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Dedication


To my Spirit Mate, David. Your love has changed my life. Thank you for being the string to my kite, the hilt to my blade, and the implementer of all my crazy ideas. We are now, and will always be, an amazing team. I love you.


To my Mama, one of the greatest women I have ever known. Thank you for being my biggest cheerleader. I wish you were here, but I’m so glad you’re finally free.
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I didn’t even have to leave my neighborhood to meet the love of my life. I only had to walk out into my front yard and there he was sweeping his driveway. You are hearing me right. I met and married the boy next door.


Before you get jealous because that sounds so easy and you’re thinking how lucky I am, and how you wish that would happen to you, I need to add one tiny little detail. I walked out into my front yard and yelled at the man who is now my husband.


Yep—I tore his head clean off.


You probably have some questions, so let me tell you the whole story.


During my divorce from my first husband, I lived on a quiet cul-de-sac full of overpriced townhouses. I had no idea that anyone was moving in next door. Quite honestly, I was worried that I could no longer afford to live there just on my income and was seriously considering moving out. My everyday life was filled with all the fear of the unknown that every divorcing woman feels, especially those with children.


My daughter, six years old at the time, was playing outside with a neighbor. It was a beautiful Saturday afternoon, and I was busy doing my “mom” stuff. After a short amount of time, my daughter’s friend came to complain that she had no one to play with anymore.


I asked her why she wasn’t playing with my daughter, to which she replied, “She only wants to play with the new girl!”


The new girl? I thought. Who’s the new girl?


I went outside to see what was going on, and my baby was nowhere to be seen. I ran around to the back, but there was still no sight of her. I started to freak out. She had never left the yard before on her own, and I’d just received an email alert that we had a registered sex offender living in the neighborhood, so naturally my mind went right to the worst-case scenario.


Finally, as I’m running around the cul-de-sac like my hair’s on fire, screaming her name, here she came with a cute little blonde who was obviously “the new girl.”


“Where have you been?” I demanded.


“At her house,” my daughter replied.


“Oh, really? Well, you know you aren’t supposed to leave the yard.” Still upset from my frantic search, I feigned politeness to this small new neighbor.


“When did you move in?” I asked.


“Today,” she said. I asked her what her mom and dad’s names were. “Oh, I only live with my dad,” she replied. “My parents are divorced.”


At this moment, here appeared the “dad” talking to another neighbor in his driveway. Still full of crazy, bitter-lady-next-door adrenaline, I stormed over to him, interrupted the conversation, and very non-politely introduced myself: “I’m Jackie and this is my daughter and if she’s at your house she’s there without my permission!”


With that announcement, I turned on my heels and strutted away. I was pretty proud of myself. I told him, I thought. How dare he let my six-year-old come over to his house? He’s a complete stranger. Didn’t he think to ask her if her mother knew where she was? A WOMAN would have known to do that.


I felt smug. I’d put him in his place and shown him the correct protocol for playing with the neighbors. Later on, as I was leaving to run errands, another neighbor stopped me; you know the type, every neighborhood has one—the gossip.


She managed to know everything that was going on. Sometimes I wondered if she went through our garbage while we slept. I’m pretty sure she knew about my divorce before I did. “Hey, you were pretty hard on that new guy, don’t you think?” she said.


“Huh? Who, me?” I replied.


“Yeah,” she continued, “he’s really nice. He’s a single dad of two, and he’s a schoolteacher.” She said it really slowly as if, How could you talk to a schoolteacher like that? They’re our American heroes! “And,” she said, pausing for emphasis, “he’s a Christian.” She smiled with glee. She knew with that statement she’d hit the mother lode.


I frowned. My conscience started twitching.


She didn’t miss a beat. “He teaches at a Christian school and works at that big church in town…” Then she went in for the kill. “Aren’t you a Christian too?” She asked this while looking at me with big, innocent eyes.


So now I felt like a total jerk, which was obviously every bit her intention.


I didn’t even have the patience to answer so I just nodded and hurried off to my car. I began to rally myself. I wasn’t that mean, was I? Surely a protective mother isn’t a bad thing, right? What does she know, anyway? He could be a serial killer, I assured myself. He did look nice (and cute, my inner teenager reminded me). Yikes! What have I done?


You know what they say: “When you assume, you make an ass out of you and out of me.” Well, I definitely did that but thank goodness my big head got another chance.


A week later, I got the opportunity to apologize, and David, the new neighbor, accepted. We began a friendship that four months later turned into a romance and then into a marriage. In eight months, I went from yelling at him in the front yard to saying “I do” at the altar.


Now, fourteen years later, we realize just how perfectly matched we really are, and by perfectly, I mean nobody else could ever put up with either one of us. It was as if we were created for each other, because in a very real way, we were.


I don’t believe this kind of passion and compatibility is something that only happens every once in a while, and only to some super lucky people. It also doesn’t happen accidentally. It happens by design and with intention.


I believe you’ve been highlighted by heaven for a divine appointment, a date with destiny, one that will alter the trajectory of your life not just now, but for generations to come. Someday as we are looking back over our lives, there will be certain experiences, opportunities, and decisions that we will be able to point to as the times when something significant happened that changed us forever. I believe if you choose it, this has the power and potential to be one of those times in your life and in the lives of all the women who come after you.


Against All Odds


There are millions of books—somewhere upward of 690 million—sold every year, but you just so happened to find this book. Since those odds are clearly not in your favor as a reader or mine as an author, something beyond “the math” must be at work.


I know you may think it was a coincidence you picked up this book. After all, you just happened to notice it on your daily Target run (I know you, girl) or perhaps it was innocently sitting on the counter at a relative’s house or poking its controversial little head out of your friend’s purse at lunch. More than likely, the bold title is what caused you to do a double take. You might have laughed out loud, or even rolled your eyes a little, but you still just “had to see” what the heck this book was all about, even if it were just to refute its contents at your next girls’ night out over a half-bottle of wine. For the sake of argument, let’s just call it curiosity.


But the truth is, because of the odds against you, you didn’t find this book at all—you were drawn to it. For lack of a better way to say it, it found you.


Heaven Is Listening


This might sound a little hooky-spooky, but women tell me over and over again that at the moment their lives intersected with mine, they had just been praying about their love lives. Now, let’s be honest; when some of them say that they had just been praying, what they really mean is they had just been yelling, cussing, crying, and shaking their fist at the heavens, Bruce Almighty style. They were having a momentary meltdown where they could no longer pretend that they weren’t sick and tired of feeling lonely, left out, unwanted, unchosen, and just plain angry, sad, and frustrated with their singleness.


They were “wondering” out loud to God and anyone else who would listen—“What’s wrong with me?” “Why can’t I find someone to love me?” “When is it going to be my turn?” “Where are all the good guys?” They say it’s right at that moment that I show up, sometimes before the tears are even dry, out of the clear blue sky like some mystical matchmaking Nanny McPhee.


Often I show up in their text messages from a friend asking them, “Have you ever heard of Jackie Dorman?” I also show up on their social media feed in the form of a shared video or post, and nowadays I even show up on radio—which they tell me they normally never listen to anymore.


Regardless of how my voice reaches them in that moment, more than a few of them believe it’s a direct answer from heaven to the cries of their heart. I completely agree. I know it’s hard to believe after everything you’ve been through, but God is emotionally involved in your life. Heaven is listening. So it isn’t just a coincidence.


I can’t believe in coincidences because I have had too many personal experiences to prove that they don’t exist. I no longer believe our lives are big, random, serendipitous free-for-alls. Instead I believe our lives are constantly unfolding, exquisitely written masterpieces, chock-full of adventure and excitement with invitation after invitation to more.


At every page turn, there’s a new opportunity to receive all that God has stored away just for us. This is one of those opportunities. It reminds me of that little pop-up message on your cell phone that tells you, usually at the most inconvenient and random times, that there is a new operating system available. I don’t know about you, but that usually happens to me when I am nowhere near Wi-Fi and don’t have the time to take advantage of the download that’s available.


But it waits for me. It reminds me, every once in a while, that it’s still there and still available. Eventually I am perfectly positioned at home with Wi-Fi phone fully charged, ready to receive the upgrade.


This Is Your Invitation


In my own life, every single time something life-changing was about to happen to me, it started with a book. Sometimes I got that book long before I was ready to receive the message that it carried.


For instance, my mother recently passed away. It was a very traumatic loss for me. I didn’t know how to navigate it or who to talk to about how I was feeling, and I began to cry out to God. One day as I was having my daily cryfest, I noticed a book sitting on my bookshelf.


I have a lot of books from all different seasons of my life. Some I have read, and some I have not. This particular book was simply titled Heaven, and I remembered instantly that I’d gotten it as a free bonus book from a book club that I was in more than twenty years ago. As a bonus book, that means that I didn’t even pick it; apparently, it picked me.


I have purged my book collection many times over the years; donated books; loaned books to friends who, of course, never returned them; and somehow this book has made the cut every time. I have moved eleven times since I received that book in the mail in 1997, and yet it stayed with me until I was finally ready to receive its message.


With all my heart I believe the saying that when the student is ready, the teacher will come. You are ready. Your heart has been primed to receive the message on these pages because God has been preparing your heart for years for this very moment. You are being invited into a relationship upgrade.


It’s Time for a Plot Twist


I have learned during twenty-four years of teaching women that the subject of this book isn’t simply an unhealed place. For many women it’s an open, infected, and festering heart wound filled with all kinds of “dis”: disillusionment, disappointment, and discouragement.


I already surmised that calling this movement “Married in 12 Months or Less” was going to get some people up in their feelings, and by that I mean it was going to really tick them off.


I even argued with God about it. “We are going to hit a nerve with this branding,” I told him.


“It’s not branding, Jackie; it’s my promise,” he told me.


“A promise? You mean this title is a literal declaration?” I started to get really nervous now. “One year or less? Engaged? Married? You mean to a good guy, right, God?”


“Yes, I mean to a great guy!” he confirmed. “A match made in heaven! When you have a healthy, healed, and whole heart, it doesn’t have to take a long time.”


I immediately began to think of all the marriages I had seen over the years that had happened quickly—and I’ve seen more than a few. As a result, I have become a firm believer that there are two types of marriages that happen fast: the toxic, codependent, crazy ones, and the undeniably supernatural ones. I’ve had both kinds. The tragic kind and the God kind. God doesn’t write sad love stories, but until we learn how to fully surrender the pen, we definitely do.


The Ancient of Days Has Ancient Ways


I believe we’re living in a time when God is restoring not just our own foundations, but the foundations of generations. I believe that every one of you reading this book has the opportunity to be a kinsman redeemer and that whatever negative patterns have been running in your family in the area of love and relationships can run out with you.


So many people have so much confusion and chaos around the area of relationships, especially romantic relationships. People are finding it hard to connect, and it’s a global problem. It’s ironic since we have never been more connected because of the rise of technology and social media, and yet we still can’t seem to find one another. And when we do, we can’t seem to really connect with others on a deeper level.


Even in China, a country where men outnumber women, some companies are giving single women “dating leave” in hopes they’ll be able to find their partner. (So clearly, “no single men” isn’t the problem.) People everywhere are having trouble in this area, not just in your country, city, or community.


Nowadays we let technology and apps do the dirty work of sorting out suitors. But it’s time for us to take a different course. The ways we have been doing things for so long aren’t working. The modern ways have let us down time and time again. I know it can get us thinking there is something wrong with us, but what if there is just something wrong with the culture around us? If we’re not able to form attachments with the opposite sex, at least not for the long-term, then certainly there has to be a healthier way.


Falling in love is not meant to be this hard! I know so many people long for a simpler time. Something has got to give, and it’s got to give soon. Deep in our hearts we know there is more because there is something hardwired in us that tells us this is not how it’s supposed to be. There’s a better way.






Go stand at the crossroads and look around. Ask for directions to the old road, The tried-and-true road. Then take it. Discover the right route for your souls.


—JEREMIAH 6:16 MSG








I think we can all agree that we’re at a crossroads as a society. This passage from Jeremiah is telling us that the ancient of days has ancient ways. When we’re confused, lost, sick, and tired of being sick and tired, we can ask for directions to the good way, the better way, the ancient way. I believe that good road will lead us back to our relationship roots—back to the real purpose of marriage, back to the highest versions of ourselves, and back to the authentic masculine and feminine.


God is making matches and restoring family right now. I believe that 100 percent. Every week, I receive news of clients going on dates after decades of nothing, having good interactions with the opposite sex, and getting engaged and married to the love of their life.


God wants to heal the relationships in your life, starting with your relationship with him, then with yourself, and then with others—in that order. These beautiful God-written love stories are not just between you and the man of your dreams, contrary to popular belief. They originate between you and God, and your relationship with your future husband is just a beautiful extension and continuation of that love story.


I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that these love stories are available to everyone who wants one but not without some heart-work. God doesn’t love me more than he loves you. God is playing matchmaker more than ever, and he wants to make a match for you. This book will show you how to let him. It’s time to stop going it on your own. It’s his desire to reconstruct marriage and family and he wants that reconstruction to start with you. But you have to give him permission to do that for you.


If you’re ready to allow him to supernaturally work in your life, pray this prayer:




Father God,


I give you permission to search me and to reveal anything in my heart that does not belong to my true feminine identity. Anything that is hindering me from living the big, beautiful life you created me to live. Holy Spirit, I invite you into the darkest areas of my heart. Show me the areas that are still wounded and still hurting. The areas that are holding me back from fully giving and receiving love. When you reveal these broken places to me, I covenant with you to release them into your care and to respond with forgiveness and repentance. I set aside this season of my life for a time of healing and wholeness and ask the Holy Spirit to take charge of this process. I ask that you dwell with me and in me. I need you. I cannot heal myself. I want to be free from the past, free to be who I truly am. Help me to become the amazing woman you have created me to be.


Show me the lies I have believed about myself, men, marriage—even the lies I have believed about you. Teach me the Greater Truth, teach me your ways, teach me how to love, and teach me how to live abundantly.


Teach Me, Show Me, Heal Me, and Grow Me,


Amen
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I can’t count the number of women I’ve talked to over the years with crazy horror stories of past relationships. I’ve heard unbelievable stories of rejection, heartbreak, and stories of infidelity and scandal that would rival the plot of a Lifetime movie. Most of these women throw in the towel and say, “Never again! I’m done forever! I’m getting a cat!” But just like the infamous cast of Sex and the City, they’re never really done. They always—and I mean, always—try again.


No matter how much disappointment, how many times you’ve thought “he’s the one” (only to have him ask out your friend), how many penis pics have been sent to your dating app inbox, how many awful first dates you’ve been on, how many times you’ve met Prince Alarming instead of Prince Charming… you still keep coming back for more.


Are you kidding me? Are you nuts? Didn’t you get the memo? This is the 21st century. We’re liberated women. We’re empowered. Women don’t need no man!


I mean, seriously, it’s not that you’re desperate. You’re beautiful. You’re intelligent. You’re successful. You have “award-winning” in your bio on your company’s website. You’re educated. You have every letter of the alphabet after your name, but you still want M-R-S before your name.


You still want a man. You still want to be married, even though you might have an amazing career. You still want to be a mother, no matter how many times your one year of “women’s studies” in college says you don’t need to be a wife and mom to be fulfilled. You still want it.


You might hate yourself for it. Women tell me all the time that they feel ashamed for still wanting this. You might be sneaking this book past family members or roommates or strangers on an airplane.


It’s sad, but so many women tell me they can’t talk to anyone about this desire anymore, especially divorced women or women under/over a certain age, without people telling them they should just enjoy their unmarried lives. That’s easy for others to say considering most of those advice givers are married. (Probably unhappily married, which is why they envy you not having to deal with their annoying spouse.)


Women have been shamed for too long for wanting to be married. They have been shamed by modern culture for not being empowered enough to have outgrown that “archaic” desire and shamed by family and friends for not being independent enough to be happily single. They’ve even been shamed by spiritual communities for not loving God enough to be content in what seems like the never-ending waiting room.


So why do you want a husband? You want one, or else you wouldn’t have picked up this book.


I once had a matchmaking client who had been married five times (yes, five). After hearing about the disasters her love life had been, I point-blank asked her why she wanted to be married again after everything she had been through.


She looked at me and said, “I don’t know. I just still believe God has a good marriage for me.”


Maybe you’re like my client. No matter how many times you get your heart broken, even if your relationship resume looks like a really bad CARFAX report with wreck after wreck listed, you keep trying. Or maybe you’re the opposite. Maybe you’re the one who never got picked. Perhaps you’ve had crush after crush end up with someone else. You’ve had a string of first dates that never turned into second dates, or you’ve never even been asked on an actual date at all.


Either way, you’ve been met with failure after failure. So why are you downloading that dating app yet again? Why are you going to another singles event? Why are you binge-watching Hallmark movies, dreaming about the day it’s finally going to be your turn?


You Were Created for This


The reason is simple: You were created for this. As the feminine of God, you naturally desire to reconnect with your masculine counterpart.


If you’re a woman, you were born to embody the feminine of God. I want to tell you something about your femininity, about your gender—gender was instituted as part of God’s original and perfect plan.


God said, “Let us make mankind in our image, male and female let us make them.” So the divine community—Father, Son, and Holy Spirit—is both masculine and feminine.


Remember, God is not a man, even though he’s depicted as a man (which is part of the reason we don’t see ourselves through the lens of divinity as women). But he is not a man, he is not a person, he is not even human. God is a spirit. The attributes of both genders are contained within the spiritual community of heaven.


As a woman, you were created to represent the feminine attributes of God. That’s part of my purpose of writing this book—helping you step back into that authentic feminine. Because when you step back into that, your influence and impact on the world will be unlimited. A lot of us women have disconnected from our femininity. We equate being a woman with weakness. We sometimes believe it’s even dangerous to be a woman. Many of us have been exploited or used because we were born female.


I want to help you make peace with the way God made you and help you step back into God’s original plan for your life. That’s what Jesus came to do. He came to reconcile us as sons and daughters.


That’s what the cross does. It reconciles us first back to God, but it also has the power to reconcile us back to ourselves and then to one another. When I know who I am to myself, I know who to be to others in partnership, relationship, and community. That was God’s original plan—relationship and community.


Simply put, God wanted a family. That’s why he created us in the first place. You’ve been created for love, both to love and be loved. In the same way God exists in community—Father, Son, and Holy Spirit—he wants us to exist in community too.



In the Beginning


So let’s talk about the seven days of creation. You know that story, right? God’s speaking. He’s using his words to create. “Let there be light. Let there be land. Let there be water. Let them separate. Let there be mountains and oceans and trees and birds and life in the sea and beasts on the land.” He’s speaking all these amazing things into being, and it’s all happening with just a few words from his mouth.


When we get to the sixth day, he says “Let us make man.” I really love what God does on this day. All the things we think are so amazing and majestic are things he spoke into existence. I don’t know about you, but I have cried while standing before the beauty of God’s creation. There are not even words in the English language to describe the beauty of oceans, mountains, and forests. We just keep saying, “Wow. That’s amazing. That’s awesome. Wow.” When it came to making us, the ancient text says God didn’t simply speak; instead, he crafted us with his own hands.


I want you to see how intentional God is with his family. He didn’t just speak us into existence—he formed us. He’s emotionally involved with us. And the same level of care he took with that first person, he took with you.


He knit you together in your mother’s womb, just like he formed Adam out of the dust and breathed life into him. He was just as invested with all the beautiful sparkling threads he used to make the amazing masterpiece that is you.


So here we have Adam. He’s been formed on the sixth day and God brings all these animal friends around to hang out with him. Adam is having fun naming all these animals in a beautiful utopia in perfect relationship with God. Sounds incredible.


But God looks at this and says, “This ain’t good.”


I should mention that after God created all those other amazing things with the words of his mouth every day up until this point, God was like, “This is good!” The word “good” here means “I like this! This is done. This is complete. No tweaking necessary!”


But on this day, he takes a look at Adam hanging out with the animals in this sweet garden that he planted just for him and says, “This isn’t finished. Something is missing.”


The Father turns to the other members of the heavenly family and says, “It’s not good for man to be alone.”


Alone? Did I miss something? Did I fall asleep again while reading the Bible? I do that sometimes. Adam’s not alone. He’s surrounded by creation. He was in the presence of God like none of us have ever experienced. It’s like that song “In the Garden”; God walked with him, and talked with him, and called him his own. We’ve never experienced God that way. We’ve only had a teeny-tiny taste of what that’s like, but that was Adam’s everyday reality.
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