

[image: Cover]



© 2002 by Jacqueline Jakes.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer, who may quote brief passages in a review.

Unless otherwise noted Scriptures are taken from the HOLY BIBLE: NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society.

Used by permission of Zondervan Publishing House. All rights reserved.

An AOL Time Warner Company

Hachette Book Group, 237 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10017

Visit our Website at www.HachetteBookGroup.com.


Scriptures noted KJV are taken from the King James Version of the Bible.


First eBook Edition: April 2002

ISBN: 978-0-446-51048-6

Book Design by Charles Sutherland


Sister Wit

Devotions for Women

Jacqueline Jakes

Foreword by T. D. JAKES


This book is dedicated to the memory of my mother, Odith P. Jakes, without whom I would never have had a classical foundation.

And to my daughter, Kelly, who was my night-light during a decade of darkness. You are the love of my life. I adore you.

Lastly, this book is dedicated to all women who struggle with an illness or who battle any terror. I pray that God will wash you in miracles and give you total well-being for all your life.


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

There would be no Sister Wit without Bishop T. D. Jakes. It was he who asked me to share my testimony with others. From his embryonic idea developed the idea of a book to share with other women—a devotional containing the wisdom of my unique experience and the challenges of this life. Thus Sister Wit was born. Thank you, my precious baby brother—thank you, my stellar Bishop.

Cheryl L. Thomas, had you not stood by with your spirit of excellence, organizing, typing, retyping, and saving this manuscript and simply doing whatever you were asked to do to help me get this book finished, I don’t know what I would have done.

Rolf Zettersten, thank you for the incredible insight and direction for this book.

Leslie Peterson, your sharp editor’s pencil and your ability to identify with me uniquely made this a pleasurable experience. Thank you for being a delight to work with.

Kelly, your comments and applause helped to strengthen me and to keep me on track and to believe in myself. You are an exceptional daughter!

Marci Russell and Jane Darrisaw, thanks for every time you cheered with me throughout each step of the book publishing process. Thank you for believing in me.

Ernest Jakes Jr., Margaret, Sherry, Sister Mays, Laurena, Brenda, DeLaunda, and all the many people everywhere who prayed for me and cheered me along to completion—thank you from my heart.

Tom Winters, you and Debby are the greatest. Thank you for everything.


FOREWORD

And the woman conceived, and bare a son: and when she saw him that he was a goodly child, she hid him three months. And when she could not longer hide him, she took for him an ark of bulrushes, and daubed it with slime and with pitch, and put the child therein; and she laid it in the flags by the river’s brink. And his sister stood afar off, to wit what would be done to him.

EXODUS 2:2-4 KJV

It has been a long watch from across the room—a watch of forty-plus years for my sister. I have gone to the palace and she has stood in the courts, watching from the gates and encouraging as she has done all of my life. It seems only yesterday that I sat on the steps of our very modest home dressed in short pants with the stinging whelps of Momma’s switch still tartly staining my pride as I had once again managed to get myself in the incorrigible dilemmas of childhood pranks. My sister’s bright eyes and deep penetrating gaze observed my punishment. She comforted my whimpers when the discipline was too much for me to bear.

I can only wonder what rush of wind has swept away the years between those long ago days to this present moment. All I know is that when the wind slowed its gusting my hair resembled the glistening snow-capped mountains of a West Virginia Christmas card. But to my surprise, after a lovely wife and five children of my own, my sister was still standing by me, watching me sail down the muddy rivers of life covered in bull rushes and relentlessly pursuing my dreams. These were the dreams that could only be completed if she watched like a spotter in a gym to make sure that the weight of life’s pressure did not dement the magnitude of God’s calling on my life.

Well, it has certainly been a fast-paced, eventful, and sometimes breath-taking trip. Many things have changed—except the woman gazing across the room at me. My sister is filled with wit and wisdom. Her thought-provoking perspectives on life, love, and the many pitfalls in between are filled with a tremendous legacy passed to us from our parents, who before expiring hurled us into the wind of life with the force of champions. Their strength still resounds in all of their children. Even if nothing but an accounting of my sister’s observations while watching over me, this book would still be inspirational enough to prepare the hearts of the thoughtful women who mentor, marry, minister, or muster courage in the midst of storms.

My sister far excels a voyeur whose only claim is to have recorded the trappings of thought that are threaded throughout this book. No. She on her own rights has had quite an experience in the courts of life: raising a child, surviving perils, fighting the brain tumor that finally gave way to her relentless determination to live. She has, like a little girl collecting seashells, gathered pearls of wisdom.

Now she is ready to be presented her pearls. Her tiara is the thorny crown that is reserved only for those who have suffered hardships, endured storms, and survived predicaments too horrendous to be articulated. Her soul, like those of all who have had a real adventure, has become the rose that brightens the lives of us all. Her thorny path may usher tears to stream down our face. But her resiliency will motivate the disadvantaged to rise from the ashes of mediocrity and fulfill their dreams.

I cannot give her to you. She is too precious to be given away. But for the next few days I will allow you to gaze at the wisdom that has been the fodder we have used to survive the vicissitudes of life. Today she has been garlanded with grace and seasoned with prayer. She now emerges from her shadowed posture, where in times past she has avoided the glaring light of notoriety, to unveil the wit that has tailored her soul and balanced my judgment all of these years we have spent together here in the Egypt of life in the house of Pharaoh.

T. D. Jakes


INTRODUCTION

Every woman has a story to tell. You, dear reader, are most likely not a Coretta Scott King, who has faced suffering and the loss of a spouse and who has lived a life on public display. And more than likely you are not a Helen Keller, who triumphed over her every limitation to become a household name—a woman who overcame seemingly insurmountable odds. Instead, you’re probably like myself, an ordinary woman who faced extraordinary circumstances and survived intact. Survived stronger and wiser. Survived to tell you that you too can come out of whatever circumstance you are facing—better, not bitter.

No, you don’t need to be famous to have some special claim on overcoming affliction. Simply passing through this earth seems to be enough. We live in a world fraught with the unexpected and laced with the unknown. What do we do when the gnarled fingers of terrifying experiences knock at our door? Facing challenges with peace, love, and even joy is the order of the day. And depending on God.

It was my faith in God that held my falling soul together throughout an eight-hour brain surgery. It was my total dependence on Him that got me through the aftermath—that allowed me to be carried by Him through the unexplored and never-before-seen places and into recovery. My faith in God is what brought me to where I am today.

Sister Wit contains the wisdom I collected along that journey. Like most wisdom, it was born in the furnace of affliction. So many of us are women bound together in tribulation. We have seen loss, buried our parents, sometimes even our children. So many of our bodies have been invaded and redesigned by the surgeon’s knife. The twenty-first-century woman is widowed, divorced, single, remarried with a blended family. She is living with illness and addiction. She is abused. She is unemployed or underemployed. She is lonely. She is you. She is me.

Am I discouraged? Absolutely not! It is hard to discourage a woman who has gone to sleep before a man with a scalpel at her head. At twenty-nine years of age, my mind was not astute enough, nor imaginative enough to begin to know what the next nearly ten years of my life would be. You see, I was told about the surgery. I was told I could be paralyzed on one side of my body. I was told that if the tumor was cancerous I would need radiation. I was told that very possibly my peripheral vision would be gone—and it is. They said they would shave my hair—they did. They told me they would put hot dye in the veins and arteries of my head for the arteriogram—and it was very hot. They said that if the arteriogram didn’t show what they wanted to see, I could not leave the hospital; it would mean emergency brain surgery. I left the hospital . . . eleven days later.

Everything that happened after the surgery I had to figure out by myself. No one prepared me for the fight of my life. Nothing gave me any inclination that normalcy would become one of the most desirable gifts I would ever ask of God. I did not know I was entering a strange place where the soul and the spirit disconnect, where you are lost and groping to connect the altered places together again—a place where you do not feel like or have the ability to recognize yourself. A place no one can get you out of. Except God.

I went to hell emotionally, but God never left me. As David said, “If I make my bed in hell, behold, thou art there” (Ps. 139:8 KJV). In that place where medicine could not reach and people could not travel, God stood with me and held me through the nights and rocked me during the days. For years. Until one glad morning, of which I do not know the day nor the hour, He rocked me until He rocked me out. Out into health. Out into the light. Out into normalcy. Out into total well-being.

Right now you may be facing dark nights, as I once did. If so, I have jotted down a few writings to encourage you—to inspire and refresh you and to help usher you into the dawning of your new day. I encourage you to let the Lord Jesus Christ, who is the Light of my world, shine His glory onto your situation and into your life. His presence will be medicine for your soul. When you have nothing to lose, when all is gone, try Jesus. Better yet, before you have lost everything, before all is gone, call on Jesus. He is a sure choice.

I urge you to stand on God’s Word. During my time of struggle, I drank in His Word. I ate it. I slept with it, surrounded every room in my house with it. I memorized it, sang it, and whispered its words to myself. Therefore I know what I’m talking about when I assure you that God’s Word is a sure and solid foundation on which to anchor your hopeful soul. In a severe test, it is all you will have the strength to cling to.

A very dear friend of mine, after reading the preceding passages, said, “I knew you had brain surgery, but you never told me you went through all of that. You don’t look as if you suffered like that.” I love that comment. It let’s me know that I’ve survived— that the God I depend so greatly on has gotten me through something I couldn’t have gotten through on my own. That His love conquers all. And it gives me the confidence to tell you He will do exactly the same for you, whatever your situation—big or small.

Sister Wit is written to help you celebrate, heal, and re-create the life God has given you to live. For that cause, I have unstitched the words of this book from the cloth of my soul. My prayer is that you will find something to warm your heart, feed your spirit, and nourish your soul. Drink, my sisters.

INSPIRATION

THE MAGIC OF WONDER

And they were calling to one another: “Holy, holy, holy is the LORD Almighty; the whole earth is full of his glory.”

ISAIAH 6:3

Wonder is music heard in the heart.

ROSEMARY DOBSON

Today is no ordinary day. Every day we rise, we have the opportunity to witness the extraordinary. The very atmosphere teems with the presence of God. The sun’s warm, golden rays shine into our windows. God claps His hands over this planet and we watch Him paint His love in living color, lavishly splashing radiant beauty onto the skies, abundantly covering the hills, the fields, the flowers and leaves.

Without words, each day we experience the rhythmic throb of life. You and I, the very dust of the earth, watch as heavenly magic visits us with atmospheric drama. We may enjoy the warm luster of a colored rainbow or walk over buried treasures of coal, oil, minerals. Invisible gifts roar past us without our noticing—electricity and sound waves. The force of the wind is a full symphony orchestra in concert. And bubbling, white clouds tower high into the sky while the surprise of a brilliant sunset silently exhibits masterpieces of the universe. All designed to draw our attention away from the details of our day.

Nature cannot hide the awe of God; rather, it has been hired to render the service of revealing those divine gifts strewn throughout the earth and flung under open heavens and freely given for you and me to enjoy. As we lay our heads down to sleep under the black face of the night sky while twinkling, shimmering stars light a path of glory, remember: the brilliance of God’s footprints are found everywhere.

Give praise to the Creator!


WHAT ABOUT THE OTHER WOMAN?

Each of you should look not only to your own interests, but also to the interests of others.

PHILIPPIANS 2:4

A candle loses nothing by lighting another candle.

ERIN MAJORS

It’s easy for us to move through this life oblivious to each other and to the people we encounter day by day. We become so preoccupied with responsibilities, commitments, and relationships that we do not notice the lady next door. The lady in church. The woman at our job.

Whether we know it or not, we are all responsible for one another. The twenty-first century is long on information and short on communication. We can acquire information from almost anyplace and about anything and yet we do not know the state of our neighbor, our church sister, or our female relatives.

How rare and pleasant it is when someone stops by to check to see how our day is going, to inquire about a recent event in our life, or simply to take a moment to show interest in what is happening in our world and allow us a brief interlude of sharing. Cultivating the habit of concerning ourselves with one another is worth the sacrifice and yields a wholesome and luscious harvest of results that nurture our spirit and nourish our soul.

A card in the mail gives hope to someone who needs encouragement. A phone call helps a friend feel cared for or thought about. A word of encouragement brightens a day. In this day when hardly anyone prepares a home-cooked meal, an invitation for an evening of talking, laughing, sharing, and breaking bread together is a delightful and refreshing treat.

Remembering to check on the other woman is just one simple way to make your world a brighter and sweeter place to live.


STAY IN LOVE

Jesus replied: “Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind.” This is the first and greatest commandment. And the second is like it: “Love your neighbor as yourself.”

MATTHEW 22:37-39

Love is life and if you miss love, you miss life.

LEO BUSCAGLIA

When it comes right down to it, we don’t have much choice in the matter. We are told to do everything in love. We are to speak the truth in love. We are to minister in love. We are to give in love. We don’t have an option.

Why do the Scriptures tell us over and over that we must abide in love? Because love is the foundation of Christ’s kingdom. Jesus didn’t beat around the bush on this one. He specifically detailed to us the two greatest commandments that sum up the totality of God’s message, both of which deal with love. You couldn’t be much clearer than that. He made it clear to his disciples and to us how we are expected to live.

Love is the ruler we use to measure our walk with Christ. No matter the intensity of the anointing, the conviction in the voice, the gleam in the eye, or any other outward sign, the final gauge God uses to determine the quality of our relationship is love. Love must be evident and intrinsically woven throughout every area of our lives. It cannot be pretended. It cannot be done halfway. Love is all or nothing.

Do as Christ commanded. Allow love to permeate you. Allow it to take the shape of the cross in your life—love horizontally toward your neighbor and love vertically toward God.


SPIRITUAL RITUALS

Put on the new man, which is renewed in knowledge after the image of him that created him.

COLOSSIANS 3:10 (KJV)

Learn to get in touch with the silence within yourself. There’s no need to go to India or somewhere else to find peace. You will find it in your room, your garden, or even your bathroom.

ELISABETH KÜBLER-ROSS

It is so easy for us to find or make excuses for not praising God. However, I recently incorporated a ritual into my life that you might want to try.

All of us know about morning devotions—that time when we deliberately set aside a moment to commune with God and read His Word. But often, because we’re late for work or school or have an unexpected chore, we find ourselves passing over the chance to do so. My solution is this: why not praise and commune with God in the morning while doing the things you do every morning? Like taking your shower. Or riding your exercise bike. Or walking the dog. Even while making the coffee! During these times you have the perfect opportunity to praise and thank God for His blessings.

I always lotion my entire body; it is an unbreakable habit. So each morning I take this time to worship. As I moisturize my face, I anoint it to shine with the light of the Lord. Likewise, for my lips to utter His words, for my eyes to see what He would share with me this day, and for my ears to hear His voice. As I lotion my body, I anoint my legs to walk in places of peace and my feet to carry good tidings wherever I go. For my arms to provide healing embraces and for healing virtue to slip through my hands and fingers out to others throughout the day. By the time I am ready to dress I feel I have put on not only the whole armor of God, but the Lord Himself.

Why not make up your own daily spiritual rituals. When you greet the day with your routine, you can experience new life and fellowship with the Lord. And you will notice how differently you feel as you leave your home having connected with Him who is our Life, Light, and Leader.


SPECIAL TO GOD

I will praise thee; for I am fearfully and wonderfully made: marvellous are thy works; and that my soul knoweth right well.

PSALM 139:14 (KJV)

When the Stars threw down their spears, / And watered heaven with their tears, / Did he smile his work to see? / Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

WILLIAM BLAKE

Big cities can be fun. Walk down their huge sidewalks, in the shadow of buildings that tower far into the sky, and you will undoubtedly pass by many people who look different, sound different, and dress differently from yourself. It is wonderful to see others who have the same skin color as you but perhaps not the same language, or who are dissimilar in other ways. Watch their body language and mannerisms. Smell their foods. Listen to their accents, to exotic-sounding words that flow like a bubbling brook on a summer walk through the woods.
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