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To Wendy Lawton

For seeing the vision long before I did







O LORD, you have searched me 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.


PSALM 139:1–3 NIV





Foreword

by Liz Curtis Higgs

You are going to love Debbie Macomber.

She’s the bubbly friend you’ve always hoped to meet and the savvy mentor you’ve longed to know. Though she calls herself “average in the most average of ways,” you’ll soon see how far above average Debbie truly is. A role model, a cheerleader, and a wise sister in Christ, she puts her heart on the page, revealing her numerous challenges and setbacks, as well as her many joys and triumphs. Her goal is to help you set goals; her dream is for your dreams to come true. In Debbie’s vocabulary, success is another word for blessing, bestowed by a loving God who has called and equipped His followers to do great things.

A dozen years ago, when the Lord was nudging me toward writing fiction, one name was whispered up and down the halls of every writers conference I attended: Debbie Macomber. She was not only a hugely successful novelist, with sixty million (!) books in print, but she was also known for her strong faith in Christ. That’s what really got my attention.

I finally worked up the nerve to introduce myself at a writers gathering and found a very approachable, unpretentious woman whose faith was genuine and whose enthusiasm was contagious. “So you’re going to write historical fiction?” Debbie asked, without a hint of sarcasm. The sparkle in her eyes and warmth in her voice communicated not only, “I believe you,” but even more so, “I believe in you”—a vital distinction.

Our conversation that morning blew me away. Most successful people enjoy touting their own accomplishments; Debbie wanted to know what I had in the works. Rather than looking over her shoulder for someone important to talk to, she fixed her gaze on me, nodding and listening as I poured out my dreams. Instead of treating me like a wannabe, she saw me as a gonnabe. Talk about a confidence booster!

Watching her in action over the years, I’ve discovered Debbie’s secret: she greets everyone who crosses her path with the same affirming, upbeat approach. Encouraging others comes as naturally to her as breathing. Or storytelling. Or knitting.

You’ll find that same joyful attitude in each chapter of Knit Together, her first nonfiction book. Searching for your God-given purpose in life? Debbie will point the way. Hoping to meet the real woman behind so many best-selling novels? You’ve come to the right place. Needing a positive word in a negative world? That’s her specialty. Longing to see your own words in print? Debbie offers her secrets to writing and publishing success (patience tops the list!). Wondering if God can use you, whatever your talents might be? The answer (yes!) and all the necessary how-tos are waiting for you here.

You won’t just meet Debbie the businesswoman; you’ll also meet her husband, Wayne, and the children and grandchildren she loves. You’ll hear about friends from church and motivators from around the globe, stirring memories in your own heart of people, both unknown and well known, who’ve shaped your life.

Each real-life story Debbie shares is designed to turn your secret dreams into spoken dreams and your spoken dreams into reality. Along the way, she exposes the lies we often tell ourselves to avoid moving forward—“It’s who you know” and “I’m too old” and “It’s too hard”—then reminds us that, if we know God, we’re never too old, and nothing is too difficult for Him (Jeremiah 32:27; Luke 1:37). Such good news!

You’ll note verses of Scripture woven throughout Knit Together, especially as the book draws to a close and focuses on our being “Created for Blessing” and “Created for Worship,” my two favorite chapters. Her respect for the Bible is clear: “We were created to soak in it, inhale it, live it, be it.”

Debbie’s mission statement is captured in God’s words addressed to Abraham: “you will be a blessing” (Genesis 12:2 NIV). I’m here to tell you, girlfriend—she’s taken that promise and run with it! Blessing her loved ones. Blessing her neighbors. Blessing strangers in need. And in turn, blessing her readers. Oh, and did I mention she’s just plain fun to be around? A whole chapter on the benefits of laughter says it all.

If you fear that pursuing your dreams might come at your family’s expense, Debbie offers comforting examples to put your mind at ease. If you worry that success isn’t pleasing to the Lord, Debbie gently dispels that notion with solid guidance from God’s Word. If you can’t imagine adding one more thing to your busy life, Debbie provides timesaving tips and practical tools for taking charge of your calendar.

Knit Together is a joy-filled reminder that we were created according to God’s design and for His distinct pleasure. May your journey with Debbie Macomber open your eyes, open your heart, and open the door to a whole new way of loving God and serving others!

Celebrating two decades of professional speaking, Liz Curtis Higgs has addressed 1,500 audiences in all 50 states and 8 foreign countries. An award-winning columnist for Today’s Christian Woman, Liz is also the author of more than two dozen books, including her nonfiction bestseller, Bad Girls of the Bible, and her fiction bestseller, Thorn in My Heart.
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Created for Purpose

Many people have a wrong idea of what constitutes true happiness. It is not attained through self-gratification, but through fidelity to a worthy purpose.

HELEN KELLER

Before you were born, before you knew the world and the world knew you, there was only One, the Creator, who knew you in your most basic form. Even then, He had a relationship with you. Growing within the quiet shadows of your mother’s womb, blocked from even her eyes, God watched you, marveling as your fingernails formed, and your eyelashes fluttered, and the tiny corners of your mouth turned up in pleasure as you discovered your miniature thumb for the very first time. You were His design, His pattern, and you were beautiful to Him.

From the moment each of us is created, God has a purpose for us. We don’t necessarily know what it looks like at first, but we can be sure it’s there, somewhere inside us. For a long time, I wondered what my purpose was. I knew I loved being a mother, and I knew I loved writing—but a writing career seemed to be something achievable only in my dreams, certainly not in real life for a twenty-nine-year-old housewife and mother of four.

When I think about what it means to be created by God for a purpose, my thoughts turn to Psalm 139. It is one of my favorite passages of the Bible because it combines two of my favorite things—knitting and the understanding of God’s call on my life. We were knit together in our mothers’ wombs (Psalm 139:13). We have been searched and known by the greatest designer in the universe (Psalm 139:1). We were designed for something special. I believe that something special is reflected in the strong desires God puts in our hearts through our dreams, through our passions, and through the things that bring us joy. It’s through those things that we can discover what our purpose is, when we see for ourselves the pattern He’s made for us and the dreams He’s knitted together for us to live out.

I hope you’ll go on an amazing adventure with me as we examine Psalm 139 in depth and discover the pattern God has for each of us when it comes to our purpose, our achievements, and so many other pieces that make up this fitted and well-worn garment we call life.

Finding Purpose in Humble Beginnings

Twenty-five years ago, I could not have imagined myself writing a book about realizing your dreams. I’m sure no one else could have imagined my writing one, either! I come from humble beginnings. I’m incredibly proud of my heritage and consider myself blessed in a number of ways because of my family. All four of my grandparents were German-speaking Russian immigrants. My father didn’t graduate from high school and while my mother did, she had to move off the farm into town and work in order to obtain her education. Both of my grandfathers pushed a plow. There’s absolutely nothing in my background that qualifies me to be a writer.

I got married out of high school to Wayne Macomber, and between 1970 and 1975 we had four children. I remember what my mother told me shortly after Dale, our youngest, was born. I hadn’t slept an entire night in months; I was physically and mentally worn to a frazzle. A look of such joy came over my mother as she watched me with our newborn son. She smiled and said, “Debbie, these will be the happiest days of your life.” I stared back at her in utter horror. “Mom, you mean to tell me it gets worse?” She laughed, promising me that one day I would treasure these days with my little ones. And she was right.

So I was the mom of four youngsters living on a limited income with nothing more than a high school degree, and on top of that, I’m dyslexic. School was always difficult for me, and I never managed to achieve anything higher than average grades. A scholarship or the possibility of college was never an option. At the time I didn’t know I was dyslexic. The teachers didn’t have a word for it then. I didn’t know my troubles in school stemmed from a learning disability until my own children were diagnosed with dyslexia many years later. Dyslexia doesn’t go away, so to this very day I’m a slow, thoughtful reader and a creative speller.

As a child of the fifties growing up in Yakima, Washington, words were both my passion and my torment. My mom said that from the time I was four years old, I went to sleep every night with a book in my hands. I loved visiting the local library where Beverly Bunn, the children’s librarian, would read to us for story hour. She later married and went on to write novels, too. You may have read her work. Her married name is Beverly Cleary. I didn’t know it at the time, but she had problems reading as a kid, too.

Despite my love for stories and for reading, I struggled in school. I was the only girl in my first-grade class to be in the Robin Reading Group, the lowest level there was. I can still remember sitting with my mother for a parent-teacher conference with my third-grade teacher. “Debbie is such a nice little girl, but she’ll never do well in school,” my mother was told. Whether it was a self-fulfilling prophecy, I don’t know, but the teacher was right—I never did achieve high grades and remained an average student, so average, in fact, that academically I ranked fortieth in my graduating class of eighty girls.

The biggest complaint teachers had about me growing up was that I daydreamed. It was true. As early as I can remember, I liked creating stories, often when I was supposed to be paying attention in class. Storytelling actually became my niche when I was twelve or thirteen. I used to make up stories about the kids I babysat, entertaining them with silly names like Snickelfritz and Stinkyfoot, and they loved it—so much that their parents would pay me a dollar an hour when the going rate was just a quarter. A friend of mine likes to joke that even then, I was set on being successful! Maybe I was, but I certainly didn’t know it.

Though reading was difficult, I persisted with it, and by the time I was in fifth grade, I had caught up with my classmates. I was ten when I started thinking about what it would be like to be a writer, and I wrote my first book the following year. I still remember the characters—the story was about triplets named Faith, Hope, and Charity, a precursor I’m sure to what have become my three angels—Shirley, Goodness, and Mercy—favorite characters of several Christmas books I’ve written over the years. I never told my teachers or friends I wanted to write because I was afraid they would tell me all the reasons it was impossible for me to be a writer. I didn’t get good grades in English (or anything else), and my spelling was atrocious. I couldn’t bear to have such a fragile dream trampled upon.

Finding Your Purpose

I am absolutely convinced that each of us is created with a God-given purpose. It’s what I like to call the focus of our lives—the “what” that my life, and yours, is all about. Some people seem to know what their purpose is early on; they get up every morning with this innate passion for something; they walk around with fire in their bellies—a desire that doesn’t go away. They have vision and determination, and they are ready to see all their dreams come true! For others, though, their purpose, their life’s focus, seems much dimmer, harder to see. But that doesn’t mean it isn’t there.

If you’ve picked up this book, chances are you’re trying to figure out what your purpose is or how to achieve that seemingly unreachable dream. Maybe you thought you knew what you wanted to do, but life’s circumstances have left you wondering. Maybe you’ve never known. Or perhaps you do know, but, as I was, you’re afraid. You’re scared of what other people will think, or you fear that you’ll fail. So you stick your purpose up on a shelf, thinking that maybe someday you’ll get to it.

In the late seventies, my purpose, my focus to be a writer, was way, way out of reach and coated with a thick layer of dusty childhood doubts and the busyness of being a mother to four very active children. But every once in a while, in my mind, I’d take my purpose down and look at it, turn it around and wistfully think, Maybe after the kids are grown. Then, back on the shelf it went. Out of sight, out of mind. Almost. Until David got sick.

My cousin David Adler and I grew up together. We attended the same schools, lived in the same neighborhood, and worshipped at the same church. The only dates I got in high school were due to David. In fact, it was David, another cousin, Doug, and my brother Terry who made copies of my eighth-grade diary and sold them to the boys in my class. At the time, I was mortified, but the years have a way of changing one’s perspective. These days, what I remember most is how many copies were bought!

As a young adult, David was diagnosed with leukemia. When he was admitted to Fred Hutchinson Cancer Research Center in Seattle, my husband, Wayne, and I were the closest family to the hospital, living just a few miles south of town. Although I didn’t venture into the big city very often, I was determined to be with David, his wife, Rachel, and their daughter. From the day he arrived in Seattle from Yakima, I spent part of every day with my cousin. I was certain God would perform a miracle. I was convinced that God would heal him.

At the time, I hadn’t been a Christian long. I was raised Catholic and attended the local parochial school for all twelve grades. In my parents’ house there had always been a coffee-table Bible, but I never saw it open. Every Sunday when I went to Mass, I heard the four Gospels and the Epistles, but they never connected. Maybe I was too young to really care back then. I knew about God, but the God I grew up with was stern and vengeful. I didn’t have a relationship with Him. I didn’t know Him. I didn’t realize Christ was my personal Savior; I knew only that my sins had nailed Him to the cross.

But at the age of twenty-two, after Wayne and I had married and I was a mother twice over, we moved to Seahurst, near Seattle. With two small babies born a year apart on my hips, I was invited to Bible Study Fellowship (BSF) by my neighbor Marilyn Kimmel. Until that point I’d never set foot inside a Protestant church, but I was hungry for friendship and so I went. I had the most uncomfortable feeling as soon as I got there. I was afraid if my parents ever found out what I was doing, they’d be upset. Then the teaching leader, Denise Adler, introduced herself. Adler is my maiden name, and it was as if God was saying to me that it was fine for me to be in these unfamiliar surroundings; I was home and this was family.

That week the class was studying the first four chapters of Nehemiah. I remember Marilyn telling me somewhat apologetically that this was the year BSF was studying the Minor Prophets. I told myself that was okay since I didn’t know what a major one was. Surrounded by those dear ladies, as I got into the Word, it latched onto my heart. It wasn’t long before I felt God tugging at me. I wanted the same relationship with Christ that my friends had. As I studied His Word, I surrendered my life to Jesus Christ and have never regretted that decision.

That’s why, seven years later, because of that wonderful relationship I had with Jesus, I was absolutely convinced that God would heal my cousin David. After all, I knew my life had changed for the better, and I knew God could make a difference in David’s life. And this was no mustard-seed faith; the faith I carried around was the size of avocados! I told David, “God is going to heal you. Through the love of Jesus Christ, you’re going to be healed.”



Knit Together for Purpose

“Whether I am knitting for myself or someone else, my passion for knitting enables me to express my creativity and produces a feeling of accomplishment.”—Rita E. Green-feder, Editor, Knit ’N Style

If you’ve ever read any of my books, you probably already know that I’m a big knitter. I started knitting as a twelve-year-old girl. My mother wasn’t a knitter, and in fact, I didn’t know a single person who knew how to knit. I pestered her until she took me to the local yarn store. The wonderful ladies there took me under their wing and taught me, and I’ve never been the same since. I knitted all through my school years until Wayne and I married, and then again periodically while the kids were growing up. But it was when I became a grandmother for the first time that the bug really took hold. I love to knit! I also love collecting yarn. In fact, I need an entire room to hold my yarn stash. It’s difficult for me to resist stopping in a yarn store, no matter how many projects are already waiting for me at home. But knitting can often be a slow process. From start to finish, it takes time to complete. Knitting certainly requires patience and persistence. I find it’s the same with finding your purpose.





But despite all my prayers and absolute certainty, David passed away on September 23, 1978. And suddenly, I didn’t know what to believe. I was in a crisis of faith. I couldn’t sleep; I couldn’t pray. I couldn’t read my Bible. I felt that God had let me down.

My questions ended one morning, though, when I tried to have devotions with the children. My son Ted was particularly antsy that day, and, exasperated, I tried again to get him to pay attention.

“Ted,” I asked, for the twentieth time, “what do you have to do to get to heaven?”

He looked at me as if I had just asked what he’d had for breakfast.

“Die,” he said.

His answer took a moment to sink in. But I realized he was right. David had died, but before his death he had come to know the same Jesus I did. Because he had accepted Christ, I had the assurance that David was in heaven. Furthermore, by the grace of God, David really had been healed.

That revelation was quickly followed by another: I could no

longer afford to dream of being a writer someday. I could no longer stuff my dreams into the future with a long list of justifications. Life holds no guarantees. I realized then that it was time for me to move my life purpose forward. It was time to go after my dream.

Since we didn’t have the money to buy a typewriter, we rented one. I placed that typewriter on the kitchen table and moved it at mealtimes. Every morning when the kids left for school, I moved the typewriter back to the table and wrote until they came home. I didn’t have a lot of life experience at that point, but I knew I could write something with a happy ending. And after four kids, I needed one.

The Passion in Your Purpose

I imagine that you’re asking how I knew my purpose was to be a writer. Well, I didn’t at first, not completely. But as I said earlier, I believe that God puts desires in our hearts through our dreams, through our passions, and through what brings us joy. When we can look through all of those things, we can find our purpose as we discover the customized blueprint, the pattern, God’s made for each of us.

So, let’s take a look at the passion in our purpose. Ask yourself these questions: What is it that gets me excited? What do I love to do?

I believe that what you enjoyed as a child often provides hints of what you should be doing as an adult. When I was young, I loved to read and tell stories. Maybe you loved to dress up your dolls, creating elaborate new fashions. Maybe you liked drawing. Or maybe you thrived on helping other people, or taking care of the neighbor’s dog. Perhaps you enjoyed playing school or house, or caring for sick stuffed animals. Whatever you enjoyed most can give you clues to the purpose God has for you. As Rick Warren puts it so directly on the first page of The Purpose-Driven Life, “It’s not about you.”

God has a plan for your life and a purpose that fits into His master plan. But He doesn’t want you to float through life waiting for a giant bolt of lightning to fall from heaven and point out what you’re supposed to be doing. He gave each of us a brain as well as a heart. We have to listen to both to truly discover the pattern God has for our lives.

Unfortunately, when we talk about passion and purpose, we sometimes mistakenly equate anything we’re passionate about to what we’re supposed to be doing. Passion does not necessarily equal a calling to what your purpose or your dreams should be focused on. My husband is passionate about the Seattle Seahawks. We actually had season tickets for more than twenty-five years. Yet that doesn’t mean he has the talent to go play football. I love collecting cameos, and I buy a new one every year. I treasure my cameo collection, but that doesn’t mean I’m supposed to open a jewelry store or seek out seashells for the artisan to carve.

You can be passionate about a lot of things, but not everything you’re enthusiastic about is necessarily what you’re supposed to be doing. You need to watch only one episode of those auditioning for American Idol to understand that. Many of the people who step before the judges desperately want to sing. They love music, they breathe music, but they’re so bad at it, they make the rest of us cringe and plug our ears!

When you are truly passionate about something that God has designed for you to do, things unexplainably click. You experience a profound sense of joy in what you do. It feels natural and it completes you. That’s the way writing is for me. There are a lot of other writers out there who talk about how hard it is to actually sit down and write. Something always gets in the way. It’s not that way for me—I love to write. I enjoy everything about the process of writing—the plotting, even revisions. When the time comes for me to sit down and pen the story, I’m so passionate about it, I can barely stand still. In my heart, I know this book is going to make a difference, a difference in my life and the lives of my readers.

Another great thing about passion is that it is contagious. Have you ever noticed how people are irresistibly drawn to someone with a lot of enthusiasm? Passion doesn’t just set your own footsteps on fire; it can also spur and motivate others.

I remember so well those early days when I first decided to write. I was happy—happier than I could ever remember being in my life. I was so in love with the story and the words that I felt the need to stop and pinch myself to make sure this wasn’t a fantasy or that I’d wake up and discover this was a dream. I could hardly wait to start work each day, and it’s like that even now. The passion was there along with the purpose. This of course doesn’t mean that every day is like a trip to Disneyland—passion shouldn’t always be equated with fun. But if what you’re doing doesn’t spur you to experience joy or a sense of accomplishment, or provoke something inside you that makes you want to keep going, it’s time to take a step back and reexamine what you’re doing and whether the purpose you’re pursuing is really the purpose God has in mind.

In his autobiography, C. S. Lewis writes about true joy and describes it as an “inconsolable longing.”1 Inconsolable. Unquenchable. An insatiable need to do what drives us, what God has put within each of us to carry out.

But understanding what fills us with passion is just one part of purpose. What happens when we don’t feel any passion at all?

Created for Purpose—and Flexibility

It’s one thing to already be passionate; it’s another to flounder around, trying to find something that captures our interests. You might feel afraid or uncertain or overwhelmed. My friend Joanne Hrycak lost her husband when the World Trade Center towers collapsed on 9/11. I know others who have lost their spouses to death or divorce, who now wonder what they’re supposed to do with their lives. Where do they go from here? I also know women who dedicated their energy and time and focus to their children for years, and now that they’re grown with lives of their own, these women wonder what’s left for them. Are their lives over?

Let me assure you—your purpose does not end with your spouse or your children. God has so much more in store for you! Just look at what He says in His Word:

For it is God who works in you to will and to act according to his good purpose. (PHILIPPIANS 2:13 NIV)

And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose. (ROMANS 8:28 NIV)

Oliver Wendell Holmes once stated that “most of us go to our graves with our music still inside us.” The key is to find our music. We must be willing to be flexible when we start looking at our purpose and what makes us passionate.

Years ago I read a wonderful success story about a woman who longed to be on Broadway. It was her dream; she knew she was supposed to be on the big stage. So she packed up, moved to New York, and, like most aspiring actors and actresses, she struggled. The auditions were few and far between, and the successful auditions were even fewer. As time passed and no big roles came along, her dream became dimmer and dimmer. To make ends meet, she found a job with a limo company as a limousine driver. One day, she happened to pick up Liza Minnelli, an experienced Broadway performer in her own right. The young woman and Liza had a pleasant chat during the ride and discovered that they had quite a few mutual friends. Soon, Liza was requesting the young limo driver every time she needed a ride.

“You know, you should think about starting your own company,” Liza told her new friend one day. Taking her suggestion seriously, the girl bought her own limousine on her credit card and started her own limo service. She now has one of the most successful limousine services in New York City, catering to the Broadway stars as well as other famous clientele. Her dream of working on Broadway was realized, but only after understanding that her original dream to work onstage needed modifying. Her audience changed. No, she wasn’t performing to thousands in a theater; instead, she was performing for important clients, delivering not lines but incredible customer service. She learned that she had to be flexible as she sought out her purpose, her dream. She had to be willing to explore new roads, new avenues she hadn’t thought about before.

Think about your own flexibility. How bendable are you when it comes to what you’re passionate about? Remember what I said earlier about how it’s important to use both your head and your heart when it comes to discovering God’s pattern for your life? This is where the head part comes in.

What’s Your P-Word?

If you have a one-track mind when it comes to your purpose, or if you struggle with even coming up with something to be passionate about, I hope you’ll try this little experiment with me: Get out a clean sheet of paper and think of a word or a phrase that describes something that excites you or something you enjoy. Maybe it’s books. Or music. Or ministry. Make it as general or as specific as you like. This is your core P-Word (purpose or passion—take your pick). Circle the word. Then think of as many other words as possible that relate to your P-Word, and draw lines like branches from your P-Word to these other words, which we’ll call your S-Words (solution words).

[image: art]

For example, if your P-Word is books, some of your S-Words could be tutoring, bookstore, writing, and reading. Once you brainstorm as many S-Words as possible, circle each of those and start over, treating each S-Word as a P-Word, until you have a number of ideas of jobs and activities you could do that involve that core passion or purpose you love. Now pick something that looks interesting and fun. Do some research to see what you can do with it! As you step out toward your purpose, you will begin to discover what God can do with you.

Living with Purpose

Purpose is not just a word we use when we talk about what God wants us to do with the life He’s given us. It can also be a call to action. We were created for purpose. To be intentional. To move. To focus our actions and our abilities for a specific reason. When I set out to knit something for one of my children or grandkids, I usually let whomever I’m knitting for pick out the pattern and the yarn. That way I know I’m knitting something they’ll like. When I take my grandkids along to the yarn store, I let them pick out the color and the buttons. Each design is purposely determined.

As much as we are called for a particular purpose, we are also called to live with purpose. Unfortunately, many of us fall short of this. Instead of living with clear purpose, we live in self-inflicted murkiness. We allow situations and people and everything in between to slow us down and keep us living in the clouds instead of the clear, bright sunshine of where God wants us to be.

Some of you may be thinking, If only I can achieve this, or accomplish that, then life will be good. But your purpose doesn’t end with that first step. It is an ongoing journey, and it requires a few different pieces of luggage.

Our purpose, or the focus of our lives, is the sturdy suitcase we never want to leave home without. This is the bag in which we carry everything we need for our journey. The basic essentials that are going to keep us looking clean and put together. When it comes to our focus, we want to make sure we don’t leave those basics—like our goals, our determination, and our persistence—behind. When we’re talking about purpose, all of these things are important, especially setting goals.

A few years ago, I was clearing out a drawer and found a tablet I’d written on in 1992. I’d been listening to a motivational tape, and the tape had suggested writing down five goals that seemed completely and totally out of reach. We were asked to exercise our goal-setting muscles, to imagine the seemingly impossible. My list consisted of: (1) consistent placement on the New York Times best-seller list; (2) books sold in audio format; (3) author tours; (4) movie deals; and (5) ABA (American Booksellers Association, now known as Book Expo America) appearances. At the time, these were impossible goals for someone writing category romance novels. But when I saw that list so many years later, I was stunned—every single goal on that piece of paper had come to pass. My basic luggage had never left my side.

If purpose is our suitcase, then passion is our carry-on. This is what keeps us excited and looking forward to our destination. Maybe it’s a book or a travel guide or our favorite snack for the plane. Or maybe when it comes to our passion, it’s what gets us excited, what helps us feel alive. It’s the reason we do what we do; it’s the people we want to help or the change we want to bring about.

The last piece required for the journey is patience. Think of it as your garment bag. It’s as essential as passion and focus, but I think it’s also the hardest. It’s bulky and sometimes hard to carry, but it is such a necessary part of the trip.

After more than five years of constant rejections, I did finally reach my goal and sold my first book. Yet I wanted more. I wanted to sell more books; I wanted my name up there among the best sellers. I had climbed higher than I ever had before, and I really liked the view! No more bottom step for me! I wanted more success, and I wanted it now. Does that sound familiar?

I understand what it means to be impatient for your dream to take root and grow. Even though I knew from my own experience how important patience was, once I sold that first novel, I found myself in a competitive trap, walking faster and faster on a treadmill, comparing my career with others’, wanting what they had. Eventually, I discovered the need for balance, for insight and emotional strength. I made it my goal to enjoy every step of the journey instead of being greedy for more and more.

In My Utmost for His Highest, Oswald Chambers writes about the importance of enjoying the journey:

God’s training is for now, not later. His purpose is for this very minute, not for sometime in the future. We have nothing to do with what will follow our obedience, and we are wrong to concern ourselves with it. What people call preparation, God sees as the goal itself.2

Be patient, trust in the journey, and worry less about the end goal. I sometimes joke that it took me only twenty years to become an overnight success, but it’s really true. My dream didn’t happen overnight for me, as you will discover in the next chapter, and it’s unlikely that it will for you, either. But the most important thing is to learn and grow as an individual and as a child of God on the journey. And we must remember to always pack carefully.

The best piece of advice I can leave you with as we get ready to move from our purpose to our dreams is a passage from The Message. Galatians 6:1, 4–5 says:

Live creatively, friends. . . . Make a careful exploration of who you are and the work you have been given, and then sink yourself into that. Don’t be impressed with yourself. Don’t compare yourself with others. Each of you must take responsibility for doing the creative best you can with your own life.

It is my prayer for you that as you look to God for your purpose, you will continue along your journey by living creatively and with hope in the knowledge that God wants the best for you.
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