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            To the most beautiful woman I have ever encountered: my mom.

            Thank you for showing me what true beauty is in a world that so easily forgets.

            And to my niece, Makenna, whose little life changed mine.

            You gave me the drive to write the messages in this book,

            and my hope is that you will grow up knowing what true beauty is.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Introduction

         

         You are beautiful—do you believe it?

         I spent most of my twenty-eight years believing the opposite—that I was too chubby, boring, unseen and overlooked, not special, not enough. But then I underwent an emotional and spiritual transformation in my life, a “model makeover” from insecure to confident in Christ. In these pages, my heart’s desire is to help you discover that you, too, are loved and oh so beautiful.

         I want to walk with you, as a friend and big sis, to show you the path to true wholeness, peace, and body acceptance. Are you ready?

         This book is for you if you sometimes feel like you are not thin/pretty/good enough. You’ll hear my story in its rawest, most vulnerable form, in the hope that you won’t feel so alone anymore. Because, despite being a good girl and even a pastor’s daughter, I took some destructive detours in unhealthy dieting and beauty and body obsession before discovering that I was already special and good enough—because Jesus had made me so.

         Here are my stories of growing up feeling overweight and unnoticed, woven with behind-the-scenes snapshots of the good, the bad, and the ugly of the modeling industry. Here are lessons for you on how to find true confidence as you discover your identity in Christ, not the empty substitutes of this world.

         For me, the pursuit of “empty substitutes” began early in life. When I was just twelve years old, I begged my mom to let me and my sisters try out to be runway models at an upcoming mall spring fashion show. The moment I found out not only that I had been overlooked but that both my sisters had been chosen was defining for me—I realized I would have to try much harder to be thin, pretty, lovable…and wanted.

         I struggled on and off for years, into young adulthood, with an unrealistic body image and disordered eating that left me unhealthy and miserable. Like so many of you, I often wondered why my personal faith and God’s love failed to fill the gaping chasm in my soul. Why do some of my ugliest, most anxious, and most vulnerable moments take place in church? Have you ever questioned the same thing?

         Even after I grew up and plunged into my beloved beauty school and a successful international modeling career, it took personal tragedy, including a terrifying assault, to provide me with the needed clarity and strength to confront my profound insecurities. I realized I had to surrender daily, actively seeking my acceptance and finding my worth in Jesus alone.

         As together we explore topics of confidence, beauty, positive body image, and the maddening—and futile—pursuit of perfection, I pray this book speaks truth and healing into your life! Together, we will go to some dark places, because sometimes you have to go back to go forward. Places where we are feeling…unseen.

         Unseen

         Have you ever felt like if you disappeared, no one would even notice you were gone? I can identify. I grew up with a lot of love and support in my family, but as a middle child between perfect, tiny sisters and a rowdy brother who drew attention like a heat-seeking missile, I often felt unseen. It didn’t help that I was the plump, “big boned” one or that I felt I had to share my parents not only with my three siblings but with my dad’s church members.

         It all added up to a sense of being unnoticed, or at least unseen for my gifts and qualities. I can’t tell you where this feeling came from, but I felt it. I think we all do, am I right? We long to be singled out as special. We crave the interest of those we love and admire, their awareness and consideration of us is so vital. Yet it’s so easy to feel lost in the middle of a busy family, school, church, or workplace.

         Overlooked

         We can’t talk about feeling unseen without discussing a related but distinct emotion: rejection, feeling un-chosen, uninvited, and unwanted. It’s one thing to feel invisible sometimes and another to have that impression verified by the rejections of this world. Because when we get the cold shoulder instead of a warm hug, it hurts!

         Been there, done that, have the T-shirt! For years and years, I bought into the lie that somehow I wasn’t enough, that there was something about me that was essentially overlookable. Can you relate?

         A little preview of chapter 2: Jesus understands what it is to be overlooked. No matter how coldly we’ve been rejected, or how overwhelmingly we’ve been snubbed, we can find hope and strength in the God who gets it—and gets us.

         In these pages, we will delve into what it means to live in a world which has us on a treadmill, killing ourselves to be pretty.

         Pretty

         There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be pretty. In fact, we were created with an innate desire to be desirable, wanted. And if you’re one of those girls who loves nothing more than makeover night, reveling in the newest shades of blush and nail polish, ain’t nothing wrong with that either! You may encounter resistance from others, especially those inside the church, who say your interest in beauty is vain and not befitting a “good Christian girl.” I had that kind of pushback too (see chapter 3). The key is to be a pretty-does girl, treating others as precious image bearers of God, and putting your Father’s kingdom far above all else.

         We also want to be skinny.

         Skinny

         Wow—do we ever want to be skinny! This chapter hits close to the bone, going deep into my weight issues and all weight issues. The truth I came to the hard way was that “healthy” is a feeling, not a look. But first I had to make peace with the body God gave me.

         Beautiful

         I learned that our Father pays close attention to what’s inside. He already sees us as beautiful.

         Yes, beautiful.

         There’s a reason this plummy pink book you are holding in your hands is not called “You Are Pretty.” Yes, we talk about the pursuit of prettiness in chapter 3, and about being a “pretty-does” kind of girl, but pretty pales in comparison to beautiful.

         So many things can be beautiful without having a thing to do with long eyelashes or one’s BMI. You are beautiful. The truth is, the most beautiful people in the world are those who see the beauty in others, even when it’s hidden. Our Father sees the “hidden person of the heart,” as Peter puts it in 1 Peter 3:4 (ESV). The hidden person of your heart is precious to God, so let’s challenge our culture’s narrow definition of beauty to find the truth that will change our lives. We will never be the same once we find out we are beautiful.

         Yes, you are beautiful and were created by God to have an exclusive, exceptional significance. Your life’s purpose is elite.

         Elite

         Really? Yeah, I didn’t buy it at first either. Not for way too long. For years, I pinned my sense of worth on whether or not I would cut my weight, that boy would finally crush on me, or that dream would come true at long last. But I learned something (else) the hard way. If you can’t find meaning, value, and approval from within—the person made and loved by God—it’s going to be even harder to find it when placed into the hands of someone else.

         For so long I searched for my life’s purpose and affirmation in other people’s eyes. Can you identify? We’ve all been there. Reaching into Queen Esther’s magnificent story, we’ll discover where true purpose and affirmation comes from. The goals of this world may feel good—even amazing—for a time, but they deliver a short-lived satisfaction. When you realize you were pursued by a King for your singular purpose, your elite reason for being, you take another step into your story of freedom.

         Before we stride into our freedom, however, we have to uncover the inner urge so many of us have.

         Strive

         In chapter 7 we’ll commiserate together, because the quest for perfection in our world is crazy-making—and endless. Every day there is something new to chase after, some new look, weight, answer, thing, or person. And we wonder all the while, Why am I so imperfect?

         We’ve all pretended, performed, and tried to prove ourselves in unhealthy ways. I have pretended I had it all together when I didn’t. I’m betting you have too. Isn’t the pressure something else? But that’s not how our Father built us to live, carrying the heavy burden of trying to be enough. He wants you to leave your striving at the curb. He wants you to travel lightly!

         Lightly? Sounds perfect, but how can you travel lightly when circumstances in your life are weighing you down? Things will fall apart, if you’re human. We all suffer. In chapter 8, I open up about my terrible, no good, awful year.

         Slide

         You’ve also suffered, I’m sure. Maybe someone you love died, leaving you in pieces. Or maybe it was a different kind of loss, the loss of a relationship or job. A run of bad luck, when it seemed that you couldn’t get a win to save your life. Times like these can bring you down and cause you to question everything you believe in.

         During my slide, I clung to the cliff and tried to hang on, to no avail. (I was ignoring the fact that cliffs crumble, but the Rock of our salvation does not!)

         But then there was a curve in the right direction.

         Curve

         Sadly, after my terribly hard year, I forgot that I was held. I forgot the truth. Actually, I pushed it out of my mind as hard as I could. So at first, my path curved away from Him. I was depressed, anxious, and fighting to hold on to what I believed in.

         Was there ever a season in your life where you felt as though you were wrestling with God? Take it from me—the struggle is useless, and you are going to be utterly sapped by the effort. I learned that when life throws us curves, we need to bend toward Him.

         He is making all things new, and He always has a plot twist in mind for His girls. The plot twist He had for me blew my mind. I never thought in a million years I would be the kind of girl to be on a reality dating show, but that’s exactly where the curved road ended up!

         Reality

         In chapter 10, we’ll take a peek behind the scenes of TV dating—it probably won’t be what you expect. My journey on Coupled and my relationship with the man I met there was far deeper and more complex than I imagined.

         God was with me every step of the way. He used an unreal situation in my life to show me what was real, and He longs to show you your real and valid identity in Him. When we start to believe in our worth and value, everything changes, including our relationships with men, or our lack of relationships with men. Coupled or uncoupled, God has to be the authentic heartbeat of our lives.

         Confident

         Finally, we’ll work out what it means to be biblically confident, not sure of ourselves, but sure of Him; not self-reliant but utterly dependent on our Father.

         As I chronicle my makeover from insecure to confident in Christ, my dearest hope is that you are with me, soaking in the truth of your God-infused identity, and transforming along the way.

         You are beautiful! You might not believe it yet—but you will.
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            Unseen

         

         Have you ever felt like if you vanished into thin air, no one would even notice you were gone? I can relate. I grew up with a lot of love and support and wouldn’t trade my tribe for anything. Still, as a middle child between perfect, petite sisters and a rambunctious brother, I often felt unseen, unnoticed. It didn’t help that I was the chubby one.

         Anyone out there a middle child? I see you! I notice you! As the second of four children I completely understand the “middle child syndrome.” My older sister, Andrea, was practically perfect in all she did. She always earned above a 4.0 in school, conquered anything she put her mind to (hello, college scholarship queen), and always followed the house rules, church rules, school rules…you get the picture.

         My younger brother, Mike, should have been my lifelong companion in the middle of our family, but, well, he was the only boy in the house and quite honestly took more energy for my parents to raise than all three girls combined. Mike required nonstop surveillance. The neighbors across the street used to look over and witness Mike jumping from couch to couch. Bless Gene and Robin for being able to raise that kid, they would think to themselves.

         And then of course there was baby Lauren. “Tiny Peanut” who was fawned over 24/7 by everyone for just how perfect her little angel self was.

         Me? Thank you for wondering. Usually you could find me in a quiet corner of the house, daydreaming, painting furniture with nail polish, using the family video camera to make a music video, or cutting the hair of my dolls or baby sister. I knew I was loved and cared for, but I still craved attention. I wanted to be seen as someone special, yet I knew at an early age it was always going to be a challenge to stand out, to be noticed. Like every middle child ever, I had to compete for family attention against the milestones set by my sister, the rowdiness of my brother, and the adorable sweetness of my baby sister. Without being able to articulate it then, I longed for the family spotlight.

         Being a pastor’s kid (aka PK) did not help either. You might think being the child of a pastor would bring with it lots of attention, but it wasn’t always the good kind of attention. The phone rang at all hours, with my dad’s congregants on the other end needing something from him, from us (because when he had to dash off from dinner or from helping one of us with our homework, it took something from us). On one hand, I was blessed to learn so much about Christ and His love, but I also shared my parents with not only three siblings at home but over a hundred other “siblings” in the family of God! On many occasions, I felt their needs trumped mine, and besides that, I felt uncomfortable with the high expectations of how I should dress, behave, talk, and later, post on social media.

         When I became a teenager, I would experience even more pressure as I usually fell short of the stock image of the perfect pastor’s daughter. I was frustrated at the hypocrisy and didn’t feel that many of the church members really cared for me beyond a surface level, yet I watched my parents commit their lives to helping them. Whether my perceptions were right or wrong, for me, church wasn’t where I went to find belonging. It felt like a lonely place.

         It all added up to a general impression of being unseen, or at least unseen for my gifts and qualities. I can’t tell you where this feeling came from, but I felt it. I think we all do. We long to be seen and noticed. We pine for that feeling of being special, not lost in the middle of a busy family, school, church, or workplace. We want to be singled out in the best possible way, and made to feel as if we have deep value, just for being us. I knew I could never be petite and adorable like my sisters, or pose the constant threat of burning down the house like my brother, so the question smoldered in my heart and mind: How could I possibly become visible and noticeable to those around me?

         Mary Kay Ash, the famous makeup and skincare guru, liked to say, “Everyone has an invisible sign hanging around their neck saying, ‘Make me feel important.’” She lived by this motto and creed, and wanted all her sales people to take note and live by it too. I love this saying, because it’s so insightful into human nature, and it reminds me that I have the power to boost someone’s spirits and make them feel special.

         I also know it’s so easy to fall into the trap of using cheap substitutes to make us feel important. When we get a hit of acceptance from someone who is popular, it feels so good and that void is filled for a little while. When a cute guy gives us some attention, we get caught up so quickly with the amazing feeling of being wanted. And then there’s social media. There’s a high that comes with watching the number of likes go up on a photo you posted.

         There are full-on companies now completely centered on teaching people how to grow our social media followings. You can actually hire people to “make you look good” to ensure you get the most likes, retweets, shares, etc.

         One of the issues I have with social media is the immediate gratification it can provide. “That post got tons of likes, so I am going to keep posting more of the same so I can feel this good again next time I post.” Or the opposite can be just as true. When we post something meaningful to us—a photo, a quote, a meme—and barely anyone even seems to register or care, we feel a sense of discontentment and emptiness. Why aren’t the people around me noticing my post? Why don’t they see me? And our feelings of invisibility intensify until we can figure out a way to be “worthy” of notice again. It can all be so fast and so faux!

         Let me tell you, cheap substitutes can be like cheap beauty products and half-baked or rushed treatments. They seem like they might fit the bill in the moment, but whoa, they can backfire in a big way! My brother’s wedding, for example, was one of those occasions where I went for the fast and the faux, and it cost me. You see, I was throwing a bit of a pity party for myself. I mean, who wants to be the older sister attending baby bro’s wedding solo? Am I right? In my pitiful fog, I thought there were only two options to help me feel a little less sorry for myself: (1) Show up a little more blonde, or (2) show up a little more tan.

         You know, so people wouldn’t look at me and say, Ohhh, Ashley isn’t looking so good. That’s why she’s single with no date to her little brother’s wedding.

         Instead I wanted them to think, Ohhh…Ashley is looking great and she must simply be so inundated with date requests that she couldn’t have possibly chosen just one as a wedding date. Vain fantasy, but come on…you know you’d do the same!

         First there was the hair catastrophe. “A little more blonde” turned into bleachy bomb. Then I convinced myself that my horrible hair would look better with a spray tan. I mean, everything looks better with a spray tan! I had never had any problems with a spray tan before…But when I went to a new spray tan technician, I walked in as Ashley and out as Pumpkin Spice Girl. Truly! Had a casting director for Willy Wonka spotted me I would have been cast in the movie—as a tall Oompa Loompa. I washed, scrubbed, blended, and did everything short of taking the Brillo pad at the kitchen sink to my face until I realized I had two choices: Skip my brother’s wedding, or go as a pumpkin. I went as a pumpkin. Literally, people have been heard to ask, when looking at those wedding pics, “Who’s the human gourd?”

         Unfortunately, I am known for making rash beauty decisions. I remember the day before my senior pictures, I turned my hair into a skunk. (There was this huge trend going on where it was really cool to have the bottom half of your head a dark color and super light on top. I think it was brought on by Christina Aguilera.) We ended up canceling those pictures and spending many hours and lots of cash just to get my head of hair back to normal. My poor mother was not pleased!

         Just like a fake bake or a bottle of drugstore hair dye, trying to feel noticeable via cheap substitutes seems like a good idea at the time but never is. Most of the bargain beauty products and treatments wash off, but truly they can’t change anything on the inside. The quick fixes we turn to time and time again—our “make me feel important” go-tos—do nothing to make us feel secure or imbue us with a true sense of worth. They do nothing to answer the deep questions of our souls: Am I good enough? Am I special? Does anyone see me?

         Sometimes, the things we do to get validation and acceptance are good—they aren’t fake or cheap. I found out in high school that through sports I was able to get noticed in a positive way. Basketball and volleyball were two sports I could play really well. My dad was a coach and I can’t tell you how much joy it gave me when he praised me for how I had done in a game. Any little bit of recognition felt like that hole inside me was one step closer to getting filled. Now, there’s nothing wrong with playing sports and feeling good about it. In fact, sports are super healthy and positive! The problem comes in when we find our total worth in those things, because other teams will always show up and beat the pants off you, no matter how good you are. There will always be someone who is faster, stronger, more agile, taller—you get it.

         Maybe sports isn’t your thing. Maybe you light up like a Broadway show when you act or sing or dance or write or take photographs. God gives His girls good gifts, and loves it when we light up like that. But while an accolade or pat on the back for a job well done can make us feel understood and appreciated for a little while, eventually the feeling will “wash off” like my spray tan finally did.

         Have you ever felt like your attempts to get people to notice you end up giving you deeper feelings of insecurity than before? Trying to keep up with the wealthier girls at my private school in terms of clothes and other possessions left me feeling worse than ever about my own humble clothing budget. The more I tried, the more I spun on a hamster wheel, revolving in circles and never getting anywhere. It’s like those prize machines you see at arcades, where you put in quarter after quarter trying to get something, but you never really win, do you? You try for that one pink teddy bear and realize after wasting twelve quarters you should probably try for something different. So you move on to the blue bunny and you think surely you’ll be able to reach that one. And the process goes on until you’ve spent all your money, and you finally realize that stupid claw will never actually allow you to win! That was me. Wasting all my quarters just trying the next new beauty product, trend, or achievement that would hopefully allow me to win my classmates’ attention.

         I honestly thought modeling would thrust me into the spotlight and thus make me feel like a million bucks. I mean, how better to be out there in plain sight than to have people take your photograph and splash it in magazines and catalogues? I would be visible to hundreds of thousands of folks around the country and even the world—no more feeling insignificant or unworthy for me! Or at least that’s what I thought at the start.

         When I found out I’d be working with Russell James, the well-known Victoria’s Secret/Kendall Jenner photographer, I could hardly believe my ears. I was going to be on a shoot for Avon—you know, the catalogs that our moms always used to get on a weekly basis with yummy nail polish and lip colors to admire? Before I flew out for this job, my agent looked at me and said, “This is a big deal! You were chosen out of hundreds of other models. Make us proud.”

         Seeing James at the studios of Chelsea Piers in New York City was a moment I’ll never forget. He had a very calm demeanor, and at the same time I could sense how well he was respected as a celebrity photographer because of how he clearly called the shots. Everyone around him instantly obeyed his every quiet utterance. He was very pleasant to work with, and I was thankful. Believe me, you can’t say that about every photographer. Some make your insecurities flare up instead of calm down!

         Another model, a straight-size Latina from Miami, and I were escorted through security and spent time in hair and makeup in our fancy robes. It was a beautiful set and a surreal opportunity, but I felt very uncomfortable. First of all, it was just me, a normal-size girl with some extra around her midsection, and Estrella, whose size 0–2 body was seen as perfect in the eyes of the fashion and beauty industry.

         Oh, get over it, you might be thinking. You’re a model! I get you, but hear me out. I represent curve bodies, which means I am a model with cellulite, stretch marks, rolls, and the insecurities that go with those things. And in this setting, with that photographer and that girl, I felt the opposite of invisible. I felt like all thirty people on that shoot could see my body’s flaws through a magnifying glass.

         Everything in me screamed, “I’m so embarrassed right now. I want to run. I want to hide!” I dared not show it, though. I kept remembering the words from my agent: “Make us proud.”

         Also, it wasn’t like we were wearing parkas. Pretty much a sports bra. Nothing seductive because I won’t do that type of work. Yet the clothes I was modeling did not offer as much coverage as I would have liked, adding to my discomfort. In my mind, every one of my fat cells was jumping up and down yelling, “Hey, check me out! Take my picture! Take a group picture! We are having a convention on Ashley’s left thigh!” The irony was that one of the driving forces behind my becoming a model in the first place was so I could be seen; no more white crayon on white paper! And here I was, at a peak moment in my career, and everything in me wanted to hide.

         During a lunch break, the other model, Estrella, came and sat next to me. We had a great time chatting and getting to know each other. I started to relax a bit and loosen up. This girl was just like me! I checked myself and thought, Stop thinking you are somehow less than Estrella because she’s “perfect” and stop thinking you are more flawed by the minute. Instead of allowing myself to further spiral down into an insecure puddle, I decided to challenge my thoughts:

         
	I don’t care about how this situation makes me feel.

            	I am choosing to throw all those self-defeating thoughts down the drain.

            	I am here because God wants me to be here and I will do my job confidently, in His strength!

         

As I sat on my flight later that day I couldn’t stop thinking about the day’s roller coaster of emotions. I thought about how I had tamed my insecurities, for just a moment. Could I do this every time I had a vulnerable, exposed moment like that until I truly owned my feelings and didn’t let my feelings own me?

         
              

         

         Have you ever had the start to a good day, when suddenly someone’s verbal comment or post on Instagram suddenly makes you feel bad about yourself? Something or someone triggers the feeling of being unseen. You feel invisible in your family, at school, where you work, even in your relationships. It’s an awful feeling, like no one seems to know—or care—that you’re there.

         I still get hijacked by those feelings of unworthiness; we all do. Those little lies hiss in our ears and feed our negative thoughts about ourselves.

         I will never capture the attention of ________ (fill in the blank—the popular group, a boy, your parents) because of…

         
	my new epic zit.

            	my weight.

            	my boring personality.

         

And on and on it goes. That’s why we have to challenge our thoughts, as I did when I felt so insignificant next to Estrella on that Russell James photo shoot! We have to grab that steering wheel from the lies and steer ourselves back onto the path of worth and value. God always holds us close in plain sight—but we forget that constantly, don’t we? I know I do. When the lies and the triggers come and our worth feels shaky, it’s time to remind ourselves of our inherent beauty, worth, and value.

         We are noticeable! We are loved. You are worth noticing and loved tenderly.

         But how do we even start to challenge these rampant thoughts? Job one is to check our self-talk. That’s right—all the talking we do with ourselves (mind you, this is internal talking, not the way we all talk to ourselves in the car or the kitchen or walking down the street). The truth is, we talk to ourselves more than we talk to anyone else. And the most important words we will ever say to another human being are the words we use for ourselves.

         According to David Stoop, author of Self-Talk: Key to Personal Growth,1 we talk out loud at the rate of 150–200 words per minute. Some of us talk more (hands raised?), and some us talk a little less. But get this: Our inner self-talk is 1,300 words per minute!

         When we yammer on and on to ourselves about how chubby and ugly we are, how uninteresting, invisible, hidden, unseen, worthless, there is so much harmful content pouring into our sensitive spirits. We begin to believe the lies and then behave accordingly. When those defeating, invisible-making thoughts invade our minds, we have to stop and do the work, just even for a few seconds. It doesn’t mean sitting in time-out for five minutes and meditating. But it does mean mentally shutting down those poisonous thoughts before they spread.

         Good, Bible-based God talk is the healing cure for a bruised heart. Think of good self-talk as a way of flushing your spirit of the world’s daily damaging input. By addressing ourselves and speaking words that are clean, true, positive, and pure, it rinses our hearts and minds of junk fuel and fills us with power and love.

         Taking five minutes in the morning and then again at night to purposely wash out the negative influences helps clean out our internal systems. When circumstances and people are making you feel like shrinking into a little ball, remind yourself right then and there of your value. In those few seconds after that icky feeling pops up, say something like this, out loud or inaudibly: “I feel unseen and uncared for, but it’s just not true, and this is why…” (I do this often. I say it out loud when I’m in a place to do so. I just stop and say a little prayer when I’m feeling bummed about whatever it may be.)

         “Lord, I feel weak right now and I’m discouraged about such and such. But I know this is not true and You created me with more value than I can comprehend. I thank You for that and I want to live in that. Thank You, Jesus, Amen.”

         God works in those seemingly small moments. All those little flashes of surrendering our thoughts? They fortify and solidify our identity in Him. Truth by truth, we are built up in the true value Jesus confers upon us. The more we take in that truth, the more we will rest in God’s arms as beloved, joyful, and confident daughters.

         Back to cheap substitutes—we may think in those moments when we feel unseen that getting a few likes on our Instagram photo or a scrap of attention from a cute guy will make us feel better, and it does, for a little, tiny while. It’s like using cornstarch as a dry shampoo—it fluffs up your bangs for a few hours and then pretty soon they start drooping and out comes the baseball hat! Purposefully absorbing and assimilating God’s truth about you is like lathering up with the world’s most lavish, expensive shampoo, the kind that smells like watermelon, lychee, and flower extracts, and protects your hair against harmful UV radiation. It cleanses and renews, strengthens and restores your hair to its peak of beauty. When we “lather up” with God’s truth, we are cleansed, renewed, strengthened, and restored.

         
              

         

         The fact that God sees us changes everything. It means that when we feel ignored and unnoticed by a busy, broken world, we can go to Him. He is always present, reassuring us, keeping us, covering our pain in the shadow of His wings. That day on Chelsea Piers was a turning point for me. I realized that in my loneliest moments I needed to swap out cheap, shallow substitutes for the priceless, mysterious truth that fills me up and deeply satisfies.

         It’s like the woman with the blood disorder, in Luke 8, who trudged through life on the margins, invisible to those around her, until she encountered Jesus. Despairing, she pushed her way through the masses flooding around Jesus, believing she’d be healed if she could just touch the hem of His robe. When she did, she got her miracle.

         Jesus—who’s mobbed by people—says, “Someone touched me.” Then comes this wonderful postscript to the story: “Then the woman, seeing that she could not go unnoticed…fell at his feet” (Luke 8:47). This frantic woman realized that day what so many have realized since. Nobody goes unnoticed by Jesus! She was filled up that day with the truth of her value in the One whose robe she touched.

         We, too, get our miracle when we begin to realize just how seen we really are. Psalm 139 is one of my favorite chapters of the Bible. It is a treasure trove of profound, life-giving, insecurity-busting truth.

         The psalmist tells us we are seen and understood:

         
	Before we were even born—“My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in the secret place, when I was woven together in the depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed body” (v. 15–16).

            	In this very moment in time—“You have searched me, LORD, and you know me. You know when I sit and when I rise; you perceive my thoughts from afar. You discern my going out and my lying down; you are familiar with all my ways” (v. 1–3).

            	No matter how hard things seem or how far we wander—“If I go up to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there. If I rise on the wings of the dawn, if I settle on the far side of the sea, even there your hand will guide me” (v. 8–10).

         

It’s so comforting to know that we have a God who will always choose to see us and meet us where we are regardless of our mess-ups, past and present. God is ever watchful for His girls, attentive, and full of care. He whispers, “My daughter, My character is love. My name makes you lovable. Because I am worthy, I make you worthy. You are never invisible to Me.”

          

         
            Beauty Box

             

            
	When was the last time you felt unseen?

               	What are your top three cheap substitutes for beauty products?

               	What are your top three quick fixes when you want to feel more noticeable?

               	Next time you feel unnoticed and unimportant, you are going to check and challenge your thoughts: Hey girl! Don’t you buy into this garbage that nobody sees you and nobody cares. Stop right there! (In simple terms, keep the poison from spreading. Contain the oil spill!) Then you will “rinse off” and remind yourself of your worth and value in Jesus.

               	Going one step further, write down the following reminder that you are held in plain sight in God’s eyes. “My daughter, My character is love. My name makes you lovable. Because I am worthy, I make you worthy. You are never invisible to Me.” Twice a day, morning and night, read this and thank God for seeing you.

               	The woman who touched Jesus’s robe in Luke 8 was used to no one noticing her. Let yourself be the one who thinks, Who is there around me like that? Start looking for those very people and make them feel that they too are worthy to be noticed and loved.
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