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What if you lost your faith in God?Clay Roberts longs for the faith he once walked by. The perfect
job, a wonderful wife and a princess for a daughter.One day everything was taken away.How
long can you numb the pain before you can’t anymore? How far does the Great Shepherd let his
sheep wander?The Lost Truth is an inspirational Christian novel and is a modern-day Job story.
Inspiring and uplifting, this story shines a light on God’s grace, mercy, and forgiveness.
Christians seeking truth will not be able to put down this unforgettable story of
redemption.“Inspirational and thought-provoking!” – Sally912“A great story as the characters are
well developed!” – Kindle Customer Sandra“After reading this book, I sat back and really thought
about all the aspects that happened to Clay and the other characters within the book. There
were so many things that touched me…” – RivsterReviews“Clay was a broken man who was
determined to drown his sorrows and pain in his addiction and it was destroying everyone
around him. But, it is truly amazing how God set him up to turn back towards Him.” – DD
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the AuthorPrologueTrials are tests of our faith, and I failed horribly. The refinement process that
God put me through was a heat I could barely survive, but in the end I did. Through the grace of
God and my faith in Jesus Christ I was able to come out the other end still alive, though I was
barely standing both figuratively and literally.For a person to have a good testimony it requires
large brushstrokes of pain and heartache that nobody ever wants to endure in this life. What
follows in the pages you’re about to read is a story of a broken sinner who needed the Lord. It’s
not always pretty, and at parts you’ll most likely cringe, but in the end, you’ll see how God
brought me out of my suffering and redeemed me.It’s a story of God’s grace and redemptive
power that resides at the cross of Calvary. He gives a gift of salvation to all who calls upon Him,
but it’s up to us to bring Him into our lives and leave our brokenness at the foot of the cross. My
prayer is my story can help just one person out there that is struggling to understand the
hardship they are going through. When nothing makes sense, and everything appears to be
crumbling around us is exactly where God can meet us.Consider it pure joy, my brothers and
sisters, whenever you face trials of many kinds, because you know that the testing of your faith
produces perseverance. Let perseverance finish its work so that you may be mature and
complete, not lacking anything.James 1:2-4Chapter 1The rain pelted against the metal slates of
the roof and poured like a waterfall over the edge as I sat in my cozy wicker chair on the back
porch of my sister’s house. The sounds of the water as it slid off the roof composed a harmonic
rhythm that eased my troubled soul. Slouched crookedly in my chair, I clutched a bottle of
whiskey and held onto the last of the hopes I had within me. My eyes glazed over as the whiskey
worked its magic, and the pain began to ease, if only for a moment.I drank to help dull the pain
that endlessly tortured my body and soul. While the whiskey might help with the pain, it never
released me from the prison I had found myself in. The cement walls I had built up around me



were thick with regret, and the bars were forged by my mistakes. The life I once knew as truth
was further from me now than it ever was before.The alcohol began to fail as minutes turned into
hours, and the pain, both in my body and mind, began to rise like that of a boiling pot of water
forgotten on a burner. Bringing the bottle back to my lips, I paused. Taking a breath, I look across
the porch and through the onslaught of the rain coming down. She left.I took a swig.The
cinnamon flavored medication warmed my chest, thawing the coldness in my heart. As it ran
through me, it relieved the tension and brought calmness as it took over. My eyes grew heavy as
the pain quieted down.Waking some unknown amount of time later, I noticed the rain had
stopped and a blanket was draped over me. Where’d the blanket come from? Sitting up in my
chair, I struggled to keep my eyelids open.My sister, Janice, pushed open the creaking screen
door and stepped out onto the porch, handing me a glass of water. “If you don’t stop being a
drunk and get your life together, I’m going to kick you outta here!”Taking the glass from her, I
chugged the water. The coolness was a relief as it washed over the dryness that clung to my
mouth. Leaning over to one side, I set the glass down on the small patio table next to my chair.
Taking a deep breath in as I relaxed into my position, I looked up at Janice. “I thought you weren’t
supposed to be home until tomorrow.”“Don’t try to act like you care about anything besides
yourself, Clay,” she snapped back at me as she bent over and grabbed the empty bottle of
whiskey I must have dropped.My lips tightened together as her words warmed my anger. She
had valid reasons to be harsh with me. I was, after all, living at her house rent-free since I was
kicked out of the rehabilitation center after not showing signs of wanting to get better. Janice had
done a lot for me, and keeping my quiet was the least I could do.Sighing, she softened her wrath
toward me a smidge. “I’m sorry. I just worry about you, Clay. What happened was that they
decided to cancel the speaker for tomorrow morning. That’s why I’m home early. Did you call
Pastor Longfellow?”My voice deepened as I responded. “I didn’t call John.” She didn’t
understand what going to the church up the road really meant in my world. She didn’t get the fact
that I’d rather be taken out to the street corner down in front of the Wagon Wheel down the road
and flogged in front of everyone in Suncrest than to visit John for a counseling session. She also
lacked the understanding of how truly painful the past was. The pain in my leg paled in
comparison to the heartache that would come from stirring up the past and the heartaches of my
yesterdays.Desiring to escape the conversation with Janice, I pushed myself out of my chair. The
pain in my leg shot down toward my foot as I gained my balance. She grabbed my arm to help
me get my footing. Looking down at her neatly manicured fingernails as she gripped my arm, I
said, “You’d better rethink that, Sis.”She released. “I’m just trying to help . . .”“Today’s just a hard
day.”I continued inside and sat down in the living room. It seemed like a simple enough plan, but
when you have chronic pain, there is no simple plan. As I came over to the couch, I used the arm
rest to help lower myself down. My now dull and achy pain decided to send a bolt of excruciating
pain through my leg, and this time it reached clear into my foot and almost to my toes. Letting out
an anguished roar, I fell backward into the couch cushions. After a few moments, the pain began
to subside.Hearing the screen door creak as it opened and then shut, I could almost hear my



sister’s sadness through the sounds the door made. The sad tones didn’t stop there. They
echoed through the house as Janice went into the kitchen and began pulling medication bottles
from the cupboard.Glancing over at the dusty television that sat on the entertainment stand in
the living room, I could see a faint outline of the living room and myself in the reflection. Turning
from the reflection, I looked up to the wall of photos near the TV, and my mind leapt through time
as my eyes scanned all the pictures of our family. Uncles, aunts, cousins and so on filled the
living room walls of my sister’s house. Focusing on one picture in particular, one of my late father,
Michael, I thought for a moment about how disappointed he would be. Turning my head and my
thoughts away from him, I saw Janice on her way in with another glass of water, but this time she
also had a few Advils.“I’m only forty-two years old. I don’t understand why I need to be waited
on.”Janice shook her head. “Why don’t you go for a walk and ask yourself that?” She handed me
the medicine and the glass of water.Adjusting to sit up straighter on the couch, I grabbed the
pills from her hand and the water. She was almost to the hallway when I finished swallowing my
water. “Janice.”She turned. “What?”“I just want to say I’m sorry. I know it took a lot for you to agree
to let me come live with you, and I’m doing a poor job at showing my appreciation. Thank you for
being my big sis.”A genuine smile bloomed across her face, and she came back over to the
couch and bent down on her knees. Grabbing my hand, she looked at me. “I love you. You’re my
brother. That will never change, but if you want to kill yourself, I’m not going to let you do that in
my house. Go see John, or you have to find a new place to live.”“Oh, please! My drinking isn’t
that bad. You know I can’t live on my own.”She rose to her feet. “That’s right, you can’t. So it
sounds like you’re going to go meet him tomorrow at two.” Leaving the room, she moved with
such confidence that I knew I’d better go meet with him. John . . .Janice had put up with me for
over three months since I left the rehabilitation clinic. She was patient with me, but had also tried
pushing me ever since I arrived. Walks, swimming, church, and now a counseling session with
the pastor. I hadn’t done anything she wanted me to do, but the look in her eyes this time
confirmed that I’d better do it.Chapter 2Waking the next day in the same slouched position on
the couch where I had fallen asleep watching television the night before, I glanced toward the
kitchen. I could hear Janice preparing breakfast. Adjusting on the couch, I bumped the remote
off the arm rest.She glanced in from around the separating wall and said, “Good. You’re up. The
pastor called and said something came up this afternoon. You have to meet him forty minutes
from now.”Letting out a sigh, I shook my head. “Today’s not a good day, Sis. The pain is really
bad right now.”She laughed. “I don’t care.”Raising an eyebrow as I looked at her, I glared. “That’s
rude.”“You’re in pain every day, Clay. You’re going or you’re moving out. The choice is
yours.”“Okay. Stop it!” I snapped. “I get it.” Jerking my body over to one side to help myself get off
the couch, I felt a surge of pain dig itself into my leg. “Ahh . . .” I moaned.“Well . . . if you wouldn’t
jerk your body out of anger.”“Whatever,” I retorted as she vanished back around the separating
wall. Grabbing my wood carved walking cane that was leaning against the nearby wall, I stood
up and made my way into the kitchen. Leaning my cane against the wall near the table, I took a
seat.The aroma of bacon and eggs filled the air as I waited for Janice to finish the toast. Turning



my head, I peered outside to see a bird out in the yard. Leaning my arms on the table, I tried to
get a better look out the window. The baby blue bird’s wings were flapping, but only one seemed
to be working as it struggled to lift off the ground and puttered across the grass.“What is it?” she
asked, coming over to the table and setting my breakfast down in front of me.“It’s an injured bird.”
My heart went out for the little guy. I knew his struggle. His pain.She peered out the window at
the bird. “Poor little guy. Looks like he’s struggling.”Turning, I grabbed my cane and got up from
the table.“What are you doing?”“I’m going to go help the bird.”She laughed. “Really? Your food is
going to get cold.”“I don’t care. I’ll eat it in a minute.”“You don’t have time, Clay. You have that
meeting with the pastor.”“I’ll be fine, Janice.” I made my way to the porch and down the steps.
Heading around the corner of the house, I found the bird. He was still struggling and trying his
hardest. Setting my cane to the side, I got down on both knees and scooped the little baby blue
bird into my hands. He tried to jump and fly again, but I cupped him with my other hand so he
couldn’t fall.Bringing him to my face, I said, “I’ll take care of you.”I heard the screen door open
and shut in the distance. Janice came around the corner. “He okay?”Bringing the bird close to
my chest, I reached over and grabbed my cane with my free hand. Getting up, I brought the bird
with me to the back porch.Sitting down in my chair on the porch, I began to inspect the wing of
the bird, and he kept trying to wiggle. Janice went back inside.“I’m trying to help you!” I scolded
as he wiggled more. “Just sit still!”Bringing the underside of the injured wing up, I saw a sharp
sliver-like piece of wood stuck in the wing. Cringing, I grabbed onto it and yanked. The bird
wiggled and squawked as I pulled the sliver out. Setting him down on the porch, I tried to see if
he could fly—but he couldn’t.“Here,” Janice said, coming back out the door with a laundry
hamper in hand.“Go ahead and put it over the bird.” Stepping away from the bird, I watched.She
went over and got down on her knees, slowly lowering it over the bird. As she finished, she stood
back up and looked at me. “What you going to name him?”“It’s a blue jay . . . so Jay?”She
laughed. “That’s not a blue jay. That’s a baby-blue color. Blue jays are a bit darker in color I
think.”“Oh. How about Skip?”“Kip?”I laughed. “I said ‘Skip’ but I like Kip.” Looking at him, I said,
“Kip fits.”With a soft and sweet voice, she said, “Now that Kip’s okay . . . Can you come eat your
breakfast so you can go?”Glancing at Janice, I nodded. “Yeah, I’m ready.”Sitting in a chair across
from John in his dimly lit and stuffy office in the back of the church, I waited for him to say
something. Anything would be better than the awkward silence that accompanied the memories
that were pushing their way into my mind.After five minutes, I grew weary of the silence. “So
what is this, John?”He took his glasses off and set them down on his desk as he let out a breath
from his lips. Sounds of youth group cheering from the gymnasium down the hallway broke into
the conversation. He stood up and shut the door. “Clay, I know you’ve been through a lot with
Gail leaving and the whole—”“Stop,” I said. “You don’t need to take me down memory lane. I lived
it. I was there.”He came and stood between me and the desk and leaned against the ledge.
Folding his arms, he narrowed his eyes downward at me. I didn’t make eye contact with him.
Instead, I just kept my eyes trained on an old picture that hung on the wall of when he and I went
to a conference several years back.“You blame yourself, don’t you?” His tone was direct.“I don’t



know what you’re talking about.” Looking up into his eyes, I glared.He leaned down into my face.
Sweat beaded on his forehead and poured down the sides of his face. It was gross, but it
distracted me enough to not let my mind go to the painful memories he was attempting to bring
up. He shook his head and pulled back. Giving up, he walked back around the desk and took a
seat in his chair. “Janice wants you to get better. I do too, Clay.”In a mocking tone, I said, “Yep.
Don’t forget God.” Pushing myself up from the chair, I stood up. Grabbing my cane, I continued,
“God loves me so much that Gail took my baby girl and left. Also, He loves me so much that . . .”
My throat began to clench as memories tried to claw their way into my mind.“Clay.” John rose to
his feet. “You can’t keep running from this pain.”Pausing, I looked back at him. “I’m not running.” I
glanced at my leg with a smirk. “Obviously, I’m not running.” Turning my back to him, I continued
to the door and opened it.Before I could leave, John got another word in. “God has a plan for
your life, Clay.”My throat finally clenched shut and my mind rushed back to the day everything
changed. Not when I got in the motorcycle accident. Not when my wife left me and took my
daughter. No. It was that fateful day in the trailer park. The day that my life forever changed.
Turning around to face John as my anger overtook me, I hurled my cane across the room. “Don’t
talk to me about God having a plan!”He leaped out of the way as the cane hit the picture of us.
The glass broke and then tumbled to the floor with the cane. Looking the pastor in his eyes, I
saw the fear. The same fear I saw in his eyes back in the trailer park three years ago that crippled
him into the coward he is today.Wobbling over to the chair I was just in, I gripped the back of it as
my knuckles went white. Looking the pastor in his beady little eyes, I said, “God doesn’t have
plans, Pastor. He has an agenda. It doesn’t matter who dies or who’s in His way. He’s going to
accomplish His will no matter the cost.”“You don’t believe in God anymore, Clay?”“Are you
dense? I don’t have faith. I know the truth. I spent years in the church and I grew up studying the
Scriptures. God’s will rules above all else. For crying out loud, even Christ asked for an
alternative route and was shot down in the garden of Gethsemane.”“You have a lot of anger
toward God, don’t ya, Clay? Is it because of Missy?”The name stung as it echoed through my
ears. It was the name that haunted my existence ever since that day in the trailer park. She was
only a child. Innocent. Pure. Yet she was taken. And for what? My eyes watered, and I felt my
knees begin to buckle. The lump in my throat swelled. “I knew I should have had a drink before I
came here.”Coming around the chair I was previously sitting in, I took a seat and
breathed.“Nobody wanted it to happen, Clay,” John said softly as he took a seat behind his desk.
“These things just happen. I wouldn’t say it was because of God’s will trumping everything
else.”Letting a sarcastic laugh escape my lips, I looked up at him. “You know how many people
got saved that day in the trailer park? One life lost for five additions to the Kingdom. Seems like a
good trade-off for God. Don’t ya think?”“God just works out the bad for the good. He didn’t cause
it.”My lip tightened. “He sure didn’t work anything out for good in my life!”“Free will is why it didn’t
work out for you. Nobody forced you to pick up the bottle and ruin your life.”“I thought this was a
counseling session, not a lecture.”“And I thought you were leaving,” he retorted as he leaned
over and grabbed my cane from the floor. Setting it on the desk, he said, “I want to help you,



Clay, but you have to be willing.”“What are you going to teach me, Pastor?” I laughed, leaning
back into my seat. Cocking my head, I continued, “There’s not much you can tell me that I don’t
already know.”“What about compassion?” he asked.“I’m compassionate.”“To whom?”“I spent
years doing the right thing . . . didn’t do a lick of good for me.” Clenching my jaw, I grabbed for my
cane.He gripped it and stopped me from pulling it away. He looked me in the eyes and said, “You
never did those things because you thought you would get something out of it, Clay. You did
them because you were being faithful and it was a byproduct of the relationship you had with the
Lord.”“Keyword in your sentence—had.” I shook my head. “You don’t know me anymore. You
don’t know my prayers. You don’t know my life.”“No. You’re right. I don’t.” He released the cane.
“What I do know is you’re not the man you once where. You’re not the man your little girl, Cindy,
can look up to. I don’t care if you pray at night. I don’t even care if you read your Bible every day.
You can’t claim the name of Jesus and live a fruitful life from the bottom of a bottle.”Shaking my
head, I said, “Who do you think you are, John?”“I’m the kid who grew up next door to you. You
dragged me to church every Sunday whenever I stayed the night at your house. I’m the kid who
was contemplating suicide, and you showed me life through Jesus. I’m getting real with you,
Clay, because you’ve lost your way, and I’m afraid you’re going to die.” His eyes began to water
as he shook his head. “Mrs. Elken saw you passed out in the front yard with a bottle in your hand
the other night at Janice’s, man. She was our Sunday School teacher!”Thinking back to the
evening for a moment, I tried to recall it. I went out front of the house to lie down and look at the
stars but ended up falling asleep. I had nothing but my underwear on. “I’m sorry . . . I didn’t realize
anyone saw me.”“People see all the time, Clay. I don’t think you get that. There are a lot of people
who ask me about you, even after all these years. They still want to know what Clay is up to.
They talk about the bus ministry and the outreach you used to do.”I shook my head. “I’ve seen
things I cannot un-see.” My tone was soft and regretful. “Saw things I never wanted to see in my
life.” My lips tightened and images flashed through my mind. “And these hands . . . they’ve done
the unspeakable.” Bringing my hand up to my face, I cupped my mouth softly as I continued. “It
was evil.” My hand fell away from my face, and I looked over to John. In a smooth and deep
voice, I said, “People are scared to go to hell. Well, John, I’ve been living in one for years.”“I can
help you.”I couldn’t help but belt out a sarcastic laugh. “You’re a Christian, John. You’re not
supposed to say that.”Adjusting in his seat, he thought for a moment. “Well, I meant I can help
you get in touch with God.”“No. You can’t do that, John.” Standing up too quickly caused a jolt of
pain in my leg and sent me crashing back into my chair. “Ah . . .”He leaned forward in his seat
and rested his arms on the desk as he looked with concern over at me. “Didn’t you go to
rehab?”Holding my breath as I tightened my jaw from the pain, I nodded but said nothing for a
moment. Waves of agony continued for a few moments before subsiding. Finally able to speak, I
said, “I got kicked out.”“What’d you do?” he asked, sitting back in his seat.I laughed. “In their
words, ‘I didn’t want to get better.’ So they booted me. They didn’t have room for someone who
was cranky, I guess.”He nodded. “Okay. Are you doing physical therapy or anything now?”I shook
my head. “Can’t afford it. Only reason I ever ended up at Saint Jude’s was because of some



special program I qualified for.”He nodded softly as it appeared he was thinking. I didn’t know
what he was cooking up in that mind of his, but I knew something was brewing.“What are you
thinking?” I asked.“Katie . . .”“Who?”“Katie Osgood. I don’t know if you remember her. She was in
our youth group growing up. She lives in town now, but I see her from time to time.”“Little
Katie?”He laughed and shook himself out of his thoughts. “She’s not a kid anymore. She’s thirty-
four.”Replying with a short-breathed laugh, I thought about the little pig-tailed Katie when we
were kids. “Been that long, eh?”He nodded. “She worked at a rehabilitation center down in
Florida for a while.”“What’s she do now?”“She helps run an old folks’ home part-time.”“Ah . . . I
can’t afford her, John.”“I know,” he replied, pushing himself out from his desk. He stood up and
walked the floor around the desk. “I’m going to see if there’s any way to work something out.” He
grabbed onto the door and held it open for me.“What about the counseling?” I stood up and
began to walk over to leave.He let his hand fall away from the door and said, “Well. Let’s just
meet up once a week. You know, for Janice.”“Yeah, she’s not going to be okay with me not doing
anything.”“It’ll work out perfectly.”Stopping at the door, I looked at him. “I’m sorry for getting angry.
There are just some dark places I don’t like going.”He nodded. “Understand, Clay.”As I made my
way through the church building, I thought of Cindy and Gail. As I passed by the sanctuary, I
caught a whiff of the old hymnals in the air, and suddenly, I was taken back to old memories of a
life gone by. Cindy singing in front of the church with the children’s choir and my wife baking
sweets for the annual bake sale that helped the youth group go to Mexico. The stream of
memories soon shattered when Missy came running down the hallway of my mind. Immediately I
felt pain, not in my leg but in my heart, begin to rise again. Like clockwork, my lips and mouth
went dry as I longed for a strong drink.Whether I wanted to acknowledge it or not, the drinking
had become my god. It was a way to cope with the ailments that not only plagued my body, but
my heart. After Missy had been taken from the world, I sank into a deep depression, shrouded in
fear of what could have happened. My guilt was too much to carry, and instead of God, I chose
the bottle to deal with the raging storm inside.Chapter 3When I arrived back to my sister’s
house, I cut through the front yard and around the corner of the house to make my way to the
back porch, where I kept a spare bottle behind the barbeque. I was prolonging the inevitable
discussion I knew Janice would insist on having. I figured a strong drink could fix me up for the
conversation.As I came up the steps of the porch and Kip came into sight, I couldn’t help but
stop and smile. He was bathing in the sour cream container we had cleaned out and put water in
for him to drink. Walking across the porch, I didn’t go to the bottle, but instead sat down in my
chair next to the hamper. Setting my cane against the small patio table, I looked down at Kip.
He’d dip his head quickly into the water and then flap his good wing and shift his feet quickly,
jerking his head around to look. He’d then shake the water off like a dog getting out of a bath and
then dip his head in again, always for only a split second, and then he’d look around. I couldn’t
keep my eyes off him.Janice came out onto the porch. “How’d it go?” She sat in the lawn chair
that was against the porch railing opposite of me. Her hands were clasped together, and she
was leaning toward me with anticipation to hear how the meeting went with John.“It was okay.”



My eyes stayed on Kip.She nodded and sat back in her seat. “Okay?” I could tell she wasn’t
satisfied with the answer. Janice always wanted details about anything and everything.“Yeah. It
was okay. Good talk.”“What’d you talk about?”My jaw clenched a little as she tried to pry it from
me. “Maybe I can wear a wire next time?” I said sarcastically. “I’m going to visit him every week. . .
I don’t want to rehash the conversations I already don’t want to have to begin with. Okay?”She
narrowed her look at me and then released. “Okay. I get it. I’m sorry.”“Kip’s loving that bath,” I said
with a lightened tone.“He’s onto something. I’m thinking about hosing down myself. It’s pretty hot
today.” She looked back over at me. “Paul’s coming over tonight.”“What?” I retorted. “I don’t want
that guy around. I’ll leave.”“And go where?” she replied with a deep laugh.My silence was answer
enough. She knew I had nowhere else to go, even if it was just for a night.My sister stood up and
maneuvered around the laundry hamper that held Kip and went into the patio shed. As she
opened the door, she said, “You need to get along with Paul. He’s my boyfriend.”“I love fishing,
but that doesn’t mean I want to hear about it all the time.” Shrugging, I continued. “Just boring to
talk about all his epic adventures all the time.”She pulled out a weed whacker and shut the door.
“He is probably trying to impress you. He thinks highly of you. Plus, I care about him. He’s
important to me.”“I know. I know . . . he was the one who helped you when Dad died.”“He sure
was. He’s been there for me through some of the most difficult times in my life.” Janice took the
weed whacker and went down into the lawn near the porch steps.Under my breath, I replied, “Yet
he won’t marry you.”“Don’t be a weed.”“A weed?”Janice nodded. “Something nobody wants
around, but doesn’t seem to die.”My eyes widened as I laughed out of shock. “That’s
rude!”“Well . . .” She ripped the cord on the weed whacker back and fired it up, abruptly ending
our conversation.Looking back at Kip, I saw him begin to leap around in a panic. The sound
bothered me too, so I grabbed my cane and went inside to fix myself a sandwich for
lunch.Janice was still outside doing yard work after I had finished eating. As I put my plate into
the sink, a memory flashed through my mind, setting my footing off. I grabbed my temple as the
memory dug its claws in.I was in the trailer park.Blood was all up and down my shirt and jeans.I
called out for John, but he wouldn’t come out from the bus.Then the screams of Missy echoed
through my mind.Coming back to reality, I glanced over to the deep freezer. It sat next to the
washer and dryer in the closet-like space just off the kitchen near the back door. The whiskey
was calling out to me. Clay . . . Just a few sips to make the headache go away and push it all
down. Janice, the pastor . . . nobody understands your pain. Just a few sips.Looking back
through the window, I saw Janice out in the grass as she re-filled the weed whacker with the oil
and gas mixture from the shed that sat on the lawn. My eyes went back to the deep
freeze.Making my way over to the freezer, I popped open the lid and grabbed the bottle of
whiskey out and took a swig. The slight sting in the back of my throat was almost like that of a
relief valve being activated. Immediately, I began to feel myself calm down inside. Peeking over
my shoulder, I saw my sister weed whacking along the edge where the grass met the field. I took
another drink and then quickly twisted the cap back on. Lowering the bottle back into the freezer,
I closed the lid and headed into the living room to sit down.Turning on the television, I folded my



hands together on my stomach and my eyelids began to feel heavy. As the whiskey ran its
course, I felt my body relax, and the constant pain in my leg faded along with the memories of
that day.“He’ll be here in ten,” Janice said, waking me from my nap.I sat up and gathered my
thoughts as I looked over to the clock on the separating wall between the kitchen and living
room. “It’s already four?”“Yep. You stink. Go brush your teeth or something,” she demanded.“I’d
like it if you treated me with a bit more respect,” I replied as I grabbed at the arm rest and helped
myself up to my feet.“I’d like it if you didn’t drink, but that doesn’t matter, does it?”“I had two little
sips.”“Half a bottle in two drinks?” she asked. “I saw the bottle this morning when I got chicken
out to thaw. It was full.”Shaking my head, I made my way down the hallway to the bathroom
without a response. She doesn’t get it. As I came into the bathroom, I caught my reflection in the
mirror. I hated mirrors. There wasn’t a more dreaded thing I had to do in life than to look into a
mirror.When I caught my reflection in a mirror, I saw through all the layers and walls I had built
up. My perspective wasn’t what others saw. While they might see an older gentleman who drinks
a little too much, lost his wife and happened to be in a motorcycle accident, that wasn’t what I
saw. Instead, I saw the truth.The truth that I was lost on a path and didn’t know how to get back
to where I had come from.The truth that I longed for love like what I used to have with my
wife.The truth that I wasn’t more than a mere shell of a man who once was somebody that
mattered.And the absolute most painful truth I saw when I looked into a mirror was the man who
messed up in that trailer park.
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Becky Carpenter, “Not a book that is just over when you reach "the end"...lots to think about!.
The Lost Truth: Inspirational Christian Fiction, written by T.K. Chapin, is the first book of The Lost
Truths series.This book introduces us to Clay Roberts. He’s a guy that could be anyone we
know…He has a wife, a daughter, a good job, and was a faithful follower of Christ, but then one
Sunday morning he went to the Country Corners Trailer Park…life as he knew it would forever be
changed.I loved how Chapin takes this story to a different level than in his other series. He
begins this book with the verse from I Peter 2 where it mentions “lost sheep gone astray…” He
weaves in the background of why Clay is the way he is today because of an incident that
happened. Throughout the story he uses a unique character which helps bring Clay to a point
where he has to see what a mess he's made of his life. Clay has been floating along in the boat
of the life he created and doesn’t realize he was made to fly...not to be eaten up within the mess
he’s made of his life. Chapin takes this character on an adventure through life in search for The
Lost Truth…can he actually find it himself or is it a lost cause?After reading this book, I sat back
and really thought about all the aspects that happened to Clay and the other characters within
the book. There were so many things that touched me and Chapin was able to really help the
reader feel what was going on in their lives. I actually had a dream the night after I read it of the
story's continuance! I definitely didn't feel this was a shallow read, but rather one that could
make a difference in a life of the reader.  Totally recommend this read!”

DD, “Lost Truth. When you can take a flawed, messed up and scarred character and use him to
show how magnificent God is, then you have a number one book.Clay was a broken man who
was determined to drown his sorrows and pain in his addiction and it was destroying everyone
around him. But, it is truly amazing how God set him up to turn back towards Him. Lost Truth
teaches us that sometimes the miracle happens when the fire intensifies and most of the time
we are in the valley when we discover true love and forgiveness. When we stop fighting God's
plan and surrender to it, that's when the miracle takes place. Yes, there are consequences for
our sins and the carnage at times is awful, but God is the Healer, the Lover and the Counselor
who can and will restore.I'm looking forward to the other books in this series and I hope Pastor
John gets his own story. I would love to see how God will work in the lives of John and his wife.”

Virginia Skaggs, “So common this problem. Growing up in this type of family makes reading
them kind of hard but I can relate and know God is always there. Good book with very real
characters”

Leanne, “Begining of another great series by authorT.k. chapin. Clay the main character of this
book has a good life with good job ,wife and daughter then one day a terrible tragedy happens
and clay heads in a downward spiralBut by the grace of God and wonderful people in his life he
isn't lost forever ... must read the book to get more you won't be disappointed . I read it in one



day grabbed me from page 1 :)”

Ebook Library Reader, “Thumbs up!. I really enjoy these clean Christian romances! Love, love,
love the emphasis on the Christian faith!!”

pc, “Ebook. A true story of how God works in mysterious ways to show us that we don't have to
be perfect to experience that love.  He will be there no matter what.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Excellent Read!. Loved this book. This is the second book of Mr.
Chapin's that I have read and I've not been disappointed.”

Margaret Woodroffe, “Five Stars. Fiction which carries the message how the Lord can make
paths straight.”

Sandra, “Surprises and unexpected events!. T. K. Chapin is 'so male' in the way he writes. I am
smiling when I say this because, of course, he is male and because he thinks and writes like a
man. This is a great story as the characters are well developed, the story is not predictable and
the life of the characters are not all sweet and perfect. They are real individuals with flaws and
problems and heartaches and disappointments. I find the writing a little bit over-dramatic, but
the plot has surprises and unexpected events.I am a little confused as the cover on my tablet is
different with a picture of a man holding a woman in his arms while kissing her and the book title
is 'The Broken Road' but it is the same story as 'the Lost Truth'. I am assuming the cover and
book title was changed over time and I am not sure which is the current one, but I definitely like
this cover with the boat out in the lake much better. (PS - I see that The Broken Road is the new
name as of 2017 - not sure how I ended up with two different editions or why you changed it,
T.K., but I do like the boat on the lake cover better.)Well done, T. K.!”
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