


LLLLLLLLL
NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN



It’s My Time

Learning How to Let God Write Your Story

© 2024 John Phillips

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,
photocopy, recording, scanning, or other—except for brief quotations in critical reviews

or articles, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

Published in New York, New York, by Morgan James Publishing. Morgan James is a
trademark of Morgan James, LLC. www.MorganJamesPublishing.com

Proudly distributed by Publishers Group West

Y BIBLE, ENGLISH
ssway, a publishing ministry

Unless otherwise marked, Scriptures are taken flom THE

Scriptures marked NIV are e NEW INj | L VERSION (NIV)°.
Copyright© 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.™. Used by permission of jrndervan.
““The Four” has been fcd by permissio of Manuel Fefser, Leiter THE FO chweiz,
www.thefour.com. )
Morggn James ISBN 9781636981192 paperlfack
BOGO" ISEN 9781636981208 ebg

tol Number:

mmdl'y

A FREE ebook eﬁambme for you
or a friend with the purchase of this print bc}k. 2022952067

— Cover & Interior Design by:
\‘\..___‘__ _/ Christopher Kirk
CLEARLY SIGN YOUR NAME ABOVE GESstudio.com

Instructions to glimyour free ebook edition: P
1. Visit MorganJamesBOGO co
2. Sign your naFH'!'GLEA Yin t e spate ﬂ/e

3. Complete the form ap#l su mlt a photo
of this ent'lr

4. You or your friend can download the ebook
to your preferred device

MorganJames
PUBLISHING

m Habltat

‘ for Humanity®
Peninsula and
Greater Williamsburg

Morgan James is a proud partner of Habitat for Humanity Peninsula
and Greater Williamsburg. Partners in building since 2006.

Get involved today! Visit: www.morgan-james-publishing.com/giving-back



To my ferociously loving father, JMe Jet” Phillips.

oW to ﬁgﬁ\I at matters,

boldly chase my dreams, repent wholeheartédly,

and ddily walk in humble submission to Jesus.
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FOREWORD

|
|
y first connection to, the Phillips fMes back to the earliest
days of Joe Gibbs Racing. @[Lﬂ/
en hign udy, who worked with

us in our front office_at JGR, was severely injured in|a car accident
not far from our sﬁop. Her injuries left her in traction at a Charlotte
hospital for over a month. Jogh and hi da’%spent all that time in

a local hotel, visitifg her daily, while dealing with the sfress of having

I met Josh1

s t
eleven years oldlat the time, and I can only imagine how scared he
must have bem.\‘m—j1

My roommates Wwo of my best friends, J. D. Gibbs and Todd
Meredith, had a’ﬁﬂose relati wiftrthe hllllps—famﬂy and espe-
cially Josh’s o\a"r T 9&}\ onar . The rought Josh with

them over to our apartment a few times and we played video games and

their lives uprooted during Jud us recovery? Josh was only

did whatever we could to take Josh’s mind off what he and his family
were going through.

I still remember just how positive and full of energy this young man
was, despite all he was going through. I assumed that was a trait he
inherited from his dad, Jerry. “Big Jer” worked for us at JGR and had
a big personality to fit his six-foot-two-inch former NFL wide receiver

xiii



xiv | ITSMYTIME

frame and infectious smile. Josh was like Jerry’s mini me, becoming a
great athlete himself, both in football and as an elite CrossFit competi-
tor. But Josh possessed a distinct vulnerability that I found refreshing. I
always knew exactly where I stood with Josh and how he was feeling—
no sugar coating. Josh also communicated his thoughts with a clarity
that’s rare among men. As Josh matured into a Christ-following man of
character, God has only continued to sharpen and develop these traits.
Josh’s story is a testimony of Golﬁi’s goodness, mercy, and faithful-
ness. Despite countless blessings, Jos‘fs journey/has also been marked
by failures, heartbreak, tragic loss, and setbagKs that God used to mold
and shape his heart. I am the fathe#’of three Hoys, and by the grace of
God, they have all co W Jesuﬁu_ﬂg&'ﬁfhves to Him.
However, I plan to give this book to each of them in |hopes that it
reminds them to see(God’s hand on thgir lives as they read how God
guided Josh’s steps. S
One of my favorite parts of /t’s My Time is the Red Zope Checks at
the end of each chapter. Josh doesn’t j stw and leave

you, the reader, as ﬁm obsergver. These Red Zone check questions

draw you into the story, challenging you to think critically about what

God is doing in your
Its My szefrﬂrul}f a te31 offa life 1ved for“Christ. It is a
great tool to encoura Ejg'cung drl)};n atiletes t trust @'d to overcome

obstacles and use life’s challenges as an opportunlty for growth. But

1IC.

beyond just young athletes, it’s for anyone that has a desire to grow in
their personal relationship with Christ. Over the years, Josh has become
one of our favorite guest speakers at JGR chapel as his story resonates
with many of our folks.

In my role as president of Joe Gibbs Racing, I’ve been blessed to
observe and learn many qualities from some of the most influential
leaders in the business world, and I share those in my book, Taking
the Lead, which also shares my testimony of God’s redeeming work in
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my life. Josh models many of these principles himself in his life and
in this book. My prayer for you is that /¢t s My Time will help you draw
closer to Jesus and drive you to take the lead in discipling others to
know Him as well.

I am so proud of Josh for taking the initiative to write this book and
for being so vulnerable in the process. I know his heart, and after read-
ing this, you will too. \

Dave Alpern, president, Joe Gibbs \(acin-gy&{or Taking the Lead

\_/d/'
),

i
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

I|
|
o protect the privacy-of a few of tMuals in my life, some

names in /t s My Time have bgén changed. It is never my intention to
place blame or pof s. A mﬁj narrative, written from
the perspective of the author, about an importané’@@eir life. It does
not share the wholé story because, as| we all know, there are multiple

sides to any story. This is a gpémoir d tail‘inwj\ourney through trials

and disappointmentS as God developed me into the mgn I am today,

transforming my heart for His glo

xvii
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';

|
know without a shadow of a dou‘tllit thﬁQJcalled me into ministry
because I WW%HY everything I had done in my
life leading up to m od’s c@%f my great plan.
I believed I was on the right track because I had asked God to jump on

board and bless everything I did. But jas He led me into ministry, God

made it clear that it was He

rdained my path, not me. It was
His gifts and His pfovidence that had|paved the way, ngt my plans or

dreams. And I'm so grateful for that t It takes somie of life’s pres-

sures off our shoilders when we know God is in it with us, leading us
on righteous M

Whether on rig paths or not, there are moments that change
our lives forever‘Moripent thet wie emem‘b‘eﬁ as if they hap-
pened yesterdw _‘ycn jrs r min tes akr' When we think
about them, it’s as if we get transported back in time, rlght to that sig-
nificant time in our history, feeling it all over again in our minds, hearts,
and bodies. The good moments. The bad moments. The hard moments.
It doesn’t matter.

My life has been a series of such moments, each one building upon

the next, as God asked me to join Him, making a way for me to become
the man [ am meant to be. I say am meant to be and not was meant to be

Xix
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because the journey continues—and will until the day Jesus returns or
I’m brought home to Heaven.

Life’s pivotal moments offer us much by way of choices, growth,
change, and more. That is by God’s design as He transforms us from the
inside out. /¢t s My Time is my God-story, my journey from a simple faith
to life-giving intimacy with our Heavenly Father. From immature belief
to an indelible faith that continues to mold me and give me purpose.

As we are transformed by God, itl'ils important that we recognize and
know our stories, learn to love our sto'fies, and fipally, share our stories.
My hope and prayer is that.by writing my tesfimony authentically, not
hiding the worst parts of my life—0r me—but sharing the good, bad,
and hard, I can show y urage aﬁ\‘r y create connections;
connections inspire relationships, and relationships are thte lifeblood of
a life with Christ.

One of the fitst ways to g

ify Go an%His path for you is

to know your story. What is it that sets you apart from thoge who don’t
identify with Christ? What experiences, circumstances, and choices
made you, well, ym will be—if it hasn’t happened already—a

turning point i

your life whep/you declare, “There is nothing more

important than Go
That is a watersl@#no?qent the sto !it know—dnd ultimately
share. It’s your (ﬁinm ./ rzﬁ%rﬂ od- stb_l It’s the narra-

tive that will draw others to your Creator as you’re remlnded you must

need God over anything and anyone else.”

disown your plans in exchange for better plans—His plans.

Once we know our stories, learn to love our stories, and finally share
our stories—which is what this book is all about—we can own our God-
story in a way that casts His light into the darkness for others to see what
He’s done for us and what He can do for them.

There’s one more thing to know about this book: In football, the
space between the twenty-yard line and the end zone is the symbolic
area known as the “Red Zone.” The reason for this may be that red is a
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warning color for the defense. Once the offense reaches the Red Zone,
they are in prime scoring position. At the end of each chapter in /t’s
My Time, I’ve included a personal Red Zone check for readers. This
is the time for you to apply the Scripture and story from the chapter
to your own life. It’s where you enter your Red Zone with the Lord,
priming your heart and mind for deepening your faith as you journey
through life to glory. I hope you’]l take the time to do this. It could
change your life for eternity and h%lp you learn to see the story God is
writing with your life: \

has written and continues to-writg” I hope it|challenges you to become
the best version of yo erience m God desired for

you before you were even born,

i



Chapter |
THE GEILING PANEL

Embracing our vulnergbilities is risky but not néarly as

dangerous ds giving up\on lovd and belonging and joy—
the experiences tha% make th&,%stzulnemble.

Brené Brown

stood at the bdftom of-the di y rubber-topped stairs that led up and
sniffing the di
the opportunity

into the bu el’s fumes, and for a moment, relished

myself facing. Any feelings of victory and of
being chosen, afidéthe ‘hope of'finally #eto gl g wattd last only a few
more minutes. \_J ¥ _ j |_'

As the new kid at Lake nghland Prep ngh School with my duffle
bag in hand, I climbed the steps toward the bus driver, turned, and looked
around. In the seats sat two dozen or so guys. All football players. All ages
fourteen to eighteen, plus a couple of adult coaches sprinkled through-
out. A sea of eyes fell on me. “Keep moving,” I heard from behind me.

I chose a seat halfway down the aisle, quickly realizing everyone
was already paired off, already grouped among their friends. Lake High-
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land was a K—12 private Christian school. Most of these guys had built
their friendships years ago—back in middle or even elementary school.
Some had been together for nearly a decade. The murmuring started
back up once I sat, and I vowed to forge my own new friendships once
we arrived at the summer camp, the kick-off event for football season.
It was my first high-school season playing football.

Earlier that summer, I had been invited to transfer to Lake High-
land courtesy of the head of the sch«lﬁaol, Dr. Robert Mayfield, a friend
of my parents. The school was known for its fg6tball program, and I
had lofty dreams. When my transfer became/fficial in the head foot-
ball coach’s office, Coach Rose shtok Ey\hland, threw me a T-shirt,

and said, “Welcome 0 fghland y chest expanded

with gratitude and hope. Hope for change and a chance Io build upon
my opportunities. |

You see, back in middle s id HLLIE/E a foagtball-worthy

physique. I was an awkward kid, not ovérly chubby but mgybe way too

soft.  wasn’t growing like my peers, and more thapay fair share of

sweets. My mom ubed 10 Thake me cinnamon rolls for breakfast almost
daily. And I gotWﬂamon rolls every day, you’re going
to get a little soft. Thetime Came in middle school when I wanted to date
girls, but [ was umécesﬁul just didn’tffee 11 e I betomged anywhere.

In eighth grade, _I]rt-my j j F)str tchm six inches taller
that year. Finally, I felt a little more “normal,” though I was still on the
small side for the sport I loved.

Ever since I could understand the game, and possibly even before
that, my dream was to play professional football. This dream made a
lot of sense to me because my dad had played pro football—with the
Bears and the Saints—and more than anything, I wanted to follow in
his footsteps. I idolized him while growing up. Transferring from a
public school to this small, private school after my eighth-grade year
was part of my intentional journey toward that giant goal. It was well
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known that many players from Lake Highland moved on to the elite
college level.

Despite being filled with high hopes and ambition, the start of my
first year of high school at Lake Highland was anything but wonderful.
Back on the bus, I sat and listened to the conversations between the
other players, feeling very much alone. We arrived at the camp and were
herded into an immense dorm room filled with bunk beds. To no one’s
surprise, I ended up on a top bunk. After all, I was a ninth grader and the
new kid—already two strikes again"?t me. I speght the day trying to get
to know the other guys, the pool of\players/trom which I hoped close
friendships would soon grow., CopVersations|quickly turned to football.

(\SI a Seminole,” I told the

group. “I hope to play for Bobby Bowden. My dad played for him at

“I want to go to t ate. I’d Joy,

West Virginia.” I didn’t stop there. “Then my dad went pro. He played

at’s my goal\w)ing pro too.” I didn’t
say these things tofboast. In my hongsty and naivety, I was trying to

for the Bears and the Saints.

make connections, share my dreams

My new teamfmates dtdn’t se it that way. On the third night of camp,
a bunch of thWﬂ my sleeping bag and punched me in
the stomach, ches gs; they ganged up to beat me and then left me
alone, lying in rrﬁyisle?pm ag, with fearg s 1111ng rl'l'n'éugh my tightly
closed eyes as the _9u-rrledjac tjth I ed

Unfortunately, the backlash for being authentlc and sharing my

dreams didn’t just come from the other players. One of the head junior
varsity coaches—Coach Trask for the sake of anonymity—didn’t like
what I was saying either. He had played football at Florida State, but
from what I gathered, his career didn’t go as he had hoped. He didn’t
start many games, and the one big break he had earned didn’t go well.
The night following the beating, a kid in the top bunk a few beds
away from me pushed the ceiling panel up and retrieved a can of beer. I
had no interest in beer. I had never drank and didn’t have any plans to do
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so. I was curious about where he’d gotten it and what else was up there,
so I pushed up the ceiling panel to take a peek. At that moment, Coach
Trask came in. And what I had envisioned as a week of skill building,
newfound hope, and opportunities disappeared completely.
Coach Trask motioned for me to come down. As I approached him,
he accused me of trying to “break out” of the dorm. “Come with me .
. and bring your cleats,” he whispered through clenched teeth. I don’t
know how many kids saw what happlﬁ:ned. Most were already asleep.
At 10:30 that night,.Coach Traslo'iI led me torthe practice field and
lit into me. For what I estimate to have Mut forty minutes, he
made me run and do up-downs, a ¢ ditﬂig% drill often used for pun-

ishment that usually € ten to ftms rest periods
between sets. [ did set after set and wasn’t given any rest tQ recover. The

humid air sucked meldry as my gweat
alone. Using only_a flashlight, €oach T
for nothing—for liftifg a ceiling panel.

night workout with, “You were trying tolescape.” My pléas and denials

fell on ears that dida’t wantto hegr.
Then he said something thagfnade my heart jump and fear settle in.
“If you don’t come 11 st three places in the morning run tomorrow,

I’11 call your pare‘r'rté to fcome g you frothe.” In ninety
degree plus morn 1ng_‘§rmpera reg, the team ad bden runnmg three
miles to “warm up” to prepare for the three-a- day practlces the coaches

ipped onto the grass. I was all
sk'punished me with exercise
e continued to jugtify the late-

held during camp.

I crawled back into my top bunk sleeping bag that night still drenched
in sweat and completely exhausted. I laid in bed, trying to process what
had just happened, and as tired as I was, I couldn’t fall asleep because
of what loomed before me. I was terrified of failing—and possibly even
more scared of letting my parents down. The shame of having to be
picked up from camp and the long car ride home seemed like more than
I could bear. The night hours dragged on as I tossed and turned.



The Ceiling Panel | 5

The next morning, the sun came up way too soon, and just as | felt
the light pouring into the room, I heard Coach Trask’s booming voice.
“Get up, men! It’s time to run.” I quickly threw on my LHP football shirt
as I stumbled out the door. I felt depleted and dehydrated, but I had to
figure out a way to finish in the top three. As the whistle blew and we
took off, I settled into third place behind two seniors. Through the first
mile, a couple of other players strode up next to me and tried to pass
me. The fear drove me to push throilgh the burning in my lungs and the
fatigue in my legs. I just couldn’t g y home.

The course continued to weave| through the woods, and the path
wasn’t clear for those of us inhe lead. Typically, a couple of the
coaches were out ditcet S, but tﬁ\}‘ Nt there that morning.
I could see the two seniors [_was trying to stay within striking dis-
tance of veer left af a fork in the path.|I followed, assuming they knew
where they were going. I hagAo fight o keep them in sight. During the

we neared the ﬁms feeling confident that I had done it, that I
had held my third-place positjon.

everal of my other teammates standing around

the finish line dffkingwater, | l‘ m] —

What the w_ﬂfﬁeri cﬁ}l t_fﬁ!y}o_rf?%o 11 tlm_‘u_gl'}t.

Soon, it dawned on me. We had gotten off course! The next realiza-
tion hit me flat in the face. / failed. Tears filled my eyes and snaked down
my cheeks. Does this mean Coach will send me home? 1 wondered.

Coach Trask sauntered over to me. “I’m not going to send you
home, but you need to get it together,” he warned. I did my best to do
just that as I pushed everything down into my gut where I could seal
it up and ignore it. I didn’t know that the effects of what happened
at football camp—the mistreatment from my teammates and Coach
Trask—would seep out later, creating problems because while I had
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sealed up all the pain, fear, and anger deep inside, I never gave it
space to be healed.

Coach Trask continued to ride me all year. A few months later, in
front of other team members, he said, “You’ll never play college foot-
ball, and if you do, you’ll be the guy that holds the ball for the kicker
on windy days.” His ongoing assessment of me was this: You’re small,
white, and not that fast. He routinely asked me, “What makes you think
you can do this?” and many of my tea@mates stared at me, persuaded to
wonder the same thing. .

I know the sting of feeling like ari outsidet and how deflating it is
to be told that you’re not good enopgh. I desp¢rately wanted to belong,
but instead, I was abused: of thosﬁ\r ¢s that—for whatever
reason—didn’t like me, who togk exception to me, neveraccepted me.

I wasn’t invited to their parties. | was ostracized and didn’t have many

friends that first year of school,A'he olde plwthe team called me

It seemed to_me that I had jygt moved from one hard road in middle
school to a differen hard road in high school. I wasn’t a popu-
lar kid. Not at alleAnd 1 fhou e Imever ould‘b‘ed

It’s not easy\b_egg enagerj rmen rs at mevels includ-
ing adults who discouraged me from full-scale drearnmg Not only
was | discouraged, I was ridiculed, though the worst of it came from
Coach Trask.

“You’re not big enough.”

“You’re not fast enough.”

“You’re out of your league.”
But here’s a hard truth: The world does that. The world can be a discour-
aging place, and people can be unkind, even ruthless. And this is true for

everyone, including those who may appear to have it all together—the
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popular kids too. Why? There is an evil tormentor that lurks, trying
to disrupt, steal, and destroy. He’s especially greedy when it comes to
Christ-followers.

The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy. | came that they may have life
and have it abundantly (John 10:10).

Thankfully, there were some pé?sitive influencers in my life during
this time. First, my patents. They po'ﬁlred God’s#ruth into me, reminding
me [ was capable and loved. They built a sglid Christian home for me
and my six older siblings to'grow/up in. We|were taught from a young
age the truth of the g Sus Chrﬁt’x\llm% and that He has
a good and perfect plan for our lives. I watched my dad lead worship
at church and my mom serve ds the cgnsummate team mom and youth
group volunteer. So I was bléssed with anwi\ngly loving, yet very

imperfect, family. [4IS0 had a youth pastor who mentored me. Joe Sims

encouraged me to dive into God’s Wotd. Unfortunatgly, I can’t say that
I read my Bible émy. I wish I had. Because every time I would
turn to God for comfort and ecouragement, His Word held something

special for me. s in lots of ways, but His Holy Word is the

primary tool HeTses t? co uni W‘I‘th s|My favotite verse during
these years was J eyb_rﬁxm'h |_'

“For | know the plans | have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans for welfare and
not for evil, to give you a future and a hope.”

I wrote it everywhere my eyes might land in my daily routine: on
the bathroom mirror, in my locker, in my notebooks, and so on. And
while the plans I dedicated my efforts, heart, and soul to were more
my plans than God’s, I found peace and comfort in Scripture. Though
these were words that God wrote to a specific people at a specific time
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in history, I clung to them as if they were His promise to me. This
verse and the encouragement from Joe and my parents sustained me. |
knew that regardless of what others were saying or doing to me, God
had a plan for me. And I kept believing, even when the odds were
stacked against me.
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1.

Have you made a conscious decision to surrender
your will and your dreams to Christ? Surrender.
Submit. Those are not fun words for any of us to read, let alone
do. Submission is the spirit with which Jesus teaches us to pray
in the Lord’s Prayer, recorded in Matthew 6:10: “Your kingdom
come, your will be done, 0\1 earth as it is in heaven.” What is

one thing you can surrender |Ito God toddy and every day for the
next forty days? . '

. Do yow hem have a dream?

One you’ve been told you don’t have what it takes to accom-
plish? Whati/does God say about the purpose for which you were
created? Read Ephesjdns 2:10 Dog%lieve this is a dream

that God hagplaced in your he rtu



Chapter 2
THE BETRAYAL

VS

Bitterness is deadlier than betrayal.

(r_\ Mike Murdock

espite the sumnfier Tootball camp nightmare, I was pulled up to Lake

Highland’s varsity team as a _freshmap, in prepagafion for the next

season. | wad'the smallest kid at five-foot-eight, 125 pounds, almost
a dangerous size for this level 6f football.
My size was p 1 display in the playoffs during my sopho-

more year wheff We wpere matched|up ra‘ga'nsi one gfFlorida’s power-
house schools: e,‘ll_e;Glic.le Gl;ie !]ay High ScHool. Their starting

fullback was over 230 pounds, and at one point, he broke into the sec-
ondary with a full head of steam. I was playing safety, and there was
nothing between him and the goal line but me. I lowered my shoulder
and tried to lay a hit on him but ended up flat on my back. He ran
right through me, but a fortuitous and bizarre occurrence prevented him
from scoring. When the back of my head bounced off of the ground, his
cleat caught my facemask. It’s not the safest way to bring down a ball

11
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carrier, but at the time, I was grateful. And luckily, my face didn’t have
to pay the price.

I was determined to make some major changes to my body before
my junior year and finagled my class schedule so I could take weights
[class] first and last periods. I started lifting twice a day, eating like a
madman, and doing everything I could to develop my athletic ability.
I carried MET-Rx protein shakes in my mini cooler lunch box. And I
signed up for any and every speed I'{:linic, football camp, and agility
camp I could find. II'.

My favorite Scriptures from middlé schoojand my first couple years

of high school CWI&CG for my dreams that seemed
far-fetched to others bu ¢, includh: m 37:4:

Take delight in the L0RD, and h wil give you 7 desires Bf your hear‘l.
N : S—
As a teenager, I Believed in what God said about mg. However,
perhaps like many young Christians, 1 applied His_ Wo6rd to the life

I wanted, rather thﬁﬁﬁﬂing my trust in the future that He had for
me. | composWﬂe my big football dreams origi-
nated from a Go delighted in, and therefore, He would

turn my dreams~into rFality. It W_j's -n‘g)erLion af-the prosperity
gospel. I took Ps\algn = strpighit qut the Bible/ with no context
to define its truth.

My relentless hope also came from my parents, particularly my dad,

who encouraged me by sharing that he was a late bloomer too. Genetics
would follow. I would grow, but for now, I just had to work hard.

True to my dad’s promise and through my workouts, by the start of
my junior year, I had put on almost fifty pounds and now weighed in at
175 pounds. Our Lake Highland team went undefeated that year. It was
the first regular season with no losses in the school’s history, and I was
proud to be a part of it.
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I regularly played on defense, specifically the corner position, but
I was also the second-string quarterback. That was my goal—to be the
quarterback. To have the game on the line and the ball in my hands. Our
starting quarterback, Brian Hoffman—a guy who stood just under six
feet, three inches tall and had a cannon for an arm—was a year ahead of
me, and was admittedly better. He had already secured a scholarship to
the University of Connecticut.

During the course of that un(ilefeated season, Brian was injured

during a couple of games, and I ﬁllé'!id in at the B position in the third
or fourth quarter, with the responsibility of ffiishing those games ahead

and keeping our undefeated seagén alive. I} was every back-up quar-
terback’s dream, to C weigh @w?mgé and come out
on top. In those games, I handed the ball off a lot, bu} I threw a few

passes here and thedre too. And|I accorhplished the goal™—two more Ws
to maintain our_undefeated

ason. I| had.not only proven myself to
myself but to countfess others too: teaimmates, coaches, and those who

watched the games.

I relished in tfic belief that my senior year was going to be my fime,
my opportunity to lead the teapd. This was why I had transferred to Lake

Highland. This wa

why I had worked“out atw_icej dﬁ i‘; wetght jaining‘cﬁsses. I believed
. —— . ~ .

it was my turn ‘Eo ga_l}ﬁ-hgse schola sh!ps and realiZe my long-awaited
dreams. In preparation, I attended Florida State’s—my dream school—

ad endured that first summer camp. This was

speed camp, as well as training camps at William and Mary and Auburn
to grow and improve my skills. I had a laser focus and believed God was
fulfilling my dreams because of all of my hard work and my intent to
live out those Scriptures I kept reading.

A month before my senior season started, Lake Highland’s offen-
sive coordinator, Chris Rock—not the comedic actor but a coach I
had become very close with after earning his confidence regarding my
talent—called me into his office.
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“Josh, I have good news and bad news. Which do you want first?”

“Um, I don’t know. What do you have to tell me?”

“Josh, I’'m leaving. I got the head coaching job at St. Edward’s.” St.
Edward’s High School was one of our rivals. My insides experienced
the sensations you get when news guts you. Warmth. Heaviness. A rapid
heartbeat. “I care about you, Josh, and I’m sorry I can’t coach you for
your senior season.’

I felt sad and hated to see him g04I I hugged him and walked out the
door. It was good news for Coach Rogk but not écessarily good news
for me. A tiny seed of anxiety lodged itselfAn my stomach. I didn’t
know who they’d hire or what th wo}d\mr:an for me, but I would

soon find out.
Perhaps my anxiety was more of a pren

honition, a foreboding of what

was to come. Lake Highland had M)ew
Coach Trask, tHe tormentor frgm my freshman year, ended up being
our new offensiw had been the head JV coach, so I had
not interacted with Ti ch during my sophomore and junior years.
When I heard hlmme my j_(‘) ng dopped nd themrhausea set in.

Nonetheless, 1 w;as}o ent 11 y to 1 leave th_ﬁast behind us
and move forward. Chin up, I resolved to be the best player I could be

and earn those scholarships.

There was a quarterback two years behind me that had started for
Coach Trask as a freshman, and this QB would be moving up to varsity.
Coach Trask liked this quarterback, Ais quarterback. So we battled it out
in camp—this sophomore and I, now a senior. Grateful I had become a
bigger and stronger player, I took the majority of the first-team (starting)
reps during the summer and in the early fall camp practices, all the way
until the week of our first game.
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A few minutes before that first game, [ was warming up, tossing the
ball, when Coach Trask approached me. “What are you doing? You’re
not starting tonight. Go take your seat on the bench.”

And that’s how he informed me that I wasn’t going to be the starting
quarterback for my senior year of high school.

I sat on the bench, my dreams crushed. I was demoralized, despon-
dent. I thought, If I can t start on my high school team, how am I going
to win a scholarship, let alone plajlf for any legacy football school? In
my mind’s eye, | watched my drean'}s slip away? Tears threatened while
I stood on the sidelines of that game, but ¥ only allowed them to be
released when I got home that nighit, when I crawled into bed and wept.

I went through a e of thﬁ\l: grief that night. First,
denial, that this was my reality. How could it be? How could all of the
work and effort I'd put in lead to thi
stances and specifically at Cgach Trask. F

? Second, anger at my circum-
could he do this to me—
and this way? I had proven to be the hetter quarterback) at least in my
mind. I had won the job! The injustice lof.it tortured me? Third, bargain-
ing. How can | clfaiTgeﬁh”iS? Can I go talk to the head coach and ask for
a fair shot?

The next morn

new resolve surfaced. I had been taught to
never give up, S04in Hily head, I rk outatternative plans.
j schoJ)F'm the area. But

— c—
the season had already started, and I knew there were rules about those

I can transfer\Th Jw'ere

kinds of things. I considered it anyway. Perhaps, I will have to sit out a
few games, but I can still practice and win a starting spot, | reasoned.
My parents were unbelievably supportive. Just prior to the start of
my senior year, my dad had taken a four-month unpaid leave of absence
from his job at Joe Gibbs Racing to be at every one of my practices and
games. His career had him routinely on the road, driving a truck for Joe
Gibbs Racing’s show car program. My mom ran the program, and my
dad drove the show vehicles for Home Depot or Interstate Battery cars.
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Funny enough, I had my first driving lesson on the streets in our
neighborhood in an Interstate Battery #18 Bobby Labonte Chevy
Lumina race car that had been used in the movie Days of Thunder. It
had been repainted, of course, but when we fired that thing up in our
neighborhood, the sound made walls shake and heads turn. I don’t think
I ever got it out of second gear. It’s a wonder I didn’t blow out the clutch
as my dad shifted for me from the passenger seat!

So my dad took this sabbatical I'from his job to be there to walk
me through my whole senior experie%lce, neithep’of us knowing 1’d be
benched on day one by thisnew coachi I was iy parents’ last child, last
son, and I was the only son who follgwed in out dad’s football footsteps.
My brother, Conard, and haﬁ\[ talent, but it hadn’t

worked out for scholarships or college ball.
I think a small part of my dad wanted to relive the football jour-

The Saturday niﬁlﬁﬂ?:r‘l got b¢nched, my dad drove off into the night.

I don’t know wWy mom and I sat alone at the house.

Though I still wonder: ad happened to him, I finally went to bed.
The next da}f'when ['came! dO\E\\!fﬂ‘b ea fast fre-was back. He

said, “Son, Ihea?ci'l ha e nevﬂ'leard the audi-
ble voice of God He has spoken to me through dlfferent ways: open and
closed doors, others speaking His truth into me, reading Bible verses,
hearing repetitive messages and knowing it’s God, and other ways. My
parents raised me to be very careful about saying, “I heard the voice of
God,” or “God told me . . .” because we don’t want to give any impres-
sion that we are the voice of God or have some special connection to
God that other believers aren’t privy to.

So when my dad admitted this, my heart stuttered. “Son, this has
never happened to me before. This has never happened in my life! I was
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out last night, weeping and wondering what God was doing, trying to
find some direction. ‘Don’t let my son hurt,” [ begged Him. ‘Please God,
bless his dream and give him a chance.’”

Then my dad shared with me that he believed he heard God respond.
If he's faithful, I will bless him.

“Son, whatever you want to do—if you want to transfer or do some-
thing else—I’1l support you, but I believe God gave me this message.
So I had to share it.” H|I

I spent the next couple of days pil'layiriei)?/it and thinking through
everything. I believed my.dad, that he had h€ard God. Okay, 1 thought,
I’ll stay at Lake Highland Prep. JQuietly decided to wait and see what
God would do with 1 Fj
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1. Have you ever had the “rug ripped out” from

you? Perhaps one of your dreams was shattered
or a sudden realization changed your perspective or life. How
did you feel, emotionally and physically? How did you work
through the surprise and the other emotions you had? Did you
turn to God during this procesl‘\s? (Proverbs 13:12)

|
1

'|

2. Ifyou’ve felt or heard God spedk to you, how does He communi-
cate with you? Is it through Aature? Ot!rers? His Word? Feelings

of peace? Circu ? Timi gQ,Q?S‘O'I’{OtHeI’ way? Have

you ever heard the audible voice of God, either in jour ears or in
ribe it? If not, how do you feel

your spirit? How would you des

ve heard voice of God? Are you



AGALL TO ACTION

'|

1
|
his has been My Time, Now, it’s| YOMJ sing your answers to

the Red Zone questions‘at the“end of each chapter, craft your God

story—yowo S Qd.’sﬁ‘mﬁ;ss as He pursues

all of you. You don’t have to write a full book, but I e}jcourage you to

write something. Sfart a blog, write a devotion, or simply write a jour-
nal entry (or seyeral). Then, share you tesﬁwspeaking truth about

what God has donefin your life, with ¢thers. We are mapdated by God

to share the gospel with the world an

has written throgh our tives
truths that hearts are led to faj
overcome. No on€e

g truth of the testimony God
ith others. It is through sharing these

in Jesus and the lies of the enemy are
S your testimony; it is unique to you and your
life. Your storyr‘rﬁa%ter%! You have nb idea \j God wittuse you or who
He will impac\t\_th})lljgh}fJ li_f?.jof‘?jl._si‘lcar_m‘th some trusted
friends or family members; then branch out, as the Spirit leads, and
share your testimony with those who either don’t know God yet or who
are working through their own tough journeys. If you consider yourself
a seeker, perhaps curious but not sold out for Christ, I pray my story and
these questions have revealed God working in your life and awakened
your interest in pursuing Jesus, to find out what knowing Him could
mean for you. I promise, it’s worth it.

241
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THE RESCUE

I believe in the power of the Holy Spirit to take the words that have
been written in these pages and change hearts. By His grace, your
eternal future does not depend on me or any talent that I may or may
not have to recount my testimony or reveal the truth of the gospel.
But your future in eternity requires a response. I would be remiss,
with all of the discussion of the gospel in this book, if I didn’t actually

present it in such a way that
you can receive the prégious
gift of salvation. Since\ I
have been blessed to serve
Jesus through FCA, thak
it makes sense to utilize the
simple but wonderélz\tool
they borrowed from Manuel

Leiser, with Campf@is” Cru-
sade for Christ, called The

Four to communicﬁﬁ‘@ospel.

1. God Loves

God lovﬂou
than YU
fully imagine or com-
prehend. He knit you
together in your moth-
er’s womb, gave you
life, has a great plan GOD LO\/ ES \/OU
for your life, and des-
perately wants a rela-
tionship with you.
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2. Sin Separates You

Our sinful rebellion
against God—doing
things our way rather
than His or thinking we
know better—drives a
wedge between us and

God. He is holy and S‘ N S PARATES

righteous and “¢annot
ith
sin. Our sin deserves

highTs our dfat Tust physwally, but spir-
itually. Howeyer, God 1gxes us so much that He wants to reconcile

us to Himself.
L
3. Jesus Rescdes You
God Himself, Jesus

Christ, cdme 1o earth,

born Qf a virgin, to

be in fellowship

just punishment;

offer HimSeH=7

perfect fS%térlﬁ?eXh

we co ' | |

Jesus drank the full JESUSRIGCUES
cup of the righteous YOu

wrath of God as He
hung on the cross and
gave up His Spirit unto death so that we may be made alive in
Him. He rose again on the third day, not only proving He was
God, but also defeating death and Satan and breaking us free
from the chains of sin.
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4. Will You Trust Jesus
To receive this amazing,

incomprehensible sacrifi-
cial gift that Jesus offers
us, we must respond.
John the Baptist came

before Jesus as a precur- WILL YOU TRUST

sor to prepare the way. _
PP g /LE’SUS?

of what Jsus dido af Wmm:; we should be

up there instead._That is thg penalty we truly ervefYet, He loved
you enough tolendure it fo} you. We must repent of our sin and turn

He baptized forrepen-

from it. Fhat pivot is self-rdliarteg_to total trust and faith in

Jesus Christ.

“If you declarem mouth, ‘Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your
heart that God
your heart that you and are justified, and it is with your mouth
that you profess yout falf and a \e ayedi*¢ ans 1979=10).

That declaraté)y%_}mt an‘jcftno edge ent that y tﬁ'we know who
Jesus is. The demons and Satan all know who He is, but they refuse to

dead, you will be saved. For it is with

ised him from t

submit to Him and will not make Him their Lord. Confessing “Jesus is
Lord” is an outward expression of a submitted heart position where you
put Jesus Christ back on the throne of your life, where He belongs.

If you want to receive the gift of salvation and make Jesus the Lord
of your life, I encourage you to pray this simple prayer:

“Jesus, I believe you are the son of God, took on flesh, lived a sin-
less life and took the punishment that I rightly deserve. That you rose
from the grave on the third day, conquered sin and death, and will come
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again. [ want to repent of my sin and turn from it. I need you. I need you
to change me from the inside out. You are the Lord of my life. I love
you. Help me serve you and bring you glory all of my days.”

These are not magic words. The prayer of salvation can be prayed
a lot of different ways and that’s really not the point. God knows your
heart and if you’ve actually chosen to give your life to Him or not. If you
just prayed this prayer, Hallelujah! This is the best and most important
decision you will ever make in youl_'g life. Angels in heaven are literally
celebrating right now"and singing iiln praise bgCause when you depart
this life, you will live in eternal fellowship with God.

But it doesn’t end here. Yoysare going|to need help to walk this
walk. We were neve o do itﬁ\I at is why God created
the Church. I encourage you to find a Bible teaching, Qhrist following
church near you and get plugged in. You need to be discipled by other,

o need to rea@vord of God for your-

ant to know Hint and you will

desire to follow His ways. Getting conngcted to t ody of Christ,
reading His Wormking tg Him daily in prayer are essential parts
of life in Christ. God bless yow'on your journey. I’'m praying for you.
GET CONNECTER—~ ~ J —

If you want to go dg jcrm )ﬁ}ur_}élt grﬁ{d tools to'h_'eIP you take those

initial steps down the path that will lead you closer to Christ, I encour-
age you connect with me (or my team at Faith Forge). Go to faithforge.
org and find discipleship materials, instructional videos, blogs, podcasts,
and more. Faith Forge is a forum, a platform where Christian men and
women provide content for other believers to sharpen their faith. Our
goal is to help you forge inner strength and courageous character through
the refining fire of the Holy Spirit and to equip you through Jesus Christ
for spiritual battle. We are in a fight, and the enemy has come to steal,
kill, and destroy. Arm yourself for battle and don’t wage the war alone.
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Feel free to reach out to me directly with a prayer request or even
a theological question at josh@faithforge.org. Stay plugged in through
whatever social media outlet best suits your needs:

Website: faithforge.org

Instagram: @faith.forge

Twitter: @faithforgeorg

TikTok: @faithforgeorg

Facebook: Faith Forge

YouTube Channel: Faith Forge =/




PHOTO GALLERY

Mud Bow! MVP and Little Le

2 pion
at 11 years old

N

dd

Senior year at Lake Highland Prep,
shaving my head was a BAD choice.
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Carrying the rock for the Yale Bullgeg
Sophomore year 1998:

-
M 2.

Press uuverageAat Corner for Yale vs Holy Cross.

Dad (Jerry), Mom (Judy), me and my brother (Conard) at University of San Diego.
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Always the bdpy of the family®ut no longer the “little” brother.
(Lgfito Rigt=teefy. Jay, Conard. Jacob, Mg).

f '

Training at my old high scoo! LiRso s o probign. 2001

A Joyful Introduction for the Amsterdam Admirals 2002
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Finally in an NFL Uniform, Texans vs
NY Giants in the Hall of Fame Game 2002.

N

On jhe set of “We Are Marshall” with actor Arlen Escarpeta,
who played 0B Reggie Oliver.

=

My 30th birthday with a crew of amazing friends including Chris Ackerman (far left), Brandon Yarckin
(second of the left), Josh Holt (behind me), Chandler (arm on my Dad's shoulder) and Josh Reeves (far right).

X A
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With my brother from another mother
16, Ivery Gaskins.

Hitting the Big Snatch at NorCal Crossfit Regional Competition in 2014
with my CSA Teammates.

G -

The Eye of the Tiger with my ultimate Crossfit Teammate
and training partner Buddy Hitchcock.
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Running down my competitisaLeg by ren doing
thrusters in Grid Leagus tryouts 2015.

LA ———

On tvirings gre | wan my spot of the Grid League, Los Angeles Reign.

i
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« PRAY FOR AMERICA *

qui'Y

Finally finding my calling:4eadiag.young people to
Christ. Praying on the National Day of Prayerwitiy
of my youth, Nathaniel Anderses and Dani Reyes.

Coaching is a ministry as well. Making in game
adjustments as the Defensive Coordinator for the
Manatee High Hurricanes in 2022.

. f" ” \, \ . EV
Jesus blessed me with an amazingly loving Christian wife,
Traci Ruth Phillips, May 28th 2022.
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