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People who love prodigals often struggle in silence. This book lets you know that you are not
alone and that there is hope. Pastor and author James Banks and his son Geoff Banks each
write from their perspective, sharing their story of redemption and offering you hope while you
are in the struggle. No matter what your prodigal is going through—addiction, turning from faith,
worldly pursuits—you'll find encouragement to pray deeply, love generously, and cling to God for
comfort, healing, and restoration during the difficult journey.

“What a story! A courageously transparent father and son boast of their weaknesses so that God
is clearly the hero in this life-and-death struggle of addiction and religion versus relationship—on
so many levels! Every parent should get this as a handbook because it clearly illustrates the
long, hard journey of parenting any child. It helped me trade my shame and guilt for a thirst for
fervent prayer and unconditional-love relationships with my kids and grandkids for the long, long
haul. The title sums it up well, hope does lie ahead!” -- Robby Dilmore, nationally syndicated
radio show host ― From the Publisher Published On: 2020-01-08"Few things reveal our
limitations in life and ministry like parenting children. And, as Pastor James shows us, parenting
a rebellious child can be a heart-wrenching, soul-crushing experience, but God uses it for good
—both to teach us as parents to wait on God and also to make us understand more about His
love for us. James’s books have infused me with more gospel hope on this issue than anything
else I’ve encountered. I am constantly recommending his writings on this to others, who
inevitably thank me and pass it on to others. "God is right now writing the testimony of our
children.” Pastor James (and his son Geoff) will show you, with inspiring transparency, how you
can be a faithful partner in His gracious work in your kids. What a blessed thought: ultimate hope
for our children is found not in our parenting abilities but our Father’s goodness." -- J.D. Greear,
author and pastor of The Summit Church ― From the Publisher Published On:
2020-03-09“There is one particular line in the children’s fable The Velveteen Rabbit that always
moves me to tears: ‘You are a terribly real thing in a terribly false world, and that, I believe, is why
you are in so much pain.’ Reading James and Geoff’s story instantly re-minded me of that line.
Hope Lies Ahead is a must-read for any family pulled at the seams by addiction, rebellion, or
pain. It is a painfully beautiful tapestry of the heart of a father, the desperation of a prodigal, and
the hope found in Jesus. More than anything, James and Geoff’s willingness to wrestle with
vulnerability is a living corroboration that love really does never fail.” -- Stuart Hall, director of
Student Leadership and Leadership Networking for Orange (ReThink Group); leader of
INFLUNSR; speaker, author, and coach ― From the Publisher“Triumph out of tragedy. It is not
just a pie-in-the-sky slogan but a testament to the redeeming grace of God. Never is this truth
more beautiful than in our families. In recent years, I’ve been blessed to pray with my friend



James Banks as we have watched triumphant grace bring miracles in his son’s life. Now, through
the pages of Hope Lies Ahead, we can all trace God’s redemption in this raw but real account of
Geoff’s journey of transformation and subsequent call to fruitful ministry. If you have a prodigal or
know anyone who does, make this your next book because God has tailor-made doses of hope
and healing for all." -- Daniel Henderson, president and founder of Strategic Renewal
International; author of Transforming Prayer: How Everything Changes When You Seek God’s
Face ― From the Publisher --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back CoverI
woke up cold, angry, and sick. It was about four in the morning and I was laying on a hard
cement floor on a mat about an inch thick. Due to rampant drug addiction, the county jail was
overpopulated and there were no bunks left to sleep on. Being a heroin addict, I couldn’t go
more than 6 hours without dosing or I would be horribly sick. It had been almost 24. Every inch of
my body was in pain and my skin was crawling. I couldn’t think straight or even form coherent
sentences, but the one thing that continually ran through my head was "How did I end up here?
How did I end up like this?” Geoff's situation seemed hopeless. He had made a mess of his life.
His parents struggled to understand the choices the son they loved so much made. And they
prayed. Through the hurting, the questions, the frustrations. And through it all, God walked with
them. Hope Lies Ahead shares the story of Geoff's prodigal journey and James's perspective as
his father. Each write from their own personal experience as they candidly address spiritual and
practical challenges families with prodigals face. As someone who loves a prodigal, you'll know
you are not alone and that there is hope! Because no prodigal is beyond the reach of
God.HopeLiesAhead.org --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorJames
Banks (D.Min, Gordon-Conwell) makes his home in Durham, North Carolina, with his wife, Cari,
where James is the founding pastor of Peace Church. James’ desire to write goes back to
reading Christian devotional books at age twelve. He loves to encourage others to draw close to
God through a heartfelt relationship in prayer and a fresh understanding of Scripture. James’
books have been translated into several languages and include Prayers for Prodigals, Praying
Together, Praying the Prayers of the Bible, Prayers for Your Children, Praying the Prayers of the
Bible for Everyday Needs, Praying the Prayers of the Bible for Kids, and Hope Lies Ahead, which
he co-wrote with his son, Geoffrey. You can find teaching from James on prayer with the Praying
with Jesus and Our Daily Bread University’s Prayer Basics series. James is also the author of
several magazine articles, is featured in the weekly Encouraging Prayer radio broadcast and
podcast, and is a popular speaker for churches and retreats. You can find out more about what
James is up to lately by visiting JamesBanks.org.Geoffrey Banks serves as the high school
coordinator at Port City Community Church in Wilmington, North Carolina. He loves reaching
students where they are and helping them walk with God. He is an avid surfer and skater.
Geoffrey struggled with heroin addiction throughout his teens and early twenties before coming
to know Jesus and having his life radically change. Now he is host of the podcast Too Many
Christians, which explores beliefs in the pursuit of ultimate truth. --This text refers to the
paperback edition.Read more
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“What a story! A courageously transparent father and son boast of their weaknesses so that God
is clearly the hero in this life-and-death struggle of addiction and religion versus relationship—on
so many levels! Every parent should get this as a handbook because it clearly illustrates the
long, hard journey of parenting any child. It helped me trade my shame and guilt for a thirst for
fervent prayer and unconditional-love relationships with my kids and grandkids for the long, long
haul. The title sums it up well, hope does lie ahead!”Robby Dilmore, nationally syndicated radio
show host“There is one particular line in the children’s fable The Velveteen Rabbit that always
moves me to tears: ‘You are a terribly real thing in a terribly false world, and that, I believe, is why
you are in so much pain.’ Reading James and Geoff’s story instantly reminded me of that line.
Hope Lies Ahead is a must-read for any family pulled at the seams by addiction, rebellion, or
pain. It is a painfully beautiful tapestry of the heart of a father, the desperation of a prodigal, and
the hope found in Jesus. More than anything, James and Geoff’s willingness to wrestle with
vulnerability is a living corroboration that love really does never fail.”Stuart Hall, director of
Student Leadership and Leadership Networking for Orange (ReThink Group); leader of
INFLUNSR; speaker, author, and coach“Triumph out of tragedy. It is not just a pie-in-the-sky
slogan but a testament to the redeeming grace of God. Never is this truth more beautiful than in
our families. In recent years, I’ve been blessed to pray with my friend James Banks as we have
watched triumphant grace bring miracles in his son’s life. Now, through the pages of Hope Lies
Ahead, we can all trace God’s redemption in this raw but real account of Geoff’s journey of
transformation and subsequent call to fruitful ministry. If you have a prodigal or know anyone who
does, make this your next book because God has tailor-made doses of hope and healing for
all.Daniel Henderson, president and founder of Strategic Renewal International; author of
Transforming Prayer: How Everything Changes When You Seek God’s FaceHope Lies Ahead:
Encouragement for Parents of Prodigals from a Family That’s Been There© 2020 by James
Banks and Geoffrey BanksAll rights reserved.Requests for permission to quote from this book
should be directed to: Permissions Department, Our Daily Bread Publishing, PO Box 3566,
Grand Rapids, MI 49501, or contact us by email at permissionsdept@odb.org.No part of this
book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means whatsoever including
photocopying, scanning, digitizing, recording, or any form of information storage-and-retrieval
system, without written permission from Our Daily Bread Publishing with the exception of brief
quotations in articles or reviews.This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and
may not be re-sold or given away to other people. To share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you were given this book or it was shared
with you and you did not purchase it, please go to to purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting our copyright.All scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the
Holy Bible, New International Version®, NIV®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica,
Inc.™ Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved worldwide. .Scripture quotations
marked ESV are from The Holy Bible, English Standard Version® (ESV®), Copyright © 2001 by
Crossway, a publishing ministry of Good News Publishers. Used by permission. All rights



reserved.Scripture quotations marked NASB are from the New American Standard
Bible®,Copyright © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman
Foundation. Used by permission. ()Scripture quotations marked NKJV are from the New King
James Version®. Copyright © 1982 by Thomas Nelson. Used by permission. All rights
reserved.Scripture quotations marked NLT are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living
Translation, Copyright © 1996, 2004, 2015 by Tyndale House Foundation. Used by permission
of Tyndale House Publishers, a Division of Tyndale House Ministries, Carol Stream, Illinois
60188. All rights reserved.ebook design by Erik Christopher, Ugly Dog Digital, LLC.First eBook
edition in February 2020Dedicated to all who have ever prayed for a prodigal—and especially to
those who prayed for our own.JamesDedicated to those who are still battling in their addiction
and to their families who love them.GeoffContentsIntroduction1. Breath of Life2. Of Prodigal
Paths and Clenched Fists3. “You Don’t Get a Casserole”4. “Today Was a Good Day”5. A Far
Country6. Squandered near Angels7. A Tougher Love8. In the Shadow9. “Jesus Camp”10. New
Creation11. Power and Authority12. Overtaken by LoveAcknowledgmentsAppendix A: Excerpts
from Prayers for ProdigalsAppendix B: ResourcesNotesIntroductionThe end of a matter is better
than its beginning, and patience is better than pride.—Ecclesiastes 7:8The fact that my son
Geoff and I can write this book together is nothing less than a miracle. We’ve been on a long and
difficult journey together, and it’s only because of God’s mercy and kindness that we are able to
tell about it.Imagine for a moment that you could sit down with the father in the parable of the
prodigal son years after the son came home (Luke 15:11–32) and talk with him about all that had
happened during that challenging time. What was he going through at home when his son was
in the far country? How did he get through the day when someone he loved deeply was in such
a bad way? What was it that made him run to his son when the young man was still “a long way
off” (Luke 15:20), instead of turning his back and disowning him? Then imagine that while you’re
having that conversation his son is also in the room, filling in the details from his own
perspective. His son isn’t the prodigal he once was, but he knows how prodigals think. He’s been
there. He’s learned from his mistakes (the hard way). Both his glance and his words are
direct.That conversation is what you have in this book. In each chapter, I will begin with my
perspective, and Geoff will follow up with his. Ours is a story about much more than addiction. It
is about sins and mistakes we both made and the love that met us nonetheless. It is about the
power of prayer (a lot of prayer!) and forgiveness and learning how to cling to God in the dark. It’s
also about the new beginnings He alone can give.Just like in the parable of the prodigal, there’s
celebration in this book. My son “was lost and has been found” (Luke 15:24 NASB), so you’ll find
some joy in these pages and also some shouts and sighs of relief. There might even be dancing.
But just remember this: when dads dance, even though it may be old-school and out of fashion,
it’s still from the heart.We would like to ask you just one favor as you read this book. Please don’t
be “an older brother.” You know the guy. “The older brother became angry and refused to go in”
to the party (Luke 15:28). He had his reasons. He knew what his younger brother had done, and
he held it against him. Because we have tried to be as open and honest as possible, there will be



places where it would be easy to judge us. But please read our story gently. Part of our
motivation in sharing our past—faults and all—is that we want to encourage others to take the
same risk. Our churches need to be places where people can be honest about their struggles,
so we can pray for each other and love each other into the help that God alone can give.It’s all
about getting to Jesus. Just think about some of the people Jesus hung out with. Do you
remember what the uptight religious folks said about Him in the very same chapter of Luke, right
before He gave us the parable of the prodigal? “This man welcomes sinners and eats with
them” (Luke 15:2). Yes, He does, and that’s something to celebrate!In the end, the parable of the
prodigal son isn’t about an earthly father at all. It’s about love incarnate who came to save us all.
As I wrote in my book Prayers for Prodigals, “Jesus is God seeing us in the distance and looking
on us with compassion. He is God running to us and throwing His arms around us. He is
heaven’s kiss welcoming the repenting sinner home.” 1He is all of those things and more—
infinitely more! It is our prayer (mine and Geoff’s) that you will meet Him here. His fingerprints are
traceable on every page of our story. “To him be the glory forever!” (Romans 11:36).James
Banks1Breath of LifeJamesThe extreme greatness of Christianity lies in the fact that it does not
seek a supernatural remedy for suffering, but a supernatural use for it.Simone Weil, Gravity and
GraceGeoff was almost born in the car.It was a sunny summer morning, and I was scheduled to
preach sixteen miles away at a church in Ojai, California. Cari’s labor started early that morning,
but after a quick checkup our doctor assured us that Cari and the baby were healthy, and there
was enough time for me to make the trip. So she stayed at home and rested while her mother
took care of her.After the service I had the distinct feeling I shouldn’t stick around to shake
hands. I headed back (a little faster than I should have) over the winding mountain road between
Ojai and Santa Paula with the top down on my 1964 Plymouth Valiant convertible. Yet when I
arrived home, Cari insisted that we wait longer.Cari wanted our son to be born as naturally as
possible. She had taken great care of herself throughout both of her pregnancies, but our
daughter (born eighteen months earlier) was delivered via C-section due to a frank breach
presentation at birth. Our doctor informed us that Cari would likely be able to have a natural
delivery this time, but because of the previous C-section it was considered a somewhat higher
risk. Still, Cari’s goal was to spend as little time at the hospital as possible.Soon the contractions
began coming so quickly that we knew we had to leave. On the quick road trip to the hospital, we
drove past our friend Carol’s house, the top still down on the car. She told us later, “I saw you
guys and knew what was happening. I had to laugh. Cari, you looked fine. James, you were white
as a sheet.”Eleven minutes after we arrived at the hospital, Geoffrey was born. There wasn’t
even time to put in an IV. Our doctor, who was also working the emergency room that day, met us
at the door and led us to a birthing room. But as Geoff began to emerge, something unexpected
occurred. The umbilical cord was caught around his neck, and his breathing was compromised.
Dr. Tubbs examined the cord and moved his hands quickly in the air, calculating the direction the
cord was wrapped and rehearsing his next move. Moments later he skillfully removed the
loop.Suddenly Geoffrey was there, with broad little shoulders and a head full of dark brown hair.



But he had yet to draw breath, and his little face was darkening quickly. Dr. Tubbs checked his air
passages while we waited. Seconds passed like hours.Then it came—a hesitant sound
crescendoing into a full-throated, deep-chested cry. Geoffrey took his first breath, and we
breathed deeply and wept. Our hearts were full as we held our beautiful boy in our arms and
welcomed God’s gift of life with wide-eyed wonder.Like rapids on a river that come out in a calm
place, the dramatic moments at Geoff’s birth would be behind us for a time. Little did we know
that those first rough water moments of waiting and worry were only a precursor of difficult
moments to follow. Those would occur years later—but at that time we were happily anticipating
every day to come. My close friend John visited us in the hospital room that afternoon. As he
held Geoffrey in his arms, he looked at him thoughtfully and then looked at us: “Have you given
this baby to God?” he asked. We bowed our heads together in that moment, praying that
Geoffrey would one day know Jesus as his Savior and walk with God into a full and blessed
life.Geoffrey’s childhood was blessed. His early years were idyllic. He was happy and loved—
and lovable. He was surrounded by people who cared for him, and every physical and emotional
need was met. His life was filled with fun and friends and sports and faith. We read to him daily,
and he was there with us in church and Sunday school week after week, year after year.Never in
our worst nightmares would we have thought that this winsome, bright little guy would one day
be a prodigal. Yet that is indeed what happened. When we think back over our son’s life, we
realize that one of the hardest things about being the parent of a prodigal is the nagging thought
that I should have done something differently. Even though our children make their own choices
—possibly choices that we ourselves never would have made at their age, still we wonder,
Couldn’t I have changed the circumstances under which those choices happened? We replay
the past in our heads and look at that friend, or that school, or any other number of contributing
factors and think, If I had only known, we never would have gone there.But that’s where the
problem lies. Even though you do your best to be there for your child and to be attentive, there’s
so much that escapes us. There is a sense of guilt, as if we should have known. Twenty-twenty
hindsight glares at us judgmentally from our past, even though there was no way of knowing
what would happen at the time. How could we know—how could we have control over every
circumstance, every decision our children make? And how could we know that decisions that
seemed good at the time would have such devastating consequences?We can feel this even
more deeply when we see families around us who seem to have it all together. Just as it’s always
easier to tell someone how they should raise their kids (parents of prodigals are sometimes the
recipients of that kind of advice), it’s also easy to slip into thinking that others’ lives with their
children are painless and trouble free. The child who is getting straight As and high honors
doesn’t struggle in the same way as the one who is getting drunk or high. But both may be just
as far from God. Parents who have done what they can to lovingly share their faith at home will
feel that weight.Parents of prodigals often struggle in silence. It’s easy to feel that when we come
to church we can’t share what is really going on at home, and it’s not just because we’re worried
about what others will think. It’s just that the problems are complicated, and they take time to



share. And we may have brought our problems to God so many times that we feel prayed out
and have run out of words. Still, God’s Word affirms that He cares so deeply that He tracks every
tear: “You keep track of all my sorrows. You have collected all my tears in your bottle” (Psalm
56:8 NLT).An old hymn affirms, “No one understands like Jesus.” We see this clearly in an
incident recounted by John when Jesus encounters a man who was blind from birth. His
disciples ask, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his parents, that he was born blind?” ( John 9:2).
That question hits too close to home for the parents of prodigals. If we’re honest with ourselves,
we see vestiges of our own depravity in our children and shake our heads at the mess. But
Jesus wouldn’t go there. “Neither,” he responded. “This happened so that the works of God
might be displayed in him” (v. 3).That’s a great spiritual starting point for those who are
wondering what to do next as they walk through prodigal years. Jesus doesn’t look backward; he
looks ahead. When it’s easy to look for someone to blame, Jesus doesn’t do it. And when he
does talk about the past, there’s nothing bitter about it. Just a reference to something that God
can redeem.Hope lies ahead. And that is because the Good Shepherd whose “goodness and
love will follow” us “all the days” of our lives (Psalm 23:6) overtakes us in unexpected places.
God’s redeeming love is so indefatigable that He is able to take something the enemy has
twisted and bend it back to a blessing. Roads that we wish we had never gone down can come
out in places that are breathtakingly beautiful, precisely because of where we have been—and
we could not have gotten there any other way.“This happened so that the works of God might be
displayed in him.” Little did we know—when our prayers seemed to go unanswered or when we
sat in the courtroom and wept or when we visited rehab for the umpteenth time—that God would
use Geoff’s story to bring hope and encouragement to parents and prodigals all over the
world.We’ll share our story here as candidly as we can—Geoff in his own words and I in mine.
But the last word is God’s. He brings light out of darkness and makes hope shine forth just when
it seems like none can be found. “Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we
ask or imagine, according to his power that is at work within us, to him be glory in the church and
in Christ Jesus throughout all generations, for ever and ever! Amen” (Ephesians 3:20–
21).GeoffUndermine their pompous authority, reject their moral standards, make anarchy and
disorder your trademarks. Cause as much chaos and disruption as possible but don’t let them
take you alive.Sid ViciousI woke up cold, angry, and sick. It was about four in the morning, and I
was lying on a hard, cement, jail-cell floor on an inch-thick mat. Because of rampant drug
addiction in our area, the county lockup was overpopulated, and there were no bunks left to
sleep on. Being a heroin addict, I couldn’t go more than six hours without dosing or I would be
horribly sick. It had been almost twenty-four. Every inch of my body was in pain, and my skin was
crawling.I couldn’t think straight or even form coherent sentences, but one thing continually ran
through my head: How did I end up here? How did I end up like this? When I started using drugs,
I never even thought about where it would take me. I didn’t want to be an addict. Nobody ever
does. We just want to feel alive.A week prior to waking up on that floor, I was desperate. I had a
hefty heroin addiction, and I couldn’t hold down a job longer than a week. This led to all sorts of



nefarious methods of getting money: selling drugs, robbing people, or stealing from my family. I
did whatever it took to feel okay. To feel normal. It never seemed as though I was doing
something wrong; I thought I had to do these things to survive. That feeling is almost
indescribable. It’s an instinctual need deep down in your stomach that gnaws at your soul until
you satisfy it.Earlier that day, I had driven over to a friend’s house, but I’m not sure what exactly
was on my mind. If he was home, I was just going to hang out. But if he wasn’t, I knew what I was
there for. I knocked on the door to no avail and went around to the back to see if he was asleep
on the couch. His sliding glass door was unlocked, so I let myself in. After walking around my
friend’s home and calling out for him, I realized no one was home.A normal person would have
left, but I wasn’t that kind of person. I immediately began scanning the room for something of
value—something that would help me feel normal. My eyes finally rested on a large rifle that was
hanging on the wall of the hallway. Without thinking, I wrapped it in a blanket, left the house, and
tossed it in the back of the car—already anticipating the drugs this would score me.I didn’t realize
—or perhaps I didn’t care—that stealing that gun would lead to my arrest and a nightmarish
detox on the floor of an overpopulated jail. I thought it was a quick fix to all my problems.When I
look back at those years of my life, that seemed to be my mantra. I didn’t realize I would end up
in jail. I didn’t realize I would be addicted. I didn’t realize I would hurt my family. I didn’t realize my
friends would die. I didn’t realize this wouldn’t fulfill me. I didn’t realize how lost I was.In the
beginning, my life didn’t seem like it was careening toward addiction and crime. I had a
storybook childhood, better than most of the kids around me. I grew up in an awesome
neighborhood with lots of friends, and I made great grades. Doing school and making friends
seemed easy to me. Teachers and parents alike told me how intelligent I was and how good
looking I was, and they encouraged me with phrases such as “If you put your mind to it, you can
do anything you want.”It’s easy to look at an ideal situation like mine and wonder why I would do
what I did—why I would take the gifts God gave me and exchange them for drugs and crime.
How could I make such a decision? Did I want to hurt the people I loved, or did I not just care?
The truth is, I never wanted to hurt anyone or disappoint a soul, but somehow I did exactly that.
Addicts desperately want to please people; they desperately try to make people happy. With
misinformed intentions and a deceived mind, I quickly followed pleasure toward the
grave.Somewhere in my life I had become dependent on compliments. When I heard someone
affirm me, it temporarily filled my massive need for acceptance—this God-given demand for
love. Little did I know that no human love could ever satiate that need. As time went on, I tried
time and time again to fill it. When I moved from grade school to middle school, my social
importance moved from my family and teachers to my friends and peers. Instead of wanting to
hear “You did a great job, son,” I settled for “Dude, that was so cool!” I slowly got sucked into a
bad crowd, and the downward spiral began.In reality, we all have this same need for love, and
we all spend time trying to fill it with deficient things. Some of us attempt with success or a
relationship, while others try with drugs. There is a myriad of false satisfactions in the world, and
often we don’t understand when someone chases after an unfamiliar one. Moreover, we often



don’t see how we do the same thing in a different way—running from God in pursuit of ourselves.
So we carry on looking at others, becoming frustrated and sometimes giving up. We don’t realize
that the battle is too difficult to tackle alone, for “we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but
against the rulers, against the authorities, against the cosmic powers over this present darkness,
against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly places” (Ephesians 6:12 ESV).It was a battle I
was not prepared for, so it took me from the comfort of a loving Christian family to the unbearably
uncomfortable floor of a county jail. I was one of the sick, the unbelieving, and the addicted that
Jesus came to save. But I wanted no part of what He had to offer.2Of Prodigal Paths and
Clenched FistsJamesA proud man is always looking down on things and people; and of course,
as long as you are looking down, you cannot see something that is above you.—C. S. Lewis,
Mere Christianity“That’s my boy!”Sure, it’s a well-worn phrase. But every dad who’s had a son
wants to say it. Those words describe that fulfilling moment when you catch your son in the act
of achieving something really good—and you proudly see him as an extension of
yourself.“That’s my boy!” “That’s my girl!”Funny how we use those words to describe only the
best moments. Our children are just as much our own when they’re doing things we’re not proud
of, but we naturally want them to reflect those things that represent the best in us.That’s not all
bad. When we revel in our children and call them our “pride and joy,” we show something of our
Father’s heart, who “saw all that he had made, and it was very good” (Genesis 1:31). There’s no
sin in a warm-hearted admiration or grateful appreciation for something or someone outside of
ourselves. 2The problem comes when we cling too tightly and take credit for too much.
Sometimes we become so enamored with the gift that we take our eyes off the Giver. When we
find ourselves thanking God less for the blessings in our lives and imagining we somehow
deserve them, we are grasping for glory where we shouldn’t. If we’re not careful, we can hang on
to what we love so tightly that we find ourselves standing before God with clenched fists once it
begins to slip away.I remember the “glory days” with Geoff. He was in middle school and had just
been promoted to captain of the lacrosse team. He loved lacrosse and was good at it. The team
had new uniforms—blazing orange and black—and Geoff was a picture of health as he ran up
and down the field and made plays. I watched him play late one afternoon as the warm southern
sun seemed to paint all that it touched with a golden hue.The field was golden. Geoff was
golden. Life was golden. It doesn’t get any better than this, I thought. I stood on the sidelines and
basked in the moment.Those were good days, and I had every reason to believe they would
continue.But they ended abruptly with a phone call one afternoon: “Mr. Banks, your son has
been arrested for possession of a controlled substance.”WHAT??? Something inside of me
shouted in disbelief. But I didn’t say a word.The voice on the other end continued officiously:
“He’s being charged with distribution. You need to come to the school immediately.”“There’s got
to be some kind of a mistake,” I reasoned. “I’ll be there right away.”But there was no mistake.
Geoff had been caught with a plastic bag containing several prescription meds. Another student
had seen him with them and turned him in. There were enough pills in the bag for him to be
charged with selling them.We sat in the principal’s office together.“They weren’t for me, Dad,”



Geoffrey insisted, “and I wasn’t selling them. They were for a friend. Someone gave them to me
to give to him.”I wanted to believe him. But he had been clearly caught with them, and there were
far too many questions.“Why would you do that?” was the best I could muster out of my shock
and dismay. I began to wonder about what I didn’t know and how long I didn’t know it.“What
friend were they for and what friend were they from?” I queried.“I’m not going to rat him out,”
Geoff answered. He said nothing more, silently staring at the wall.There was hurt in his eyes. I
could see it. But he wouldn’t let me in to understand the cause of it. Suddenly there was a whole
part of his world I no longer had access to. I wanted so much to reason with him and to help him,
but I had been locked out.“This is bad, Geoff.”More silence.This time the principal intervened:
“Because he’s a minor he’ll be released to your custody. But he will be suspended from school,
and he will have to go to court. I suggest you get an attorney.”The meeting took mere minutes but
seemed to last forever. And the ride home, while just a few miles, seemed even longer.“How
could you do this?” I asked angrily once we were alone in the car. “You’re going to have a
criminal record now.”No answer.“Do you know what other people are going to think about our
family when this gets out?”“It’s not about you, Dad.”He had a point, but I couldn’t see it. I had
grown up in a small town where my dad had been a college professor and mayor, and now I was
a pastor—so I felt that others were always watching. Dad, a decorated combat veteran of two
wars, had inculcated in me a strong sense of respect and family identity, which (for my part) was
probably closer to pride than I cared to admit. It wasn’t that way for Dad—he was simply from a
generation that thought your word was your bond and your name should mean something. If you
didn’t own much but still had integrity and a good name, you had the world.Now it seemed like
our world was crumbling at the edges. No one in my family had ever done anything like this that I
knew of. I had never seen the inside of a courtroom in my life. These were uncharted waters for
me, like the old illuminated maps where beyond the known expanse of the sea there were
illustrations and the words “Here be dragons.” The dragon of drugs had extended an ugly claw
into my son, and there was little I could do to stop it.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “Must read!. I bought this because I liked the title. I had recently received
bad news about an adult child and I was really upset. This book has been a huge
encouragement! The dad just pours out his heart; the son chronological ly adds what was going
on with him at the same time. Almost unbelievable how God was able to work. This story has so
many places of sadness, but I am encouraged re. My own situation. God does hear and answer
our prayers! Must read!”

sunnyv, “Encouraging words for parents of a prodigal. Uniquely written by father and son. I found
the book to be inspiring, hope giving, and encouraging. We must never stop praying for a child
who has wandered into the far country away from their faith. God is listening to every
prayer.Thank you James and Geoffrey for courageously telling your stories.”

D. Ogden, “Looking for answers, this book gives them!. I LOVED Hope Lies Ahead! It's an
excellent book that outlines the story of a father and son and his battle against addiction. What is
unique about this book is with each chapter the father tells his story, and the son shares his story
as well. It helped me understand both sides of this illness. But most importantly it provided me
with the HOPE that does lie ahead if we are willing to trust God!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “very inspirational. A must read for families struggling with prodigals!”

Deana, “Emotional Journey. This has been a very emotional book to read. I appreciate how
transparent the authors’ have been in sharing their story. Most of us are familiar with the story of
the prodigal son. The story hit home for me in several ways as the authors’ began to share their
journey. Growing up in a house where my dad was a preacher we were always judged by others
in the church. We seemed to be held more accountable than others and were always watched
by members of the church. My father was all about appearances and any secrets going on in our
family were never revealed. I pray that this book will touch many lives and set them free.I loved
how this family was open and received great counsel from their church. They had prayer warriors
surrounding them which helped them during their difficult journey with their son. Geoff began to
spiral out as he found himself deeper into drugs. He addiction was so severe that at times his
parents were at a loss of what to do. The pain that Geoff went through was so heartbreaking and
I could feel his hopelessness. It is easier for people to have sympathy when someone has
cancer or other recognized medical condition. When someone deals with addiction, they shun
them and toss them aside.The rollercoaster ride the family went through was difficult and eye
opening at the same time. Geoff wanted to be accepted but felt the only way he could
accomplish that was to get high and hang around people like himself. As parents we want to
protect our children, but sometimes we have to give it to God. It was nice to read how God was
changing not only Geoff but his parents as well. In a crisis we need to stand together as a family.



As the addiction became worse, so did the communication between husband and wife. At sone
point I’m sure they wanted to give up, but instead they dug in deeper and surrendered everything
to God. A situation may look hopeless, but God is in the hope business. He wants to strengthen
our faith, hope and endurance.The book is one I think everyone should read. It shares the
struggles of an addict and his road back to God and his family. It is an honest look at how
devastating addiction can be and the consequences it has on not only the addict but the family
as well. Forgiveness and grace is the key to helping those who feel rejected and a failure. Geoff
needed his family to not give up on him. What he realized was that he was not alone in his
journey. God was guiding him and watching over him. His parents in their darkest moments knew
they had to forgive their son and welcome him home with unconditional love.I encourage readers
to share this book with others and ask a God how you can help those who feel lost and about to
give up. Addiction is an illness and without help it can destroy lives. I want to thank the authors’
for sharing their story and allowing God to use their story to impact others. Through our test
comes our testimony.“Forgive us our sins, for we also forgive everyone who sins against us,”
Luke 11:4.I received a copy of this book from Celebrate Lit. The review is my own opinion.”

debs, “Hope Lies Ahead. This is a true story of addiction and how one family deals with it.
James, the father and Geof, son and addict tell their story in their own words. Both do not sugar
coat anything. Each chapter both are telling of the situation and how both see and react to each
other and the situation. James is a pastor and never felt he would be dealing with a son
addicted to opioids. Geoff was the pastor's son that people looked up to and thought couldn't do
anything wrong. He tells how he was finally kicked out of his parents house, moved in with his
sister, stole from her, kicked out, was in and out of jail, in and out of rehab, and so much more.
James and his wife Cari, share how they kept being praying parents and someday they knew
God would come into Geoff's life again. Does God come into the life? Does God work all things
for good, or is this an ending that no one saw coming?I would recommend this book to anyone
going through an addiction, either themselves or a loved on. This book is so true it doesn't hold
back and gives you both sides of the story. It shows that everyone involved is held accountable
and how you can pray, keep faith strong and have hope. I loved the chapter that when a
counselor is telling James about addition: "When you are a parent of an addict, it's hard for
others to understand. If your child was sick or had another problem, people would bring meals
to your door and listen sympathetically. But when your child is an addict you don't get a
casserole." This is so true, and I never thought of it that way.... how much society writes off the
addict and is not willing to meet them where they are. People tell the addict it is your choice, you
did this to yourself..... This book makes you feel differently about this issue and will make you
see both sides. Great book of truth and above all GOD!! I read this from cover to cover and
couldn't put it down. So inspiring and will give hope to anyone that is dealing with this
issue.Disclosure of Material Connection: I received a complimentary copy of this book from
Celebrate Lit Books. I was not required to write a positive review. The opinions expressed are my



own. I am disclosing this in accordance with the Federal Trade Commission's 16 CFR, Part 255,
"Guides Concerning the Use of Testimonials and Endorsements in Advertising.”

Amy Boucher Pye, “Inspiring, helpful, authentic. A thoroughly encouraging book written by a dad
and the son who called himself a prodigal as he got into a life of drugs, stealing, and other
activities. They share the narrative, giving their views on the same events in their lives from each
of their perspectives, which was particularly insightful.Geoff was a gregarious child, one who
shone in a crowd. But he started to experiment with alcohol and then moved into light and then
heavy drugs. Everything went toward finding his next high, which meant he learned how to lie
and steal. His parents despaired as they watched him spiral down. Heartbreak after heartbreak
for them - and him - but finally he reached a "pigsty" moment and with God's help turned his life
around.Inspiring, helpful, authentic. I highly recommend.”

The book by James Banks has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 87 people have provided feedback.
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