
DR. ROBBY GALLATY’S STORY
There was a time in my life when the Lord was very distant from me. I was raised in a very strict Roman Catholic family 

and attended a Catholic parochial high school for boys. In my mind, participation in religion included attending Mass on 

Sundays, checking a mental box for attendance. Each Sunday I came to church governed by a personal philosophy to 

do what was best for myself, with no regard for God. I left the services with an unchanged heart.

After high school, I was awarded a basketball scholarship at the University of North Carolina Greensboro. It was an 

amazing opportunity that was thwarted when my girlfriend at the time begged me to reconsider and attend a college 

closer to home. I opened a phone book to look at colleges closer to home, and came across William Carey University. 

Although the players for the team had already been picked, I begged the coach for a chance to try out. The very next day 

the coach called to tell me that I had made the team and would be receiving a scholarship to play for William Carey.

Two weeks after I started school, my girlfriend who had convinced me to give up playing for UNC Greensboro broke 

up with me. I didn’t know it at the time but God was working in my life to prepare me for something great. During my 

second semester at William Carey, a friend named Jeremy Brown approached me to discuss what it really meant to 

have a relationship with God and surrender my life to him. Although I refused to hear his words at the time, his persistent 

message that God would forgive anything I had done in my past or in the future if I would only cry out to Him remained in 

my heart. Years later those words would come back to me at the time I needed them the most.

After graduating from college, I started a computer business with two friends. We spent six months putting everything we 

could into the company, but things never took off. Our company was dismantled, and we each parted our separate ways. 

I as drawn to No Holds Barred fighting competitions and began to train in Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu. I was six foot six and 295 

pounds. I worked as a bouncer at a club in New Orleans during Mardi Gras, where I was paid to fight. It was exhilarating, 

but also dangerous. I felt I was indestructible.

All of those feelings ended on November 22, 1999, when an 18-wheeler swerved across two lanes of traffic and rear-

ended me at 65 miles per hour, slamming my car into a guardrail. The doctors determined I had two herniated discs 

in my neck, on herniated disc in my back, and on bulging disc in my lower back. The doctors sent me home with 

prescriptions for Oxycontin, Valium, Soma, and Percocet. Never having taken drugs before, I began by taking the 

medications according to prescription. Within three months I was addicted to pharmaceutical drugs. When I realized my 

thirty-day supply was running low as a result of over-consumption, I turned to other means of feeding my insatiable need 

to get high.

At was at this point that two acquaintances introduced me to the potentially lucrative business possibilities in the drug 

arena. I was quickly able to use my knowledge of the business world and the skills I had gained through owning my own 

computer company to begin a business importing and dealing illegal drugs. With the help of a few others, I trafficked 

illegal drugs such as heroin, cocaine, GHB, marijuana, and various pharmaceuticals into the city of New Orleans. We felt 

like we had it all. By the world’s standard, it was the life that many only dream about.

But in 2000, it all started to spiral out of control with the death of a close friend. Rick died from a heroin overdose with 

the needle still in his arm. Between 2000 and 2003 I lost eight friends to alcohol or drug-related deaths. Six other friends 



ended up in prison. Our operation was being investigated, with police interested in our particular group. Suddenly we 

couldn’t pay the bills. The gas, water, and electricity to our house were shut off. The bill collectors continued to call until 

the phone was turned off as well. At this point it was cost $160 a day to feed my addiction.

When I realized I had reached the end of my rope, I begged my parents for a second chance. Given what I had done to 

them months before, I didn’t expect their sympathy or assistance. I had robbed my father of $15,000 in those months 

by using his credit card information to buy items online that I could later pawn or sell for drug money. When my parents 

learned what I had done, they were devastated and furious. They had warned me not to return to their house, but God’s

mercy was present the day I begged for forgiveness and pleaded for help on their living room floor. I didn’t expect or 

deserve a second chance form my parents, but they gave me one and took me in.

My next step was a rehab program in Tijuana, Mexico of all places. I spent ten days going through an intensive recovery 

program involving the injection of amino acids to realign the serotonin and dopamine levels in my body. When I 

completed the program, I moved to Mobile, Alabama to be with my sister. Things began to improve. I got a job as a sales 

manager at Powerhouse Gym, where I began to train five days a week. In what I now can assure you was a terribly bad 

idea, I attempted to squat over 500 pounds.

I saw the doctor in New Orleans, where I leaned that I had damaged the same disc in my back, which would require 

immediate surgery. Following the surgery, I was sent home with another full prescription for the same pain meds I was 

prescribed after my car accident. For the next six months I allowed these medications that had caused so much hurt and 

heartache back into my family, where things quickly fell to pieces. Knowing I had reached rock bottom, I detoxed myself 

and voluntarily re-entered rehab.

On the first night there, November 12, 2002, I remembered the words spoken to me by Jeremy Brown, who had told 

me that no matter what you’ve done, Christ wants to love you and is waiting for you to call out to Him. It didn’t happen 

in a church service, under a revival tent, or on a crusade. Jesus chose to meet me right in my room. As I surrendered 

that night, I made a decision to ask God to save me from the mess I had created. I repented of my sinful lifestyle and 

experienced God’s forgiveness. I also made two additional promises. The first was that I would completely devote 100 

percent of my life to Him. The second was that I would travel the world sharing the story of what God had done in my 

life.

I spent the next twenty-four hours in that room with the Lord Jesus Christ. The experience moved me to the point that I 

couldn’t hold back my excitement. That day I told my dad that I intended to become a preacher. My father was confused 

and concerned about how my plans for marriage would work. Since he raised me in a devoutly Catholic home, he 

assumed I wanted to become a priest. I explained that I was ready to leave behind my focus on ritual and performance

and become a preacher who focused on bringing people into a relationship with God. However, it was difficult to make 

this transition. I came from a church that didn’t promote Scripture reading and memorization or extemporaneous prayer. 

For several months, I wandered aimlessly in my Christian life, uncertain of how to proceed and growing stagnant. It 

was then that a church member suggested that I pray for God to provide me with a mentor to disciple me the way Paul 

discipled Timothy. It was something I was unfamiliar with and unsure of, but I began to pray.



Only a few weeks later, another church member named David Platt approached me about meeting once a week for 

Bible study, Scripture memorization, and prayer. He asked that I pray about whether or not this was the right decision, 

but I was able to tell him I had already been in prayer. God had heard my cry and had started working in David’s heart to 

provide me with a mentor before I even knew I needed one. For the next five months, I met with David weekly to discuss 

the glory of God, the lost nature of man, and the good news of Christ. It was during this time that David encouraged and 

strengthened my desire to share my story and begin to reach others, using discipleship and expository preaching.

The following summer, I was offered a chance to work with Tim LaFleur as a campus pastor for Highpoint in Glorieta, 

New Mexico. Tim’s ministry at Nicholls State University had given him the opportunity to disciple hundreds of college 

students into mature followers of Christ. We spent that summer discussing the doctrines of the Christian life, the 

empowerment of the Holy Spirit, the equipping of saints, and assurance of salvation.

These men were the Pauls in my life, who opened their arms, took me in, and taught me what it means to be a Christian. 

But, like Paul, they didn’t just teach me how to live a Spirit-filled life. These men didn’t stop at making a difference in my 

own life. They instructed, demonstrated, and challenged me to do the same for others. They lived out Paul’s words to 

Timothy: “What you have heard from me in the presence of many witnesses entrust to faithful men who will be able to 

teach others also.” The reason I am so passionate about making disciples is because I am a product of discipleship. Our 

motto at Brainerd Baptist Church is, “Making Disciples who Make Disciples.”


