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AFFIRMATIVE ACTION

I never believed in affi rmative action. Why 
should I have? I am a middle-class white male. 
I have been part of the privileged caste since 
birth.

John Wayne’s rugged individualism has always 
appealed to people like me: You can pull yourself 
up by your own bootstraps. No one is exempt. 
Equal opportunity for all. We take pride in 
accepting personal responsibility for our own 
destinies and look with disdain on those who 
make excuses for their “self-created” problems. 

Growing up in an all-American family, attending 
private school, and my virtual separation from 
the disparities of the big city only reinforced my 
understanding that “you are what you decide to 
be.” I never knew about dads beating on their 
kids. Alcohol was far from our home. We never 
prayed for our daily bread; our cupboards were 
always full.

Don’t get me wrong. I am grateful for my 
heritage. I was shielded from much pain. But 
feeling compassion for, or a sense of obligation 
to, those less privileged was not something 
naturally fostered.

Life, however, has a way of softening us. At least 
it can. After years of working with the poor and 
abused, my views (and more importantly, my 
heart) have changed.  
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 “As a child I 
remember questioning 
everything: Am I 
responsible for my 
parents divorce? Why is 
my life so chaotic? Why 
donít I fit in? Where is 
God and how can I get 
Him to love me?    

 I began experimenting with drugs and 
alcohol around the age of 15. When I was 17 I 
became pregnant by my high school boyfriend. 
He was not ready to make a commitment so we 
broke up. I struggled being a single mother and 
found an escape in drugs and alcohol. 

  I knew I was not the mother my son 
deserved, but I could not stop - not even for 
him. The knowledge that I was failing as a 
mother, plus my emotional instability, led me to 
use even more. The more I used, the guiltier I 
felt. I couldnít fi nd a way out.

 By the time I was 25, I was a full-fl edged 
addict. I was shooting heroin, smoking crack, 
and whatever else I could fi nd. I was in and out 
of jail. I experienced things I never thought a 
girl who grew up in the suburbs would. I tried 
to get help through counseling, medication and 
rehabilitation centers but nothing worked. 

 My lowest point came when my parents 
showed up at my door one day. They took one 
look at me and insisted I go for an AIDS test. 
They informed me that my son had seen me 
shoot heroin. I realized, then, that I was a sick, 
lost, hopeless person. I knew I needed God but 
didn’t know how to reach Him.  

 I had known about Life Challenge for several 
years. I called and made an appointment and in 
January of 2008 entered the program. 

 In the beginning I had a hard time with the 
structure and discipline. I was resistant to the 
things that were asked of me. But through the 
ministry of God’s Word and constant fellowship 
with godly people, I fell in love with Jesus. God 
opened my eyes to who He is and who I am. He 
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