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“Through the authentic, captivating, compelling, and powerful I Am Rahab, Autumn Miles presents a beautiful realization of the grace of God and the hope he gives. Grounded in Scripture, this book is a great encouragement to all who believe they are beyond God’s reach and restoration. Autumn explores the life of Rahab and moves readers to look beyond themselves and see the forgiveness and mission God has for their lives. A thought-provoking and inspiring read for anyone seeking hope.”


Monica Rose Brennan


Associate professor & director of women’s ministries at Liberty University


“You must read this book! As Autumn Miles bares her soul and secrets, she also creatively and powerfully uses the story of Rahab to show the redemption, restoration, and adoration the Lord has for his sweet beloved. I Am Rahab is truly for those who think that their sins are too great to be cleansed, their mistakes are too awful to be forgiven, and their brokenness is too immense to be healed. Any victim—in or out of the horrors of sex trafficking or any kind of abuse—will be able to relate to the timely words in this book. Through these pages they, too, will soon realize that the fierce and redemptive love of God for the broken is bigger than any hurt, pain, or mistake they’ve made, and that God can use any circumstance for his good!”


Annie Lobert


President and founder of Hookers for Jesus


“Autumn Miles has a heart for the Lord and for people. One thing I love about her is that she is good at saying the things that need to be said for the good of her brothers and sisters in Christ and for the glory of God. She has a story and a message that exude hope and the faithfulness of the Lord.”


Mary Kate Robertson


TheLittleDuckwife.com


“I Am Rahab is one of the most in-depth looks at the beautiful story of redemption through the eyes of one of the most unlikely—Rahab. This powerful book reminds us that God’s grace is unchanging, unwavering, and unflinching. Autumn Miles takes us on a remarkable journey, making it clear to each of us that the cross does have the final word.”


Oneka McClellan


Lead pastor of Shoreline City


“I am is a powerful, empowering declaration. I am is the name God chooses to reveal his character, and as God’s image bearers it is the essence of who we are. Through sin and pain and abuse, the Enemy seeks to steal and kill and destroy our sense of the I am—and the I am sense of ourselves. Autumn Miles shares her journey back to I am and invites the reader to do the same by listening, searching God’s Word, and responding in obedience. I Am Rahab reveals the path toward redemption and joy, which God offers to us all. For those in darkness, this is light. For those in pain, this is balm.”


Carmen LaBerge


Radio host, author, speaker at ReconnectWithCarmen.com


“What is your Jericho? What is holding you back? Do you feel that your past determines your future? This book digs into the life of Rahab and unwraps how God will unlock your past to promote your future. Autumn Miles writes with extraordinary transparency about her sinful past, and with timeless wisdom she shares how God used every hurt in her life as an opportunity. Autumn is a master storyteller and clearly a voice to this generation! I Am Rahab will demand a second reading to get out all that God has put in!”


Lisa Kratz Thomas


Author of This Is Your Life—Not a Dress Rehearsal and Light in Our Darkness
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Thanks to my most precious Jesus,
who is the reason I live, breathe, and have hope.


And to my husband and children,
who have taught me how to truly live. I adore you.
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A PRAYER FOR MY READERS
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Lord, God Almighty, I pray that all who read the pages of this book are challenged to possess the fullness of what you have set apart for them. I pray Rahab’s story encourages them and shifts their hearts. I pray, oh good God, that your grace would encourage them like never before. I pray, awesome God, that you will give them the strength and boldness to step out in great faith and to do the things you’ve asked of them as doers of the Word. I pray, God, that they remember they are not alone, and that you have called them to new. I pray, Lord Jesus, that you would surround them with your wisdom and protection. Lord, change lives through the pages of this book and the profound Word of the Lord.


In Jesus’s name, amen




Chapter One
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I AM RAHAB


If I turn up dead, look at him first,” I said in a shaky whisper. I sat completely still, glaring emotionless down at the mint chocolate chip ice cream I attempted to enjoy, not knowing how my sister would take the sentence.


She froze, her spoon halfway to her mouth. I finished my breath. The carbon dioxide released in my exhalation felt small in comparison to the weight of stress obliterated when I uttered those words. I’d been carrying suffocating stress for nearly six years. Finally, the secret was out. I had finally gathered the courage and voiced my greatest fear.


For several seconds, my older sister, Heather, scrambled for the right words to counter such a horrifying declaration. “What?” she asked.


I couldn’t look at her. The strategic positioning of the chocolate chips in my ice cream entranced me. I kept my attention on them long enough to breathe out the heavy words once more. I repeated them louder and clearer this time, “If I turn up dead, look at him first.” The words fell easier from my mouth. I looked around to see if anyone else had heard me.


Although my heart was still beating and I was breathing, I felt that my soul had died. My outward appearance reflected my inner state of mind. I had shut off my emotions a year earlier when the daily abuse I encountered hurt so much both emotionally and physically. Honestly, the pain felt so acute, I didn’t care if he did kill me. Maybe I even wanted it. God knows I thought of killing myself. I envisioned it many times because I imagined the end would at least bring finality to my suffering.


I had lived the last six years in an abusive relationship, from dating to marriage. My circumstances had been, in part, a repercussion of my own choices. Before I was married, I had done everything I could to rebel against God. My lifestyle had been one of sin. Lying, sexual immorality, and manipulation had all been normal behaviors for me. I had allowed myself to be subjected to a man whose first and primary attraction to me was purely lust. When the lust had been satisfied, his desire turned to control. My sin had propelled me into a living hell I helped create.


My once bubbly, vivacious personality had changed dramatically under the control of a man who dominated me day in and day out. I had become a robot. I was behaving mindlessly, brainwashed by the harsh orders and crippling fear of a man whom I claimed to love. I was his puppet, forbidden to wear certain clothing without his permission and censored in my speech. I might as well have been in a cult. I was a silent walking billboard for abuse.


But on a spring day in Indiana, the pressure of my silence, held for so many years as a false sense of protection, erupted like a volcano. And for the first time ever, I gave my silence a voice and shared my concern about my then husband.


My sister sat there, shocked. She was quiet for a moment and then replied again, “What? What are you talking about?” My two previous announcements gave me courage, something I had lacked for almost six years. It shattered the dirt-smothered ceiling of my emotional grave, and I finally began to tell my sister of the horror I was living in. Even though the threat of my own death fell out of my mouth, its admission seemed to somehow give me life.


By the time I finished speaking, the scoops of ice cream had turned to spoonfuls of soup. The despair in my heart, though, had also begun to melt away at the surrender of my oppressive secret. I knew my sister wasn’t the answer to my abusive marriage, but I tasted hope in sharing with her; something about it fueled the idea of freedom. I’d been emotionally deceased, physically violated, socially cast out, and spiritually dry. My uninhibited outpour awoke something in me, and I wanted more.


One night, shortly after that ice cream date with my sister, I could not sleep. I was convinced that my husband was going to kill me. As I lay in bed plotting to kill myself, I realized how scared of death I was and that I could no longer take my life. During those moments in the dark, I heard the Spirit of the living God whisper to me, “Do you remember me?” I sat up at full attention, knowing God was speaking. With my father as a pastor, I had been raised in the church and had heard about God my whole life. I had committed my life to him, but that night I heard his voice in a new way. It wasn’t harsh. It wasn’t angry with me, as I believed God was. The voice was loving. Somehow this one, gentle, probing question brought me hope. It was so soft but authoritative. It knew me; it knew where I was. The power of his whisper drew me out of bed.


I walked to the other room and in anger fought the righteousness pursuing me. I didn’t want it. I was mad at it, but I needed it. I felt it had left me when I needed it most. Yet in the height of the consequences of deliberate sin, God intervened. He met me there. Right there. The anger gave way to surrender as the voice of Almighty God continued to penetrate my emotionally sick soul. I cried out, “God, I don’t believe in you! I haven’t seen any miracles. I’ve heard the stories, but where is this God of the Bible? Even though I don’t believe, if you are the God you say you are, you better speak now.” All I knew was that if God didn’t end this, I would.


I then opened up an old Bible, and my eyes rested on this promise to those who put their faith in God: “With a long life I will satisfy him and let him see My salvation” (Psalm 91:16). When my eyes met that line, I crumbled in surrender on the floor. There was no church hipster worship leader singing the latest praise song and no majestic light show programmed with a fog machine to set a certain atmosphere. There was no tattooed preacher sharing about Jesus and no one to impress. It was just me before the Lord, raw and sinful and at the end of myself. And right there, I found Jesus. I met my Creator. Sin had gotten me there, but grace would carry me forward.


A MESS LIKE ME


With this newfound depth of revelation with God, I started searching Scripture for someone to whom I could relate. My hunger for the Word of God was insatiable. I was consumed, and many characters caught my attention. I reread about Mary, the mother of Jesus, wondering if I could relate to her. The Bible says she was “highly favored” (Luke 1:28 NIV), and I stopped there. I didn’t feel highly favored. I felt more like a total screwup. Don’t get me wrong. I gave Mary crazy respect, but this girl couldn’t relate.


I kept reading, trying to find comfort in the context of familiarity. I then looked to Esther. She was a Jew living in exile in the land of her enemies, but in a way only God could orchestrate, she became queen of the Persian Empire. Because of her role as queen and accessibility to the king, she was able to later make an appeal on behalf of her people. She saved the Jews from a pending genocide issued by the king. Though her story was amazing, I wasn’t there quite yet.


Mary and Esther were examples of what I desperately wanted to become, but I wasn’t even on the same hemisphere. Instead, these ladies represented the way I held other women in my mind. The ones acing their Bible drills in Sunday school. The ones saving themselves for marriage and wearing purity rings. As much as I wished, I just wasn’t like them.


For a time, Eve felt relatable. Her sin caused the downfall of the human race. Yes, such devastation and wreckage was more familiar. The Lord knows I was experiencing the severe backlash of my own sin. Familiarity struck me again when I later found Jezebel. She was steeped in the depths of sin with her idol worship. I worshipped my husband as a god. He, not the true God, had become my everything. I worshipped his every move and bowed to his human altar. Jezebel was consumed by her evil desires and did not turn to the Lord. She used her influence for destruction and died a gruesome death as Israel’s most wicked queen. It was a sobering story. I didn’t want my own idol worship to destroy my life or the lives of those I loved.


The utter fallen humanity of Eve and Jezebel felt relatable. And the gravity of their decisions could not be ignored. But I knew there was more—there must be. I was determined to become something greater than my current self, like a Mary or Esther, even though my beginning looked a bit more like Eve or Jezebel. I wanted to shatter the bonds of my past and of other people’s expectations. I was desperate to be someone new, to do things new, and to point others to this unshakeable hope I knew was mine.


In spite of my circumstances and past sin, I began to believe that I could be different. Because of God’s grace and mercy, I could participate in God’s story and help others change their lives. The idea of it swelled inside me. But where was my poster child of hope in Scripture? Hello! Hadn’t others royally screwed up their lives as I had done but still discovered the hope and promise of a changed life through God’s supernatural works?


And then I found my girl! The hero God placed in Scripture to speak to me. The one I could relate to, strive to be like, and from whom I could draw hope. I discovered Rahab, the harlot in the second chapter of Joshua. I couldn’t read the story fast enough as I gleaned every piece of strength I could.


Rahab was an Amorite who lived in Jericho, a city God had promised to the Israelites. Her life was immersed in sin and the worship of pagan gods. Even her very name reflected this idolatry. The name Rahab gives respect to Ra, the chief god of the Egyptians, the sun god.1 She captured my attention with the very first verse: “Then Joshua son of Nun secretly sent two spies from Shittim. ‘Go, look over the land,’ he said, ‘especially Jericho.’ So they went and entered the house of a prostitute named Rahab and stayed there” (Joshua 2:1 NIV).


I read furiously. Rahab came face to face with two men whose lives and faith differed from her own. Their presence pointed to the impending destruction of her city and its people.


Endangering her very own life, she made a choice to hide the spies and protected them even further when Jericho’s king questioned her about their whereabouts. The king sought to kill them, but she risked her life to protect them. Once the king’s men left the city to pursue the spies, she went back to the spies’ hiding place, and I caught a glimpse of her heart in the words she spoke to them.


She knew what was about to go down. And she acknowledged it was the Lord who was giving them the city of Jericho. Stories of the Lord’s great acts swirled around her, like the miraculous parting of the Red Sea and the killing of two enemy kings. She knew the threat was serious. She knew the Lord would allow the Israelites to defeat Jericho.


And she went on to make this bold request: “Now then, please swear to me by the LORD that you will show kindness to my family, because I have shown kindness to you” (Joshua 2:12 NIV). The spies passionately agreed.


Later, when the day came for Jericho to be destroyed, the spies kept their promise. Rahab and her family were kept safe and spared from death, while her city was completely destroyed, and every person and animal in it was put to death by the sword.


A daring decision, influenced because of her receptivity, faith, and risk, saved her and changed everything. It changed her life. It changed the life of her immediate family. It changed her job and position. It even changed the lives of the Israelite spies. And it would alter a family lineage to come.


And there it was—the kind of story I wanted for my life.


A life entrenched in the depths of sin didn’t remain wrecked. Rahab didn’t remain a prostitute living in the city walls of Jericho; she dwelled with the Israelites as one of them. She would go on to marry Salmon, one of the two spies she sheltered, and bear a son named Boaz. According to Matthew 1:5, Jesus would be born from this family line. God placed Jesus in a harlot’s bloodline. A pagan-worshipping prostitute was ordained to be part of the royal genealogy of Jesus, the Son of the living God. God himself approved a move no legalist would approve of. Which told me this: there was room for me.


I exhaled deeply over the life-altering chapters of Rahab’s story, just as I had done that day staring down at mint green chocolate chip ice cream. Her story didn’t end just because she lived a lifestyle of sin. God chose her with greater things in mind long before she was born. Greater than she could have ever known when she hid two spies under drying flax stalks on her roof. Even though she may have thought she was choosing to risk her life for God, God chose her for the risk, knowing what she was capable of. He knew his purposes would prevail, and true risk was nullified.


Because I was able to put myself in her story, hope filled my heart and invigorated me. I saw myself in her. I was Rahab, just in a different time and culture. She was a mess. I was too. I never sold my body for money, but I did manipulate people for position. I didn’t live in the pagan city of Jericho, but I did live in the bondage of a marriage devoid of God. Her sin, her living position, her imposed identity, and even the time of year she helped the spies resonated with me. But I got the other side of her too: her risk, her faith, the hope bursting forth at the end of her story, and her placement by God in the bloodline of Jesus. All these things were preaching to me. Hope was kindling the fire of my courage. And the narrative in my head shifted.


God chose Rahab. God also chose me.


THE HEART OF A HARLOT


Harlot to hero. I considered both of the titles. I wonder how the descriptions sit with you. Maybe you relate entirely. Because like me, when you look in the mirror, you don’t see Mary or Esther. No, you see Rahab staring back. You may not be a prostitute or in a godless relationship you helped create, but you resonate with the way sin defined so much of her life. Or maybe you don’t think you relate to Rahab at all. You’ve sinned. Sure. But it doesn’t feel as bad as the lifestyle Rahab lived.


While studying the Bible, I found Rahab isn’t relatable to just me. You may be able to relate more than you think. When Rahab is talked about, you will see “harlot” attached to her name. In the Hebrew language of the Old Testament, the word for harlot is zanah, which refers to fornication, including the specific instances of a woman who sells her body for sexual uses.2 In the Greek language of the New Testament, the term harlot is pornē.3 Sounds familiar, doesn’t it? It should, since this is the root word from which we get the word pornography.


The term used to label Rahab captures more than what you may initially think. Hang with me here while I geek out on you. Both the Old and New Testament words for harlot can refer to idolatry. Hello! Idolatry is when something or someone has a greater hold on our lives than God. Or we worship anything other than the one true God. In other words, the term harlot expands across the boundaries of physical activity to encompass the heart.


The book of Jeremiah gives us further support. Here, the same term used to describe Rahab is used in relation to the nations of Israel and Judah:


[T]he LORD said to me, “Have you seen what faithless Israel has done? She has gone up on every high hill and under every spreading tree and has committed adultery there. I thought that after she had done all this she would return to me but she did not, and her unfaithful sister Judah saw it. I gave faithless Israel her certificate of divorce and sent her away because of all her adulteries. Yet I saw that her unfaithful sister Judah had no fear; she went out and committed adultery.” (3:6–8 NIV)


In this instance, the word harlot refers to the nation’s unfaithfulness to God. Same word with multiple meanings. As this blunt passage shows, there’s more to Rahab’s sinful life than just the literal selling of her body for money. Don’t discredit your connection to Rahab too quickly until you consider the comprehensive meaning of harlotry to include idolatry. God’s use of the same word to describe Rahab’s harlotry or Israel's and Judah’s unfaithfulness reflects this truth: they’re basically the same thing.


The Bible says that “all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God” (Romans 3:23). You and me. Now it’s easier to see how the “harlot” can be us, isn’t it? In the context of unfaithfulness or idolatry, the message of Rahab just got a lot more relatable.


The culture we live in is saturated with idolatry. If Satan can get us to worship anything other than the one true God, he can take our life and use it for his destructive purposes. Satan can also discount the glory of God and tempt us to add him to a list of gods we worship. God becomes just another god to many. He sits on the same priority shelf with cars, houses, perfectionism, self, money, followers, dreams, social media, relationships, kids, etc. But he then ceases to be worshipped as he deserves, and we become the harlot without even realizing it. I know this is heavy, but in order to move from harlot to hero, we must confront idolatry.


But here is what I love about Rahab’s story. It doesn’t end at harlot. It shifts into a story of hope. And perhaps hope—a jarring encounter—is where you count yourself out of the story. Rahab the harlot feels relatable, but not Rahab the hero. You have a hard time believing your life could be anything different. You want to stop settling for less. You want to believe all the Instagram memes that preach of the promises of God. But you are stopped by your own doubt. You have a hard time comprehending you’re good enough to become anything, much less a pivotal figure in God’s kingdom. Once Rahab began living with the Israelites and assuming all the blessings of God, did you have a hard time hanging out with her? Just as God’s plans for Rahab were different from her own, his plans for you are just as amazing. He did not count her out. Nor does he count you out.


THE HEART OF A HERO


Rahab didn’t look much like a hero when she was introduced in Joshua. But Rahab proved to be more than her occupation. She displayed great strength of ability because she risked her life for the two spies and creatively hid them on her roof. She showed great vision in asking the Israelites to save her life and her family’s in exchange for their protection. She showed rare and bold courage in her willingness to leave behind everything she knew—her city, her home, her way of life, her source of provision—and fully immerse herself in the ways of a people group she did not know. She was legendary.


Maybe you don’t feel like much of a hero. Maybe you don’t think you have the potential for great courage because all you can see is your sin. Nothing feels legendary about your journey. But here is the truth: It doesn’t matter whether your sin is private or public. Whether you are a harlot, a stripper, a gossiper. Whether you worship the idol of perfection. Whether you are cheating on your mate, stealing money, heavy in an addiction, or lying all the time. No, your sin is not more powerful than the sacrifice of Jesus, which paid the penalty for your sin. Period! And he sees you differently. He sees you as righteous according to 2 Corinthians 5:21: “[God] made Him who knew no sin to be sin on our behalf, so that we might become the righteousness of God in Him.”


Just as Rahab the harlot became Rahab the hero, God wants you to become who he created you to be in spite of your sin. He doesn’t need you to accomplish his purposes, but he wants you to. God wants you, exactly where you are, knowing exactly where you have been, to join him in his story. We hear the phrase “I want to be used” often in our Christian culture. It is a foreign language to those outside the walls of the church, but it’s validated by those within.


Selfish gain was the epitome of man’s fallen ways and it was all Rahab knew from those who had used her for her services. But she didn’t want to be used; she wanted to be chosen. She wanted the God so famous for his might to save her and her loved ones. She wanted it so badly that she risked everything for it. She simply wanted to be chosen by God and saved.


God didn’t want to “use” Rahab for his selfish gain. God instead wanted her to join him in what he had already planned for her. She had no idea she was chosen to be a part of God’s story from before the day she was born. She already had a seat at God’s table, as a daughter or son would. She just hadn’t sat down yet. When the spies showed up at her door, she seized the opportunity to join God in his story.


You, too, have always been a part of God’s story, even before you were born. The Bible says, “Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, and before you were born I consecrated you; I have appointed you a prophet to the nations” (Jeremiah 1:5). When God spoke these words to Jeremiah, it was clear Jeremiah was set apart to participate in the greater glorious story. Don’t be so simpleminded as to believe you are here for your story only. His divine plan for your life is integrated into his indescribable plans for the nations. You are a vital part, with a mission that was ordained before birth.


As we follow Rahab’s journey from drying stalks on a roof, to binding a scarlet rope, to leaving all of her known ways and marrying an honorable man, to even being positioned to leave a legacy resulting in the Christ child, I pray you are enlightened to the great story God has created specifically for you. I pray you see the open invitation to join him in what he wants to do through you. If he chose a harlot like Rahab, he also chose you. Just as the Israelites took in Rahab as their own and her life was redefined by the ways of God, God wants to do the same for you. His way of grace and rescuing love will redefine you. You can become a hero no matter how unlikely it seems to you today.




Chapter Two
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I AM AUTUMN


I walked into the attorney’s office with my twenty-two-year-old legs trembling. I did not know what to expect. The office alone was enough to intimidate me to leave. I was with my mother, who graciously came with me as I took steps to begin the end of a two-and-a-half-year marriage to my abusive husband. Neither one of us spoke as we sat in the waiting room, ready for my name to be called. The clock ticking caught my attention. It felt abnormally loud, striking against the edges of my nerves. Divorce. Divorce at the age of twenty-two. Who does that? Am I really doing this? I kept rhetorically asking myself the same questions.


“Autumn, he will see you now,” the receptionist said with a smiled, breaking through my thoughts. I smiled nervously. I knew she could read the anxiety on my face. I stood confidently, though, knowing God was releasing me from my toxic marriage. When I entered the office, kind eyes greeted me. They were not ones I expected from an attorney. Welcoming my mom and me as we took our seats, he opened with a question, “What can I do for you?”


I paused, collected my courage, and then stated, “I want a divorce, and I have heard you are the best lawyer in town. I would like you to take my case.” He smiled and I started to relax. I took a deep breath and then unloaded on him the events of the last three years; he hardly looked up as he penned multiple pages of notes. My two and a half years of hell were falling onto the lines of his yellow notepad. Their linear boundaries were catching what was in chaos. When I finished blurting out every pertinent detail I could think of, he looked at me and said, “Autumn, I have three daughters, and as a father I am sorry for what you have gone through.” I could see a picture of his beautiful family on his desk. Something softened in me after his statement. I felt a further sense of release.


He went on and stated his usual rate for a divorce. When I heard the number, I felt a little deflated until he added, “But for you, I’ll do this divorce for five hundred dollars.” What? Even I, broke, could come up with that! With tears in my eyes, I thanked him. This was a miracle. I walked out of the office knowing God had done the impossible. It was my water-to-wine, feed-the-five-thousand, blind-to-see, deaf-to-hear, Lazarus-come-forth miracle. God did the unthinkable for me.
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At this time of my life, my dad had been pastoring a small Baptist church on the north side of an Indiana town for about twenty years. I knew after I decided to divorce my ex-husband, especially once I’d set things into motion legally, my reputation would precede me. And I would have to deal with it. I was right. At the tender age of twenty-two, I boasted a new shiny title: divorcée. “There’s Autumn, the pastor’s daughter who divorced her husband” was how people began referring to me.


“Autumn the divorcée” rang in my ears. Satan used it as a means to kick me while I was down. As if the pain of divorce in my early twenties wasn’t hard enough, the extra credential added to my name was salt to my gaping wound. I knew people were talking about me. The rumors were swirling, and I did my best to circumvent the pang of them. Friends would ask, “Is it true that you got divorced?” I would sometimes play dumb and say, “What are you talking about?” just because I wanted to see their response. Maybe, if I’m honest, a part of me wanted them to recite the gossip to my face they so willingly engaged in behind my back. Other times I would race to bring up the topic first. “Did you hear I am divorced now?” My preemptive posture was steeped in self-protection. Over time I realized my behavior in these conversations was because I assumed the label others assigned me. Divorcée. I identified myself by it, and people’s stinging words confirmed it.


Ugh! I hated it! I still do. I wanted to get rid of that title but didn’t know how. I would catch myself wondering what it would be like to live without the title I helped create. It kept me awake at night. How would it affect my future mate? My dreams of adoption and having kids? And what about my dreams to be in ministry? Would churches even accept me? I knew this label could tank opportunities for me. Oh, how it terrorized me for a time. I had earned it. But even though it was a true description, I realized I didn’t have to live under its stigma. Yes, I was a divorced twenty-something, but as I grew in knowing the true God, I learned his grace was greater than this ugly title I hated so much.
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