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To all those who don’t stop believin’ . . .




INTRODUCTION


Years ago, God asked me, “If I never take you beyond this chair, will you still do what I’ve called you to do?”


I remember thinking, “Of course, God, because I can’t not write, and I can’t not talk, and I can’t not do this—I wouldn’t know how.”


And over the course of the last several years, God has, in fact, taken me places without ever leaving this chair.


He’s brought me into your heartaches and into your hospital rooms, into your waiting rooms and into your living rooms, into your pain and into your prayers, and also into your desperate pleas for relief. He’s brought me into your struggles and fears and even into your weaknesses as you wrestle with God through the doubts . . . and the droughts . . . and the seasons you thought would never end.


He’s brought me into your cars and your conference rooms, your treatment centers and your group texts. He’s brought me into your safe, secret places where the tears freely flow and into the shame you’ve been carrying around for years. The shame—that needs to go.


He’s brought me to you each day, Beloved, without ever leaving this chair, and I pray that through the pages of this book, this day-by-day devotional, He still will.


I love you.


Tera




AUTHOR’S NOTE


Beloved, I am not a pastor, a theologian, or a seminarian; I’m just a small-town girl who, along her journey, has come to know her great big God. As you read through this daily devotional, there will be days that include specific Scripture references and those that do not. This is because, more often than not, my writings are fueled and inspired by a multitude of verses, passages, or stories that I have gleaned over the past decade-plus while sitting with Jesus each morning—in addition, of course, to my very own journey on Earth thus far.


Should you come across a name from Scripture you want to know more about, or a theme I mention that you’d love to explore deeper, I encourage you to make a quick internet search with just a few key words. I have no doubt you’ll find what you’re looking for. God’s Word is indeed a great treasure chest to be discovered, filled with glorious riches.


Happy seeking!




[image: image]


Day 1


ASK HIM AGAIN


Ask Him again.


I know, I know—you’ve already asked Him a million times. I see those eyes rolling. But today, ask Him a million and one. Yes. Ask Him again. Ask Him again for that child to come home. That marriage to be healed. That mountain to move. Ask Him again for that friendship to mend. That work to begin. That end-of-tunnel light to appear. Ask Him again for the one who needs rescue, the one who needs healing, the one who needs new direction, new guidance, new focus. Yes. Even if that “one” is you. Ask Him again for what you need. For what you want. For joy in the sorrow. Help in the struggle. A sip of living water in the heat of your schedule . . . and the time to just sit at the well, amen? Ask Him again. Ask Him again to provide springs in your land; and while you’re at it, give thanks for that land, no matter how dry it is now, knowing He’s given it to you with good purpose.


Yes. Ask Him again. Ask Him again to dig up the soil and plant the seeds. Ask Him again to stir up and settle, make and remake, pour out His peace that passes all understanding, because frankly, you could use a hefty dose about now. Yes. And amen. Ask Him again for all that seems lost and all that seems nowhere even near the vicinity of possible . . . and ask Him, believing He can. Yes.


Ask Him again. Not because you don’t think He heard you the first million times, but because you are realizing the longer you (truly) live, that persistence is a pretty strong faith-builder—not to mention how close it keeps you to Him, for whom all things are possible and nothing is too hard, and because faith-based strength to persevere and closeness with your Creator is what you really need. Whew. Yes. Absolutely.


Ask Him again. With fresh eyes and a renewed spirit and a passionate resolve that He can, and if it’s His Will . . . He will. And if it’s not, you will keep on asking. You will keep on seeking. You will keep on believing, just like Steve Perry says. Because persistent faith is where it’s at. It fastens its gaze on hope. The hope that is always three steps (Father, Son, Holy Spirit) ahead, providing the perfect focal point. Yes. And it never disappoints. Amen.


So today—bow low, look up, and ask Him again.




Day 2


MAYBE THIS IS MY YEAR


Maybe it’s your year too.


Your year to take courage. Maybe.


Maybe you’ve remained hidden, and that time was no doubt well spent. But maybe now it’s your time to take courage based on Who you know God to be, armed with the knowledge that God is not only with you wherever you go but actually goes before you.


Yes. For knowing that will make you strong and courageous, you know. And you are welcome (encouraged, actually) to head to Joshua 1:9 and Deuteronomy 31:8 if you don’t believe me. Seriously, I won’t feel bad at all.


Maybe it’s your year to take courage, secure in the truth that God’s mercies and compassions are indeed new every morning. The fact that God’s overwhelming love for you is both unconditional and unfailing . . . may just be the fuel you need . . . to take courage this year. Maybe.


Beloved, when I read these words, they stuck with me straight through to the end . . . “But in the seventh year . . . Jehoiada took courage.” (I included the dots for pauses, for that’s how I read it, amen.) Yes.


Beloved, maybe it’s your seventh year. Maybe.


Now as you go . . . remember . . .


Your journey is under the watchful eye of the Lord. No weapon formed against you shall prosper. When faced with temptation to stop believing, you return to Who you know God to be, you hear me? OK, then.


Now, I’m gonna give you a few purposefully placed dots for you to consider and ponder this question . . .


Is this my seventh year?


{2 Chronicles 23:1}




Day 3


ENOUGH!


When will Enough be Enough?


I reckon it depends on how you read that. Did you read it as Enough, as in an adequate amount to meet a need or desire . . . or Enough, as in, “That’s enough!”


As I read the story of two sisters in Genesis, both desperate to beat each other in the game of “Giving Birth to the Most Kids” (who knew such a contest existed?), I’m still not exactly sure who “won.” I’m not sure they ever really knew either, and frankly, my guess is they were eventually both pretty worn out from it; babies and toddlers are needy, you know, and apparently Daddy Jacob kept busy doing . . . well, them. And their slaves. And anyone else handed to him, because keep in mind that this guy was used to women telling him what to do. Hello, his mama was Rebekah. Heck, he was told what to do from the time he reached puberty, probably earlier.


But back to these girls and their chasing of Enough. Unfortunately, the biggest problem with chasing anything or anyone is that a) there’s no guarantee you’ll catch it/them, and b) you may be chasing an illusion like an oasis in the desert that’s not really there. So yes, that’s one way to look at Enough.


There’s also . . . enough! The sick and tired of being sick and tired that leads to exclaiming enough! Which, in turn, often leads to some kind of change that leads to more life. There’s also enough! As in, there has to be something we can do; we can no longer sit idly by. Enough! It’s why I love the story of Esther’s Mordecai so much and his all-out refusal to put on soft clothes after E became Queen, even though he sure as heck could have. But instead, he said . . . No! I don’t want to get comfortable, not until our people, all of our people, E—not just you and me—are completely and totally free! Enough already!


Dang, I love Mordy. Jesus would go on to say it too. This one word, enough!—complete with exclamation point, which I stinkin’ love!


Why? Because it shows passion. It shows the opposite of passivity. It shows that something/someone is worthy of our energy and emotions.


And that someone may even be you. And that’s powerful stuff. And there are more ways to look at Enough, but I’m outta room here, so I guess for today, that’s enough.


Wink, wink.


{Jacob, Leah, and Rach’s story: Genesis 29–30}




Day 4


HOLD ON AND REFUSE TO LET GO


There’s only one way to have the strength and courage needed to go on . . . Hold on to the promises and refuse to let go.


To go on. On from brokenness. On from despair. On from a failed relationship or on from the only land you’ve ever known. On from hopelessness. On from fear. On from what has left you feeling like there’s nothing left for you in the storehouse.


Phooey. The enemy may tempt you to believe that—to abandon the truth that God is Provider, Protector, All-Powerful, that God completes what God begins. But you’re not gonna fall for it. At least not on my watch you’re not. You are gonna remind yourself . . .


It is written. That’s right. Every word of your story is written by the Author and Perfecter of your faith from “In the beginning” to final “Amen.”


You’re gonna remind yourself that Abram, at age seventy-five, was able to leave his homeland and start anew because he believed every promise God made to him. Including the promise to show him the new land, and make from him a great nation in that new land, and bless him in that new land, and curse anyone who treats him with contempt in that new land, and basically-not-basic-at-all . . . I will take care of you wherever I take you.


Abram took those promises God spoke to him and believed those promises God spoke to him and refused to let go of those promises God spoke to him, and that is why I’m fully convinced that Abe had the strength and courage to go on. Well, that, and watching his dad Terah die where he’d settled. And Abe would need to hold tight to those promises, not letting go of them once he reached his new land, for they would soon strengthen him yet again . . . when God instructed him to climb that mountain with some firewood, a rope, and his only son for a sacrifice.


Beloved, strength and courage arise from our knowing and our believing.


Think of it this way: If someone makes a promise to you but you don’t believe them, then the promise will do nothing for you, and it will give you . . . nothing. No hope, no rest, no peace, no nothin’.


Ahhhh, but if you do believe them. . . . Beloved, God is faithful. Always. Believe that. And be strengthened.


{Genesis 12}




Day 5


CHOSEN


Moses was chosen. Mary was chosen. Jonah was chosen. Jesus was chosen. Ruth was chosen. Rahab was chosen. Esther was chosen. Ezekiel was chosen. Nehemiah was chosen. Noah was chosen. YOU, Beloved, were chosen. Period.


Chosen by God. Chosen for God. Chosen and sent to fulfill the purposes of God. According to the Will of God. Because, hello, God’s Will will be done, on Earth as it is in Heaven. Amen.


Moses tried to get out of it. It didn’t work.


We have no evidence indicating that had young virgin Mary replied, “Ummm, yeah, pick someone else for this,” that God would have. Quite the contrary . . .


“The angel greeted Mary and said, ‘You are truly blessed! The Lord is with you.’ Mary was confused by the angel’s words and wondered what they meant.”


No doubt. With you, Mary. Like literally. ETA nine months for delivery.


Esther didn’t ask to be taken into the harem.


Jonah, that poor guy, even paid to try to get out of God’s call for him, using his own money to pay the ship fare. Sorry, Jonah, no refunds even though you got tossed overboard.


Noah was a farmer, doing farmer stuff, most likely living content on his land with his wife and his kids and watching them grow up and get married and looking forward to retirement. . . . Oh, but wait, guess what? You’re gonna make for thyself an ark! Lucky you!


Beloved, you get my point. I know you do. You were chosen for the story written for you by the Author and Perfecter of your faith. A story filled with highs and lows and mystery and suspense. And as you know, some of the plot twists will leave you wondering if God really is with you. (It’s OK. Gideon wondered too.)


Let me assure you that God is with you. Emmanuel, remember? And God is faithful to complete what God began. Alpha and Omega, remember? Your journey is holy. You were chosen to travel it. And holy is oftentimes . . . hard. Like blood, sweat, and tears hard—just ask Jesus. But you were chosen for it. And the God Who chose you . . .


Vowed to never leave or forsake you. Vowed to provide for you and protect you. Vowed to see you through every step of the way until you return back home. Amen.


{Luke 1:28–29 CEV}




Day 6


TRUSTING GOD MAY LOOK LIKE DOING A REALLY HARD THING


Trusting God looks far less like doing nothing and a whole lot more like doing a really hard thing.


That may not be what you were hoping to hear this fine morning, Beloved . . . but I’ve got a whole bunch of folks in the wings here ready to testify that it’s true. I sure do.


For Noah, it looked like building an ark, despite the fact that there was a drought. For David, it looked like continuing to care for the sheep in the field, despite being named future new king. For Abraham, it meant going to a land he did not know, and then later climbing up a mountain with his son Isaac in tow, despite what God asked him to do once he got there. Yikes.


For Rahab, it meant opening the door. For Joseph, it meant marrying Mary anyway. For Hagar, it meant packing up her stuff and her son and heading straight into single-mom life. For Esther, it meant going before the king without an appointment . . . and planning a banquet . . . and giving herself time to pray and come up with a plan. For Dan, it meant enduring the den instead of simply refusing to pray his normal three times a day. Yep.


For Paul, it meant continuing to praise in the prison. For Moses, it meant marching his butt off to Pharaoh to demand his people’s release. Oh, and did I mention he’d have to do that more than once? Oh, and did I mention that he’d then have to lead these now-free people for forty long years while listening to them grumble and complain the whole way? For forty years.


I know, right? That’s what I’m saying. Hard things.


Beloved, if you’ve been raised or somehow led to believe that trusting God is passive or inactive, then I hope today’s panel of guests helps you see, like they did me, that trusting God looks far less like doing nothing and a whole lot more like doing a really hard thing. For even as I sit here now, I realize something that I reckon is pretty darn huge . . . why would God so want me to know that He is with me wherever I go . . . (Joshua 1:9) . . . if I’m actually not to go anywhere? Hmmm.


Beloved, trusting God . . . may look like doing a really hard thing. And perhaps that is why God is saying to us . . . be strong and courageous, for I Am with you wherever you go. XO.




Day 7


DROP THE ROCK


Maybe you’re exhausted because you’ve been carrying that rock for so long.


And please, before you hurl it at me, hear me out. Everything in me wanted to write something far easier to hear today. I mean it. I get it.


I’ve also, however, gotten to the point in my life where saying hard things is much easier, so here it goes: A stone clenched in your fist is not heavy at first. It’s not a problem to carry it around for a while; it may even feel empowering. Until it doesn’t. Because carrying anything around clenched tight in your hand will eventually cramp not only your hand, but also your style, because walking around holding on to a stone is a really bad look. Amen.


But here’s the deal: Perhaps one of the reasons it’s so hard to drop it is because a part of us believes that by dropping it we give the victory where it does not—we repeat, does not—belong. Yes. We have reduced the difficulty of this tremendous act of faith by calling it a “chip on her shoulder” instead of what might more aptly be named “a boulder on her shoulder.” Amen.


Cuz let’s be honest, folks—if it were as easy as flicking a baked Lays off our shoulders, we wouldn’t need to be strong and courageous. Amen.


Now I need to tell you how it is I feel even a tiny speck qualified to say these hard words to you, my community, whom I’ve come to love, so much so that I remind you daily—I’ve carried stones clenched in my fist ready to fire. And I carried them way too long. And when I say “way,” I mean “way.” And then I slowly began to understand that those at whom we want to hurl our stones are a part of the story too. Yes. I know, I said this was hard.


Beloved, we can’t possibly know the plans God has for all God’s people; heck, we don’t even know the plans God has for ourselves. So instead, we do this . . .


In time . . . we open our hand . . . and we let the stone fall to the ground. And we realize just how exhausting it was . . . to carry it around for so long. Sigh. Yes. Breathe in and breathe deeply, Beloved. God’s Spirit within you. His plan still good for you. You are loved, you are loved, you are loved. Don’t forget. Amen.


{Inspired by John 8:1–11}
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Day 8


PERMISSION TO NOT UNDERSTAND


Do you resent God for not being there? For not changing things? For not doing what you so hoped He would?


You have permission to grieve. Permission to mourn. Permission to be honest and human. Yes. Permission to not understand. Amen.


One of the things I love best about the story of Mary, Martha, and Laz is the realness of those women as they confronted Jesus when He finally showed up and cried out . . . where the heck were you? Yes. And perhaps what I love even more is a God Who revealed Himself through His Son . . . as He wept. Yes. No shaming. No guilt. No “ye of little faith” sermon. Nope. Instead, a God Who would show those two women that He knows they don’t understand. He knows they couldn’t possibly understand, and so He weeps alongside them in it.


You can bring your honest to the God Who knows better than anyone that you are human because, for God’s sake, He created you human.


Permission to bring your whys and your pleads and your begs and your everyday battles and your overwhelming worries and your doubts and your fears and all of your tears . . . to the One Who not only listens but calls you by name and knows the plans He has for you because He wrote them. Amen. Permission to sit with the questions I’ve penned here and the freedom to be fully honest and human without fear of religious persecution. Permission to be human here, friend.


Whether it is something you are currently going through, or you look back on your life and realize that you’ve been mad at God for a really long time because you just can’t understand . . . may you know today that your God weeps alongside you, for your God knows you don’t understand. Yes.


Your purpose is holy, Beloved. It is sacred and set apart. The ground you are standing on is too—ground prepared for you by the God Who goes before you. A God Who remains. A God Who is with you. A God Whose love will never be separated from you despite any resentment or grieving or lack of understanding. Yes. You are loved, Beloved. Forever and all time. And if you remember nothing else, remember that.


{Inspired by the story of Mary and Martha in John 11}




Day 9


DON’T YOU FORGET


Don’t you forget.


Oh, I mean it. Don’t you forget. Don’t you forget that the Lord goes before you; the Lord your God, by the way. Don’t you forget He is with you and for you and will never leave you. Believing that will make you strong and courageous wherever you go.


Promise. Don’t you forget. The God Who brought you out led you through. Made water flow and fed you in the wilderness even though you didn’t recognize it. Yes. Don’t you forget that the Lord your God is bringing you to new land. Flowing with milk and honey land. Land that has been prepared for you and you for the land. Amen.


Don’t you forget that God knows God’s plan for you—a plan to prosper you and not harm you. And don’t you forget that your story’s been written and that all things work together for good. And don’t you forget that good is defined as sufficient to meet the purpose. Amen.


Don’t you forget, cuz there are plenty of times the plan won’t seem good as we seem to define good. Amen. Don’t you forget that God healed before. That God restored before. That God made a way when there was no way before. Because remembering that God did it before will strengthen you to believe God will do it again.


Don’t you forget the woman who suddenly stopped bleeding after twelve long years of loneliness. Or the woman who suddenly stood up straight after thirty-eight years hunched over. Or the guy who suddenly picked up his bed and walked after paralyzed years. Yes. Don’t you forget that water was once turned into wine. A boy’s lunch was turned into a feast. A ram was turned into a sacrifice, saving poor Isaac that day. Yes. Don’t you forget.


Don’t you forget that God’s Will will be done. That worrying won’t add even a speck to your life. That nothing you face today will fall outside of God’s sovereignty. And above all else, Beloved . . . don’t you forget you are loved. With an unfailing-unconditional-imperishable-everlasting love. You are seen, you are heard, you are known, and you are God’s. Forever and for all time, and nothing on Earth or in hell can change that. Amen. Don’t you forget. That God is near. As close as the breath that He gave you to breathe so that you would never forget. Whew.


Don’t you forget.




Day 10


IF TODAY IS GONNA BE HARD


If you know today is gonna be hard, thank Him for yesterday. It will strengthen you for today.


And if yesterday was hard, go back as long as it takes until you reach a day that wasn’t. Yes. Go back—and draw from—the well of yesterday and use it to rehydrate the dry doubt within you that is beyond ready to just give up. Rehydrate her. Her as in your soul that needs to dance and get her groove back. Give her some food. Cuz hangryness is real, yo. Revive her by returning to a time when God blew her stinkin’ mind. And if that seems impossible right now, well, then, good news—the folks of Scripture wouldn’t mind if you drew upon theirs. I asked ’em.


Return to that woman at the well, although you’ll no longer find her there about noon, because despite the fact that for years she went at that time (for a multitude of reasons, in my opinion), she no longer has reason to hide. Word. Return to Esther. You’ll find her in the palace despite the fact that for years she too also hid . . . who she was . . . out of fear. But not anymore. BAM. Return to Sarah rocking her baby to sleep despite the countless—and I do mean countless—nights she thought to herself . . . “I guess it’s just not meant for me.” Until it was. Return to visit the bleeding woman, except she goes by a new name now, not simply an adjective describing her condition, and it’s about time. (Seriously—can you imagine if we were all named by our ailment? Ugh.)


Beloved, if today is gonna be hard, thank Him for yesterday. And if yesterday was hard, go back further. Go back to a day when God did what you never thought God would do and allow it to strengthen you for today. Let the miracles of the past put a spring in your step for the future, for nothing-is-impossible-for-God-and-if-you-don’t-believe-me-I-will-kindly-redirect-you-to-the-folks-I-fore-mentioned-whew-and-amen.


If you know today is gonna be hard, or if you get partway way in and realize it is . . . thank Him for yesterday—whatever yesterday that is—for truly I tell you, Beloved, it will strengthen you . . . for today. And strength for today is all you need. Yes. And you, Beloved, can talk to your God whenever you’d like. THat is the beauty of a God Who lives within the walls of your very being. It sure is.




Day 11


TELL JESUS YOU’RE OUT


Tell Jesus you’re out of wine.


I’m not a wine drinker, but that sure as heck doesn’t stop me from telling Jesus I’m out. Amen. Out of wine? Tell Jesus. And then remember back once upon a time in a place called Cana when a group of people ran out of wine and Jesus’s mama told Him—“They’re out of wine.”


Yes. Tell Jesus you’re out of wine. And yes, you’ve got a million things to be thankful for—but you’re out of wine. You’re ready for some transformation, you’re ready for some new.


Tell Jesus you’re out of wine. Tell Jesus you’re out of oil.


A widow once did long, long ago, and before she knew it, she had plenty and then some. Amen. Tell Jesus you’re out of sustenance. You’re surviving but barely, and you’re certain that life is meant to be more. And then prepare to be fed. Yes.


Big Note: It may not look how you think it should look, or how you want it to look, but it is provision—bread from heaven—and seeing it that way and naming it as such will allow you to see it for what it truly is—provision. Yes.


Tell Jesus you’re tired out from your journey. Just like He was when He took a seat at that well so when that woman got there that day, she could have someone to relate to instead of being threatened by. Amen. And while you’re there, tell Jesus you’re thirsty. Tell Him you’re sick and tired of feeling dry and depleted, not to mention exhausted from trying to live up to some ideal of what the right woman should look like. Oh, heck yes. Amen.


Beloved, tell Jesus you’re out of wine. And then live with your eyes wide open, OK? For truly I tell you, you can be right next to a miracle and miss it if you refuse to see it and name it a miracle. Amen. Just ask the Pharisees. Right. And listen, closing our eyes doesn’t make something go away; it just prevents us from seeing it. Amen. And those eyes of yours are the lamp of your whole body, so remember that.


Beloved, in your lack, in your loss, in your desperation for restoration, renewal, rest, and some serious reigniting . . . tell Jesus. And then believe. And don’t you stop believing, because that believing is what’s giving you life. Amen.


{John 2:1–11}




Day 12


THE MOMENTS YOU WISH NEVER WERE


You will come to see God most clearly in the moments you wish never were.


And truly I tell you, Beloved—this is most certainly true. Let’s recap and realize how much. Amen.


The famine for the Israelites. Heck, the famine for all kinds of folks. The flood that threatened to take Noah and his fam right out. The den of hungry lions. The furnace that was literally blazing hot. The sea that was so stinkin’ huge there was no way someone could cross it. Until a whole bunch of someones did. Amen. The woman who bled for twelve long years. The one who spent eighteen hunched over. The guy who laid by a pool for thirty-eight waiting for some-kind-of-healing-please-thank-you. Right.


Elisha as he watched his beloved Elijah being swept up away from him. Abraham as he lifted the knife. The Shunammite woman who never thought she’d give birth, only to lose the son she was granted, but then watch him come back to life. Right. Mary and Martha as they stood there sobbing. Esther when she was orphaned. Nehemiah when he got the news that things were really, really bad back home. Right. Jonah in the guts, Paul in the prison, Joe in the well, you-get-my-point-I-think-I-can-stop-now-amen. . . . Right. Oh wait, one more—the prodigal son. Amen.


Beloved, hear me, hear me, hear me say—if for no other reason than to save you from believing that the Lord your God is against you—you will come to see God most clearly . . . in the moments you wish never were. Yes.


It is in the dark that you will come to know God is light. It is in the drought that you will come to know God is water. It is in the hunger that you will come to know God is bread. Daily. Without fail. Amen. It is in the deepest pits that you will come to know that God is with you . . . even when no one else is. That’s right. I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again—your God will take you to places you don’t want to be and place you in moments you desperately wish weren’t in order to show you exactly who your God is.


Provider. Protector. All-Powerful. Amen. With you. For you. Before you. Behind you. Beside you. Within you revealing Himself to you in those very moments. Amen. I love you. That’s enough for today.




Day 13


WHEN YOU WANT LIFE TO SLOW DOWN


Have a seat for a sec if you want life to slow down . . .


Geez, Louise, scootch over, make room. Apparently, there’s a whole lotta people wanting life to slow down.


Welcome. I’ll start by saying that I’m fully aware that I hold no special or mystical powers, and I’m certainly not Mother Time. But I have been pondering this for some time, and I’ve learned over time that taking time to ponder often reveals pieces of the puzzle—the one we call purpose, pieces we thought missing, fallen under the table. If you want life to slow down, here are simply a few suggestions, a few things I’ve learned . . .


Go for a walk. String your own lights instead of buying pre-lit. Wash the dishes by hand once in a while—you wouldn’t believe the lessons I learned in that. Don’t rush to Google the minute you can’t think of that one singer’s name from the 1980s and it’s driving you and your friend/spouse/whoever totally nuts. Go to the grocery store once in a while instead of always defaulting to pick-up. Because here’s the thing—someone in an aisle may need your friendly smile, and you may need a friendly smile in one of those aisles. Yes.


Sit for a bit with the God within you each morn before the rest of the world awakes and talk about the stuff that’s hurting you, piercing you, seriously bugging you. For truly I tell you, Beloved, in doing so, the God within me has asked me questions like, “My Daughter, why is this bugging you so much?” And this has led to some really deep, heartfelt, drawn-up-from-the-pit conversations that led to some desperately needed rehydration, not to mention resurrection and redirection. Amen. Go ahead and ask God to move the mountain, but if God doesn’t, then know there’s a reason God doesn’t, and make the decision to climb it instead of continuing to circle it.


Beloved, I’m wondering if the reason we all feel more and more as though time is literally flying by . . . is because we’re rushing past every opportunity to slow down, to wait. And if the Bible is true and strength will rise as we wait upon the Lord . . . then perhaps never waiting is why we all feel so weak.


Food for thought. XO.


{Isaiah 40:31}




Day 14


JESUS WEPT, YOU CAN TOO


Jesus wept. You can too. Jesus felt. You can too. Jesus slept. You can too. Jesus kept. You can too.


Jesus didn’t apologize for His tears. You needn’t either. Jesus didn’t justify His emotions. You needn’t either. Jesus didn’t feel the need to prove He had done enough stuff in order to earn an afternoon nap. You needn’t either. Jesus didn’t live a life here on Earth free of trials, tribulations, Earthquakes and storms, mountains and valleys, betrayal and hurt and anger and pain and grief and sorrow and every other part of the human experience that sucks . . . and yet . . . He kept. Kept the truth handy. Buried within. A truth that arose from the well—the springs of life—and reminded Him that His purpose was secure and His calling was irrevocable.


Yes. A truth that reminded Him that He was never alone, that God was with Him, that He would make it through, and He would return home after His time here on Earth was complete and His mission fulfilled. Yes. A God Who came down in the flesh . . . and showed us what humanness looks like. It looks like crying at times and rejoicing at times and feeling all the things and sleeping when you need to sleep because there’s-a-reason-why-sleep-deprivation-is-deemed-cruel-and-unusual-punishment.


Yes. It looks like understanding some things but not understanding all things. It looks like walking and occasionally falling and getting back up and helping others back up when they fall, cuz you know what it’s like to fall. Exactly. It looks like getting angry at times and after honestly asking yourself why you are angry, deciding how you will spend that emotion, for truly that’s what it is, a source of energy. The question is, where will I spend it . . . cuz it can be used for good, you know.


Beloved, Jesus wept. Jesus felt. Jesus slept. Jesus kept. He also knelt and dealt, and you will too and already have a bazillion times because the journey you are on is not easy. But it is under the watchful eye of the Lord. A God Who collects the tears that you shed. A God Who never sleeps so you can without fear. A God Who knows you are human and thus whispers to you, “I Am with you, wherever you go.” A God Who came down with the name Jesus, “God Saves,” and perhaps during His stint here on Earth, Jesus reminded Himself of that on the regular.


You can too. XO.




[image: image]


Day 15


WHEN YOU KNOW GOD COULD


She prayed, knowing God could . . . and hoping God would.


I am fully aware that God could. That God can. That part is not up for debate. Not only does the cloud remind me, but my own life has shown me plenty of times, as well. I know God could . . .


Roll away the stone that stands in the way. Restore what’s been broken down over time. Resurrect what has died. Renew what needs renewing. Rebuild what’s been destroyed. Raise up what needs raising up and lay to rest what finally needs to just rest already.


Yes. I know God could. I know God can. And that’s what at times actually makes knowing God . . . hard. Mary and Martha concur. They knew that Jesus (the God Who came down) could, in fact, heal their bro Laz if He would just come down already.


But He didn’t. And that’s what made it so hard for those two back then, and that’s what still makes it so hard for folks like you and me today. Amen. Knowing God could, so why the heck doesn’t He?? But see, here’s the thing—M & M didn’t know what was about to go down. They didn’t know that His arrival would come according to God’s will, not theirs. They didn’t know there was a purpose and reason for the wait.


And that, my friends, is so often where we are, too. And that’s where the second part comes in. The part about hope. God, I know You can, and man, I hope You will. Yes. I hope. And yes, Lord, I’m fully aware that I don’t understand what Your plan is; I couldn’t possibly. But what I do know is this . . . You gave me hope. So I could use it to pray. To believe. To be strengthened and have light in the tunnel and a thread to hold on to. Yes. You gave me hope, and that hope is as steady and secure as an anchor, which is good, cuz sometimes the storm is rocky, to stay the least. But when it is, Lord, I always think back to that story where You’re waiting on the shore with breakfast already goin’. I love that imagery. I use it often.


Beloved, pray today knowing and hoping, trusting and believing, asking and accepting that you won’t always understand what the heck’s goin’ on. And when that’s the case, here’s my advice: Return to who you know God to be. Remember all God has done. Recite “I am loved” . . . repeatedly. XO.


{John 11}




Day 16


YOU ARE NOT ALONE


God told her, “I will never leave or forsake you.” So she could say with confidence, “The Lord is my Helper. I will not be afraid.”


And she’d repeat it as many times as was needed for her heart, mind, and soul to believe it. She’d say it with confidence knowing it’s true. Knowing her God doesn’t lie. Knowing that her God knows the plans that He has for her because the Author always does. Amen. She would take the words her God spoke to her, words spoken from Parent to Child, words that would forever remind her that no matter her storm, her season, her circumstance, her struggle . . . she would never, ever be alone. Ever.


And when she’d forget, she would stop. She would take a deep breath. She would remind herself that the breath within her was the breath of God, her holy guarantee here on Earth for the tent she was given, a breath that would remain with her until her time on Earth was complete. Yes.


God told her, “I will never leave or forsake you.” So she could say, with a confidence that would strengthen her heart, mind, and soul of hers . . .


“The Lord is my Helper. I will not be afraid.”


For her story’s been written. Her purpose secured. Her call irrevocable. Her God as close as the breath that sustains her. And she’d remind herself often, for it’s good to do, because Jesus was right, you know—in this life there will absolutely be trials and tribulations and all of the things.


And you are not alone, Beloved. Not even for but one single second. And you are loved beyond what words can express. Drench yourself in that today, OK? And read Hebrews. XO. And amen.


{Hebrews 13:5b–6}




Day 17


I CAN’T DO IT ALL


She cried out to God, “I can’t do it all!!”


God answered her, “Oh good, you finally got it.”


Beloved, there will be times you need to seek, really seek, like missing-cell phone seek . . . in order to see God in the answer. There’ll also be times you pick up your DRB (daily reading bible) and realize there’s only like two highlights, cuz the whole thing is just a rattling-off of a bunch of folks whose names you can’t pronounce that Dave appointed to do all the work that needed to be done, cuz building a giganto palace ain’t no joke. Whew.


And then you smack your head as you hear God chuckle while spitting out, “Oh good, you finally got it.” Cuz God is funny like that and pretty dang good at getting a point across even if it takes us a while to get it. Right.


One of the gifts I’m gleaning since reaching my fifties is the ability to own my crap. I’m a work in progress, of course, but progress is progress nonetheless, and ironically, it’s the work that’ll set a girl free. Psst . . . read that again.


Truth: I can’t do it all. I want to do it all. I love doing it all. Heck, I love the all. But see, asking? Asking for help, assigning and appointing, allowing someone else in this great beautiful text we call life to share in the work . . . that’s not weakness. It’s wisdom.


It’s a woman whom God has taught to number her days, and now that she does, she’s gonna do everything she can to live those days . . . fully, abundantly, freely. Amen. She’s learned that what humans really want from one another . . . is permission to be human.


And what we truly want from God . . . is permission to ask again and again not only because we know we are heard . . . but also because God knows we’re human . . . and because we trust the answer will somehow-someday-someway come . . . from the Parent Who loves us without fail and will do whatever it takes to show us what we need to see, hear, and experience in order to gain that heart of wisdom.


A Parent Who will make you lie down in green pastures to rest even though you’re kicking and screaming. A Parent Who will bring you to your knees in order to finally get your attention. A Parent Who whispers, “You’re gonna make it, and there’s not one second I won’t be with you.” Amen. Asking is Wisdom.




Day 18


UNFAILING WEAPONS OF WARFARE


The weapons of her warfare were the unfailing words of her God.


The weapons of her warfare were the words that rose up within her to protect and defend her. Unfailing words spoken by an unfailing God, words that would grab doubt by the throat and choke the life right out of it, replacing it with life-giving hope. Words she heard that sounded like . . .


“You listen to Me, young lady. I know the plans I have for you because I wrote the plans I have for you long before I sent you, and I am telling you they are good. They are sufficient to meet My purpose for you on this Earth because yes, you have purpose, in case you forgot. I Am with you and for you. I myself go before you, and as soon as you actually believe that, then you will be strong and courageous. Everything, everything your soul needs to survive while on Earth is found in the knowledge of Who I Am, so don’t ever quit seeking to know Me more and more and do not be surprised when I take you places you do not want to go because I do that so I can show you a new aspect of who I am.”


Exactly.


“Would you have ever known I was the Provider had I never brought you to lack? And listen, My Girl, I know you are human, I know you can’t possibly understand every word of your story, every step of your journey; so don’t forget I Am here to talk to in prayer. It’s why I gave it to you and why My Kid taught the guys how before He came back home. So talk to Me. Talk it out. And don’t worry, I’ve heard it all. You’ll feel so much better and, perhaps as you do, the answer you’re so desperately wanting will come out of our conversation.”


And . . . “Lastly, My Daughter, before you go, don’t you forget that My unfailing words placed within you are your weapons of warfare. Use them to take captive every thought that dares to set itself up against the knowledge of Who I Am. For I Am all-Powerful. Nothing is too hard for Me, and Impossible ain’t in My dictionary. Now you go live this day believing that. And don’t you dare stop believing, because it’s not only keeping you going; it’s also keeping you belting it out as you cruise. Rock on, My Girl. For did I also remind you? I Am your Rock.”


(Well . . . I certainly wasn’t expecting all that, but hot dang I’ll take it. Amen.)




Day 19


SHE BELIEVED


She believed. And that was enough.


Amen.


Much like her faith-daddy Abraham, she simply refused to stop believing that God was absolutely able to do exactly what God had promised. Yep.


She believed. She believes. She believes that God calls into existence things that don’t yet exist; she believes God gives life to the dead. After all, she’s seen it. She’s witnessed it. She’s watched as God has rolled away stones before she arrived, parted seas allowing her to walk through them. She’s watched God bring forth beauty from ashes and breathe new life into bones that looked as though they would never dance again. But here they are . . . killin’ it.


And, much like daddy Abraham, she didn’t weaken in her faith when she considered the fact that her body was more than fifty years old, because heck—according to Bible standards, she’s just getting started. Amen.


Beloved, words written only have power if we believe them. Words spoken to us only have power if we believe them. Case in point—I could tell you right now that you’re a mighty warrior, a force to be reckoned with, strong and courageous and brave. But if you don’t believe me. . . . Exactly. Nada.


Ohhh, but if you do. . . . Exactly again. Power.


She believes God makes all things right; she believes God redeems all things. She believes God knows the plans for her because God wrote the plans for her as the Author and Perfecter of her faith. She believes that at times her humanness won’t possibly be able to grasp her holiness, so at times there’ll be blood and sweat and tears. She believes God is sovereign, and that’s a mighty big word. So if you haven’t looked it up in a while, you may want to. Yes.


She believed. She believes. And because the God within her continues to sing “Don’t Stop Believin’” to her . . . she’ll never stop. For she who believes . . . has what she needs . . . to live fully . . . abundantly . . . effectively. Yes.


She believed. And that was enough.


{Romans 3:21–5:21}




Day 20


WALK INTO NEWNESS


Beloved, confidently walk into the newness.


See, the thing about us hanging out, Beloved, is that because I leave my Notes-to-Self all over the dang place, you have no choice but to see them. But maybe today . . . yes . . . maybe today catching a glimpse of my Note-to-Self is the note that your self needs to see. God only knows.


But since you’re already here, I’ll explain why I wrote it to me . . . and if it helps/encourages/causes-you-to-break-out-into-your-own-rendition-of-“Girl-on-Fire”? . . . Well, just invite me to the party, OK? Seriously.


So here’s the thing, Sis—not only do I feel as though I’m entering a season of newness, but I also know myself enough to know that because new is scary. . . I turn to Scripture to remind me . . . that I was created to confidently walk into the newness of life . . . and yes, the all-caps were on purpose.


I am alive because the Spirit, God’s Spirit, the Holy Spirit, is in me giving me breath. Reviving me. Reminding me. Who I am. Who God is. A God Who brings new—the new that we ask for, plead for, beg for. And then when God does . . . we’re scared out of our flipping minds. Yup.


But see, scared doesn’t stop the Spirit. Thank God, or I’d never move an inch. Exactly. No, instead the Spirit within rises up from the well and does what it does so darn well. . . . It performs CPR. It gives me a drink. Sometimes it takes me into the darkness—not as punishment but as provision because what I really need is just a minute, please. Yes.


Beloved, if you need this Note today like I do, then I pray you hear my words as a Sis alongside you—not only cheering you on, but fully ready with arm outstretched, if you just need some help taking those first few steps.


Into your newness. Whatever that looks like. Knowing who you are. Seen and heard and known and loved—a fulfillment of the plans God has for you and has had since before the foundation. You are chosen and called, equipped and empowered to walk into newness knowing you are never alone. God goes before you. Allowing you to confidently go. Into your newness.


Walk on and rock on, Mighty Warrior. XO.




Day 21


REST. RETURN. REMEMBER. REMIND.


Rest. Return. Remember. Remind. Result? Resurrection.


Oh good, you’re still here. I thought for sure I’d lose you at . . . rest. Right. Cuz if you’re like me, that word looks really great on paper today, but seeing as though it’s seated next to the right hand of your to-do list, it’s also not looking likely.


Right. But what if the very things we fight in our lives . . . are the very things meant to help us? Like rest—body, mind, soul. Like eating wisely—body, mind, soul. Like moving and stretching to release and let go of what’s too much to carry, not to mention the fact that stretching keeps us from shrinking.


In more ways than one, take-it-deep, folks. Yes. What if the reason a mama makes her toddler lie down when he or she is upset and restless is because that’s just it—he or she is rest-less. Right.


What if it isn’t because she’s into cruel and unusual punishment but because she knows what her child needs in order to rise anew? New attitude. New smiles. New life. Right. And what if our Parent in Heaven does the same for us for all those same reasons? Whew . . . I know, right?


And what if we take resting and apply it to our soul for that soul-rest we crave more than anything else? What if we rest . . . in our knowing . . . the rest? Yes. The rest of the story. Not the details—the outcome. What if that . . . the resting . . . is what allows us . . . to rest? I know, right?


Beloved, I know you’re busy. I know this week has been hard. So here’s some R’s for you, should you need them—cuz you know I’m all into alliteration, amen.


Rest in your knowing. Return to Who God is. Remember all God has done—every promise of new, every vow to never abandon or forsake. Remember that graves don’t contain . . . cuz they can’t. Remind yourself that it’s no coincidence that wait and weight sound exactly the same, because both are really, really hard to bear. Right. And then while you’re at it, remind yourself that both strengthen. Mmhmm.


Result? Result of the resting and the returning and the remembering and the reminding? Resurrection. Right. Renewed. Refreshed. Ready.


Rock on.




[image: image]


Day 22


STAND FIRM


Woman, stand firm.


Yes. Stand firm in the truth that you were fearfully and wonderfully created in the image of the One Who formed you and knit you together by hand. Stand firm in your beauty, your uniqueness, the treasure you carry within that shines like a million stars in the sky, even though most of the time you don’t see it.


Woman, stand firm. Stand firm in who you are—chosen and called, set apart and sanctified, sent to this Earth with a purpose that no devil in hell or on Earth can prevent, for God doesn’t lose. Amen.


Woman, stand firm. Stand firm in what you know to be true while also allowing yourself to continually learn things anew. Yes. Stand firm, not rigid. Not unwilling to move or to shift, but rather firm in your resolve to never give up because you know that your God has got you, and there is indeed a reason for everything under the sun, even when we can’t understand it. Yes.


Woman, stand firm in Who your God is—an unchanging God Who chose you before the foundation of the world and vowed to never leave or forsake you. And listen—you’re gonna wanna remember that.


Woman, stand firm. Don’t forget who you are. Don’t forget the power you have been given—the power of the Spirit dwelling within you, supplying your very own breath. Yes. Don’t submit yourself yet again to a yoke of slavery that tries to force you to “stay in your place” instead of freely seeking out new lands and new space.


Woman, stand firm. For nothing can separate you from the love of the One for Whom all things are possible and nothing is too hard. So don’t you dare stop praying and asking and even begging for all that you need and all that you want, trusting that what it is that you desire most was not placed within you on accident.


Woman, stand firm in who you are. In Who God is. Provider. Protector. All-Powerful Always. The God Who sees you and calls you by name—Beloved. Yes.


Woman, stand firm. For the God Who is with you also goes before you so you have nothing to fear. Your story’s been written and declared to be good. Believe it and “Don’t Stop Believin’.” XO.


{Galatians 5:1}




Day 23


BELIEVE YOU WILL GROW AGAIN


Despite all that’s been taken from you, Beloved, believe today that you will begin to grow again.


We get our hair cut and don’t think much of it, because without overthinking it or even thinking about it at all for that matter, we believe without even having to say it out loud that it’ll grow back. History tells us that.


We deadhead our flowers throughout their season to bloom because we want there to be room . . . for new blooms . . . yup. And see we know these things and we do these things, and yet I have to wonder when it comes to so many other things . . . do we forget that we are made . . . to grow . . . again?


Oh good, maybe now we won’t miss it.


Beloved, what if today you believed that you will begin to grow again? Thrive again? Survive again? Bear fruit again? Give birth to new again? Smile again? Laugh again? Love again? Live again? And I mean really live again, not just go through the motions of life while muttering, “‘nother day, ‘nother dollar . . . ” Right.


What if you believed today that despite all that’s been taken from you, all that’s been cut off, plucked, perhaps even taken in order to feed others . . . what if today you believed . . . that you . . . will begin . . . to grow . . . again?


Would that again in fact be a gain? A gain for your strength? A gain for your faith? A gain for your hope, perseverance, and endurance? Would it?


Because if it would . . . then dare to believe it. I mean it. And don’t stop believin’. I mean that too. I also love you like crazy, so there’s that. XO. And amen.


{Judges 16:22}




Day 24


BECAUSE YOU’RE A WARRIOR


Because she was a warrior.


She defeats kings and overcomes things she never thought she’d defeat/overcome . . . because she is a warrior. She climbs mountains big and small, some appearing like giant piles of laundry or stacks of dishes or that hill of paper she’s not sure what to do with but is pretty sure she should hold on to . . . because she is a warrior.


She arises each day and drinks coffee and takes time to nourish and strengthen her mind, body, and soul because she knows what the day may demand from her, and therefore she knows what she’ll need . . . because she is a warrior. She looks ahead to the future, believing there is still much land for her to possess, and asks/begs God to give her the courage she needs to go and possess it . . . because she is a warrior. And that’s what warriors do.


She views victory as what is best for all, not simply for her, because that’s how a true warrior thinks and . . . because she is a warrior. She looks for the light at the end of the tunnel, even if it is the low-gas light flickering at her as she drives . . . because she is a warrior. She believes with every ounce of her being that she is fearfully and wonderfully made, and she’s gonna own that because that’s how much she believes it and . . . because she is a warrior. And that’s how warriors think.


She rests when she needs to rest and cries when she needs to cry and sweats when she needs to sweat while thanking her God for the ability to do all three as a way for her soul to process all that it’s carrying . . . because she is a warrior.


She asks God again and again and again for what she needs and what she wants, and as she does, she trusts with all she’s got that she’s heard because she knows darn well her God hears her and . . . because she is a warrior. A warrior with fight left in her and a passion that may just take her places she never thought she’d go. A warrior who dares to believe and refuses to stop believing. A warrior called by name. A warrior seen. A warrior known. A warrior empowered and equipped for all she will face on this Earth.


So yes, she will press on . . . because she is a warrior. And so are you. XO.


{Joshua 17:1}




Day 25


TRUSTING THE ANSWER WILL COME


She begged God to help her with her decision. And then she took a deep breath and trusted the answer would come.


It seems as though we’re always trying to make a decision. Some are so easy and so everyday that we don’t really even think about ’em. Like regular or decaf. C’mon now.


But then there are others. Ahhh yes, the others. Those we grapple with, wrestle with—those we so desperately don’t want to get wrong. Those that often look like . . . Should I stay or should I go now? (Permission to sing it—I did!) Should I let go or should I hang on? Should I say yes or should I say no? And whichever I choose, is it revealing my real and truest desire or my hate-to-admit-it fear?


Funny, isn’t it? We spend our childhood desperate to make our own decisions, and then we reach adulthood and beg God, “Just show me! Show me what to do/which path to take/tell me what my answer should be!” Perhaps it’s because by the time we’re here, in the hood we call Grown-Up, we’re a bit “decisioned out.” Like when the fam asks you what’s for supper and you look at them like, “IDK, you tell me.”
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