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Praise for FIGHT LIKE A GIRL



“Lisa has powerfully raised a challenge that can no longer be ignored by the church. It is time for women to rise up and take their place alongside men for Kingdom purposes . . . we need to celebrate and embrace differences rather than try to eliminate them. This book will help free women from the many impositions and limitations that have held them back from realizing their God-given potential. I could not put this book down.”


—Chris Caine, author and director, Equip and Empower Ministries



“Lisa Bevere wants to help women reach their potential, value their role, and discover God’s plan for their lives. The message she shares in this book will bring freedom and confidence, and help women of all ages take positive steps toward wholeness. I rejoiced as I read this book, realizing that it is never too late to learn to ‘fight like a girl.’”


—Betty Robison, co-host, LIFE Today 



“Through the pages of this book the question, ‘Where are the fearless daughters who are ready to fight like girls?’ is answered in a profound, yet simple way. Lisa challenges all the ‘Deborahs’ of the world to rise up, awaken to their potential, and receive the truth of God’s word. Lisa urges women to put down their carnal weapons, pick up their spiritual swords, and use them as instruments of transformation. Be prepared for the extreme makeover that is about to take place in your heart as you read this book.”


—Nancy Alcorn, president and founder, Mercy Ministries of America



“Women are magnificent and Lisa has done a great job of painting that picture! This is a must read for all of us who are on the journey to fulfill the purpose for which we were created. We are the loved daughters of the King and have a tremendous role to play here on the planet. In her own amazing style, Lisa is challenging us to love passionately, grow in strength, overcome obstacles, and recognize our own beauty. A truly powerful book. Don’t just buy one . . . get one for your friend!”


—Holly Wagner, author GodChicks, When It Pours He Reigns



“FIGHT LIKE A GIRL is about the power a woman has to fight and win the spiritual battles of her life. I can’t wait for my daughter to read this and learn how uniquely God has created her to fight for what is right in the right way.”


—Stephen Arterburn, host of New Life Live and coauthor of Every Man’s Battle





To my husband, John, who has always celebrated my life and passions. Thanks for encouraging me to pursue truth and to never be satisfied with anything less. I love you more than ever and thank God you are the knight in my life. To my four sons, Addison, Austin, Alec, and Arden, you inspire me more than you know. You are each a gift from heaven. May honor encompass your lives. To my sweet Viking Jacque, you and daughters like you are the reason I write. May you go further and farther and defeat the enemy at the gate. Debby, you were a constant source of support and one of my favorite people. To all the beautiful women who just want to do the woman thing well, may we fully recover all that has been lost.




CHAPTER ONE


You Fight Like a Girl!


Hey, you fight like a girl! Of course, this phrase is usually meant as an insult. Whether it is spoken guy to guy, boy to girl, or woman to man, it is not meant as a compliment. No, it is hurled in response to a weak punch, a scratch, or even a cheap shot. So why would I be encouraging anyone to fight like a girl? First, an insult to men or boys should not always be heard as one by women. Girls are meant to fight like girls, but for some odd reason, most of us would rather be told we fight like men. Could this be because girls have developed the habit of fighting dirty?


Before we even start, I do not want you to think I am a girly girl advocating whipping people with frilly pink ribbons. I am not. I like to surf, ski, and hunt (in that order). I live with five men and travel internationally, more often than not, by myself. I am a cancer survivor, a mother, and a wife, but I was first a daughter. I am not advocating we dumb it down or fake something we are not. I do think we need to ask why it is an insult to fight like a girl. Even better, I want girls and women to consider themselves complimented if they are told they fight like one.


Actually, it is quite possible we’ve forgotten what it looks like to fight like a girl. For so long we have attempted to fight like men, and if this didn’t work, we have taken some cheap shots or even cheated! Others of us have simply hidden from the storm of conflict raging around us and imagined we were being feminine and ladylike to do so. Others have forgotten that what is considered weakness in one gender is often strength in the other. I mean, should not hitting as hard as a man always be viewed as wrong?


Boys earn the respect of their peers when they fight like boys. They are considered brave and strong when they fight for what is important to males. They are admired for standing up to bullies, protecting younger children, and upholding the honor of their family name. It is when boys don’t stand up for what is right that they are mocked and the name-calling begins. “Sissy!” or “Mama’s boy!” might be taunts a boy will hear when he hasn’t measured up to his peers’ idea of a male. This dynamic doesn’t change with age; men who fight and respond like women are considered weak or effeminate. Men and boys should fight with the power and strength innately entrusted to them. Men are physically stronger, and therefore have the proverbial upper hand when it comes to physical feats. This being true, what is the strength of a woman? Different issues and conflicts arouse a man’s ire. What should upset a woman? And what would fighting like a girl look like if it was done right?






What would fighting like a girl look like if it was done right?




Women and Battle


Before we delve deeper and answer this, perhaps you might be questioning whether women are even to be included in fights or conflict. To answer this, we need to revisit original intent or the reason behind our origin. Women were not initially formed for battle, but for life, nurture, and relationship. Perhaps this is why we often do not wear conflict well. This being true, is it wrong for women to fight? No, not any more than it is wrong for men to fight. Neither was initially created for destruction—they were both formed for increase, order, and cultivation. And the day will come when weapons will be laid aside in favor of this mandate. The Bible says swords will be beaten once again into plowshares (see Isaiah 2:4). Then both men and women will return to their original positions and relational dynamic on the earth. But right now there is a problem, an enemy, and a battle.


This ultimate responsibility and privilege were Adam’s and Eve’s. They were entrusted with the earth in its fullness. They had every resource necessary to create both increase and order so every living thing could flourish. With the fall of man everything changed; dominion became domination, multiplication became division, and order spiraled into chaos. Flourishing gave way to decay as fruit-bearing plants and trees wrestled thorns and thistles. Life-giving seed fought for space in soil tangled with weeds and dead underbrush. Even before this upheaval exerted itself on the earth, the last to be created became the first in conflict. The stage was set for battle.



And I will put enmity between you and the woman.


(Genesis 3:15 NIV)



To grasp an understanding of both the magnitude and the weight of this struggle, we must first define enmity. I used to substitute the word enemy or hatred when I read this passage. I mean, it’s not as though we go around using the word enmity in everyday conversation. The problem with my substitutions was that, though similar in meaning, these words were not severe enough. Unger’s Bible Dictionary defines enmity as both “deep-rooted hatred and irreconcilable hostility.”1 Don’t confuse enmity with the term irreconcilable differences we are so accustomed to hearing cited in divorce proceedings, but rather “irreconcilable hostilities.” This speaks of a hatred so profound, it is destined to not only exist perpetually, but to deepen and expand without end. To capture this in mathematical language, imagine a single point from which two rays or arrows emanate. One moves west, the other east. Both travel in these opposing directions without the possibility of ever meeting. These arrows do not span the curve of our globe; they travel the linear paths of time. This means the polarity of perpetual hostilities increases with the passage of time as both sides expand and multiply in reach and number. Generation after generation, the hostility deepens.


Enmity is such an intense word, it is used only eight times in the Bible. After its introduction in Genesis, enmity reaches its dark arm forward to encompass and harass the woman’s seed. We see its influence extend to the book of Revelations.



Then the dragon became angry at the woman, and he declared war against the rest of her children—all who keep God’s commandments and confess that they belong to Jesus.


(Revelation 12:17 NLT)



Who wages this never-ending war against Eve, her daughters, and every human life who passes through the womb? A serpent, the prince of the power of the air. The war started by a cunning serpent now encompasses the great dragon and all his adherents (see Genesis 3:15; John 8:44). In the garden, he skillfully wielded his weapon of deception and effectively stole the dominion of the earth from the two who were one.


To win, the enemy had to divide to conquer. He accomplished this by enlisting the support of the woman. To cause Adam to forfeit his position, he needed more than deception. Satan used the power of the woman’s influence. Without her influence, it is quite possible the man might not have yielded to the serpent’s counsel. He surrendered to the voice of his wife. He watched her eat, and when nothing appeared to change, he stretched forth his hand and received it from her.



She took some and ate it. She also gave some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate it.	(Genesis 3:6 NIV)



At creation’s dawn, I believe Eve’s beauty and power of influence were so profound as to quite possibly be irresistible. The perfect world with the perfect woman contained a perfect adversary. Had Adam not been warned to guard and keep the tree?


Why had the magnificent Eve, mother of all living, used her ability to sway her husband to both their detriment? I believe we can assume she did not know she was leading him astray. She obviously thought she had counseled him well. But we are never truly wise when we move outside God’s wisdom. What had this tempter offered to get them to willingly jeopardize so much?



When the woman saw that the fruit of the tree was good for food and pleasing to the eye, and also desirable for gaining wisdom . . . 	(Genesis 3:6 NIV)



I am certain that many trees in this garden were good for food and pleasant to look at. But a tree whose fruit had the power to elevate one to the status of God was quite another thing. Eve thought there was something more than what she had already been given. I find it amazing that the woman would grasp at something she was not to have (equality with God), and in the process lose something she already had (the potential to possess wisdom). In addition to this, the serpent appealed to Adam’s and Eve’s desire to be like God outside His sphere of influence and authority. Both the man and the woman grasped for a role that was not theirs to take. Ages later Eve’s seed, Jesus, would reverse their folly.



Who, being in very nature God, did not consider equality with God something to be grasped, . . . 	(Philippians 2:6 NIV)



They were in fact made in the image of God, but not equal to Him. The “image” of something speaks of a reflection, not representation in its entirety. Through his deceptive rhetoric, the serpent caused them both to think they were receiving something, when in actuality they both lost. He had not enlightened them; he darkened their understanding, but they thought it wisdom. This serpent was not looking to befriend them—he wanted them disempowered and displaced. Having been formerly stripped of his position, he needed theirs. Far too often when deception speaks, you forget both who you are and who your true allies are.


Lost Purpose, Lost Places


We frequently lose what we have because we fail to remember why it was given. Adam and Eve forgot their purpose and lost their place. They knew they were created for dominion, but they forgot why. Grasping for what was lost, they began to misuse their strengths, and used their dominion against rather than for each other. Essentially, the fall of man originated the battle of the sexes. Thus, the wrestling began.





We frequently lose what we have because we fail to remember why it was given.




Have we learned anything in all the years of pain? How many parents have lost the hearts of their children because they forgot why they had them? It was never to control them but to provide an environment in which they would flourish. How many couples have lost their marriages because they forgot why they were together? They fight against each other rather than for their love. Do we grasp and wrestle with others for their roles because we lose sight of our own? We all lose when we take from others what was not theirs to give. Why are we not content to walk in the authority and positions entrusted to our care?


The man’s position is not up for grabs, just as it is not his to give away. The woman’s place is not the man’s for the taking, nor is it hers to forfeit. The two must stand together in their respective roles. What we have been given to guard, we should never yield to another. The man and the woman gave away what they had been entrusted to protect and steward in the Garden of Eden. We have spent all this time trying to find our way back to Eden, God’s paradise, where His creation again flourishes. This once-lush garden is long gone, though the seeds of truth and principle remain. We long for the restoration of our lost paradise. It was a type and shadow of the new we will ultimately realize. In the Spirit, Jesus Christ, the seed of Eve, secured this victory for us.



He will crush your head, and you will strike his heel. 


(Genesis 3:15 NIV)



So where is this reversal? Where is the evidence of our enemy’s defeat? When will we see darkness compressed and oppression released? When will the children of Eve begin to walk out the victory won by her seed? I believe we will begin to see a turnaround as we stop misusing our power and authority. What would happen if women used their powers of insight and influence for healing and nurture? What if men used their power of might for truth and justice? What if men fought as men? What if women were truly empowered to fight like girls? We would all win.


Men would win the respect they have lost, and women would recover the power of love. Know that what has been lost is being restored. The way things are is yielding to the way it should be. Come to this place of truth with me. Women, let these words speak to you, and find yourself again released to be all you were created to be.





What has been lost is being restored.





The Lord announces victory, and throngs of women shout the happy news. Enemy kings and their armies flee, while the women of Israel divide the plunder. 	(Psalm 68:11-12 NLT)



God is declaring victory, and it is time for the daughters to joyously shout the truth of what was won. This triumph is too vast for one voice to contain. We need the voices of many who speak as one. The lie has been far-reaching, but the truth is more powerful. If we will but declare the truth, the enemy kings and armies will flee. In the wake of their departure, we will find the riches and treasures, so long lost, restored.


Totally Free, Totally God’s


It is for freedom that Christ has set us free. (Galatians 5:1 NIV)



God is all about freedom. It is a very big idea for Him. He wants you totally free so you can be totally His. Over the years, I have come to believe God actually enjoys putting us in positions and situations that have the potential to really challenge areas of bondage in our lives. I think He enjoys watching His children pushed into realms outside their comfort and control. Perhaps from His perspective, it is no different from when I watch my children flip and dance among the waves.


It is important that you understand I used to be basically a very fearful person. Even writing a book that suggested conflict would have scared me. But then the time came when my desire to be safe was exceeded by my desire to be free. Are we there yet? For me this happened when I saw my fears echoed in my children. If it had just been about me, I honestly don’t know if I would have changed. It would have been easier in a lot of ways if I had stayed hidden.


Case in point: In high school, I was required to take either speech or debate to graduate. No prospect could have frightened me more. I was terrified of getting up in front of people. I had lost an eye to a form of cancer called retinoblastoma when I was five years old. Overnight, life as I’d known it changed. I went from being confident and outgoing to being sullen and withdrawn. I felt that people no longer saw me. I watched as they tried to determine which eye they should look at when they spoke to me. At school, compliments changed to name-calling. I was dubbed “One Eye” and “Cyclops.” I put up a tough front in an attempt to act as though their words didn’t hurt. I’d ignore the comments and just maintain my composure until I made it home; then I’d cry inconsolably in my room. Why couldn’t I be like everyone else?


Now I was going to have to get up in front of my classmates and give a speech. Debate was not an option. There was no way I could even imagine winning an argument in front of others. I endured the first few weeks of class; then it was time for the speeches. I prepared, but it didn’t matter. When the day came I couldn’t speak. The teacher gave me an opportunity to walk out of the classroom and start again, but I couldn’t. I looked at my classmates, and nothing would come out. I excused myself and ran down to the guidance counselor’s office. I explained how it was impossible for me to successfully complete a speech class. How could I get a C, let alone an A or a B? I was handicapped, after all! My counselor was surprisingly sympathetic. He asked a few questions, including, “Are you planning to do anything with your life that requires public speaking?” Absolutely not! I assured him I had no intention of speaking in front of more than two people for the rest of my life.


“I’ll tell you what, just pick another unit of languages arts, and we will waive the requirement for speech.” I couldn’t believe my ears.


Right then and there, I signed up for a course on Kurt Vonnegut.


Since the counselor was so understanding, I brought another class to his attention that was a major problem for me—typing. It was nearly impossible for me to go above twenty-five words per minute. He listened patiently as I made the case.


“I suppose we can waive typing as well. You can always pay someone to type your papers in college.”


I was elated! I left feeling as if a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I gathered my stuff from the speech classroom and presented the note to my new teacher, alerting him I would be joining the Vonnegut class. Typing turned into study hall. Life was good. But God in heaven must have been laughing. I can just imagine Him turning to the angels and saying, “Poor Lisa. Let’s give her a break. I understand she’s too frightened to get up in front of twelve classmates. We’ll just wait and really scare her and make it hundreds then thousands and throw TV in the mix just to push her totally over the edge. She doesn’t want to type. It’s too hard for her. Okay, she might as well rest now, because she’ll be typing for the rest of her life.”


The two classes I got out of in high school are what I do on a regular basis today. You see, counselors, teachers, and various organizations may all agree with you that you are handicapped, but God never will.


He loves giving you the opportunity to face what you fear, because when you face what you fear you become fearless.


Where are the fearless daughters who are ready to fight like girls?


As you turn these pages, open your heart. Believe you are one of these voices, one of those daughters of the Most High God who will learn how to fight like a girl. It is time to take it all back from the serpent, put on our high heels, and crush his head.




Heavenly Father,


I want to walk in truth and light. I want to reveal myself as the woman You created. Forgive me for hiding behind the façade of a man. I believe there is ultimately more power in my revelation as a woman. Holy Spirit, have Your way in my life. I want to fight my battles in my mightiest form. I will not draw back in fear, but I will boldly stake my claim to fight all that comes between my honor, my Lord, and my family. Amen.







CHAPTER TWO


What if I Don’t Like Women?


This is what I used to say. The truth is, now I love women. As you can surely imagine, there was a time when I was not particularly fond of them. Not only did I not like women, I resented being one. Therefore, I was not surprised by the concert of anti-female sentiment from my fellow sisters. I have heard one form or another of this sentiment expressed by women of all ages and walks of life. Actually, as I travel and speak, it has become a major connection point. I will open my session by saying something like,


“How many of you in here today aren’t sure you like women?”


“I mean, honestly, I think I am more male than female.”


“I like the guys so much better than girls.”


“The men say what they mean and mean what they say. With women, you never know where you stand!”


“I get along better with guys; female relationships take way too much energy!”


“Women are petty gossips who say one thing to your face and another behind your back.”


I’m fairly certain I have either publicly or privately expressed all these sentiments and frustrations. But when I really think about this dynamic, it is a bit frightening. Let’s dress it up a bit differently. I cannot even imagine a group of men affirming another brother as he openly declares his disdain for the male populace. Or how about a black brother or sister getting up and announcing to their community, “Hey, folks, you know what? I really don’t like black people.” It’s just not going to go over well. Extend this to any people group—Italians, Arabs, children, etc.—and it sounds equally strange. It is just not going to fly except with women.


Why are the majority of women in agreement with their general disgust and frustration with females? I’ve even seen it celebrated: “You don’t like women? Great, neither do I!” As if this should make us all feel somehow safe that we are surrounded by women who don’t like women. Granted, we usually like the individual women present, but we wrestle with the concept of women as a whole. As the conversation progresses, we will further position our allegiances by going around the table and affirming our masculine approach to life and relationships.



“Women are so emotional!”


“They’re a bunch of whiners!”


“They’re so passive-aggressive!”


“You just can’t trust them!”



I have repeatedly said I’d rather navigate conversations in a room full of men than talk shop with a handful of women. This is tragic, but far too often true.


What’s Wrong with Women?


I think this epidemic of anti-female sentiment needs some explanation, and we might best begin by answering the question “Why is it that women don’t like women?” What could possibly cause a large portion of the female populace to reject their own gender? I have seen this everywhere I travel, and the fallout is huge. Unfortunately, many of us have not been taught an appreciation for who we are as women. Is it so surprising, then, that we would distance ourselves from the role if we’ve never possessed a true understanding of what it is to be a woman?


This lack of awareness of feminine value needs to be confronted in almost every realm of life if we are to see a turnaround. God is awakening our individuality to enable us to realize what we can become as daughters, wives, mothers, sisters, leaders, and friends. Women have significant contributions to make to their unique spheres of influence, and these will never fully be realized with an underlying distaste for our gender.


I vividly remember an incident that happened shortly after John and I were engaged. We were sitting in a park, discussing the future of our life together, when I had a complete meltdown. The realization had come crashing down on me: I was a female. The pending prospect of our marriage was making it very apparent. I would be playing the feminine role for the rest of my life. John was overjoyed as he pictured our future stretching out before him, but as he spoke, I began to panic. Before I knew what I was doing I had blurted out, “I hate being a girl!”





I had blurted out, “I hate being a girl!”




John was stunned. What exactly was his bride-to-be saying? Then I burst into tears (my embarrassing response to frustration) as I elaborated on just how awful and limiting it was to be a female. I was afraid that by agreeing to marriage I was forfeiting control over my life, and signing up for much more than I’d bargained for. After a nearly fifteen-minute dissertation, it was John’s turn to be afraid. Thankfully, we were in the neighborhood of a godly couple who were like parents to John. He thought it might be a good idea for us to take a walk and drop by their place, so I could debrief with the wife. John had tried his best, but once worked up, I was not easily consoled.


We were warmly welcomed and invited in by this lovely woman. I slipped in and headed straight for the guest bath to compose myself. While I was out of the room, John felt the need to offer an explanation for my disheveled look and tear-streaked face.


“Lisa just said she wishes she were a man and that she hates being a woman,” he offered, unsure of her reaction. The wise woman nodded, reserving comment until I had returned. I came out a bit sheepish. What would she think of my silly outburst? Had she warned John, “Don’t marry her!”? Almost immediately, she set my fears to rest. She drew me near, looked me in the eyes, and simply said, “I understand.” I took a deep breath and regrouped. For the time, it seemed enough to simply be understood by another woman who was older and wiser.


It is probably more accurate to say it isn’t really that we don’t like women; rather, we just don’t like the image women have evolved or adapted to represent. At other times I have to wonder if there is something crucial missing; that we mourn the loss of that to which we no longer give expression. Perhaps we don’t like the perceived limitations or weaknesses associated with our gender. Just look at how the media exploit women and simultaneously dishonor men. We claim equal value, then allow ourselves to be reduced to mere sexual expressions toying with others. Somehow we appear to have lost our way, and quite a few of us are desperately attempting to navigate some of these truths rather late in the game of life. I fear it is imperative we regain our bearings before it is too late.



A Vision to Inspire Us


I can’t even count the number of times I have had earnest young women ask me thought-provoking, probing questions. Why is it good to be a woman? Where is our value? What is our role? What can I do? How can I do it? What does God say about our feminine expression? Can my life truly have meaning outside a relationship with a man? I sense God’s calling, but I don’t know what that looks like as a woman. Can you tell me how to be that woman?


To successfully review and examine your feminine destiny (and yes, it really is that powerful), allow me to lend you both perspective and desire.


Imagine, if you will, a magnificent city. It is no ordinary place, for it appears only at dawn where the earth meets the sky, as though born with the rising sun. You see its outline etched against a fiery coral glow each morning, so real, so right, you feel you could pluck it from the horizon and hold it in your hand. Then suddenly it is gone, for as the sun climbs, this mythical city disappears from sight.


You have been told that though the city is real, it is distant. The inhabitants of this city are very different from us, for all are strong, beautiful, good, and wise. The city’s culture and customs are completely foreign to our own. The gates are always open, and legend says those who enter the city rarely desire to leave. The kingdom lavishes gifts on all who come, yet its spacious borders are never filled. There is room for all. But all do not make room for this place.


Sadly, most are not willing to journey to a land they glimpse only on clear mornings. Those who do journey to this realm rarely return.


Each day your thoughts turn to the city, but other activities and things vie for your attention. Thoughts and worries crowd your mind and effectively distract you. Conflicting messages fight against the city’s pristine beauty. Yet when you are quiet you feel irresistibly drawn, as though summoned. At times you awake and catch a whisper. You hear your name, but it sounds somehow different . . . it resonates with life. It is as though now only a small portion of your identity is realized, but there you would be complete. Some may think I describe only heaven—I do not. I speak of embracing now the promises and truth of a coming kingdom.



Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven. 	(Matthew 6:10 KJV)



I believe as the truth of heaven’s kingdom is not only heard but also passionately lived, we will see a portion of our power and beauty restored. This city speaks of the way things should be and are not. It represents a culture where all have unique value and honor. It is the difference between a lofty heaven and our present earth. This vast expanse communicates both destiny and longing. I believe vision is a powerful agent for awakening destiny.



Where there is no vision, the people perish. 


(Proverbs 29:18 KJV)



Yes, vision has the power to lift and remind us we’re ultimately fashioned for another place and time. There, all wrongs will be made right, and we will discover we are altogether lovely. It is our hope, but what about now?


Splendor: A Woman’s Gift


Earlier this year, I actually felt as though a vision danced before me. I was in Australia at a wonderful women’s conference. At the close of the event, a group of teenage girls performed a beautiful dance. I was captivated as I watched them assemble. They were of all shapes and sizes—tall, short, curvaceous, and slender—yet when the music began they moved with a common grace. Both the song and the dance fit them all. Tears traced my cheeks as they wove a tapestry of elegance. One brunette repeatedly caught my eye. I thought to myself, Isn’t she lovely? No sooner was this thought present than I heard the Spirit whisper, That is what you looked like at her age, but you never saw it. I looked again. Her frame did mirror mine at her age, yet I’d always seen myself as ugly and awkward. Why did I see it so differently now? I looked over at my dear friend Leigh, who sat next to me, and smiled. Her eyes brimmed with tears as well. It was different now. We were mothers watching daughters dance.


It is amazing what time and a change of perspective can do. As the years have passed, I no longer feel pressure to compare myself with other women. God has healed those broken places. I am looking for something more. I am searching for what I glimpsed that day. I long for the day when daughters will begin to weave this garment and restore the unique splendor, love, and beauty that only the expression of the feminine brings. I am watching for women who know how to adorn not only their lives but also the lives of others with a portion of heaven’s splendor. That moment captures what I want this book to do. I want the daughters to dance unafraid while mothers smile and grandmothers sigh with contentment.


I want to be the voice of a mother to the young, a friend to my sisters, and a daughter to those who now rest awhile after so many years of dancing. I want to help women capture the beauty and strength of their life seasons. No matter what our present season or perspective, this cannot happen until we first learn to love one another and who we are as women.


Breaking Through the Static


I do not have all the answers, but what I have learned I am willing to share. There were many times when truth spoke to me, but I did not listen. Often it called to me, but I did not hear it. I was too busy listening to lies. Unfortunately, if you listen to lies long enough, when truth speaks you cannot hear or bear it. At other times, I didn’t understand what was spoken because of all the interference and static in my life.


For years I have heard many different and mixed messages about women. When I was younger I heard feminist leaders speak, but then there was always the static of their anger. As I grew I heard the voices of divorced women, and there was the noise of their disappointment, hurt, bitterness, and betrayal. In college I heard the philosophy of my sociology instructor, but there was the interference of her agenda. In church I heard the views of leaders, and frequently there was the static of religious systems. Each voice carried a portion of truth. These were true stories of hardship and injustice, of domination and loss. When I put these pieces together, I did not like the resulting picture or the options it presented me. I wanted something more. I wanted the dance. I wanted to smile. I wanted the city on the horizon.


As we journey toward the way things should be, each of us will travel from different places or perspectives, but it is imperative as women that we get there. It is my earnest prayer that we will span this distance and in the process create a bridge for daughters young and old to traverse. And so our quest toward truth begins.


In order to find our way, we must first turn off the ever-present static, for it dangerously muffles and distorts all we hear. This interference had become a constant in my life. I even heard its persistent distortion as I read the Scriptures. I heard it in marriage relational dynamics. I heard it in sitcoms. I heard it in policies and procedures. I heard it in humor. I heard it in church. I heard it in school. What did the static say?


“Women are a problem.”


Have you ever heard this static? Notice I did not say women can cause problems, because surely they can, but women are a problem. It is one thing to be a catalyst, but quite another for something negative to be inherent to or associated with your gender. Thankfully, over the years I have discovered that for every lie, there is an overriding truth: Women are not a problem . . . they are an answer.





Women are not a problem . . . they are an answer.





Ponder this a moment. Allow the beauty and power of it to supersede the noise and penetrate your being. As you read on, you will need to repeatedly process everything you hear through this simple yet profound realization: You are an answer.


Embrace Your Power


“No,” you may say, “I am not. I am a problem. You don’t know what my life has been like.” Quiet, listen, I am not speaking to your past; I am speaking to your future. If you believe you are an answer, you’ll approach life and relationships in an entirely different manner than if you believe you are a problem. Problems are negative, critical, and judgmental. Problems nag your life with their worries and fears. Oh, but solutions sound and feel very different. They are positive, hopeful, and life-giving in their wisdom. Answers comfort and slay fear with the power of love. If you believe you are a problem, sooner or later you will begin to act like one. Likewise, if you believe you are not intrinsically a problem but a solution, you will begin to act like one. Imagine what might happen if a whole generation of women got this. If they looked in the mirror each day and said, “I am an answer. I have the power to rock this world. I was created for good and not harm. I don’t need to roar, for I hold the power of the whisper. I don’t have to be black or white . . . for I am the color and beauty of creation!”


An answer was the very reason for our existence and the motivation behind our creation. Paradise had a problem, and we were God’s answer. Think of it! You are somebody’s answer. You are something’s answer. There is a problem out there only your presence can solve. There is a broken and wounded heart to which only you can administer healing. You are a voice to the mute. You are beauty amid desolation. You are not a victim; you are an answer. Imagine the power in this change of perspective. Women are not men, but they are often the men’s answer.



It is not good for the man to be alone. I will make a companion who will help him. 	(Genesis 2:18 NLT)



Adam needed help. Eve was his answer. Answers or solutions don’t have to fight to make their presence known when they come on the scene. The wise know this. Adam sure did.



“At last!” Adam exclaimed. “She is part of my own flesh and bone! She will be called ‘woman,’ because she was taken out of a man.” 	(Genesis 2:23 NLT)



Just as with Adam, when people see women begin to embody truth, they will leave the problem mind-set and embrace the role of an answer. I believe there is a world out there watching and waiting for you to be an answer.


Granted, we live in a world and often in a church culture that repeatedly communicates that women are a bit of a “wrench in the engine.” A weak link, so to speak. Oh, but this is just not true!


Woman was made to be an answer. She was the treasure for whom Adam searched—God’s perfect creation. When she loves she is the oil that anoints and makes life run smoothly. When she is free she is not the weakest link; she is the ruby pendant suspended by a length of gold.



Let me see your face, let me hear your voice; for your voice is sweet, and your face is lovely. 	(Song of Solomon 2:14 NKJV)



There is a world that longs to see and hear you. The daughters of Eve have foolishly believed a lie and allowed it to change their perspective and image. By embracing the lie that we were a problem, as time passed we became one. By forgetting we were lovely, we lost a portion of our beauty. It is true that most of us don’t disappoint those who watch for our failure. But the wind is shifting, and truth is blowing free and fresh to all who have ears to hear what truth would speak and awaken. The world longs to hear the loveliness of our voices again.


Women Aren’t the Problem


It’s not that you don’t like women . . . you don’t like the dance we are now doing. The costume is uncomfortable and the song is awkward. You have sought to distance yourself from shallowness, frailties, and failings, and this is not actually a bad thing. But it is not enough. Denying our gender will never move us from the problem dynamic to the answer.


I, too, have judged myself simply for being female. My self-talk went something like this: “I hate it that I’m a girl . . . I wish I were a guy! Guys are free to do so much more. Darn it, they are stronger. I hate being dominated and submitting! I want to be free to boss myself.” As time has passed, I’ve realized these thoughts were all formed in response to the static. Noise distorted my interpretation of everything.


Think of this process as similar to a GPS system in a car. The mapping satellite has the benefit of a perspective far above the tangle of traffic or interior car distractions (such as loud children). My husband has such a system in his car, and one time I attempted to use it when I ventured into an unfamiliar portion of Denver. The only problem was that it had been programmed incorrectly; it had my point of departure as my destination.


For the whole trip, the navigation system was trying to bring me back home. Exit immediately and turn back! Take the next exit. Stop, you’re heading the wrong way! Having said all this, sometimes I have felt my approach to gender issues was the same. I had unwittingly been programmed with the wrong goal. Destination: Male Boulevard, leaving Female Freeway. Perhaps you feel this way as well; your navigation system is screaming, but you don’t know where to turn. It is time for us to exit this high-speed mixed-up highway and go back to a safe road that takes us to the kingdom on the horizon. There we can celebrate not only women as friends, but grow into so much more than we ever dreamed.



Vital to God’s Plan


Don’t imagine I am advocating surrender or a doormat mentality. You are a vital part of God’s answer for humanity. Our heavenly Father has specifically formed you to do a task no other woman can accomplish in our space and time. As I continue to address women and the issues they face, I hope to bond with my audiences by saying what God says about them: “I like women; they are an answer to so many problems.”


Women are incredibly valuable, but often we have failed to express this to one another. Perhaps we have not heard it enough. Not in the media. Not in the church. Not in our homes. Not in the area of sexuality. Not in our relationships. As we realize and affirm our inherent value, our strengths will be magnified. What we will become will be increasingly apparent. The dark, shadowy mirror will clear, and our original role and the beauty it carries will be revealed.



Now we see but a poor reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. 	(1 Corinthians 13:12 NIV)



In the pages to come, we will explore what this looks like. I pray you will find your niche in the kingdom and begin to hear Him call you by name.


Following are some questions for you to ponder:



In what ways do you allow the static to convince you that you are a problem?


At what age do you think you became most vulnerable to the interference?


Why did you start believing it?


What has happened in your life to reinforce this distortion?


What are the areas in which the image of yourself as a problem most strongly rises against you?


What must you do to believe you are an answer?


What are some areas where you can begin to be an answer to others?




Heavenly Father,


I come before You in the name of Jesus. I believe You see me as lovely. I believe You created me and knit me in my mother’s womb for good and not for harm. I have been attacked as a problem; I want to be released as an answer. I lift my face to You; restore the tenderness of my voice. I want to bring healing and hope to a lost and dying world, but first I need You to intimately touch and heal my own life. Change my perspective. Restore my soul. Call me lovely. Hold me close. I remove the awkward costume and come before You ready to be redressed in the splendor of my origin. Spirit, breathe life on every dead and barren place. Open my eyes to see what can be, and open my ears to hear You call me by name. Amen.
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