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Praise for GOD’S TROPHY WOMEN


“Jacqueline Jakes has the best kind of wisdom—the kind that is earned by triumphing through experiences that turn a test into a glorifying testimony. If you are finally ready for victory over the battles of your life, GOD’S TROPHY WOMEN is your divinely inspired guide.”


—Valorie Burton, author of What’s Really Holding You Back? and Listen to Your Life


“In this book, Lady Jacqueline has uncovered a great hidden treasure chest, full of much needed medicine for the soul. There is healing for those who can’t even say where it hurts. There is a breakthrough for those who may not even claim to be bound. Most of all, there is a wonderful revelation of whose we are, in spite of who we are. Thank you, Jacqueline! Thank You, Jesus!”


—Dr. Rita L. Twiggs, preacher, teacher, author, and one of God’s Trophy Women


Praise for Jacqueline Jakes


“Offers insight and wisdom of the ages to help women find balance in a quick-fix, fast-paced world.”


—Essence


“Keep this book [Sister Wit] by the side of your bed—the more you read it, the more it will become a treasured friend.”


—Gospel Today


“[Sister Wit] is a fine, richly textured garment that will comfort readers’ hearts.”


—Charisma


“Telling her story with honesty, punctuated by Scripture and humor, Jakes opens up her life and heart.”


—Library Journal




This book is dedicated to the memory of three powerful women in my life: My mother, the late Mrs. Odith P. Jakes, and my two grandmothers, Mrs. Susie W. Patton and Mrs. Lorena Gray. I am blessed to have witnessed, in both sides of my family, however briefly, women who were strong, courageous, successful, and triumphant believers in the Lord Jesus Christ. These were women who made a difference in the lives of others, and this world is left better from their being here.
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FOREWORD


There I sat, on the third step of our extremely modest home, whimpering like a puppy left out in the rain. My eyes were swollen and my heart was breaking. I was maybe seven or eight years old and, yes, I admit it: I had been spanked again. Now, I was by no means the poster child for purity and righteousness. Some even said I was given to mischief, a dark version of Dennis the Menace. But to my sister I was as aristocratic as the Prince of Wales and as innocent as Huckleberry Finn. I lavished in her arms and turned to and fro, basking in her naiveté. I knew she was the most awesome person I would encounter.


I turned up the volume a notch or two on the tears. As I cried uncontrollably in the arms of my sister, I thought I would die of sheer heartbreak; gasping like an asthmatic, I coiled and wrenched violently. Okay, I guess it is safe to admit now: I really wasn’t hurt that badly. Perhaps some of the writhing was a way to spark some guilt in my mother. You see, my mother was big on spanking and had never heard of “time out” or allowing your children to process their decisions. Our mother was not easily stricken with guilt. Once she had made her judicious decision, judgment was executed and no chance for parole was mentioned.


My hind end was smarting, but it was my feelings that were bruised beyond recognition. My sister sat with me, comforting me as best she could without alarming my mom, who was an equal opportunity disciplinarian. Jacqueline knew better than to ignite my mother, so she whispered her medicinal words into my ears. She never knew my ears were leaking her loving words into my open heart. My sister, who has an immeasurable ability to comfort and protect those she loves, was there on the spot to rescue and to console me. She kissed away my tears and stroked me while I gasped aloud, peeking around the corner trying to see if my mother might return to repent from her ways and sign a contract to never do such a hideous thing again.


To be sure, my mother never came around the corner nor even seemed remorseful. Therefore the only consolation that remained possible for me was the lifting of a song from the heart of my sister, who loved me even though I had probably done something horrific to get the punishment in the first place. It never mattered to her as she sang me her song to pull me out of the pained environment I was in.


She sang in her contralto voice the old song “Summertime.” As I sat there, little did I know that beneath the sting of sweltering skin and emotional shock was a soul who was being comforted by someone whose ability to bring comfort would one day reach around the world.


Isn’t it funny how we all need to be loved and encouraged sometimes? I would never tell her, and you’d better not either, that even in my teens and early adulthood, I still drew strength from the lullaby that put my boyhood to bed and caused me to wake up a man. Even fully grown I have, from time to time, wished for those stairs to sit on again and hear her sing those sweet words from “Summertime.”


Enough of this nostalgia. Let’s fast-forward to this era we are in now. No longer a teenager, Jacqueline is now a woman filled with life’s experiences. She has become a mother and grandmother. She is my mother’s daughter and my father’s joy. She has been married and divorced, healthy and ill, a linguist as well as a prolific writer, but most importantly a thinker. Jacqueline is as full of experiences as a museum. Every shelf is lined with something exquisite archived for connoisseurs who would come to gaze deeply, garnering understanding and storing new perspectives after a visit with her. After years of working for the American Psychological Association, she has seen and worked with the best and brightest minds in the world today. She now writes for our ministry magazines and materials. She has a way of coupling psychology and spirituality with good old-fashioned Sister Wit. She often writes what I am thinking.


It is with reluctance that I share her with you. She is a treasure of wisdom and a voice of love. The woman has never lost her ability to nurture the wounded soul and anchor us in her bountiful bosom of intellect and sage-filled insight. As you read the words she has personally penned, know that this is more than a book. It is more melodious than a song. It is the deep elixir that comes from a heart so rich with life that it glimmers in the dark and has an effervescence that transcends a pervasive society. I believe that all who read her work will find it to be a light in a dark place. She reads like a warm blanket and a hot mug of chocolate shared between lovers on a snowcapped mountain.


So my advice to you is snuggle up in a corner. Play some soft music and let my big sissy sing you to sleep with her wit and charm and know that whatever has spanked you, its pain will pass. In fact, its pain has no power to destroy you. It will only transform you while you are safe in the arms of Jacqueline. Ladies and gentlemen, she is more than a Trophy Woman to me... she is the shine on the brass and the sparkle on the pearl. If she is anything, she is the fine metals that the trophy is made of... enjoy her words and learn her spirit until all those you touch are as impacted as I have been by the incomparable wisdom of one woman with a pen in her hands and a song in her heart!


T. D. Jakes



INTRODUCTION


But in a great house there are not only vessels of gold and of silver, but also of wood and of earth; and some to honour, and some to dishonour.


2 TIMOTHY  2:20 (KJV )


When you fall down, get up with something in your hand.


UNKNOWN 


All I read about “trophy wives” left a strong imprint on my mind—so strong it finally spawned the book before you: Trophy Women. No doubt you are familiar with the expression trophy wives, which refers to young, pencil-thin, gorgeous females who marry high-powered, high-profile, older gentlemen. These women are supposed to boost their husbands’ egos and professional status.


Some call these women “arm candy.” Trophy wives are paraded around at business luncheons and social functions. Rich husbands spend lots of money on their trophy wives to ensure the envy of their male peers. These women are designed to display their husbands’ success. The husbands want to impress, and the wives want to feel secure.


Trophy wives’ power is partly their looks and physique, but more important is their age. Their youth is their ticket into the marriage. Recently, many affluent men have added “professional, polished, and accomplished” to their trophy wives’ requirements. Still, being very young is mandatory.


In exchange for their youth and their perfect polish, their sugar-daddy husbands shower them with money and gifts. These husbands may set up their wives with their own businesses. The couples’ focus is always on wealth and appearance: the rich, aging husbands flaunt their wives as some of their prized, tangible status symbols.


The relationships flow smoothly until the wives begin to age. At that point, the husbands usually trade them in for younger models. Basically, these women are like pieces of jewelry: they are accessories to the men. Their trendy lifestyles and their marital job descriptions begin—and end—with their youth and beauty. With these qualities they enhance the lives of their tycoon husbands; without them, these women are no longer useful.




THESE WOMEN ARE LIKE PIECES OF JEWELRY: THEY ARE ACCESSORIES TO THE MEN.





Now, I am not criticizing age-gap relationships. Not at all. Remember, Boaz was much older than Ruth. Many times, older men successfully marry younger women and vice versa. What I’ve just described, though, shows what trophy wives look like in the world’s “kingdom”; what I seek to show in this book is what Trophy Women look like in God’s kingdom.


Trophy Women are a far cry from those I’ve just portrayed. In fact, the contrast is so stark between trophy wives and the many Trophy Women in God’s House that it is fascinating to explore the differences.


Let’s begin by looking at the definition of a trophy. Webster’s says a trophy is “something gained or given in... conquest.”1 People win trophies for succeeding in battle. Trophy wives—those young ladies who seek out older men for their money and influence—follow a worldly pattern. God’s Trophy Women, however, don’t follow the trendy lifestyles of this ever-changing world. Trophy Women are indeed the result of battles—life battles they have fought and won—and God has made these women the actual rewards for victory. Trophy Women symbolize accomplishments, while trophy wives symbolize empty pursuits: the wives are bought and traded, not valued.


Yes, God has a different path for His women. While I know how persuasive public opinion can be, and how powerful the influence of the media is, ladies, let us not lose our heavenly directives and our spiritual perspectives on what God desires for us. In this fast-paced world, we are bombarded by opinions and images that constantly redefine who we are as women and what we should aspire to become. How curious that a woman would be rewarded for being young and thin. Why shouldn’t she be honored for who she is and what she has endured rather than for what she looks like?


God, who is rich in mercy—God, who is the Author and Finisher of our faith—has a plan for each of His women. By strengthening us to stand through our personal storms, God gives us the opportunity to become cocreators with Him. As cocreators who rebuild the broken bits and pieces of our lives, we have the chance to take the worst and make it the best, to take sorrow and weave gladness, to spin straw into gold. Because we are uniquely tattooed with God’s divine imprint, we must walk out our lives with Him, through many “dangers, toils and snares,”2 and experience His power, His glory, and His majesty.




WE HAVE THE CHANCE TO TAKE THE WORST AND MAKE IT THE BEST, TO TAKE SORROW AND WEAVE GLADNESS, TO SPIN STRAW INTO GOLD.





You, my sister, are not to be a self-serving woman who seeks careless living but a faithful disciple who takes up her cross and follows Christ. You must not give in to the sorrow of perilous times but come forth triumphant. Through struggle and pain, the Potter shapes and fashions you until you stand like a golden masterpiece: a trophy made fit for His use.


While trophy wives are little more than pleasure seekers who are happy just to shine on their husbands’ shelves, God’s Trophy Women are far more valuable than decorations.The Trophy Women I know have withstood many challenges. But the sometimes harsh and fiery winds of life have not broken them; they have survived perilous tests and seasons of distress. They’ve not always strutted around, finely dressed, or lived lavish lifestyles. But they have become rich in spirit and taken on a value “worth far more than rubies” (Prov. 31:10). They have engaged in battle and won. As a result, these women are trophies in God’s curio, treasured possessions of the Most High God.


Do you know any of God’s Trophy Women—women of extraordinary substance who possess huge value and distinction? These ladies are God’s showpieces! God’s Trophy Women represent Him through their living relationships with Him. His Word has been made flesh through their lives. They not only read about healing and provision, but they also have been healed and know firsthand that God is their Provider. These women don’t give a testimony of what God can do; these women are a testimony of what He can do. These are real women through whom you can see the miracle-working power of God.


God trusts His Trophy Women with trouble. He knows they will come out on top. Ladies, it is an astonishing honor that God—the King of Glory, the Creator of the universe, the Ancient of Days, the One without beginning and with no end—selects you to enter into covenant with Him so that His works may be made manifest in you (John 9:3). You are blessed to have His attention, and it is your plight that has given you front-row seating in His presence. The light and heat generated from being this close to God are reserved only for His Trophies.


Great favor—clout with the King—is released in the life of the woman who has relationship and close association with the Head of all things. Marriages that endure the hard times, the unknown, and the uncertainties of life end with a happy, contented couple smiling into old age. So it is when you walk with God through deep and burning fires. Sharing those difficult experiences with Him, and watching His unfailing rescues and deliveries, births an intimacy that only painful trials create. Your overcoming these fiery ordeals reveals that you are a blessed woman of God, covered with His favor in your life.


In this book, we will look at different Trophy Women in God’s House. See in them what God can perform in your life. Look on them to witness His power. God has produced in these women a hands-on knowledge of His might.Trophy Women are eyewitnesses to the deliverance of God.They are women whom life has cast down but who have risen up with fists filled with glory from real encounters with God.


Following each chapter is a poem related to the trophy-making process, some questions for your reflection, and a prayer for your strengthening.




THESE WOMEN ARE TROPHIES IN GOD’S CURIO, TREASURED POSSESSIONS OF THE MOST HIGH GOD.




I wrote God’s Trophy Women not to celebrate the celebrated—you will recognize maybe two of my examples of Trophy Women—but to applaud and rejoice in the unknown, nameless women who have suffered and yet triumphed and been made into shining examples that you, dear reader, might be encouraged, inspired, and renewed.


So, on the pages of this book are stories of mostly unsung heroines who struggled through their valleys, who would not stop until life handed them their mountaintops. They are women whom trouble and tribulations called away into the presence of the Lord. They are women who have ridden disaster to triumph.These are God’s Trophy Women.


—Jacqueline Jakes JacquelineJakes.com
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JUST FOR THE TROPHY


Give her the reward she has earned, And let her works bring her praise.


PROVERBS  31:31


In my den sit numerous awards my daughter, Kelly, won throughout her school years. Some of her trophies are for college math and science competitions; others are for literary accomplishments, Bible fact contests, even beauty pageants. She received her first and smallest trophy for selling the most boxes of oranges to raise money for her Christian school. At six years of age, she understood the significance and special treatment she could get by competing, winning, and having something tangible to show for her efforts.


Isn’t it ironic how we can remember the trophies we’ve won, yet we can’t recall last year’s Christmas presents? There is remarkable distinction between receiving a gift and winning a prize. The addictive and delicious scent of fought-for victory is intoxicating; it brings us pleasure and motivation for years to come. The prize won is more treasured and valued than any handout could ever be.




THE PRIZE WON IS MORE TREASURED AND VALUED THAN ANY HANDOUT COULD EVER BE.




Why? Because everyone loves a winner. And because we value what we have to work for. As a young girl growing up during the fifties in the hills of West Virginia, I said to my mother that I’d love to play an instrument in the local junior high band. After all, I had been playing classical piano for a few years, and musical accomplishments seemed to come naturally to me. But in a state that was less than 4 percent African American, I knew my chances of competing and entering the band were slim—and I said so.


My mother would have none of it. She was a forward-thinking woman who didn’t let opposition prevent her from accomplishing whatever goals she set. After all, she was one of fifteen children and a graduate of Tuskegee University!


So off I went to tryouts. I entered and integrated the school band that year and later, in high school, integrated that band as well. When our bands won competitions and we received letters to affix to our school sweaters, I wore my gold and blue, and later orange and black, raised letters on my clothes with pride. I had won a symbol of excellence and had done it against the odds. What seemed an ordinary accomplishment to many other students was a special achievement for me. I had my trophy.


WHAT  YOU CAN  DO 


For years I’ve kept ribbons, trophies, school band awards, and other indicators of accomplishment from my school years. I treasure my tributes from competing and winning. You are probably like me and have an old dresser drawer or a special box in the attic that contains tokens of your successes.


Or maybe you feel you’ve never accomplished anything noteworthy, or that you haven’t become adept at any skill. You’d be amazed at how many things you are capable of but don’t take seriously. So many women say to me that they can’t write books, but these same women can whip up a dinner that would be applauded at the White House. They may not know how to edit a manuscript, but they can design a hairstyle fashionable and fine enough to wear to the Emmy Awards. I’ve seen women who could sing until you wanted to dance around the church. So many women don’t have confidence in the wonderful things they can do because their gifts don’t match those that another sister has.


God has given everyone something. Not all of us have medals and trophies to show for our talents, but nevertheless, each of us has excelled in some area. Whether we have received recognition or not, God knows where our strengths lie. What is important is that we use the talents God has given us and perfect those abilities He has gifted us to possess.
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