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Foreword


In travelling the world, I meet women on every continent who are unhappy and unfulfilled. They suffer from chronic low self-esteem, and often confess to hating both themselves and the way they look. And Christian women are not exempt from the insecurity that pervades our society. Much of the blame lies with our culture’s over-emphasis on looks. Image seems to be everything. We are bombarded with adverts cajoling us to buy cosmetics, clothes, and to go on sun-drenched holidays, all of which will enhance our image and make us happy. Constantly the media parade beautifully tanned and leggy women before our eyes, making most of us looking at them feel totally inadequate – and even downright ugly.


Needless to say, the image-makers are making billions out of our obsession with our looks: liposuction, nose jobs, breast implants/reductions are all on the increase, and many women will go through untold suffering just to feel good about themselves. ‘I wanna be beautiful’, ‘I wanna be thin’, ‘I wanna be tall’, ‘I wanna be happy’, ‘I wanna look like …’ (whoever the latest icon is). Such is the frantic cry coming from the lips of many poor self-conscious, self-hating young girls. That is our culture, and it is hard to counter it.


Beth Redman points us to a better way. She is someone who understands the wavelength of today’s young women. She knows what makes them tick. She has sat where they sit. She has felt their feelings and knows their struggles. From that place of understanding, she speaks the truth about our unhealthy tendencies, and encourages us to resolve the past. She shows how, with the help of the Holy Spirit, those addictive patterns can be changed, and points us to a better way – a higher goal: ‘to wanna become a woman of God’.


With the help of personal testimonies and an excellent chapter on breaking the addictive cycles to which we are so prone, Beth gives many helpful pointers in becoming like the woman of Proverbs 31. There we see an uncomplicated, brave, disciplined, gracious woman whose life appears so full and worthwhile – a woman who has won the admiration of generations who long to develop just some of her attributes.


Beth presents all of us with a goal worth striving for – to become part of a generation of women who recognise their complete weakness, but realise God’s complete strength. Women who pursue a godly life, along with faith, love, perseverance and gentleness; who fight the good fight, yet remain wholesomely feminine. A generation of women who live by the Spirit, and keep in step with the Spirit.


This is a book that will particularly appeal to young women starting out on the journey of life and finding out who they are in God. But it will also greatly inspire those who have been on that road of discovery for some time, but find themselves in need of some encouragement and inspiration. I hope readers will enjoy it as much as I have.


Mary Pytches
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I wanna be a woman of God


As a young girl, I was very damaged and messed up. The pain was at times unbearable – and my coping mechanisms resulted in me being an even more complicated and difficult person to be around. The grace God showed me as I grew up in these broken circumstances was the Church. No matter what sort of desert I found myself in, God always provided the river of church life to flow alongside me, bringing his comfort, shelter and love. I ‘gave my life to Jesus’ about ten times before I actually fully committed and surrendered my life to him at the age of eighteen, when he flooded my life with his Holy Spirit.


Since that day, when I fully acknowledged who he was and grasped something of the immeasurable love and sacrifice demonstrated at the cross, I’ve been on a mission – to know him more, to love him more, to become more like him, and to make him known to others. Even though for much of the time I was still in the same circumstances, I was not the same old me – I was a new creation. I may still have had the same reputation and labels that those in my neighbourhood and church had known me by, but Jesus had cleansed me and was continuing to change me: ‘Though your sins are like scarlet, they shall be as white as snow’ (Isaiah 1:18). That was just how I felt and how I still feel today.


If ever there was a dirty, messed-up sinner in need of a hope and future, it was me. The last ten years, though, have taught me that to press into God, be honest before him and confess my sin, leads to a life of wholeness and freedom. Whatever sadness, sin, suffering or crisis we may come up against, he is able to deliver, heal and restore us. The awesome God of heaven, who is surrounded by angels calling out his holy name, longs to know us and change us. Jesus – worshipped as the glorious, stunning, Saviour – changes lives and brings a hopeful and glorious future. Our God brings beauty from ashes, displaying his beauty within us – and even transforming other people’s broken lives through us. It’s a mystery. It is undeserved. It is beautiful!


At the cross, our broken past dies with Jesus and our new lives rise – just as he rose. In his light, our fractured past should no longer dictate who we are or what we will become. We don’t have to inherit the sin of previous generations or carry yesterday’s baggage. I know who I was before I met Jesus, and I know what sort of woman I am today; and though I’m still on the journey, I’ve discovered time and time again that the more I cling to him, the more he is made beautiful and glorious in my life.


So many of us women struggle with insecurity, comparison, unforgiveness, gossip, jealousy and the everyday challenges that womanhood throws at us. But when Christian women gather together, we have the opportunity to throw off these things and reflect Christ in a beautiful and glorious way. We don’t have to live in the old. The new is beckoning.


I want to be a woman of God – an uncomplicated follower of Jesus who breaks free from the cycle of the past and lives a ‘big life’ for God. I want to leave a legacy behind. And, through this book, I want to encourage you to do the same. May these pages draw you into God’s presence and cause your spirit to cry out to him. Let’s not stay the same as we once were. He is calling us to dedicate our lives to him, to be women of God who bring him much glory.


Each chapter in this book is a prayer to be more like him. The chapter titles in this book are not meant to be childish ‘I want, I want, I want’ demands. Instead, they are the passionate prayers of a woman desperate to take hold of the things that Christ Jesus took hold of for me. This book is my prayer, a sobering look at who I am without him – and a glorious glimpse at what the future can be like because of him. God bless you on your journey, beautiful woman.


Love and grace through Jesus.


Beth xxx
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I wanna know I’m wanted


On a beautiful day in Port Elizabeth, South Africa, in March 2000 the moment had finally arrived – my husband and I were going to be told the sex of our first baby. The doctor squirted out the jelly and jiggled the ultrasound equipment around on my stomach and told us that the wriggling, punching munchkin inside my tummy was a girl. Intuition had told me so – a precious little girl. What an absolute blessing! We rushed to the store and bought everything in pink; we just couldn’t wait to start preparing properly for our daughter’s arrival.


I remember the day a friend had remarked that I must be pregnant; I had left our table at the restaurant to go to the toilet seven times during our meal together! As my friend was a mother of three, she knew all the signs.


Matt had originally thought that we should wait till we’d been married for ten years before we had a baby, but in fact it was just two years before I became pregnant. For a long time I had dreamt of becoming a mum, but was trying to be a good and patient wife when one day God just changed Matt’s heart on the matter. The next thing I knew I was taking a pregnancy test and doing the maths – I was eight weeks’ pregnant. Being a sensible and practical soul, Matt decided to read the lengthy instruction booklet inside the kit before getting excited, so I was left staring at the two blue lines, overwhelmed with joy, for at least ten minutes before Matt was convinced and joined in the celebrating! We were both elated.


Both our children were planned and wanted. From day one of conception to the time of birth, they were equally anticipated with longing and love – not just by my husband and me, but by their extended family too. When they were both baptised, we invited the people who loved them the most to celebrate extravagantly. Our children are very blessed to be so treasured and loved by their family. That very fact is evident in the way they carry themselves through life and how they feel about themselves today.


Tragically, that is not how every infant enters the world. There are so many different heartbreaking scenarios into which millions of children are born each day; experiences and feelings that haunt and overshadow a person for their whole life. Perhaps they were born at the ‘wrong’ time, were the ‘wrong’ sex, or were from the ‘wrong’ father. It may be that they are reminded of these facts throughout their lives. I remember one childhood friend who was brought up being told repeatedly by her dad that he had always really wanted a son. She was dressed in a football strip for parties and given goalposts and gloves for Christmas.


I remember one childhood friend who was brought up being told repeatedly by her dad that he had always really wanted a son.


Obviously, there’s nothing wrong with a girl not being ‘girly’, and being female doesn’t mean you have to be pink, clean, shiny and fluffy. There are many different expressions of womanhood. There is, however, something very wrong with a girl disliking herself or her gender because she feels ‘her dad didn’t get what he wanted’. Sadly, in some cultures boys are a better, more valued commodity: a sign of good fortune and reward for their families. I read a recent statistic that claimed that over 60 per cent of women have at one time or another wished they had been born a man. In many places around the world today, to have a son is still regarded as an honour, but to have a daughter is seen as a misfortune. But these are certainly not the thoughts of our creator God. God wants sons and daughters.


As we rejoiced and gave thanks on that day that we discovered we were expecting a girl, something even more beautiful and powerful was occurring. God was rejoicing over his daughter – the daughter he had known about and anticipated since the beginning of time. Of course, this extravagant declaration of love clashes with the sterile and basic facts we read about in some biology textbooks: bland text telling us we are nothing more than the coincidental result of a male sperm fertilising the egg of a woman.


We are wanted and loved, and belong to God.


A conception may be planned and wanted through love-making; or it can result from an encounter with a stranger, a miscalculation, an encounter between two people whose names are never known to the child, a horrific rape, or an incredible medical procedure in a laboratory. Whatever the emotional circumstances, the cold scientific facts remain the same: a male sperm fused with a female egg that was only the size of a pinhead, and our existence began.
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