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The devotions in this collection are filled with equal amounts of humor, poignancy, and hey-girlfriend-I’ve-been-there wisdom that will touch all women on some level. What a delightful way to be reminded of God’s grace!


Debby Mayne, author of Sweet Baklava and the Class Reunion series


Heartwarming and encouraging, this devotional will refresh your spirit and inspire you to new heights. If you’re short on time but yearn for meaningful truths to start your day, this is the book for you.


Diann Hunt, author of Love Letters in the Sand


These authors have just the right blend of sass and sanctity. Each devo will be an extra shot of blessing to readers!


Andrea Boeshaar, author of the acclaimed Seasons of Redemption series


Grace is the most marvelous and mysterious of God’s gifts, and these wonderful writers give us fresh, relevant insights on this oldest and most treasured theme of undeserved favor. A wonderful way to begin the day—or end it.


Susan Meissner, author of Lady in Waiting


Care for a double shot of espresso? Why not make that a quadruple? These four ladies have perked up a rich, fragrant brew full to the brim with a generous serving of God’s grace. With transparency and honesty, the authors open their lives and invite us in for a time of fellowship and spiritual refreshment. This is the perfect devotional for those seeking an inspiring pick-me-up.


Virginia Smith, award-winning author of A Daughter’s Legacy and Lost Melody (with Lori Copeland)


I was moved by every devotion! These women gathered their hearts and courage, poured them onto the page, and trumpeted that our God brings victory over all trials and pain. I loved this collection.


Rachel Hauck, award-winning, best-selling author of Dining with Joy


These are devotions that bring the words of the Bible into the twenty-first century and illustrate how God is the same today as He always was…and will be. I know these four women, and they walk the talk. These daily messages will bless your day.


Lena Nelson Dooley, award-winning author of Love Finds You in Golden, New Mexico, and the McKenna’s Daughters series


With both humor and poignancy, the devotions will draw you into the writers’ lives like they’re old friends, and they will also draw your heart into the Father’s arms. This is a wonderful collection that will jump-start your day like a good cup o’ joe.


Camy Tang, author of Protection for Hire and Stalker in the Shadows and contributor to the Patchwork Mysteries series


This collection of daily readings packs a jolt of grace that reminds the reader that God doesn’t skimp when he fills our cups to running over. The authors are transparent about their own need for God’s abundant, never-decaffeinated grace, and their stories invite others to sip the same fully-loaded delight.


Michelle Rayburn, writer, speaker, and daughter of an ovarian cancer survivor


Full-strength—that describes their coffee and their God. With loads of wit and hard-won wisdom, these women serve up hope with an extra shot of joy. You will laugh out loud and go through your day knowing that, even when you feel weak, your God is “strong enough.”


Kathi Lipp, speaker and author of The Husband Project


Grab a cup of your favorite java and join the authors for a few moments of girl talk about the most amazing thing in the universe—God’s grace. Their stories will touch your heart, lighten your load, and give you a quadruple shot of encouragement for your day!


Gwen Ford Faulkenberry, author of Love Finds You in Branson, Missouri


This devotional should be labeled “Manual for Life.” The authors show the pains, problems, and persisting nightmares of everyday life and balance them with the light of hope in Jesus. I definitely recommend this devotional for anyone seeking to find God’s assurance and encouragement.


Tracie Peterson, best-selling author of Striking a Match, Song of Alaska, and the Heirs of Montana series


What do you get when you merge four of my favorite authors, a cup of coffee, and a grace-filled message? One of the best devotionals for women in recent years. This devotional invigorates the soul in much the same way that your morning cup o’ joe invigorates the body. Highly recommended.


Janice Hanna Thompson, author of Hello, Hollywood!


This is the perfect blend of voices, hearts, experiences, and honest confessions from four well-known authors to women just like us. Sandie, Loree, Trish, and Cynthia have all walked in our shoes…and lived to tell about it. Better yet, they didn’t just survive the bumps and nuclear explosions of life, they grew and blossomed in the middle of them. And now they’ve teamed up to offer the rest of us a “word in season” to encourage, uplift, strengthen, and bless us right when we need it most. A practical, pithy, and poignant collection of devotionals from sisters who care!


Kathi Macias, author of the best-selling women’s devotional A Moment a Day


This is a powerful compilation of encouragement and reminders of how big our God truly is, and that His grace is indeed more than we could ever need or want. The authors brought me to tears and laughter and—even better—challenged me in my daily walk with the Lord. Beautifully and simply written, this book is one to cherish and pass on to many.


Kimberley Woodhouse, author of Welcome Home: Our Family’s Journey to Extreme Joy, No Safe Haven, and Race Against Time
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Grace, mercy and peace from God the Father and from Jesus Christ, the Father’s Son, will be with us in truth and love.


2 JOHN 1:3







Foreword


It’s not uncommon to hear Sandie Bricker’s friends say that they felt like sisters with Sandie within minutes of meeting her. She had that quality about her, that welcoming warmth that made a hug much more practical and desired than a mere handshake. But beyond that, it was shortly into conversation with Sandie that it became obvious she cared deeply about the heart need of the person with whom she conversed. All of us authors in this volume experienced that personally. Which is part of why we feel her absence from this earth so keenly now that she has departed its gravity for the freedom and joy of heaven with her Savior.


Dedicating this book of devotional thoughts to her is fitting for so many reasons. Her gratitude for God’s overflowing grace shown brightly—blingingly—in her life, on her face, and in her relationships. Her exuberance for the life-changing topic spilled over onto us as we wrote, and onto anyone who came within reach of her influence.


Writer, worshiper, warrior—like King David of the Bible—Sandie leaves a legacy of grace that sweetens every memory we cherish, and a standard to which we aspire. Thank you, dear friend. We’ll miss you every day until we see you again.


Loree Lough, Trish Perry, & Cynthia Ruchti




Introduction


GRACE: noun—a manifestation of favor or good will; mercy; clemency; pardon; favor shown in granting a delay or temporary immunity. verb—a pure, ongoing act of God alone.


God’s grace does what nothing else can. It leaps tall mountains with a single promise: “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness” (2 Corinthians 12:9).


Grace enables us to do the impossible. When we don’t have the ability, the resources, or even the drive to accomplish God’s will for our lives, His grace is there. And when our feet slip or we’ve chosen the wrong path, His grace is a heartbeat away to dust us off and show us the way home, no questions asked.


Each one of us has lived with imperfect (perhaps very conditional) love, and the concept of God’s perfect love often seems unfathomable by comparison. Complete pardon? Clemency? Unearned favor? Oh, come on. What’s the catch? Can it really be that, as we navigate the high-wire act of our busy lives, God’s grace forms a quiet safety net beneath us?


All those things we turn toward with the hope that they will justify or fortify us in some way—good works, career or family focus, even chocolate or caffeine!—contribute nothing long-lasting. They’re just momentary, while the supply of God’s grace never runs dry.


So does that mean when you step into line to order your next double espresso, we would suggest that you make it a decaf? Absolutely not! But we’re here to show you…to gently remind you…that there is nothing else that offers the high-octane surge of His full-on grace.


And the beautiful part? Grace is at its best when you’re at your worst. It’s one of those mysterious and wonderful promises that He fulfills time and again, whether we understand it or not.


Sandie, Loree, Trish, & Cynthia




Earning Grace…and Other Horror Stories


Out of his fullness we have all received grace in place of grace already given. For the law was given through Moses; grace and truth came through Jesus Christ.


JOHN 1:16–17


I’m one of those people who remembers dreams, and usually in great detail. For many years I’ve tried to figure out what messages my dreams might have for me in hopes that God will use them to communicate with me, like He did with certain men and women of the Bible. Unfortunately, years of dark hallways, growling giraffes, automobile-producing gardens, and missed social studies tests have blown by, unanalyzed, without any deciphered meaning. But the other morning I woke up with a throbbing back after dreaming that I’d been forced to carry my past sins in heavy wineskins over a rocky mountain range. It wasn’t too hard to figure out the “hidden message” there as I wobbled toward the beautiful, blue lake where I was allowed to deposit them. I remember thinking, that I felt like one of the contestants on The Biggest Loser.


I love that show—partly because I’ve been fighting the weight battle for my whole life, but also because the brave participants inspire me. Late in each season, the producers set up a challenge for the contestants involving a race where they carry their old weight on their backs. For instance, if one of them has lost a total of 120 pounds, 120 pounds’ worth of weighted packs are piled on them in the increments in which they lost it. At intervals throughout the course, they get to drop the packs in the order in which they lost the weight over the weeks.


Every time those incredible shrinking bodies add on the weight they’d been carrying through their lives before arriving at the Biggest Loser campus, I shrink into the sofa and cringe. How horrible! But as they move along the course and drop the first week’s loss of twelve pounds, the second week’s ten, and so on, viewers can’t miss the change in their countenance.


What if we were forced to carry our sins around that way? What if our offenses and mistakes stayed with us in big weighted packs and we had to earn the right to drop them, one by one? What if the forgiveness of sin had to be bought, perhaps by racing, others on a course and competing for forgiveness?


The fullness of God’s grace is astounding, isn’t it? We don’t have to carry those sins on our backs, groaning beneath the weight of them until we’ve been punished enough, earned enough “grace points,” or made a strong enough case for probation. Instead, with one act of utterly unselfish love, we were cleared of all charges. Punishment? Not necessary. Jesus tells us, “I’ve got this,” as He has already taken the beatings and condemnation and shed all the blood on our behalf, leaving behind a steady supply of clean and shiny grace for whenever we need it. [image: Image] Sandie


TODAY’S PRAYER


Glory, honor, and praise to You, Lord Jesus! I can hardly fathom the courage and love it took for You to walk away from Your throne beside the Father in order to take my place, to shed the blood that would forgive my sins. I’m humbled and grateful beyond words.




Lone Wolf


He is my loving God and my fortress, my stronghold and my deliverer, my shield, in whom I take refuge, who subdues peoples under me.


PSALM 144:2


I’m crazy about wolves.


My favorite sanctuary spans acres of tree-lined hills, where nearly fifty wolves, rescued from abuse and neglect, were brought to live with as much dignity as can be achieved in such a scenario.


Five packs live there, and each is led by a strong, capable Alpha pair. They keep order and demand obedience even while at play. You’d think my first stop during visits would be the cubs, but although they’re cuter than the Gerber baby, it’s the lone wolves that lure me closest.


If you’ve ever owned a dog, you know that their faces can express joy, fear, and disappointment; I’ve seen the lone wolves express sadness as they pace the outskirts of pack activity. They understand what we humans can’t: they will never be invited into the family circle.


They know, too, that meals will consist of what’s left after the others’ bellies are full. They’re forced to dash in and steal biscuit crumbs, and the crumbs of human affection doled out by caretakers had better be stolen too…if they don’t want to pay a painful price. Loners are not allowed to participate in the fun of rowdy rough-housing. They’re forbidden from nestling for warmth on cold, dark nights and from cuddling close for comfort when thunder and lightning crash around them.


Even a powerful animal like the wolf can take only so much rejection, and before long, the loners skulk into the forest, starved for food and companionship. And as much as my heart aches for a pack’s lone wolves, it’s even harder to think of lone wolves of the wilderness, who will never know the kindness and care of human hands.


I think that sometimes we feel a little bit like the sanctuary’s lone wolves. When we’ve suffered the death of a loved one, gone through a divorce, or experienced a job loss, we feel separate and apart from friends and family. Just as the wolves don’t trust their own kind, we erroneously convince ourselves that no one can possibly understand what we’re going through, and so we skulk off to a forest of our own making: work, alcohol or drugs, the Internet or television. We hide from our spouses, neglect our children, stop walking the dog. We no longer feel like doing good deeds, because we’ve lost heart.


The wolves don’t know to ask God for help. But we do!


If only we’d remember that in times of our greatest need, we are cradled in His loving hands, and although we didn’t do a thing to earn His tender, merciful care, it’s there for the taking.


He has promised that we never need to live on the outskirts, alone and afraid, hungry for compassion and love. Isn’t that a miracle? Isn’t that a blessing! [image: Image] Loree


TODAY’S PRAYER


O Lord, I will trust You no matter how dark the nights or how stormy the seas of my life. When I’m down, lift me up; when I’m blind to Your grace, open my eyes. When I’m deaf to the music of Your Word, open my ears. Though I don’t deserve Your loving care, I thank You for it!




I Just Can’t Cut It Alone, Lord


Create in me a pure heart, O God, and renew a steadfast spirit within me.


PSALM 51:10


Today’s verse brings to mind a memory from grade school that is as vivid as if it happened yesterday, which is very weird, considering how insignificant it is. The teacher asked two other girls and me to cut out shapes from construction paper for an upcoming class event. I don’t remember the event or even the shape we were creating, but it involved cutting straight lines.


It didn’t take more than an effort or two for me to realize that my straight lines were hurting in a big way compared to those of my cohorts. And then the teacher helpfully pointed it out. “Try to be more careful on the rest of them and get them straighter,” she said.


Honestly, I tried. I’m sure the tip of my tongue protruded from my pursed lips and my brows furrowed in concentration while I cut my next shape. But it turns out I was straight-line challenged.


And like King David, the author of Psalm 51, I remain straight-line challenged to this day. David wrote this psalm after the prophet Nathan convicted him of his involvement with Bathsheba and his nasty little front-lines setup to get rid of her cuckolded husband. I don’t struggle with adultery or murder, but I have yet to go to bed at night knowing I’ve made it through the day without going outside the lines of who God created me to be.


Yes, I know, as a follower of Christ, I’m a new creation in the eyes of God. Thanks to Christ’s standing in for me and paying the price for my sins, God accepts me as clean and blameless—all ready for stepping into heaven at a moment’s notice.


But what about today, here on earth, from the moment I spaz awake at the alarm clock to the moment I doze off in bed, praying and occasionally apologizing to the Lord for however I botched up the whole “representing Christ” thing that day? God may consider my eternal heart clean, but today? How can my heart be clean if I’m rolling around in envy, anger, impatience, gossip, selfishness, and unwholesome thoughts and words? I may be saved, but I never make it through the day without sinning. I’m not losing my salvation with my daily behavior, but neither am I winning souls to Christ or even living life as fully as He would love for me to live it.


Could get mighty depressing if not for verses like today’s. If David did what he did and then stopped to consider how far outside the lines he had strayed and fell humbly to his spiritual knees, pleading, “Create in me a pure heart, O God, and renew a steadfast spirit within me,” I suppose that option remains open to me too. Even if I think I’ve been Miss Perfect Christian today, this prayer should make the cut. [image: Image] Trish


TODAY’S PRAYER


Gracious Father, Your love and acceptance are amazing, and I turn continually to You to remember how much You love me. Thank You for seeing my heart as pure. Thank You for renewing an unwavering spirit in me, over and over again.




What the Rain Left


Let my teaching fall like rain and my words descend like dew, like showers on new grass, like abundant rain on tender plants.


DEUTERONOMY 32:2


When the warm rain cleared that summer afternoon, the grandkids and I dodged (for the most part) the puddles in the driveway as we crossed to the damp but freshly washed grass. The yard had corners yet unexplored, adventures to discover. At four and three, the boys were harder to herd than balls of mercury. My Grammie eyes darted to the dangers—barbed-wire fence, pond, traffic on the county road, poison ivy in the ditch, cockleburs and thistles at the edge of the woods… But their inquisitive gazes, following their big sister, landed on a miniscule movement among the decorative rocks near the house.


Toady frogs.


The kids named them that. Frog-shaped but toad-colored and smaller than the average peanut M&M, the toady frogs held their convention in our yard that day. There were hundreds of them. I had a brief thought about Pharaoh and plagues, but these little gems of creation caused hours of pleasure rather than distress.


Fast but kid-friendly, the toady frogs tolerated capture and investigation by sweaty kid palms. Perfectly camouflaged, they hid among the stones in the landscaping. Squatting like pro golfers lining up a putt, we stared at the rocks until we saw something hop. One-inch toady frogs don’t hop far, but the grandchildren’s rapt attention registered the motion and sent them scurrying after with cupped hands.


The kids knew capture was temporary. As their for-the-moment science teacher, I explained about how delicately they need to be handled, what toads need to survive, about keeping the noise level low and respecting how God made them and how He wants us to be careful of all the amazing creatures He made. You can’t learn about toady frogs without seeing them up close. But, they belong in their own environment, not in a glove.


A glove. That’s right. While I scoured the outdoor toys and garden shed for a suitable temporary toad haven, one of the boys found his own creative answer. A translucent garden glove. He found he could fit four or five of the miniature amphibians in each finger. Like dorm rooms centered around a palm-sized main lounge.


There’s something about a four-year-old carefully tending a toad-filled glove then gently setting each toad free that makes me smile.


It must have been the warm, tender rain that brought the toads in such numbers. I pray my impromptu science lesson fell like gentle rain too, since that’s often how the Lord sends His lessons to my heart.


Like a hand on my shoulder saying, “Hold that more tenderly. You can’t keep that forever, you know; we’ll have to set it free. Here, let Me show you something amazing about what you’ve just found.”


Sometimes the Lord has to yank me back from the edge of danger. But I’m grateful He also kneels beside me to show me His wonders and whisper His lessons with the tenderness of dew on new grass. [image: Image] Cynthia


TODAY’S PRAYER


Oh, Creator God, what a fascinating world You’ve made! Thank You for so often gentling me through the lessons I need to learn about it. Fill the gloves of my life with Your delights.




Words: Friend or Foe?


You are the most excellent of men and your lips have been anointed with grace, since God has blessed you forever.


PSALM 45:2


I’ve always loved words. Reading them, speaking them, hearing them…I just love the language. A creative turn of phrase can stop me in my proverbial tracks, and I consistently strive to string words together in unexpected ways for the greatest impact. Since words are so important to me, you may ask yourself how in the world I recently found myself drowning in an attempt to take a few of them back for tailoring!


A friend who knows that I used to collect vintage jewelry often sends me a box of pieces she’s picked up at flea markets or consignment shops. Some of them knock me out, others not so much—the latter of which, I usually put aside to give away. My best girlfriend and I had planned to meet at a conference I was set to attend in Indianapolis, and I wanted something very special for her birthday that same week. When I couldn’t find anything just right after a dedicated search, I decided to have a look at my stash of vintage pieces. There was a stunning butterfly necklace in a clean white box that just jumped right out at me. I immediately thought of Marian, and I slipped it into my suitcase on my way to see her.


With very pretty and heartfelt words, I told my friend what she meant to me and how exceptional and special she is, closing with, “I saw this and immediately thought of you!” When she opened the box and saw the necklace, her flawless face dropped like a stone in a clear, still lake. “I’ll bet,” she replied.


It turned out that the butterfly necklace reminded me of Marian for a very good reason. It hadn’t come in a box with a dozen other pieces. In fact, it had been one of several other gifts Marian had given me for my own birthday just a few months prior. Apparently it had been a very snug fit around my throat, and I’d placed it with the other pieces to give away. When the memory finally came back to me, my apologies seemed hollow. And I think I was more disappointed than Marian.


We didn’t speak of the necklace again during our trip, but amid a later phone conversation I attempted to tell her how sorry I was. The more I tried to explain it, the worse it sounded, even to me.


However, here’s the best thing about friends you’ve known forever: they tend to give you grace. Even though I’d obviously disappointed her, she extended the grace of understanding. In fact, when she flew in to celebrate my birthday this year and gave me several gifts, I told her, “Hey, I have something for you too. It’s this beautiful butterfly necklace.” And the two of us were—thank the Lord!—able to have a good laugh over it. [image: Image] Sandie


TODAY’S PRAYER


Thank You, Jesus, for the promise that our lips are anointed with grace. Even when we say the wrong thing, You’re there to apply the balm.




Muddy Shoes and the Bagel Boys


For the grace of God has appeared that offers salvation to all people. It teaches us to say “No” to ungodliness and worldly passions, and to live self-controlled, upright and godly lives in this present age.


TITUS 2:11–12


My gal pals and I were chatting at a corner table in the bagel shop when a well-dressed young fellow walked up to the cashier. Not particularly handsome, he was soft-spoken, polite, and looked shipshape in his polished loafers, silk tie, and crisp white shirt.


“That reminds me,” Chrissy said, “of the tie I bought John for our last anniversary…that he never wears.”


“And it reminds me,” groaned Joy, “that since Pete went on a diet, he needs new clothes.”


The next man in line left a trail of mud from the door to the counter and then barked out his order so loudly that the people way in back probably heard it too. As I waited to see which of my friends would comment on his rude behavior, Louise piped up with, “For two cents, I’d ask if he’s single. He’d be perfect for my youngest daughter!”


Back home, I couldn’t help but wonder why Louise hadn’t seen the quieter, more courteous man as potential son-in-law material, instead of the handsome, inconsiderate one. So much for that “clothes make the man” rule, I thought.


Which sparked an idea for my next Sunday school lesson: I’d tell the bagel boys’ story exactly as it had happened, with the good-looking loudmouth tracking in mud and the not-so-pretty fellow behaving like a gentleman.


Next, I’d run down the list memorized in business school: Shake hands with confidence. Dress with respect for yourself and those around you. Think before you speak, and then speak softly. Stand tall and sit up straight, so your demeanor sends the message that you are a person of good character.


Then I’d back it all up with Scripture references—John 13:34–35 and 1 Corinthians 1:10—and hand out a questionnaire, to make them think:


What do you want others to think of you?


What do you want other Christians to think of you?


What do you think of you?


Have you missed out on a friendship because you judged someone’s outward appearance or the way they behaved during that very first meeting?


I’d remind my students of how 1 Samuel 16:7 says that human beings look at what’s on the outside, but God looks at our hearts. If we take care of the inside, the outside will take care of itself.


That gave me pause and second thoughts because, unless I wanted to teach the kids that I’m a self-righteous jerk, I’d better admit how often I forget it’s by God’s grace that I have faith. Oh, I’ll teach the lesson…someday. In the meantime, the next time I see someone like the handsome loudmouth, I won’t judge him ill-bred for not taking off his cap or wiping his feet. [image: Image] Loree


TODAY’S PRAYER


Dear Lord, open my heart and my eyes too, that I might see all of Your children with the eyes of blessed grace, the way You do. In Your most holy name, I pray.




Nocturnal Freak-Out


“So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.”


ISAIAH 41:10


The only full-night’s sleep I’ve had recently was when I was under anesthesia for an appendectomy. Apparently, that’s what a middle-aged woman has to do to get a proper rest—I say this because I’ve talked with every woman I know about female sleep issues.
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