Falling In Love with God

By Dr. Jorge Vargas


What has brought me to this point? I so wanted my relationship with God to be transformed, made new. I did all the things I was told to do-go to church, read the Bible and pray. I eventually hated going to church, avoided the Bible and never prayed. My spiritual life and my life in general, began to fall apart. I felt like I had no purpose, no reason to live. 


Feeling that I had no purpose was the most painful experience of my life. Every day was a heavy weight. I dreaded going to sleep, knowing that the sun would come up. I didn’t want to face another day. 


Funny, huh? Here I was, the psychiatrist, “the mental health professional,” supposedly with all the answers, and I was lost. Incredibly lost. Deeply lost. Everything our society had taught me that mattered, such as my education, career, position, knowledge, all was of absolutely no use to me. I felt that nothing could help me, not even God.


I felt that God made a mistake when He saved me. I was not worthy of Him at all. I was useless to everyone, especially to God. Every day I had to sit in my office, with the patients, each of us playing the doctor-patient game, like I was able to help anyone, but I was dying on the inside. Nothing made any sense. Life didn’t make any sense. Salvation didn’t make any sense.


I asked God why He would save someone so useless and stupid as me. No looks, no brains, no talent. I was not like other people I had known who were so brilliant they could quote all the literature, give talks, and have successful practices. I wasn’t an author. The only thing I ever wrote was a bunch of mumbo-jumbo in a patient’s record. Some great work of literature, huh?

I knew people who were talented, who could create with their hands, make things of beauty. What had I created in my life but one mess after another, one problem after another? This ugliness went on for days, weeks, months, and then years. I couldn’t get out of this horrible prison of self-hatred. I literally wished I would die, every day, every moment. And here I was asking patients if they felt suicidal. That was making it worse.


But God never gave up on me, even when I had long given up on myself. Slowly God began to show me that a life lived for oneself is actually death. If you are only preoccupied with yourself, your world becomes small, bitter and miserable. It becomes a stagnant, lifeless, meaningless pit, a self-made prison. 


God created us not to solve our problems or to be our Heavenly Therapist, but Our Heavenly father. What does that mean? It means we were created to love Him with all our hearts and to spend our lives loving Him!


I began to see what Jesus did on the Cross. He made the way for us to enter into the very heart of God, so that we could come near to Him. God did this because He wanted us so much He gave up His precious Son! For me? As wretched and ungrateful as I was? Yes! For me, for you, for the whole world.


I am not saying this because I read it in the Bible and am aimlessly repeating it, but to me it is a living, breathing reality. It is more precious than life itself! It reminds me of the Last Supper when the disciple that Jesus loved had laid his head on His bosom. That disciple could literally hear Jesus’ heartbeat! Can you imagine getting so close to God that you can sense His heartbeat as that disciple did?


That is now my mission in life and my prayer. I know He is answering me!
© Copyright 2006 Dr. Jorge Vargas
