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CONFESSIONS


I don’t know my purpose.


Five words that most of us as women of faith are afraid, even embarrassed, to say aloud. We talk around purpose. We encourage others to enter it. But so many of us don’t truly, confidently know it for ourselves.


That’s okay. You’re not alone. The majority of women on the planet—Believers included—don’t know their purpose either. It’s not popular for a Believer to confess that she loves God, and she trusts God, but she doesn’t know why God sent her here, and she’s not crystal clear as to what God wants her to do.


But purpose is not supposed to be an ever-seeking, never-finding, illusive, impossible-to-grasp type of thing.




God wants you to know what your purpose is.





When we look at our lives, we see chaos. When God looks at our lives, He sees a map. He sees your beginning and your end, and all of Heaven (even right now) is constantly seeking to move you forward and closer to your divine destination.


God is a God of impeccable order, intention, and structure. Nothing that has occurred in your life is a coincidence. Everything you’ve encountered—even the things that seemed awful—has been part of your journey.


And while you might intrinsically know that you’re on some kind of a journey, you may not know exactly where you are, where you’re going, and most importantly, why you’re ultimately here. We’re going to explore that together. I’ll help you see that your life makes more sense than you realize.


That your past or even present pain is not a penalty.


That there are hidden patterns embedded in your experiences containing God’s direction and ultimate intention for your life.


Your purpose isn’t lost. Purpose isn’t even something you find. It’s something you uncover. God already designed you for it and you’re already being guided by it. It’s what led you to this book. During our journey together, it is my prayer to help you embrace it and enter it. You are more important than you can possibly imagine and more gifted than your mind can conceive.




To live the life God intends, we must first put on God’s lens.





Truth is . . . you’ve created an outdated life and identity for yourself. It’s probably focused on achieving success or comfort, or just avoiding conflict and failure. Your life, the way you know it right now, gives you a certain level of confidence, predictability, and let’s be honest . . . control.


But deep within, you know there is an unlived life waiting for you. One with only your name on it. One God has destined you for all along.


You may not be able to fully see it, but you can sense it.


It calls to you.


You begin to thirst for it. A life of relevance. Substance. Confidence. Clarity. Impact. Beauty and elegance. A life soaked in divine significance.


The simple secret to awakening your purpose is to understand how purpose works. Your life, you see, is a map made up of five key life stages. God intends for you to advance through each stage in order to enter your true purpose and fulfill your life mission. However, many of us are stuck in one of the five stages and don’t even know it. I didn’t. Over time, I discovered not only how to advance through the stages, but what God had been calling me to all along. In this book, I am going to share what I learned about God’s peculiar path of divine reinvention so you can find your God-given purpose, too.


I will help you understand your ultimate calling and show you the path (and beliefs necessary) to get there. But before you proceed further, be forewarned.




Entering your purpose will first require an exit.





To unleash the greater you, God will disrupt you and dismantle you.


He will humble you. He will use any means necessary to get your attention. He will even break you so He can rebuild you anew. To fulfill your true life mission, you will have to unlearn who you have been, and muster the courage to discover who you really are, what you possess, and how God designed you.


In the pages that follow, you’ll see how purpose is often embedded in the middle of your mess. Frustration, betrayal, disappointment, health scares, sudden loss, career changes, and seasons of unexpected disruption and transition may be linked to the master mission God has you here to complete. I’m inviting you right now to look at purpose in a fresh new way.


My intention is that as you turn each page in this book, you’ll gain the confidence and clarity needed to be who God has already called you to be, and do what He has already designed you to do.
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Awaken


DISRUPTION IS THE INVITATION
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COUNTDOWN TO CHAOS
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I finally met someone who really saw me. He pursued me and wooed me. I’d never thought in a million years I’d actually find a man that was good-looking, successful, God-loving, and interested in me.


Most people saw me as confident, together, ambitious, and accomplished, and in many ways this was true. But as much as I hate to admit it, I was also insecure about being single. I just didn’t want anyone to know it. So I pretended like being single and alone was a good thing. It was a God thing. I learned how to spin it—something most Believers and churchgoers know how to do oh-so well.


I was the good girl, fully committed to never embarrassing God or my family. I tried to do everything right. No drinking. No drugs. No wild partying. No sex. I got good grades, won lots of awards, had leadership roles and scholarships.


That does not get you asked out on a lot of dates. Sure, being a “good girl with strong values” will certainly make your dad proud. Your pastor will tout you in front of others as someone to emulate. But the truth is, I wanted a man to woo me.


People told me to stay strong. They said that the wait would be worth it. And, of course, I trusted ’em—all of them. My parents, singles ministry leaders, authors, relationship experts, couples married for a gazillion years, and God Himself. I was living in what often felt like a permanent state of it’s-not-your-time-yet-but-keep-waiting-he-is-eventually-going-to-come-and-sweep-you-off-your-feet-one-day-just-not-today rejection.


But instead of wallowing and allowing anyone to see how much this hurt, I played dress-up. I covered my insecurity and loneliness with achievement, which, of course, was celebrated and rewarded. I’ll tell you more about my spiral into success addiction later. Suffice it to say, I was good at it.


But then, I finally met someone.


He was everything I had prayed for and desperately wanted but was afraid to believe I would ever actually find. But here he was. He wasn’t intimidated. He was actually attracted to my ambition, my love for God, and my quirky ways. This incredibly handsome (and successful) man who had an athletic build, a megawatt smile, and a magnetic “everything-will-be-okay” personality couldn’t stop calling me beautiful. I’d been in pageants and onstage competitions most of my life, but I never got compliments like these from handsome men—not as a teenager, not in college, and not really as an adult.


He wore a cross around his neck and always had a Bible in his hand. He didn’t mind courting me long-distance. I was in Atlanta and he was in Chicago. And I didn’t mind that he was ten years older than I was, divorced with three kids, and had had a vasectomy. He was willing to get it reversed for me, he said, or we’d figure something out. Cloud nine had decided to stop by my doorstep and scoop me up. I was totally ready for the love-conquers-all journey ahead. We were in love, our chemistry was magical; we’d face life as a team, and I was in heaven.


Heaven was hearing three kiddos call me Mom, giving the baby girl nighttime baths, and taking the older boys to baseball and football practice. Heaven was searching for and finding a home for all of us to live in and call our own. Heaven was figuring out how to grocery shop for and somehow make breakfast for our soon-to-be family of five, while also miraculously finding a few seconds to brush my teeth and get myself together before 7 a.m.


I loved being a bonus mom. I loved being in love. I loved it so much that after we got engaged, I decided to give up the life I’d created (the one that so many people envied) and my dream business to be a mom and a wife. It wasn’t even a hard decision. I was so sick and tired of people asking me—for years—if I even wanted children, or if I ever wanted to get married. Hearing that from other women of all ages hurt the most—especially those I admired and those who were Believers. Of course I wanted it. It was like people thought a driven, successful woman couldn’t possibly also want to change diapers and have a wedding. They seemed to be saying there was no way God would have designed someone like me for both.


So when we got engaged, my heart knew right away that this was what I had been waiting for. I was twenty-nine, and this felt way more significant than all of the things I had done, and it felt far more rewarding than any award I’d ever received. So I began the process of closing down my über-successful and super-sexy sports agency and told my pro-athlete clients in the NFL and NBA (the ones that are virtually impossible to land to begin with) that I’d be finding them alternative representation. I released my staff. I closed down my physical office, a two-story loft-style space I had poured a crazy amount of money into decorating and building out. I ended my endorsement contracts with companies like Gatorade, Tiffany & Co., Nike, and Rolls-Royce. I also gave up producing an awards show I founded called The Caring EDGE Awards that honored celebrities and athletes for their charitable endeavors—an event near and dear to my heart, and one that was so close to inking a national television deal.


I started releasing, ending, and packing for a life shift from the South to the Windy City . . . all the while still planning an over-the-top wedding. I mean, that’s what you do when it’s worth the wait, right?! This wedding would symbolize God’s faithfulness, goodness, and promise. Plus, my fiancé promised he would take care of me in the transition, and that I could finally take a break for a while from the grind-exhausting pace I was used to. Again, heaven. I felt blessed and like God was just smiling on me . . . maybe even rewarding me for all of those years of sacrifice and commitment. I was trying on dresses, flipping through bridal magazines, choosing colors (I went with blush pink, chocolate, and champagne by the way), taste-testing food for the reception, finishing marriage counseling with an amazing spiritual mentor, and purchasing not just his ring, but three necklaces to present to each of his children during the ceremony. I wanted them to know I was vowing to love them as my own, too. I kept pinching myself during the engagement photo shoot, wondering if this was really happening to someone like me.
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Six days before the wedding, I opened my eyes feeling giddy, like a girl on Christmas morning. My Prince Charming was on his way to take me into the life of my dreams. Today was the day he would be flying in from Chicago to Atlanta for “wedding week.” He had an early morning flight, and I had set the alarm on my phone so that I wouldn’t oversleep and miss picking him up from the airport.


We had talked the night before, confirming schedules, going over the $13,952 in final fees that needed to be taken care of within the next twenty-four hours, and ga-ga-goo-gooing over how excited we were to be getting married. Suddenly, our conversation was interrupted—not by him or me though. I’d felt this overwhelming sensation of God’s presence. The spirit came in quickly, like swiftly rising rushing rapids that immediately submerged my soul. I’m not even sure I fully told my fiancé goodbye. I just knew that I needed to go. I told him I’d see him in the morning, and hung up the phone.


What happened next was an intense, supernatural encounter with God like I’d never experienced before. It was as if Heaven opened up and embraced me with warm, fiery arms. I started praising, crying, and praying in a tongue I’d never uttered. I didn’t feel in control of my words, my emotions, or my body. But I also wasn’t out of control. I was just present. It felt like I was at a private campfire, worshipping uninhibited and unaware of time or surroundings, surrendered to the magnitude of God’s unexplainable, undeniable, and uncontainable presence. My arms were lifted, and I lost myself in the intimacy and intensity of spirit-driven communion. The word worship doesn’t quite explain it. It was an all-consuming encounter.


Once it all subsided, my heartbeat slowed back down and I sat straight up on my burgundy sofa with my eyes still closed, taking deep, cautious breaths. I hadn’t even felt the streams of tears falling down my face. I took one more breath and asked myself: What just happened here? I opened my eyes, blinking and allowing my vision to adjust. It was like I had just come out of a dark tunnel and into the light. I had no idea what had just happened. I still can’t fully describe it, but I knew I had had a special encounter of immersion in God. At the time, I believed it was a sign, confirmation that I was indeed ready to walk down the aisle and that God was assuring me of His presence, removing any doubts or last-minute wedding jitters. That night, I went to sleep drained from the encounter, yet on a high. When Monday morning came around, I was ready.


I was so ready that I opened my eyes before the alarm even went off. I took a deep breath, and with a smile on my face, I thanked God for this day and the beauty of this season. Then I rolled over to my left and reached for my cell phone, which was charging on the nightstand. As expected, I had gotten my daily love note, a morning text message from my fiancé. He religiously sent a sweet text message in the morning, every morning, usually before I woke up. This one said how excited he was to see me in just a few hours and that he was at the airport about to board his flight. I replied with a simple “I love you too and I’ll see you soon.”


His flight wouldn’t get in for another two hours, so I decided to check email from my phone before I jumped in the shower to get ready. There were two unopened emails at the top of my inbox. One was from the hotel that was housing guests for the wedding, confirming our 10:30 a.m. appointment for a final walk-through. We’d be heading straight to the hotel from the airport. I recognized the name of the sender of the other email as well. It was from my fiancé’s ex-wife. We’d been in contact here and there over the months, and more recently to prepare the kids for their trip to Atlanta for the wedding. I figured she wanted to confirm some details. However, when I looked at the subject line it read: “Apology.”


She really hadn’t been very nice to me for the last several months—there were days when she wouldn’t even acknowledge my presence, even when we were just a few feet away from each other. I figured she was finally apologizing for her dismissive attitude and negative energy. I opened the email. It was paragraphs long . . . like really long. My eyes were moving, reading each word line by line, but my mind didn’t comprehend. I’ll give you the general idea of the email and paraphrase it to spare you (and me) the godless details:


I’m sorry to tell you that your fiancé is doing to you the very thing he did to me. I know because I’ve been sleeping with him throughout your relationship as recently as this month, and in your new house . . . the one you haven’t even moved in to yet.


I don’t think I was taking deep breaths. I’m not sure I was even breathing at all. This little phone with a small screen had delivered a big message. I sat up in the bed and reread the message again. It hadn’t changed. Then, coincidently, I got a text message from him. He was boarding his flight.


I shook it off. It’s not true, I told myself. After all, this woman didn’t like me. She’d never liked me. She was jealous of the fact that we’re getting married and was just trying to get under my skin. I mean, why wait until today? Why wait until he was boarding his flight. Why now?


I decided I just needed to call him. He was my best friend and we told each other everything. He’d be just as shocked and annoyed at these shenanigans as I was. My fiancé and I were a team. At least we would be in shock together, and move on unfazed . . . together.


I called, and my Prince Charming picked up right away after the second ring. I could hear the flight attendant in the background telling the passengers to take their seats.


I quickly shared the gist of the email: “Look, I got an email just now from your ex and she is saying that the two of you have been sleeping together.” He said—and this I remember very well—“Oh my God! I knew she was going to do something like this. Sweetie. Don’t believe her. I have to go now and turn off my phone. My flight is taking off now, but don’t believe her. I’ll see you shortly. I love you. Don’t believe her. I love you.”


Three times he said, Don’t believe her.


Once the call ended, I sighed with relief. Of course I shouldn’t believe her. She didn’t like me.


But then my spirit got unusually quiet and calm. It said nothing and felt nothing. It was still. And it was anchored in this newfound place of deep serenity. It was like an ancient oak tree had planted itself in my soul. I wasn’t scared. I wasn’t panicking, worried, or even anxious. I didn’t feel anything. I was present. I was clear-minded. And then the Holy Spirit simply said, “Get dressed.” So I did.


I hopped in the white luxury SUV my fiancé had bought for me. I was really, really hesitant about letting him do that. I’d never had a man offer to take care of and provide for me in that way. And, financially, I’d never needed it. I was a hard worker, and I was successful. I put my seatbelt on, and as I put the car in reverse to pull out of my garage, I reflected on the conversation I’d had with my father before I agreed to go to the car dealership with my fiancé ten months earlier. I’m a daddy’s girl, and once my father assured me that part of blending your life with someone is learning to let them care and provide for you, I relented. It was time to relinquish my title as an independent woman. The car had always been a reminder to me to let my guard down, to trust, to receive, to surrender, to love, and to be loved.


Once I got on the highway, I decided to call her, the ex-wife, while I drove to the airport. She answered in a nonchalant tone, and I could tell right away that she’d been expecting my call. She’d been on my end of this type of conversation many times before. I didn’t say much. I told her I had received her email and I wanted to understand what her purpose was. I listened, and she just talked and talked and talked about how horrible their relationship had been, about the he-said-she-said saga that had been going on since they were in junior high, and about how much she loved him but could no longer stay with him because he was a cheater. I just listened. Most of it felt like a conversation with a teenager in the middle of a high school love triangle. Only she was ten years my senior and this wasn’t high school. Over the last year and a half, she’d had very little to say to me, mostly small talk, but now, six days before my wedding, she had so much to “open up” about.


It was like an out-of-body experience. As I listened, I felt like a lawyer handling a case for a client, listening to a story about someone else’s life. My inner lawyer/investigator really did kick in for one moment. She claimed to have been in my bed with my fiancé in my house.


There was no way she had been inside. I was certain of that. My fiancé and I had talked about creating and safeguarding our sacred space. We had long conversations about boundaries and this being our home. I had spent months searching for a home, picking out furniture, and making sure the kids would have a place that they loved and where they felt loved. We had also decided to wait until we were married to have sex, and we had decided not to even sleep in the new bed I picked out for us until after we were married and I officially moved in as his wife. So I asked if she could describe the inside of my new home. Her voice beamed with pride: “I most certainly can.”


She went straight for the bathroom, describing not the guest bathroom on the main floor, but the one upstairs in my master bedroom. The master bedroom I had just finished decorating on my last trip. This woman, who had her own fiancé, detailed to me where the towels were, placed in an interesting, cramped little nook—an odd place you’d never look or be able to describe unless you’d been there and someone had told you where to get ’em. I had picked the location. I’d thought it would save space. And then she described a small wicker basket that I had for personal feminine care items, inside of a drawer.


I realized she had been there. Shock set in. This was her payback not to me, but to him. I was caught in the crossfire—a casualty in a war I didn’t realize had been going on for more than half of my life. The oak tree expanded to fill up even more of the space in my soul. There was no apology and no remorse, only satisfaction. So, gracefully, I stopped her diatribe and I said: “Okay. Thank you for letting me know.”


Now in retrospect, there were 101 things I could have said. Had the oak tree not been occupying the space held by my normal self, I would have had a few other choice words. But in the moment, peace replaced panic. I pulled into the airport parking garage. I don’t remember exiting the highway or anything about the ride other than that sobering, stunning conversation. I went inside and decided to hide out and blend into the background around baggage claim. I wanted to see my fiancé before he saw me.


I fidgeted with the ring on my finger and watched him from afar. That’s when I knew for sure. He was standing at the carousel waiting for his bags to arrive. The strong, charming, self-assured person that I had come to know wasn’t there.


I believe we have our natural eyes, and then we have spiritual eyes that enable us to discern what others cannot see . . . but exactly what God is trying to show. With my spiritual eyes, I saw a different demeanor, a countenance of embarrassment and a cloak of shame. It was oozing from him. When I was ready to emerge from the crowd, I walked until he saw me. We had picked each other up from the airport a dozen times or more over the last year of our long-distance courtship. This time there were no smiles. There was no enthusiasm. There was no joy, and no running to meet each other with a kiss and warm embrace. There was only fear, its cousin nervousness, and, without a doubt, there was shame. He didn’t have to say a thing. I knew.
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We went and sat at a restaurant inside of the airport and talked. He said a bunch of words about how none of it was true, and I felt like I was listening to a little boy explain how he hadn’t stolen cookies out of the cookie jar when he had crumbs all over his face. I just blinked. And stared.


I’m sure the fact that I was so calm completely freaked him out. Thank God we were in a public place that had lots of people from Homeland Security on the premises. And thank God Heaven had decided on this day to grow an oak tree inside of me. It took up every inch of space, making sure this encounter didn’t go a different way.


He eventually admitted the allegations were true. He had been unfaithful. He had allowed her into the house that I gave up my life for and into the bed that I thought we were both waiting for. Much of the rest of the conversation is a blur. I do remember asking if he had at least used protection. When he said no, I almost lost it right there in the airport. I suddenly noticed the forks and knives on the table in front of me. I had held on to my virginity for thirty years. Thirty. Long. Years. I had guarded my heart. I had honored God with my body. I believed this man who had pledged adamantly before my father that he was “waiting until marriage” because he had found the one. Yeah. I was about to lose it then. That’s when I realized I didn’t know him.


We left the airport restaurant for the parking garage and sat in the car for probably another hour so we could talk more privately. I don’t remember anything he said. All of his words sounded like the gibberish from Charlie Brown’s teacher. I do remember taking my ring off. He wouldn’t accept it, so I dropped it in the cup holder in the car. I really think he thought that since we’d made it to the car, we’d be on our way. After all, we had a morning meeting with the hotel. We were supposed to be doing a final on the cake tasting, and we were slated to review the seating chart with our wedding coordinators, all before 3 p.m. We had a full day and an even fuller week planned.


Nope. The oak tree and I were unmoved. I didn’t care where he was going or what he was going to do, but he wasn’t leaving that airport with me. No sir. I wanted him to be crystal clear about where we stood: “We are not getting married. You need to let your friends and family know.”


There were no tears on my part . . . not at this point. I was resolute and didn’t even think twice, not for single moment, about us moving forward toward matrimony. I didn’t care what others would say or think. Those thoughts never entered my mind. I was, however, ready to leave the airport, tired of going in circles, tired of hearing I’m sorry, and tired of seeing his face. Arms crossed, I walked with him back into the airport. He apologized again . . . and again. I said I would contact the wedding planners and let them know the wedding was off. His brown skin had gone pale.


When he awkwardly hugged me goodbye, it was like embracing a stranger. He walked away, pulling his suitcase with one hand and balancing a large backpack over his shoulder with the other. He turned around, taking a last look, and for the first time I finally saw him. In a blink of a moment, God allowed me to see with clarity that he was ashamed. He was secretive, exposed, and embarrassed. He wasn’t a bad person, but in that moment I knew shame and secrecy, unfortunately, were a part of the fabric of his life.


As my “Prince Charming” walked away, I remember asking God why I hadn’t seen or discerned this essence before. Why now? Over time, I realized that I hadn’t been ready until now.




We can’t see what we’re not ready to believe.





I wouldn’t have listened. God had indeed tried to show me. Looking back, there had been signs. Nothing glaring. Nothing obvious. But I had a lack of peace. I hadn’t paid attention to the reality that infidelity was a pattern and lifestyle in his family . . . for generations. I thought I was being open, forgiving, and nonjudgmental. On occasion, he would overreact to little things. Like me not eating the piece of a pork chop he cut up, and me instead picking the piece off his plate that I wanted. Or him not wanting me to “out dress” him when we were making plans for the wedding rehearsal dinner. Saying he didn’t want to look like a bum standing next to a princess. Or him getting annoyed when my travel schedule was unclear. I later learned he was managing rendezvous with other women, and my lack of predictability wasn’t helping. There were little skirmishes here and there over nothing. No major blowouts. Just moments that felt odd in my spirit and didn’t make sense. I didn’t want to overanalyze or read into something that wasn’t there. I mean, shedding Ms. Independent meant letting him cut that pork chop and hand feed you what he wants you to have . . . right?
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In going through pre-marriage counseling, you learn so much about compromise and being selfless. I never wanted to be viewed as inflexible or incapable of “submission.” I wanted to show that I could love. I could give. I could serve, be a caretaker, and homemaker.


Everyone around me seemed to see me as “Marshawn.com” so to speak. Even family and friends. The assumption was that I couldn’t cook, clean, and conform to what it takes to a be real wife. At least that’s how I felt. But, I never had a chance to show who I could be without actually being in a relationship.




Projections can often feel like ongoing rejection.





Even my fiancé used to say that he feared my work consuming me over our relationship. So I learned to sacrifice. That’s what Christ did, right? He gave the ultimate sacrifice because he loved us that much. That’s what a “loving” supportive woman is supposed to do. Right?


But, now I felt lost at being myself. I sacrificed so much of who I was to become a giver, a lover, a supporter, a real wife, and a mother. I changed my priorities even though my devotion and dedication were constantly questioned. Did I really want this? Was I really ready? Could I accept the total package of the relationship . . . and all it’s baggage?


He often asked questions that I didn’t understand. I was already sacrificing. Why wasn’t that enough? What else needed to be proved?




A man will always be insecure about your commitment when he has commitment issues.





And vice versa, but those were not my issues. I had approached this relationship in a responsible, trusting, and loving manner. But, you can’t recognize what you don’t know to look for.


I even sacrificed my right to frustration and disappointment . . . putting my feelings and emotional standards on the back burner and believed it to be “loving submission.” What do I mean? I allowed his ex-wife to be disrespectful toward me because I was following his lead. I assumed, because they had kids, that baby-mama-drama just came with the territory. I told him that her attitude and words were hurtful. He saw my tears. I did my very best to love their children like my own. He knew she was being mean-spirited and downright evil. Yet, he continued to treat her like a friend . . . well, really like a wife whose feelings came first. I missed the obvious. And, I (trying to be the bigger person . . . a loving Christian and supportive step-mother-to-be), just accepted the status quo and believed that it would somehow get better.


He just wasn’t emotionally available. Believing otherwise was an illusion. He wasn’t ready for a relationship at this level even though he wanted to be, which he later explained and apologized for. Looking back, he really hadn’t even been divorced that long. All of this explained why he complained about very insignificant things.




There were signs.





I sacrificed my need (and my birthright) to be respected because a loving wife is supposed to sacrifice, right? Well, whose job was it to protect me? I guess I relinquished that to my fiancé, too. But a woman should always retain that duty. It’s called intuition. We should never ignore it. It’s sacred and it’s how God guards us, guides us, and grooms us.


But I didn’t realize I had surrendered my good sense little by little and lie by lie by turning a blind eye after blind eye. I thought I was trusting God to work everything out. But God’s role is simply sounding an alarm from within . . . troubling your spirit with a recurring whisper. Others may not see it or sense it, but deep inside you know it. Plus, I was busy proving. The hustle ’n bustle of planning a wedding, putting “me” on hold, preparing to move my life, become a real wife, do laundry, and cook for a tribe consumed the space necessary to see what I couldn’t see: This relationship never stood a chance. Not a healthy one. I was changing. I do believe he was trying, but he was still stuck . . . unprepared to walk with and love a woman living at higher frequency. Sacrifice without sobriety is just silly. Being drunk in love isn’t sexy. When a man has been unable to face and fix his past, he brings his past into his present. We can’t rewrite reality. We can only choose to wake up.
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So, I left the airport, I got back in the car, and started to head home. From my car speaker phone, I called my mom and asked her to get my dad. I then asked the two of them to patch my brother in via three-way over the phone. I told them what had just happened, and they were in total shock. I still didn’t cry. I calmly told them what I needed and assured them I was fine. I felt nothing. I just needed my mom to call the wedding planners and for them to help me stop the wedding train because I was getting off.


In my sports business, I often dealt with public relations nightmares and fixed “scandals” for my clients. We called it crisis management. I was in crisis-management mode, and it really felt as though I was handling a matter for a client; I was simply letting my team know what needed to be done. I don’t remember how all of the meetings for that day or the next got canceled. My mom and the wedding planners figured it all out, I suppose. When I arrived home, I plopped down on my woolly, burgundy couch. The same one that had been an oasis of worship just the night before. And then my phone rang. It was a dear friend, Jamye, an amazing swimsuit designer who was making me a custom swimsuit for the honeymoon. She had called to confirm my mailing address.


That is when the floodgates opened. The oak tree turned into a weeping willow and the tears just flowed. I told her there would be no wedding. Somehow she heard me through the sniffles and panicked breathing. She said she loved me and that God would get me through this. I hung up and buried my head in the cushions. Worship had turned to wailing. Thankfully God had extended just the right amount of grace. I didn’t have a meltdown while driving in the car. I wasn’t at the airport being detained by Homeland Security for losing my cool; I didn’t pick up any knives from the table when he admitted to sleeping with another woman. I was at home.


But, God, how did I end up here? Two of my close girlfriends from law school, Nicki and Cloteen, had been told the wedding was canceled, and they insisted on bringing me some food that evening, even though I told them I just wanted to be alone. Funny how someone else’s shame drives you into seclusion, huh? I had nothing to be ashamed of, but I was. I was humiliated and heartbroken. Being I-got-your-back-no-matter-what kind of girlfriends, they showed up at my doorstep anyway. I hadn’t eaten all day and they didn’t know what to get me, so they got me a little bit of everything. Four huge entrées! That made me laugh and broke the ice. Their presence that night was everything. As I crawled into bed, weary from the longest day of my life, I managed to pull out my Bible and it opened up at Romans 13:11:


The hour has already come for you to wake up from your slumber, because our salvation is nearer now than when we first believed.


—Romans 13:11 (NIV)


Awaken from my slumber. Oh, I was awakened all right. I was baffled at how easy it had been to unconsciously sleepwalk through a relationship, to go through the motions without ever knowing it.


My heart was in pieces, yet it had only begun to break. Still, something inside of me was grateful that I hadn’t been blindsided by this after I was married. In the days that followed, I realized that God interventions aren’t sexy, but they are necessary. I didn’t have words for an audible prayer that evening. I did know that God heard me anyway. Deep inside I knew God had a plan, and even in the midst of this pain, a purpose. My heart and soul were bleeding but listening. If this was an invitation, Heaven had my full attention.
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Now, hopefully I have your attention. Let me be up-front and say that this book isn’t about infidelity or my life story. It’s not about blame, forgiveness, or finding the right relationship. It’s about awakening, entering, and fulfilling your purpose, your true calling. If you’ve ever prayed the prayer, “God, use me,” God will use any means necessary to align you on the path of purpose. That includes pain from your past and present.




Chaos is often God’s way of inviting us to step into our calling.





God uses disruption as a catalyst to get our attention and prepare us for our next season, even if the process is ugly. The mess I just shared with you, that was my call to wake up from a season of slumber I hadn’t even known I was in. The mess was also a message.


Could it be that you are sleepwalking, too? Think about it. Has disruption—painful or unexpected events—intruded into your life . . . dismantling your plans, putting a dent in your dreams, or piercing your hope and trust?


Every woman who will be used mightily by God will inevitably face betrayal and disappointment along the way. Betrayal is God’s most consistent avenue for igniting and awakening his sleeping warrior princesses. Disappointment is God’s tried-and-true catalyst for greater calling. Every woman will have her heart broken and her virgin hope defiled. I’m not alone. You’re not alone and no woman is exempt. But . . .


[image: Image] What if the hurt, disappointment, wounding, and betrayal are actually a shaking and an awakening?


[image: Image] What if all that you’ve been through didn’t happen to you, but happened for you?


[image: Image] What if the drama has something to do with the very thing God sent you here to do?


God is stubborn and steadfast when it comes to getting His daughters on His path, the divine path that takes us to our promised land and aligns us with destiny. I thought I was on it. But I was wrong. I was living a good life, but Heaven was calling me higher. To get there, I’d have to dig deeper.


My instinct was to ask why I ended up in this position; why God would allow this to happen to me. But those were the wrong questions. The better question was this: God, where are you taking me? I’ll explain more, but remember that. Where is more important than why.


That’s a question God stands ready to answer and a question we’ll mull over and figure out together. Brace yourself. The answer itself is a God-guided adventure. If you’ve been through (or are going through) a corridor of pain, you’re in good company. The pathway to purpose almost always travels through the door of pain first. You’re not forgotten. You’re not somehow unqualified because you’ve faced imperfection and made some mistakes. And you’re not off God’s radar.


In fact, the opposite is true. You’re exactly who God wants and needs in this very moment and for such a time as this. You may not be a woman scorned like I was, wrestling to believe in your own beauty, worth, intelligence, and value. Or maybe you are. Your story and awakening might be different than mine, but I’m certain of this: God loves us too much to leave us.


In the pages that follow, I’m going to share sister-to-sister what I’ve learned about getting up after you’ve been knocked so far down a pit you can’t even see the possibility of daylight above you. We’re going to discover the steps to entering God’s master purpose and plan for your life (no matter what you’ve been through), and how God mysteriously and lovingly is leading you right now into your true calling, a life soaked in His significance. That’s what God did for me. He invited me to rise, align with, and awaken the real me—the woman He created me to be.


My heart tells me that you are anointed for more, too. If you’re experiencing some kind of disruption . . . a life shaking, a soul stirring, and an unexplainable craving for your next level, one that glorifies God, then I’m here to tell you that your new season is waiting. God is vying for your attention.


Heaven is calling you higher and deeper, too.
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SPLIT-ROCK MOMENTS


All my fountains are in you.


—Psalm 87:7
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Is this your correct new address? That was the question the insurance company emailed me the next morning. I was starting to despise morning emails on my phone at this point. My fiancé had added me to his life insurance policy and it was now ready to be processed and signed. Go figure. Right then I knew “wedding week” was going to be a long week. My parents came into town the next day as well. They weren’t scheduled to arrive until later that week, but I suppose there is something about calling your wedding off six days prior that will inspire your parents to get in a car and travel eight hundred miles just to see if you’re okay.


I didn’t have time not to be okay. My phone rang off the hook with sweet souls checking on me. Then the caterer, the venue, the videographer and photographer all wanted to talk about how I planned to handle the unpaid balances. Plus, out of towners had already purchased their airplane tickets and paid for their hotel rooms in full and in advance. I had so many decisions to make . . . or unmake. Could our tickets for the honeymoon be refunded? What were we going to do with the thousands of dollars’ worth of flowers that had already been ordered? And, what was I going to do now with my wedding dress? Actually, dresses . . . I had gotten more than one.




Unmaking decisions is way harder than making decisions!





The biggest question in my mind and on my heart was how the kids were doing. How were their young minds and tender hearts handling all of this? I was so ready to become their bonus mom. In my heart, I already was. At some point during the week, I spoke with them briefly and assured them that I’d love them for life; that would never change, and everything would be okay. Maybe I was secretly talking to myself.


Still, there was no time to dwell. The phone would ring again with yet another decision needing to be unmade. Since so many people had their airline tickets and couldn’t get their money back, I made the best of the circumstances and turned the rehearsal dinner into a celebration dinner and gathering of friends. I was blown away by the outpouring of love and the number of people who said, wedding or no wedding, we will be there for you. We’ll hug you. Pray with you. Cry with you. We’re going to love on you.


And that’s exactly what happened. Friends flew in and filled up every inch of my small townhouse. Dozens of others stayed at the host hotel once I ran out of room.


Saturday night rolled around and it was time for the rehearsal-turned-celebration dinner. I “suited up”—eyelashes on, full face of makeup, long wavy curls, and a strapless hot pink cocktail dress purchased for the occasion . . . well, sort of. I smiled. I gave away (and received) more hugs than I thought humanly possible. Somehow I mustered the strength to hop on a microphone and thank everyone for coming. Talk about amazing grace. The food was incredible. The restaurant owner, a good friend of mine, threw in lots of extra treats and bites. It was a beautiful night. I felt pretty good and certainly well loved. Maybe this wasn’t going to be so difficult after all.
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The next morning, the calendar alert on my mobile phone went off. It was time for me to get my hair and makeup done. Apparently, today was my wedding day. Someone had forgotten to tell my phone that I wasn’t getting married. I spent the day with friends still in town. This would be their last day with me before returning to their homes. I had moments of sadness here and there, but thankfully everyone succeeded at keeping my mind busy and occupied with conversation and activity. My cousin Mary hosted a barbecue at her clubhouse, which felt like a family reunion, so it was actually a fun day.


That night, about ten of us went to dinner. The food was divine, and then it was time for dessert. Everyone got something different. I ordered turtle cheesecake with an Oreo cookie crust. Tonight was a night that called for as much chocolate as the chef could fit on one plate. As I picked up my fork to dive in, I couldn’t help but notice that the dessert on the plate across from me looked like an angelic four-tiered slice of wedding cake. Then it really sunk in. This was my wedding day and there was no wedding. I wasn’t engaged. I wasn’t a bride. I wasn’t at the altar, nor was I eating overpriced seared trout or cutting my rhinestone-encrusted almond-flavored wedding cake with buttercream icing at a reception dripping in crystals and covered with champagne and blush-pink flowers. There would be no need for my two wedding gowns, the silk-covered photo album handmade by my beautiful mother, or the custom-made veil. Reality didn’t just sink in . . . it hit me like a ton of bricks.


I was supposed to be dancing right about now. My bridesmaids were supposed to be in gowns, not sitting with me at a crowded restaurant wearing jeans. No rice. No bubbles. No limousine. I’d been smiling all day, but I was not okay. I could feel the onslaught of tears welling up like raging rapids about to break loose, so I excused myself and made a beeline for the ladies’ room. The tears just started flowing. I wish I could say I had a quiet meltdown, but that would not be true. I have no idea what the women in the other stalls were thinking. I knew I was going to need every single roll of toilet paper and all the paper towels I could get my hands on. Instead of dancing in a ballroom with my groom, I was shedding uncontrollable tears in the stall of a smelly bathroom. Definitely not what I’d had in mind.


I realized for the first time that I was absolutely, positively, and unequivocally not in control. I wasn’t sure if I’d have what it would take to recover. I was in there less than two minutes before my maid of honor, one of my best friends from childhood, Tiffany, came a-looking for me. I didn’t have to say a word before her arms were wrapped around me. I couldn’t see her clearly, the tears weren’t cooperating or stopping, but I could hear her voice. She reassured me that all was going to be okay. I kept hearing that.
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The next day, it was time for all of my friends and family who had lovingly descended upon Atlanta to return to their homes. I pulled up in my car to the host hotel, where lots of friendly faces were already outside waiting to say their goodbyes. It looked like a mini block party! The valet was nice enough to let me park my car right in front. I stood on the curb with my back leaning against the SUV given to me by my fiancé and just observed. Everyone seemed so happy, playful, and vibrant. There was a post-church-happy-to-see-you-but-sad-to-see-you-go energy in the air.


I’d competed in pageants for years, so I was a professional smiler and mask-wearer. I looked like I was doing okay, but the real me was not smiling, she was crumbling. In that moment, time stood still and everything slowed down around me. Right there, right then, on one of the busiest streets in the city, I was going to have a heart-to-heart curbside chat with God. I had just one question: God, why did this happen to me?


Now, I know I said earlier that asking “why” is the wrong question, but at this point, I hadn’t been in therapy yet! And I wasn’t asking from a woe-is-me standpoint. It was probably the purest, most raw moment I’d had in my life. The part of me secretly bleeding on the inside needed to hear from Heaven right at that moment. Everyone was about to leave, and the onset of stillness, loneliness, and the sobering reality of unwanted singleness was just hours away. I needed to know why. A God-what-are-you-doing, what’s-going-on kind of “why?” Even when our words are off, God is perfectly able to hear our heart. A second after I silently asked God, why did this happen to me? Heaven swiftly and softly answered: You’re going to be able to change the lives of women like never before. I didn’t know what God meant, but I knew He meant it.
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Once everyone left, that’s when the real healing began. My inner tough girl had taken a blow. It forced her to sit down long enough for me, the real me, to take off my mask and realize that it was actually okay for my heart to break. Slowing down and sitting still was hard at first. As women, we’re wired to work and drown ourselves in noise. I entered ten months of reflection, quiet time, and soul-searching. I read thirteen books, never missed a Sunday at church, and kept weekly appointments with a therapist. I’d never met with a therapist before, but I knew it was essential that I care for myself (also something I’d never really done before). Staying busy and taking care of others was my normal. I had no idea how I’d ended up in this mess, but I also knew there was something “God-made” for me on the other side. I didn’t know what it was, but I made up my mind that I wasn’t going to let myself go to waste.


When I reflected on that curbside chat with God, I was resentful and curious at the same time. Why did I have to go through hell just to be able to help other women? That didn’t seem fair. I don’t even really get along with women, I thought. I had a small circle of some amazing and close girlfriends, but professionally I hadn’t had the best encounters working with women. In truth, I was mad, frustrated, and upset at God for allowing me—the good girl—to end up in this place.


As I gave myself permission to be raw, sometimes cranky, and honest with God about my frustrations, He responded with gentle care. Turns out, He can handle it. He let me get it all out. God never rushes us. He simply leads us. In time, I embraced that this really wasn’t a punishment, it was God giving me a new vision.


Make no mistake about it. Soul-searching is hard work. No one likes it, not at first. It’s ugly. It’s dirty. And it’s not quick. It’s easier to abandon our part and just let God do all the work, but healing is an inside job that requires our participation.




In order for God to work through us, He must first do a new work in us.





It requires our surrender, our attention, and our full participation. Here’s the good news. I’ve come to learn that when we’re wounded, weary, and wandering, curiosity, not clarity, is often all we need. Just like God met a curious Moses in the center of a burning bush, God will meet us in the middle of peculiar circumstances and lead us in peculiar ways, too. I gained a deeper appreciation for God’s voice in this time. I filled up five journals full of revelations, ideas, and encouraging whispers from above. There were some hard days for sure, and some even harder questions. How was I going to pay my bills? That was a big one. I had closed down my sports agency for love and I was left holding the bill. I had a luxury SUV that I didn’t buy and now couldn’t afford. I had a mortgage and a laundry list of vendors from the wedding that still needed to be paid.


Thankfully, two things happened. First, my now ex-fiancé and I talked about how to handle the obligations. I couldn’t run from this. I’d have to untie this intertwined relationship strand by strand. Most of our conversations were amicable. We didn’t fight before and, even now, that hadn’t changed. He wasn’t mean or vindictive. I saw that he really wasn’t a bad guy, he just had some really bad, deal-breaking and relationship-ending habits. He had a good heart, but it wasn’t whole. It’s impossible for a man to properly love a woman if his soul is still severely wounded.


Thankfully, he was adamant about making sure I didn’t drown in debt caused by his infidelity. He also agreed to cover my car payments for the next year. Around this time I had a close girlfriend who was going through a really ugly divorce, so I knew that my situation could have been a lot worse. I was grateful—still hurt, but grateful.


Second, once I embraced the fact that I really was not okay, I realized I had to make time for myself so that I would have a chance to one day be okay. I didn’t have the energy to market my business or develop a plan to make money. Depression will do that to you. I was operating on empty. I had released all of my clients, and I wasn’t sure where my income was going to come from. But God’s directive never changed. He told me to sit still, rest, and trust Him to provide. Bill collectors would still want checks, cash, or charge, but I took God at His word. As I surrendered, speaking engagements and television requests started to come in out of nowhere. Well-paying ones. I didn’t seek them out, and the timing of how and when they appeared showed me that God would indeed provide. He was in control. He was with me and He was making space for my heart to heal and for my mind, body, and soul to rest. My bills were paid and I didn’t have to worry about how I’d survive. I had some pretty dark days and now have an intimate appreciation for how difficult depression can be to overcome. You’re literally fighting for your life and your inner light. There were days where I wouldn’t have gotten out of bed but for a speaking engagement or a TV appearance.


My father and brother checked on me daily. My mother called me every single morning. My close girlfriends kept me lifted up. Some of the ones I thought would be there weren’t, but some of the ones I never expected to care, did. God is funny like that. A major shift doesn’t just clean up one area of your life—it can lead to a total life makeover. I just knew that I couldn’t do this alone, which was both humbling and soul anchoring. And once I took off my mask and cape, I realized I didn’t have to. Through it all, I learned a priceless lesson:




Your heart can break without it breaking you, and when the breaking begins, God stands ready to catch you.





Nothing takes God by surprise. Nothing is too messy for God to use. In fact, that’s what God does. God will allow your heart to break so He can build the type of heart Heaven needs. A breaking often happens just before a major breakthrough.



[image: Image] FROM WEB-SPINNING TO PRAYING AGENDA-LESS PRAYERS [image: Image]



For the first few months after the wedding, I still wrestled with whether or not to give up on the relationship completely, which is still a little embarrassing to admit. Walking away from someone or something you desire is never easy. It’s easier to settle and stick with what you know. I was torn between forgiving and forgetting. Turned out that forgiving wasn’t the hard part. When you’re in love, love doesn’t stop overnight. Forgetting was the hard part. I kept trying to make it make sense. I think it’s what we often do as women. We try to find a silver lining and put broken pieces back together. We make do with what we have. I call it web-spinning—our tendency as women to create significance, make sense of nonsense, and assign our own meaning instead of allowing God to reveal it in His way and on His timeline. That innate inner fixer, living in every woman I know, is the part of us that self-assigns the task of making things better. But I soon discovered that I was totally ill-equipped to repair what only grace could glue together.
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