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  To my husband, Dave—thank you for making my life more beautiful, hilarious and thoughtful.


  Introduction


  Can God Use Me?
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  The day I sensed Jesus calling me to be an evangelist, I was sitting in the back of the auditorium of a student training conference just having listened to a sermon that had nothing to do with evangelism. I had no idea how God would use me as a woman to proclaim his message. God was calling me to be an evangelist, a gospel preacher—not simply a witness.


  I freaked out. Ugly-cry freaking out—the messy, heaving, snot-pouring-out, can’t-catch-your-breath kind of crying. Friends whisked me outside to pray for me and comfort me because I had begun to disturb the students who were silently praying for their campuses and giving me weird looks for being so loud. Outside, sitting on a picnic table, my friends Sandy and Joe laid hands on me and tried to understand what I was saying between sobs and gulps of air. I silently prayed, God, how is this possible? Don’t you only use men as evangelists? I have no idea what this even looks like.


  Beautiful Feet


  In Romans 10:14-15 Paul writes, “How, then, can they call on the one they have not believed in? And how can they believe in the one of whom they have not heard? And how can they hear without someone preaching to them? And how can anyone preach unless they are sent? As it is written: ‘How beautiful are the feet of those who bring good news!’”


  I couldn’t see how my feet would be called beautiful to bring good news. I would describe them as beautiful when I had a pedicure and was wearing cute sandals. Beautiful when I was hiking through the woods of Northern Michigan with students exploring questions about God. Beautiful when I took cookies to a new neighbor whose cigarette smoke was so strong it seeped under the door of my apartment. But beautiful standing before hundreds of people, preaching the gospel and inviting people to respond to Jesus? It was terrifying and exhilarating to picture myself as a person Paul describes in the book of Romans: a preacher sent to use her beautiful feet to bring the good news to those who have never heard.


  A thousand questions raced through my mind: Should I go to seminary? How do you get training as an evangelist? Who are female role models I can look to? God, shouldn’t I just stay in the background and do more relational evangelism? Isn’t that what women are supposed to do? Leave the preaching up to the men? Why should I be someone who preaches? There are tons of guys who are better than me; no one is going to take me seriously. What is my husband going to think of this? People are creeped out by evangelists—that’s the last way I want to describe my job.


  The tears gradually subsided as my friends prayed for me, but the questions still swirled around my mind as I sought to listen to Jesus while they prayed. As we sat on the picnic table hunched together, a cool wind blew off the bay of Lake Huron, soothing my hot and tear-stained face.


  Asking Questions


  I began to ask questions of Jesus and of my friends who were evangelists—mostly men who were tremendously encouraging for me to pursue this call on my life. The day after my sobbing mess of a prayer time on the picnic table, my friend Mark took a walk with me and listened to all my questions. We walked down the curving camp road of InterVarsity’s Cedar Campus, past the cozy cabins, the groves of fragrant cedar trees and the wooden sign marking the Narnia trail. My biggest question was how to develop as an evangelist. If Jesus was calling me to this, I wanted to take it seriously and grow in whatever ways possible. “You will be on the frontlines of ministry, Jessica,” Mark shared as we walked down the winding camp road. “I heard Ravi Zacharias, the famed evangelist, once say something to the effect that evangelists should have more training than pastors because they are preaching and relating to people far from God and need to know their stuff about Scripture better than anyone.”


  I mulled this over. The thought of taking languages and spending years debating theology with mostly white dudes in a seminary was completely unappealing to me; it felt like a waste of my time and money and didn’t seem essential for me to fulfill this new calling. What Mark said made sense—I would need to study, I would need to know why Jesus is the Way, the Truth and the Life and be able to explain it and preach it in a compelling and accessible way to people who don’t believe. That was exciting. That was challenging. That made me eager to go to those people who had questions, doubts and fears and tell them the good news about Jesus.


  After that week I still had a lot of questions, fears and confusion. I certainly didn’t look like most of the people I knew who had been called to make important decisions for the church about how to reach people with the gospel. When I showed up to present my missionary report about our campus ministry, I felt like I either had to blend in or suppress who I was around the white-haired Dutch men in their suits who made important decisions for the churches they served in Grand Rapids, Michigan. I felt marginalized, minimized and stigmatized—like an adult who is relegated to sit at the kids’ table at a family gathering.


  Even my own pastor, when I met with him for pancakes to share about God’s call on my life, seemed suspicious. Pastors and teachers fit into the rubric of what normal ministers are—evangelists and prophets don’t. Evangelists and prophets are unpredictable and make people feel uncomfortable. Yet they are essential to the mission of God. Even more confused after I left the Real Food café, I felt like I had three strikes against me: one, that I was a woman; two, that I was now identifying myself as an evangelist; and three, that I didn’t want to take the traditional seminary route to become more educated. It felt a little like the Orthodox Jewish prayer: “Thank you God for not making me a slave, a gentile or a woman.” They may not have been the same strikes that kept me from ministering, but there were certainly unspoken restrictions and attitudes that discouraged me from pursuing a call as an evangelist.


  Who Are My Role Models?


  At the core of my doubts was the need to answer the question, Can God use me, just as I am as a woman, to proclaim his good news? I struggled to see how Paul’s words in Romans 10 applied to me, and sometimes I still do. I could picture Billy Graham. But I wasn’t a white, southern man with a booming voice like a lion. I could think of Beth Moore or other women speakers—speakers but not specifically evangelists. My vision was dissonant with the picture I had of most women speakers. It seemed women speakers got lumped in with two different types of ministries: disempowering “pink devotional, let’s serve coffee after church and be really nice and learn a ton about the Bible” types of women preachers, or militant “feminist” women preachers who were always talking about the need for a more egalitarian church and wore hemp clothing and ate a lot of lentils. Both images left me with wanting something more and believing that Jesus’ mission was bigger than being nice or fighting about gender issues. I could name only one woman evangelist at the time: Becky Pippert. Becky had also been a campus minister with my movement, InterVarsity Christian Fellowship, and had written Out of the Saltshaker, which Christianity Today named one of the top fifty books to have influenced evangelicals.


  
    
      Can God use me, just as I am as a woman, to proclaim his good news?
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  Three years after my messy crying realization I was preparing to go to the Urbana Student Missions Conference. In reviewing the list of seminars I saw that Becky Pippert was leading one, so I tracked her down and asked her to have breakfast with me. Fortunately she wasn’t weirded out by my eagerness. She graciously sat with me, eating eggs and toast while I peppered her with questions. Becky was more than happy to pray for me, share her experiences and help me think through how to pursue my call to preach the good news. It was a defining moment—to sit with the only woman I knew of who was living out the call to be an evangelist.


  I left our breakfast grateful and encouraged, a little starstruck, and longing to see more women like Becky—an army of women who boldly and lovingly share Jesus. Women who help to train up the next generation of evangelists and who are willing to proclaim Jesus wherever they go.


  Can God Use You?


  God wants to use your beautiful feet, but are they willing to go? Like me, you might have doubts, fears and insecurities swirling around your mind. And it’s likely that they’ve immobilized you with overbearing guilt that you aren’t sharing Jesus, or gotten you caught up in comparing yourself to other people who fit an ideal of what it means to be a faithful witness. But Paul’s words in Romans apply to you too: “How beautiful are your feet that bring good news!” What holds you back from believing that God calls your feet beautiful too?


  
    
      What holds you back from believing that God calls your feet beautiful too?
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  As you read this book, invite the Holy Spirit to give you a clearer picture of who you are—warts, beauty, eccentricities and all. I hope you’ll feel a sense of solidarity with other women who have been using their beautiful feet for thousands of years to bring the good news of Jesus, and that you’ll see yourself in the stories. Laugh, cry, reflect and talk with girlfriends about what motivates you to share Jesus and what holds you back. I’ve provided a discussion guide at the back of the book for you to think through what it will mean for you to be unleashed into everyday witness. Bake some brownies, grab a drink and curl up on each other’s couches to talk about how you can use your beautiful feet to share the good news on your campuses and in your communities and workplaces.


  I hope that the resources provided will help you to take baby steps and giant leaps forward in sharing the love of Jesus. I’m praying that the Holy Spirit will walk with you as you pause to explore your internal world and move forward to respond, loving people in practical ways. And I hope that you will feel great joy, purpose and excitement as you follow Jesus in his mission to love those who are far from him. It doesn’t really matter what your feet look like, how you feel about them, what other people have said about them or what you wish they could do.


  You. Have. Beautiful. Feet. So let’s use them together.
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  Uncomfortable
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  It’s difficult for a fish to describe the water it swims in. Even if it is murky and polluted, that water is all the fish has ever known. I used to feel this way in some of my Christian environments. There was something off about the way men and women related, but it was difficult to describe what that was since it seemed to be a normal part of the culture. Growing up I saw women serve as pastors, elders and deacons. The Christian Reformed church my husband and I attended in Grand Rapids made a point to include women and people of color in leadership positions. However, in my work as a campus missionary, I was required to raise support with many different types of individuals and churches—many that held very different views on women in ministry inside and outside of their churches. I can remember sitting in an air-conditioned sanctuary during an elder board meeting of a more conservative church that didn’t include women on their governing boards or in their pulpits. I was waiting to give a testimony about how God had been moving on campus through the ministry I work for, InterVarsity Christian Fellowship, and to thank them for the grant that they had given me to do this work. I sat there in the hard oak pew wearing black dress pants and a nice blue shirt, conscious that I was the only woman—and the youngest person—in the room.


  At one point a mom interrupted the meeting with a baby on her hip, towing a toddler behind her. Under her arm was a folder that she was bringing to her husband, who had forgotten it at home. She looked bedraggled, tired and a sharp contrast to the suited churchmen all around her. The moderator thanked her, and all the men in the room looked at her as she left, children beginning to scream on their way back out to the car on a hot June day.


  I don’t know what was going through the minds of the men that day. But as I considered the contrast of these church elders making important decisions in their suits and the frazzled mom with the two kids, I assumed they were looking at her with pity. These men might have been feeling tenderhearted toward this mom and her kids, but in my mind, I silently made a vow to myself: I will never be seen like that. She is seen as just a woman. Just a mom. Just a deliverer of important documents. Not included in the important decisions. She is not welcome here. She doesn’t fit. It was a vow of resignation rather than anger, resentment or sadness over what it was like to be viewed as a woman in this context.


  Little did I know that I would one day become like the frazzled mom in the church that day with my own kids and be one helping to make important decisions for her church. But that day the reality of the world around me was that I was an anomaly in the church and the frazzled mom was the norm. I wanted to be seen as powerful, important enough to be included at the table of decision, worthy enough to have my voice heard inside and outside of the church. In short, I wanted to be a man.


  Now before you think I started researching sex-change surgery, let me explain how most people would see me on a given day. I love sparkly things. Turning me loose in a jewelry store like Charming Charlie is like putting a salt lick in front of a deer.1 No one could mistake me for being a man with my Marilyn Monroe–esque curves. I love being married to my husband and doing all the things that God intended to happen in a healthy marriage. I love fashion and come from a family of women who have modeled, sold makeup, acted on stage and owned multiple fur coats. My mom took me to the Clinique counter when I was a tween to buy me a makeup starter kit because she said, “I’m not going to let you ruin your skin with that cheap wet n wild stuff.” I was doomed to the high-end makeup counter for the rest of my life, even while scraping by as a missionary raising support.


  Yet as I sat in the church that day, I was despising this woman not because she was doing anything wrong, but because I despised myself as a woman. I hated that God seemed to create me to lack the power, influence, physical height and loud voice of a man. There were insecurities I needed to work through, as well as shame and self-contempt from which I needed healing to believe God had created me how he intended me. I needed healing personally, but also missionally. Even if my church or Christian culture around me didn’t value how God had created me, I needed to believe that God sent me with my beautiful feet to preach good news.


  
    
      Even if my church or Christian culture around me didn’t value how God had created me, I needed to believe that God sent me with my beautiful feet to preach good news.
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  I began to realize that I could never fully engage in the mission God had given me if I hated who he had created me to be. I was comfortable on a dance floor, leading a meeting, telling stories to friends and making them laugh. I didn’t give a second thought to what I said, how I moved or what I wore. I liked who I was in those contexts. But stepping out to preach the gospel seemed to stir up a lie I had believed: You don’t belong here. You aren’t enough. People will look down on you. You will never fit because you are a woman. As a woman trying to figure out her calling, the experience of preaching didn’t feel as comfortable for me to step into. I waded through whether I was simply insecure, or if there were systems, structures and attitudes at play that made it difficult for me to pursue God’s call on my life.


  Gender and the Body of Christ


  In Christianity Today’s article “The Seminary Gender Gap,” Sharon Hodde Miller asks why seminaries continue to be predominantly male, reinforcing the impression that men are preferable for ministry leadership than women.


  [Several] factors produce a persistent minority of female, evangelical seminarians with a rather tumultuous seminary experience. Evangelical women who discern a call to seminary often find themselves without much community and without many resources. Whether or not they are seeking ordination, women report feeling ostracized by male classmates. Among the evangelical women I have interviewed, most experienced little interaction with the men in their classes, and were even treated as a sexual temptation.2


  At evangelical seminaries women make up one in five of the students pursuing an MDiv.3 When systems, structures and people within the church and seminaries communicate the message that women don’t belong, are objects of sexual temptation to be feared and will receive little to no help during their seminary experience with few job prospects after graduation, it is no wonder that so many of us hate ourselves and resent God for making us women. When the internal fears of whether you are enough are only reinforced by the culture around you, what other options are there for believing anything else?


  As God has healed me of my misogyny and helped me navigate around this painful reality in the church, I see my friends who believe they are exempt from leadership and witness because of their gender. Women who have the power of Jesus to change the world believe their life can only be Pinteresting, not missional, because they’re a wife or a mom. I pray with female students who tell me that they feel worthless because God made them a woman. I hear the stories of women preachers who are sent emails about the clothes they wear to preach on Sunday mornings while their male counterparts receive none of these types of emails. I attend Christian leadership conferences with men as presenters and see the only woman on stage giggle when her husband tells the crowd of thousands how much he wants to go and have sex with his wife. The crowd laughs, but I sit and wonder, Is this all? Are women just seen here as objects for personal pleasure and procreation? Am I seen like that as one of the few women at this conference because I wear high heels and jewelry?


  
    
      Are women just seen here as objects for personal pleasure and procreation? Am I seen like that . . . because I wear high heels and jewelry?
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  I hear all of these things and I see all of these broken realities and I feel dismayed. Yet it makes me long for Jesus to make something new—in my own life and in the church. I long for Jesus to heal the hurting female college students I serve and the bored and frustrated women in the church who want to lead, and I long for the dudes who don’t even realize any of this is happening to become aware and repent. I want to see a whole, healthy church with women and men leading and loving Jesus in all that he has created his church to be. Carolyn Custis James, in her book Half the Church, writes of a vision of men and women working together as God’s sons and daughters. She refers to this force as the Blessed Alliance. She writes, “The Blessed Alliance is central to God’s kingdom strategy for the world. Without it we are pursuing kingdom work at a serious disadvantage.”4


  In prayer, God continues to lead me back to his life-giving Scriptures. There in his living Word he tells me who I am, who he is and what he thinks about me as a woman. And it’s good stuff. Recently I read 1 Corinthians 12, and in the context of all the thoughts, fears and pain swirling around my heart, Jesus led me to these words:


  Just as a body, though one, has many parts, but all its many parts form one body, so it is with Christ. For we were all baptized by one Spirit so as to form one body—whether Jews or Gentiles, slave or free—and we were all given the one Spirit to drink. Even so the body is not made up of one part but of many.


  Now if the foot should say, “Because I am not a hand, I do not belong to the body,” it would not for that reason stop being part of the body. And if the ear should say, “Because I am not an eye, I do not belong to the body,” it would not for that reason stop being part of the body. If the whole body were an eye, where would the sense of hearing be? If the whole body were an ear, where would the sense of smell be? But in fact God has placed the parts in the body, every one of them, just as he wanted them to be. If they were all one part, where would the body be? As it is, there are many parts, but one body. . . .


  There should be no division in the body, but . . . its parts should have equal concern for each other. If one part suffers, every part suffers with it; if one part is honored, every part rejoices with it. (1 Corinthians 12:12-20, 25-26)


  
    
      I want to see a whole, healthy church with women and men leading and loving Jesus in all that he has created his church to be.
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  I want to draw your attention to the verses put in italics. This passage talks about the unity and diversity of the body of Christ, beginning with what would happen in the body if each part wanted to be something different or to just leave the body. The first italicized verse says, “But in fact God has placed the parts in the body, every one of them, just as he wanted them to be.” Reading this verse it was as if Jesus said to me, “Jessica, I have placed you exactly where I want you to be. It is not a mistake that you are a woman. You aren’t a loser. I have placed you just as I want you to be right here and right now.” I began to feel a calm come over my heart and growing gratitude for Jesus’ unchanging, unbreakable love for me regardless of how I looked, felt or thought of myself; regardless of what people said or thought about me; regardless of whether I was included or excluded.


  Yet I continued to pray and question: But Jesus, what about all the dudes who can zoom ahead in their careers because though they might have young children they aren’t the ones breastfeeding the baby? Why am I not getting the same opportunities? What about the fact that women have actually been described throughout history as “the weaker sex”? This is not cool.5 He answered me in his Word: “[The body’s] parts should have equal concern for each other. If one part suffers, every part suffers with it; if one part is honored, every part rejoices with it.” The Lord seemed to speak from the page: “My church is suffering because my daughters are suffering.” I couldn’t get the faces of friends, students and moms out of my mind who had silently suffered wounds inside and outside of the church because of their gender. I thought about the 603 million women across the world who live in fear of abuse because domestic abuse is not outlawed and rape within marriage is not considered a crime.6 I thought of the many women who believe that their gifts, abilities and passions are dispensable in their churches or ministries. My own painful experiences came to mind—times when I was accused of not submitting to my husband because I preached; when I was told that I was foolish to go to graduate school because I had a baby; or when I shared about my work of traveling and preaching and women asked, “I could never do that, how can you do that? Wow, that must be rough.” (I never knew how to answer that question other than, “Jesus. Jesus is how I can do this.”)


  Jesus continued to speak. “Let my daughters know they have beautiful feet. Let them know they are sent, called, restored and indispensable to me and to my kingdom. Let my daughters know I have created them just as I want them to be. I don’t make mistakes. I see their suffering. And in the midst of suffering I am making something new in their lives and in the church.”


  Let’s Dance


  What would happen if we didn’t have feet? Picture that. Picture legs with stumps at the end. People couldn’t even use crutches to get around because you need at least one foot to help you balance as you move. Feet help us to be balanced and agile, to grip, to move, to protect. Some feet have warts, calluses, scars, chipped toenail paint or malformations. Some have blisters or are covered up with socks. Others are dirty and without shoes. There is no qualifier on what makes feet beautiful according to the verse in Romans. Your feet are beautiful. Not because of how they look but because they are an essential part of how God demonstrates his love for the world. Feet aren’t designed just to be admired. They are designed to help us move, go places and respond in love to the needs around us. God has given you beautiful feet for a purpose. And you get to use them uniquely in how he is directing you to share his good news.


  I want you to see more of what God has for you. I hope that as you read you’ll begin to see that Jesus loves you and has created you uniquely and perfectly to bring good news to others. I want you to walk with Jesus into the broken places in your life where you’ve believed the lie that you aren’t enough and, with him guiding you through those dark places, begin to step into the woman Jesus has made you to be.


  As the Holy Spirit bolsters your confidence that you actually do have beautiful feet that can bring good news, I want to give you some practical ways to share his good news. I hope that you won’t just enjoy the healing or insight that come as God meets you, but that you’ll tell others about the good things Jesus is doing in your life. We get to do this as a community—we get to use our beautiful feet together to bring his good news into the world.


  Jesus wants us to speak and live out his gospel. And his Holy Spirit is able to guide us in exactly how to do so. When we aren’t attuned to the voice of the Holy Spirit we miss out on the life Jesus has for us. We miss out on the adventure of witness. We only faintly grasp the transforming power of the gospel in our lives and the lives of others. It is as if we are choosing to deafen ourselves to the bigger-than-Dolby-digital, high-fidelity, stereo-surround life God intended us to live. It’s like we’re milling around in the hallway of God’s great dance party, tapping our feet to the bass thump when Jesus has been saying, “What the heck are you doing out here?! Come in! You are invited! Dance! Move! Have fun! Get down wit’ yo bad self!”


  Sisters, you are too important to God and his mission to keep silent and be still. You are indispensable. I am praying that as the Holy Spirit speaks to you through Scriptures, stories of other women and my experiences, you will be empowered to share Jesus wherever he has sent you. I am praying for healing, protection and power that can only come from Jesus for the church and his people as we navigate through what it means to honor every part of the body. You have beautiful feet—and the Holy Spirit is inviting you to follow him in the adventure of sharing Jesus.


  Response


  What are three things you like about how God has created you? It could be anything from having a natural compassion toward people to having strong legs that help you do long distance runs. What are lies you’ve believed about yourself that have hindered you in life and witness?
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  We Saw Your Boobs
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  “Wow, three beautiful blonde women who love Jesus!” he commented as I sat across a desk from him in his seminary office. “It would be incredible to see all of you together here in our chapel.”


  I had begun exploring seminary as a way to live out my call to be an evangelist and had scheduled a slew of visits to seminaries around West Michigan. During this particular visit I mentioned other female students I knew who attended their program and how much they’d enjoyed working on their Masters of Divinity degrees. I felt uncomfortable that he chose to point out that the three of us were “beautiful blonde women,” not because it was untrue, but because he seemed more concerned with our appearance than our ministry giftedness or calling. I was exploring a ministry degree, not interviewing for a Christian beauty pageant. Needless to say, I decided not to go to seminary at this institution.


  Rachel Pietka wrote an article called “Hey John Piper, Is My Femininity Showing?”1 that echoes the sadness and frustrations I’ve felt for years about how women are often viewed in the church. The article focuses on how John Piper, as a complementarian pastor, simultaneously rejects and obsesses over women’s bodies when women preach or speak publically. I don’t know what John Piper’s past is like, what he struggles with or what his relationships with women are like. I admire that he was vulnerable and self-aware enough to admit that he at times struggles in his interactions with women to know how to appropriately relate to and think about them. It’s important to be aware of situations or people where temptations arise. However, precautions are so often taken to extreme measures, giving women the impression that there is something wrong with them and that it is their fault that men sin.


  Ann Boyd shared on the blog The Well that when she was in college she and the other members of her campus group were trying to figure out how to live a God-honoring life. Naturally this extended to the area of sexuality.


  One group of excellent young men got together regularly to discuss strategies in their pursuit of holiness. They encouraged each other to live lives of purity, and they took seriously Paul’s admonition to “flee from sin.” Unfortunately, this turned sour as they began to practice “fleeing” from women. If they came into the presence of a woman whom they found attractive in some way, they would shout “flee!” and start running the other direction. Looking back, this is a bit comical, and could be very funny on film. But in real life, as a woman in her early twenties trying to figure out how to live, this was not helpful to me. The women in our community were all quite conservative in our dress and actions, but it seemed that just the fact that we were women with, God help us, female bodies, defined us as objects of temptation.2


  The problem is, when prominent pastors, teachers or theologians begin to affirm that men can’t listen to women without falling into temptation to lust over them, it sends the message that women’s bodies are inherently evil, something to cover up and be ashamed of. It teaches men that women are objects of temptation to be leery of, especially when doing something as holy as teaching Scripture. It teaches women to be ashamed of their bodies and that something is intrinsically wrong with them as embodied beings. When we approach being embodied from this perspective, we shift the focus from the problem of the sin that exists inside each of us to our need to control the things that tempt us. Jesus taught in Mark 7:15, “It’s not what goes into your body that defiles you; you are defiled by what comes from your heart” (NLT). He goes on to say, “It is what comes from inside that defiles you. For from within, out of a person’s heart, come evil thoughts, sexual immorality, theft, murder, adultery, greed, wickedness, deceit, lustful desires, envy, slander, pride, and foolishness. All these vile things come from within; they are what defile you” (Mark 7:20-23 NLT).


  We are afraid of the evil that lurks in each of us, so we often make awkward rules and strategies—like yelling “flee!” when talking with an attractive woman—to try and deal with what is bubbling up in our own hearts. I was getting ready to preach once and had on a then-trendy poncho. The pastor, who had been helping me develop as a preacher at that time, asked, “Did you choose that outfit to cover your womanly figure?” I was caught off guard by the pointed question. Unfortunately, I didn’t ask him what prompted his question about my poncho. I assumed that he was concerned about me tempting people because I happen to be a preacher with boobs.


  In the Pulpit, in the Pew, What’s a Gal Supposed to Do?


  So what do we do when we are called to be witnesses to the ends of the earth but we get stopped short because we have boobs? Or we stop before we even begin to witness because we feel self-­conscious that we have boobs? Or we have been mistreated or verbally or physically assaulted because we have boobs, or curvy hips or a Beyonce-esque booty? Or we have been told all our lives that we are second-class citizens because we are women? The conversation about the role of women in the church isn’t simply about who is staying most true to Scripture and theology about gender. Women are wondering, Is my body a liability or an asset in the work God is calling me to? Is there something wrong with me because I’m a woman? Lurking behind those vehement conversations and arguments is the unspoken question: “How do men and women relate to one another as embodied beings? How do we honor the people God has made us to be?” The conversation needs to move beyond legalistic rules and outward objectification. It isn’t just female speakers who deal with this issue of being embodied and proclaiming the gospel. It’s every woman who is seeking to share Jesus. And it will continue to affect the mission of the church unless the Holy Spirit moves in power to bring deep healing to the ways men and women see themselves and each other.


  This raises all kinds of questions and likely some painful memories about ways that you have been excluded or marginalized or felt self-conscious because Jesus chose to make you a woman. That’s right. He chose you. Being formed as a baby girl in the womb wasn’t God’s consolation prize. He created you just as you are, from the color of your hair and skin to the ways your fingernails have ridges. You are a chosen, sent one of God just the way you are. Nothing more. Nothing less. And God wants you to utilize all that he has given you to proclaim his glory and salvation to others. Yes, even boobs can proclaim the glory of God (and not just to teenage boys).


  Convert or Flirt?


  A few years ago my husband and I co-led a trip to Kingston, Jamaica, for InterVarsity students from the United States to partner in an evangelistic outreach with Jamaican students on their campus. We visited several campuses across the island and set up interactive art and evangelism booths called Proxē Stations, a tool two of my brilliant colleagues Beth and Dave created.


  Aubrey, a blonde, blue-eyed hipster from Michigan, was boldly sharing Jesus at one of the Proxē Stations. She was explaining the gospel as she talked about what it means for God to give us a heart makeover. She talked with male and female students, and I was so proud of her for trusting Jesus to use her as his messenger. Standing in that dirt parking lot where the student activities fair was set up, I saw her bow her head and pray with two high school students. I was elated thinking that they were perhaps inviting Jesus to be the Lord of their lives.


  As we were packing up for the day, I walked over to Aubrey. The sounds of techno bass thumps filled the air as another group set up stacks of speakers for a dubstep party. Though I had seen Aubrey faithfully and boldly sharing Jesus all day, she looked discouraged and uncomfortable.


  “So tell me about those girls you prayed with,” I said excitedly. “What did you talk about with them?”


  Aubrey shared how the girls had struggled with depression and that, out of her own testimony of meeting God in the midst of depression, she invited the girls to invite Jesus to heal them and lead their lives.


  “That’s great! Praise God!” I exclaimed.


  “Yeah!” she said, though her enthusiasm was half-hearted.


  Aubrey glanced around to see if other students were listening to our conversation.


  “There was this guy at the end of the day,” Aubrey said. “He seemed really interested in the gospel. I shared it with him and we had a really good conversation about some of his family struggles. At the end of the conversation, when I was taking down his contact information so students could follow up with him, he hit on me and asked for my phone number because he thought I was sexy and wanted to stay in touch.” Aubrey looked down at the dusty ground, ashamed as if she had done something wrong.


  “So what did you do?” I asked, scenes flashing through my mind of similar experiences I’d had.


  “I was so flustered that I just told him that I wasn’t interested and that one of the Jamaican students would be happy to talk with him about what it means to follow Jesus.”


  She looked at me with sadness and confusion. “Is this always going to happen? If I talk to guys about Jesus, are they just going to hit on me? How do I know if they’re actually interested in Jesus and not just flirting with me?”


  I sighed and said, “Look. We cannot control how people will respond to us. You are beautiful, and it’s going to be hard for anyone not to notice that.”
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