
I am disappointed with myself. I am disappointed not so much with particular 
things I have done as with aspects of who I have become. I have a nagging 
sense that all is not as it should be. Some of this disappointment is trivial. I 
wouldn’t have minded getting a more muscular physique. I can’t do basic 
home repairs. So far I haven’t shown much financial wizardry. Some of this 
disappointment is neurotic. Sometimes I am too concerned about what 
others think of me, even people I don’t know.



Some of this disappointment, I know, is worse than trivial; it is simply the sour 
fruit of self-absorption. I attend a high school reunion and can’t choke back 
the desire to stand out by looking more attractive or having achieved more 
impressive accomplishments than my classmates. I speak to someone with 
whom I want to be charming, and my words come out awkward and 
pedestrian. I am disappointed in my ordinariness.



But some of this disappointment in myself runs deeper. When I look in on my 
children as they sleep at night, I think of the kind of father I want to be. I want 
to create moments of magic, I want them to remember laughing until the 
tears flow, I want to read to them and make the books come alive so they 
love to read, I want to have slow, sweet talks with them as they’re getting 
ready to close their eyes, I want to sing them awake in the morning. I want to 
chase fireflies with them, teach them to play tennis, have food fights, and 
hold them and pray for them in a way that makes them feel cherished. 



I look in on them as they sleep at night, and I remember how the day really 
went: I remember how they were trapped in a fight over checkers and I 
walked out of the room because I didn’t want to spend the energy needed to 
teach them how to resolve conflict. I remember how my daughter spilled 
cherry punch at dinner and I yelled at her about being careful as if she’d 
revealed some deep character flaw. I yelled at her even though I spill things 
all the time and no one yells at me; I yelled at her—to tell the truth—simply 
because I’m big and she’s little and I can get away with it. 



And then I saw that look of hurt and confusion in her eyes, and I knew there 
was a tiny wound on her heart that I had put there, and I wished I could 
have taken those sixty seconds back. I remember how at night I didn’t have 
slow, sweet talks, but merely rushed the children to bed so I could have 
more time to myself. I’m disappointed. And it’s not just my life as a father. I 
am disappointed also for my life as a husband, friend, neighbour, and 
human being in general. I think of the day I was born, when I carried the gift 
of promise, the gift given to all babies. 



I think of that little baby and what might have been: the ways I might have 
developed mind and body and spirit, the thoughts I might have had, the joy I 
might have created. I am disappointed that I still love God so little and sin so 
much. I always had the idea as a child that adults were pretty much the 
people they wanted to be. Yet the truth is, I am embarrassingly sinful.



I am capable of dismaying amounts of jealousy if someone succeeds more 
visibly than I do. I am disappointed at my capacity to be small and petty. I 
cannot pray for very long without my mind drifting into a fantasy of angry 
revenge over some past slight I thought I had long since forgiven or some 
grandiose fantasy of achievement.



I can convince people I’m busy and productive and yet waste large amounts 
of time watching television. These are just some of the disappointments. I 
have other ones, darker ones that I’m not ready to commit to paper. The truth 
is, even to write these words is a little misleading, because it makes me 
sound more sensitive to my fallenness than I really am. Sometimes, although 
I am aware of how far I fall short, it doesn’t even bother me very much. And I 
am disappointed at my lack of disappointment. 

John Ortberg, The Life You’ve always Wanted



Since, then, you have been raised with Christ, set your hearts on things 
above, where Christ is seated at the right hand of God. Set your minds on 
things above, not on earthly things. For you died, and your life is now 
hidden with Christ in God. When Christ, who is your life, appears, then you 
also will appear with him in glory.  Put to death, therefore, whatever belongs 
to your earthly nature: sexual immorality, impurity, lust, evil desires and 
greed, which is idolatry. 

Change your Mind



Because of these, the wrath of God is coming.  You used to walk in these 
ways, in the life you once lived.  But now you must rid yourselves of all such 
things as these: anger, rage, malice, slander, and filthy language from your 
lips. Do not lie to each other, since you have taken off your old self with its 
practices and have put on the new self, which is being renewed in 
knowledge in the image of its Creator. 

Colossians 3:1-10 

Change your Mind



Therefore, as God’s chosen people, holy and dearly loved, clothe 
yourselves with compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness and patience.  
Bear with each other and forgive whatever grievances you may have 
against one another. Forgive as the Lord forgave you.  And over all these 
virtues put on love, which binds them all together in perfect unity. 

Colossians 3:12-14 

Change your Clothes



Two questions 

1. Be honest with me - Are my clothes dirty? 
2. In which relationship do I need a change of clothes?
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Daily	  Prayer:	  	  
Jesus,	  help	  me	  put	  on	  ______	  today


