always quite distant, very moody, and extremely tired. They would confront him 

about his lack of devotion to church and the family, but he would simply shrug them off and head back 

to his roommates. 



Lost amidst the wickedness and corruption of this sinful world, Philip only got himself deeper 

and deeper into the darkness. It wasn’t until he was at the very edge of the cliff, that he finally realized 

how close he was to falling over and under. Philip was at a party one Saturday night with his friends. 

They were all participating in the usual drug-related activities. Philip was sitting beside his best friend, 

who was participating a little more than usual. Philip didn’t say anything, but he was starting to get a 

little scared when everyone else stopped and his friend kept going. That night, Philip and his friend got 

in the car and headed home. His roommate insisted on driving because he didn’t want anyone’s hands 

on his shiny, new Camaro but his own. 

Philip lost his best friend that night. He turned in front of a car going over 50 mph, and his side of 

the car was crushed, and he died almost instantly. Philip spent the next few days in the hospital 

recovering from minor injuries, but the pain in his heart wasn’t going to heal very easily. He was placed 

in rehab and when he was released, he thought his life would be great. He only had one semester of 

college left and after that he could pursue a career. Philip knew he had to move on and leave his past 

behind him. He knew the memories would always remain vivid in his mind, but he learned to lean on 

the Lord in his times of heartache and trouble. He began to study the Scriptures again and attend church 

regularly. He had wasted 3 years of his life. The Lord had touched his heart. Philip knew that through 

God-given strength, he would make it. 

The sun began to set in the distance. Philip stood up and walked inside the front door of his 

home. He sat at the kitchen table and began to read the 23rd Psalm from the Bible: 

“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in 

green pastures, he leadeth me beside still waters, he restoreth my soul; he 

leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no 

evil, for thou art with me. Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. Thou 

preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies. Thou anointest 

my head with oil, my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will 

dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” 

It wasn’t going to be easy living with the consequences of his youth, but Philip knew he was 

going to have to face the responsibility. His real comfort came in knowing that the Lord would be with 

him every step of the way...he wouldn’t have to make the journey alone. 

Philip folded his hands in prayer as the sun’s fading rays rested on his face for a mere moment, 

then disappeared below the trees. 

“Lord, remember not the sins of my youth...”❖ 
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