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INTRODUCTION 
 
 

I remember the first time I saw him. It was the end of January, smack 
in the middle of a brutally cold Chicago winter. He walked in out of the 
cold air and took a seat in front of my desk, waiting to meet with my 
boss. At first glance, I thought he was sort of nerdy looking--tall and 
lanky, dressed in plain jeans and worker boots. Not that I’m really into 
labels, I could just tell that he wasn’t one of those “look at me” kind of 
guys.  
 
Remembering I had duties as the acting receptionist, I looked up from 
my screen, stopped my incessant typing and said hello. He looked up 
from his phone and smiled at me, “I’m sorry,” he laughed. “I’m not 
used to this Chicago hawk. I think my manners are frozen. Hi, how are 
you?” 
I was caught off guard by his grin. It was the kind of perfect smile you 
see on Crest commercials.  
Answer him, Christal!, I said to myself. “No worries,” I laughed, trying 
not to smile too big. “I’m assuming you’re not from here. But I’m well 
thank you. How are you?” I managed to fully engage in the budding 
conversation without losing myself in that smile, and before he left, we 
exchanged numbers.  
 
I remember how excited I was to get his first text message. It wasn’t 
anything super cheesy or poetic. It was just nice to get a text from a guy 
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who was interested in getting to know me. We texted and talked here 
and there for a few days and then, as friends, we went to the movies. It 
wasn’t a date. I drove and I paid for my own ticket. He bought snacks. 
This is okay, right? Just friends. Hanging out. Friends hang out with 
cute friends...right? 
 
After the movie we had a nice friendly chat...that lasted for four hours. 
The guy I originally thought was a total nerd was suddenly so attractive. 
He was smart and sarcastic, nerdy but goofy, different yet still 
“regular.” I liked regular, especially being passed over by so many 
“Hollywood” boys rocking all the latest brands and having no genuine 
personality. I felt my heart race all the way home, thinking and 
imagining what this could become. I had prayed so hard just a few 
weeks earlier, asking God to make this a better year, to turn everything 
around. I was tired of being single, dating guys who had no real 
intentions with me, living a life I dreaded. I wanted change. And now I 
recognized an opportunity.  
 
A week later we shared our first kiss. It was unexpected yet 
well-received. I was relieved that he kissed me, because I was starting to 
think maybe he didn’t see me in a romantic light. But that kiss changed 
everything...unfortunately. I didn’t realize it at the moment, but that kiss 
sent us on a downward spiral. We never engaged in sexual 
activities--not that I didn’t want to, because, I’ll be honest, my flesh was 
super weak and willing, but he didn’t want to move too fast and neither 
did I.  
 
I respected his self-discipline. I admired his work ethic and the way he 
told me he prayed for me. I felt myself letting go (as usual), following 
my heart and ignoring my head, abandoning all wisdom and 
discernment. I tried to be smart, different from all the other times. I 
wanted to be “adult” about it all. I asked him what he wanted, what 
exactly was he looking for, to which he responded, “I’m about to go on 
this new journey, and I want someone to go with me.”  
 
I was sold. I found myself browsing Kay’s website, imagining what my 
engagement ring would look like, wondering how it would sound the 
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first time he told me that he loved me. You could have squeezed me 
and gushy feelings would have oozed out. I knew it had only been a 
couple months, but this guy really lined up with everything on “the 
list.” He was a praying man, valued church, had a job, a place to live, a 
car, great cooking skills, health conscious...and he was tall and good 
looking. Surely, this had to be “the one.” And I was so gracious, 
showing off all my wifely characteristics. I was patient when he took his 
sweet time to call me back (And by patient, I mean I didn’t nag him 
about responding faster, but rather harassed my sister with all my 
emotional, impatient texts). I was understanding when he explained 
how busy he was with work and how he didn’t have as much time for 
me like before. I cooked extravagant meals for him, and thought of 
special ways to surprise him, and didn’t complain when he didn’t 
reciprocate. I was going to prove that I was the right person with 
whom to go on this journey. 
 
I’ll never forget the night everything changed (again). He had just 
bought a new car. I had been praying so hard that he would be able to 
get one, because the one he had was falling apart (more wifely points 
for me). He called me, all excited and grateful for my prayers. I was 
beaming with joy and pride. I waited impatiently for him to drive over 
so I could see it. A couple of hours went by and I texted him to see 
how long he’d be. Maybe something happened. Maybe he had to go back to the 
dealership for something. A few more hours passed and he called, letting me 
know he was on his way. Finally.  
 
I took my one and only spin in that car. It was beautiful, clean, had a 
smooth ride. I was so happy for him. And he was so excited. We went 
back to my house and I served him the plate of food I’d had waiting. I 
sat close to him, so happy to finally have him near me again. I 
whispered to him, “tell me a secret,” which was always my way of 
getting a guy to tell me how he really feels. “I can’t think of anything.” 
So not the answer I wanted, but it had been a long day so I let it slide. 
 
“How about you tell me a secret,” he said.  
 
“Okay,” I said smiling, my heart pounding as emotions flooded my 
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face. “Well,” I said hesitantly, “my feelings are growing for you 
everyday. I’m so happy.” The bomb detonated in 3...2...1… 
 
”I have something to tell you,” he said. 
 
“Okay…” I straightened up my posture. 
 
“Well…” he hesitated. My heart began racing in anticipation. “I hope 
you know how amazing you are…”  
 
My heart sank. I knew the start of this conversation all too well. My 
heartbeat was booming in my ears, barely drowning out the dull sound 
of his rejection.  
 
Let's not jump to conclusions, I encouraged myself. I took a deep breath and 
tuned back in just in time to hear my least favorite words: “I don't feel 
the same way.”  
 
I'll be honest, I thought he was joking at first. Surely we didn't just 
waste three months. I mean, we clicked. We had chemistry. I knew 
him…at least, I thought I did.  
 
When I finally realized that my worst nightmare had become my reality, 
tears stormed down my cheeks. I couldn't catch my breath. It wasn't so 
much that I got dumped. I had been there plenty of times. It was the 
fact that I genuinely tried to do things differently. I tried to be patient, 
let him lead, let him pursue me, not “do too much.” But he led me on. 
I was consumed with embarrassment, fooled into thinking I was 
special, desired and cherished.  
 
He walked out of my door and out of my life for good.  
 
______________________________________ 
 
Rejection is inevitable. It is one of the most painful, yet most fruitful 
parts of life that we all encounter.  
 

13 



30 DAYS OF CHANGE 

I gave my heart to a boy. Let's call him...Rob. Instead of giving me his 
heart in return, Rob gave my heart back to me in pieces and took some 
things that didn't belong to him.  
 
He seemingly robbed me of my identity, my self worth, my dignity and 
my desire to be vulnerable. I had completely shut down. I went from 
being this wide-eyed dreamer, full of hope and anticipation of love and 
destiny, to being a closed-off pessimist, first aching with wrenching 
pain, then just numb. I didn't want to feel anything anymore.  
 
One of my mentors suggested I write a thank you note to God for all 
the pain. I thought she was nuts. How could I ever begin to express 
even the tiniest bit of gratitude for the pain I was feeling? But when the 
pain hits you that hard, you get desperate.  
 
Writing that letter was the best thing I've ever done. God took me on a 
journey for 30 days that changed my life forever. In the next several 
chapters, I'm going to share with you how God exchanged my tears for 
His wonderful joy.  
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CHAPTER 1 | BE HONEST WITH GOD 
 
 

“Long enough, GOD — you’ve ignored me long enough. I’ve looked at the 
back of your head long enough. Long enough I’ve carried this ton of trouble, 
lived with a stomach full of pain. Long enough my arrogant enemies have 
looked down their noses at me. 
 
Take a good look at me, GOD, my God; I want to look life in the eye, So no 
enemy can get the best of me or laugh when I fall on my face. 
 
I’ve thrown myself headlong into your arms— I’m celebrating your rescue. I’m 
singing at the top of my lungs, I’m so full of answered prayers.” 
Psalm 13:1-6 THE MESSAGE 
 
 
Have you ever felt so angry that you couldn't even pray? All you could 
do was cry or just create a permanent crease of despair in your 
forehead? I have. I had so many emotions I couldn't even really 
describe them all. I didn't want to talk. I didn't want to eat. I didn't 
want to be touched. I wanted to be strong and unbothered, the way 
most guys seem to be, but deep inside my feelings haunted me.  
 
Any well-meaning Christian friend would suggest, “Just pray about it. 
Talk to God.” My mentor suggested I write God a letter and thank 
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Him for all the pain I was experiencing. I laughed in disbelief. I couldn't 
believe she had the audacity to suggest that I thank anybody for this 
heartbreak.  
 
If I'm being really honest, truth is I was mad at God. How could He 
allow this to happen to me AGAIN?! I tried so hard to do things 
differently this time, to keep Him in the center and follow His lead. 
And He led me right into the fire. I was burning with rage. But I was 
afraid to be mad at God. I mean...He's God. How can I be mad at a 
perfect being who doesn’t do any wrong? Better yet, how can I express 
to that same perfect God that I--an imperfect mess of a human--am 
mad at Him? 
 
The answer is simple:  God gave us emotions. It’s not a sin to be angry; 
it’s a sin to stay angry (Ephesians 4:26-27). So many of us have this 
notion that we can cover things up and hide from God, but that, my 
friends, is a lie. “Nothing in all creation is hidden from God. 
Everything is naked and exposed before His eyes, and He is the one to 
whom we are accountable,” Hebrews 4:13 (NLT). Nothing happens 
without God’s knowledge and permission (Lamentations 3:37). 
Sometimes, when things don’t go the way we planned, we will feel 
angry and disappointed with people, with ourselves and with God. It’s 
natural to feel angry with God when circumstances yield tears of 
sorrow instead of smiles.  
 
In the same way that we are called to deal with our anger for other 
people, we are to address our feelings and keep communicating with 
God. I remember walking around Hyde Park two weeks before Rob 
broke up with me. I felt like he was distancing himself from me and I 
started to panic. As I clung to the inside of the sidewalk, looking at all 
the living things around me, tears falling like rocks on the pavement, I 
begged God not to let my heart break again. “I can’t take another 
heartbreak, Daddy,” I cried. “Please don’t let me get hurt again.” 
Remembering those words I had spoken just a couple of weeks before 
made me even angrier. I felt betrayed. I felt like God did the exact 
opposite of what I had asked Him to do, and I was angry with Him.  
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Great news:  God is not afraid of your emotions. Unlike us, God isn’t 
going to get mad at you because you’re mad at Him. He’s not going to 
get offended because you have the emotions that He designed for you. 
And you cannot hide your emotions from Him. Remember, He knows 
every one of your thoughts (1 Chronicles 28:9).  
 
I didn’t embrace this truth right away. I tried the all-too-familiar route 
of talking to friends first, but no one could really understand exactly 
how I felt. When I had enough of the well-intended but not-so-helpful 
“it’ll get better” responses, I realized that the only One who could truly 
understand was the One who created me and knows me better than I 
know myself. So, reluctantly, I started out with the “thank You for this 
terrible pain” letter. Angry, confused, annoyed, but full of blind faith, I 
wrote: 
 
Dear Daddy God, 
 
Thank You for this beautiful day of clarity, full of Your bountiful grace and mercy. 
I would be lost without You.  
 
Thank You for my breakup with Rob, for it serves as a definite communication 
from You to me about things that need to change. I thank You for all the pain I feel 
in my heart, because it shows that I’m living and growing. I thank You for all the 
times he made me feel unimportant and like I wasn’t a priority because I’m now 
more aware of the signs You give me. 
 
I think I better understand what Jesus meant by “lead us not into temptation, but 
deliver us from evil.” Thank You for delivering me from a toxic situation that was 
wrought in toxic emotions. Thank You for all the times he didn’t answer or respond, 
and the pain I felt and tears I cried, because I know that I’ll reap joy for my tears. 
And I’m reminded of how You are faithful to always answer me when I call. 
 
Thank You for the times I felt ashamed or embarrassed when my affection wasn’t 
reciprocated, so I know what it is not supposed to feel like. Thank You for this 
lesson of obedience and self-control. Daddy, I’m tired of trying it my way. I’m willing 
to try whatever You say, because I know that You know best. Please teach me how 
to guard my heart. Teach me how to wait on Your voice and Your instruction and 
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Your timing. Teach me to obey Your leading. And please teach me a new way of 
thinking and a new, correct and successful way to approach relationships and 
friendships.  
 
Your word says that whatever I commit to You will prosper. So I commit to You my 
perspective, my understanding and my approach involving relationships. I’m 
listening.  
 
Please forgive me for my pride. I repent. Help me. 
 
Love Always,  
Christal 
 
Doesn’t sound like an angry letter, does it? I was shocked myself. But as 
I started writing, my hardened heart started to soften and I realized just 
how desperately I needed God. Even though I didn’t understand my 
current circumstance, I knew that all I had to hold on to was the hand 
of God that would never let go of me. With each word, I felt humbled 
and secure, fully aware of my need for His help. 
 
Now this letter didn’t mean that I didn’t still feel hurt and angry. For 
the next couple of weeks, I was bitter and short-tempered. God wasn’t 
making the pain disappear. My friends were getting tired of my broken 
record playing the same old sob story. No one showed up to my pity 
party but me. So I decided to make a change. I wasn’t going to care 
anymore. I was finally going to be cold and emotionless like all the guys 
who watched me cry and didn’t even hesitate when walking away. 
 
Thank God for His grace that saves us even when we are dead set on 
making the wrong choices! I’ll never forget the moment God snatched 
me back from the catastrophic path I was about to walk on. I was 
getting ready to lead worship that Sunday afternoon. My new 
nonchalant attitude was starting to take hold and I knew worship could 
be affected, but I was willing to feel better no matter the cost. I walked 
up to the platform to take my position, and as soon as my foot rested 
on the first step, I heard the thunderous voice of God speak to me: 
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How dare you! How dare you have the audacity to change who you are based on 
what man has done! I made you to be the person you are. I made you kind and 
understanding. I made you loving and gentle. How dare you change what I made! 
You have given enough time to everyone else, pouring out your heart and spilling your 
emotions like a glass overfilled. Give Me a try! Give me 30 days. Just try Me, 
Christal! Talk to me for 30 days and I will turn things around. 
 
I was so overwhelmed with sorrow and gratitude. I couldn’t believe that 
I even dared to change what God had created to be good in me...over a 
boy. I couldn’t believe I was considering approaching the throne of 
God, leading other people with a hardened, pride-filled heart. I 
humbled myself and repented, and thanked God for His marvelous 
grace. 
 
I had decided to embrace the opportunity to have an Eden moment 
with God--to be open, honest and naked before Him. With reckless 
abandonment, I opened my heart and my mouth and laid it all out 
before God.  
 
Dear Daddy, 
 
I repent for my attitude these past couple of weeks. For so long, I’ve been broken, 
transferring hurt from one place to another, avoiding the process of healing and 
growth, talking to everyone but You. I was selfish and pitiful. I know that You are 
good and You want nothing but good things for me.  
 
I was angry with You because felt like You let this happen to me. I’m still angry 
with myself because I looked at that message on my vision board everyday--”Healthy 
relationships are built on trust, and that trust takes time. It may be unwise to share 
too much of yourself and about yourself too quickly”--and I still gave all of myself too 
quickly.   1

 
I’m angry with Rob because he lied. I can’t say whether or not his intentions were 
good because the truth is, I don’t know him well. I just know he walked away. He 

1 30 Relationship Tips For Women Who Love Men. (2012, September 
11). Retrieved January 22, 2016, from 
http://amazingwomenrock.com/28-relationship-tips-for-women 
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made me feel low and unwanted and out of place. He made me feel like I wasn’t 
enough. 
 
When I talk to my peers, they say how crazy that is and how I shouldn’t feel this 
way and I should just “get over it.” But now I’m talking to You--my understanding, 
compassionate Healer who hears my prayers. You told me to give it to You. So here 
it is. This sucks. It still hurts... 
 
I was raw with my feelings like David was throughout the Psalms. I 
surrendered my emotions to God because I knew holding them in only 
held me captive to the pain. I was dysfunctional, depressed and 
depressing. No one wants to live like that, so don’t buy into the lie that 
you have to go with how you feel. Feelings are fickle; they can change 
with each coming breeze. You have emotions, but you don’t have to let 
emotions have you. 
 
I challenge you to be open and honest with God about what you’re 
going through; I don’t care how ugly the situation is. No matter how far 
gone you think you are, you’re never out of reach for God. “I can never 
be lost to Your Spirit! I can never get away from my God!” (Psalm 
139:7).  
 
If you open your heart and draw near to Him with all you have left, He 
will always be faithful to draw near to you, meeting you right where you 
are so He can tend to your needs. 
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CHAPTER 2 | BE HONEST WITH YOURSELF 
 
 

About three things I was certain: 
 

1. Rob was a jerk for leading me on. 
2. God is amazing because He never leaves. 
3. This situation had happened too many times to be “just a 

coincidence.” 
 
The definition of insanity is to do something over and over again 
expecting a different result. The common denominator in my relational 
problems was the same in each situation--I was being left alone. So 
maybe the problem was me. And not because I wasn’t good enough, 
but rather because I just didn’t know how worthy I truly am. 
 
I am the youngest of four children, but I’m not just the typical “baby 
sister.” My siblings are 18, 13 and 10 years older than I am. No, I 
wasn’t a surprise. My mother was a bit reluctant to have another baby at 
40 years old, but if you didn’t already know, God is really good at being 
God. His will be done, nonetheless.  
 
Being so much younger than my siblings was a lot like being an only 
child, so I got plenty of attention from everyone in the beginning. I 
remember how special my daddy made me feel. I was “daddy’s baby” 
and “Chris-Cross.” I remember sitting at the kitchen table helping my 
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mom prepare dinner, waiting for my daddy to get home from running 
errands. I’d hear his car door slam shut as I hopped down from my 
chair and scurried to the foyer area, anticipating the doorknob’s turn. 
That familiar face would peak around the door and I’d nearly jump out 
of my skin with excitement. Daddy’s home! He’d bend down and I’d 
jump up, meeting each other somewhere in the middle. Nothing came 
close to matching that embrace. I was daddy’s girl, and he was my 
superhero. Nothing would ever change that. 
 
Until one day, things did change.  
 
My father was about 47 years old, had been married for 26 years, had 
already raised three other children and had been running his own 
business for about 14 years. He was tired, and the business was 
struggling. He was a man, frustrated and concerned about how he 
would continue to keep the business going. The mortgage, car 
payments, grocery bills, school tuition, company expenses and 
well-being of 20+ employees weighed heavy on my father’s mind every 
night when he came home. As an adult, I can clearly understand why he 
didn’t have the energy to play with me and shower me with sweet 
affirmations every day. But a 5 year old girl only understands that daddy 
didn’t hug me like he used to...what happened? What did I do wrong?  
 
I spent years thinking that my father didn’t like me anymore. I worked 
tirelessly to gain his attention and earn his approval. I was a straight A 
student. I never had a detention. I was always the responsible “mom of 
the group” among my friends. But it wasn’t enough to make things go 
back to how they used to be. Business was a consistent struggle for 
him, but as a kid I didn’t know to consider that the pressure he was 
under had nothing to do with me. So I didn’t ask about work. And as a 
man who took after his own father, he didn’t know to consider how his 
distance made me feel. He was born in the late 1940s, so it was typically 
known back then that men worked and women took care of the house 
and kids. When things got tough, he focused on making sure he could 
uphold his end of the bargain, knowing that my mother was there to 
care for me.  
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It’s so clear to me as an adult. I have so much compassion for the man 
I used to know, the man he was when I didn’t understand. But back 
then, all I knew was that maybe I wasn’t enough. Unfortunately, I 
carried that notion for nearly two decades, threading it through all my 
relationships. I was so much more than the typical boy-crazed teenager. 
When I liked a guy--and it didn’t take much to make me like him--I 
dedicated ample time to studying what made him tick. I was going to be 
the best candidate, even if it only amounted to “going together.” Let’s 
face it, we were car-less, money-less non-decision-makers. We weren’t 
going anywhere. But it was still nice to know that you were 
acknowledged, wanted and claimed by someone.  
 
Time after time I was passed over for other girls in my class. Skinny 
girls. Light-skinned girls. Funny girls. Bad girls. Provocative girls. 
Provocative girls? In 8th grade? Yep. And even though I wanted so 
desperately to be noticed and claimed, I couldn’t be exactly like 
everyone else.  
 
I’ve always been a shapely female. Even when I tried starving myself, 
sucking down SlimFast shakes and eating meal replacement bars, I 
remained more than a size extra small. Thanks to my Native American 
ancestry, 10 minutes in direct sunlight will always keep me from being 
remotely light-skinned. In recent years, I’ve embraced this quirky, goofy 
sense of humor many people enjoy today, but when I was younger, the 
funny people were the ones who had good comebacks. I was the 
bullied and I never had the comebacks...except the stale retorts I 
thought of two days later when I’d stand up to the pretend bully in my 
bathroom mirror, practicing how I’d shut ‘em down.  
 
I remember once in 7th grade I was taking a test. We were all sitting at 
our individual desks, lined one behind the other so no one would 
chance seeing another’s answers. I dropped my pencil and bent over to 
get it when I noticed a classmate’s test paper hanging over the desk. I 
think I saw one of her answers. Riddled with guilt, I turned my test 
paper over and walked up to the teacher, worry frozen on my face. 
Prepared for the consequences, I told her what happened. She laughed, 
almost in disbelief of my willingness to confess, especially to a crime I 
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didn’t technically commit, and told me to return to my desk and finish 
my test. That being said, it’s doubtful I could ever be a bad girl.  
 
One of my favorite quotes from Mark Water’s “Mean Girls” is when 
Coach Carr ironically says “Don’t have sex, because you will get 
pregnant...and die.”  Now I know that’s not outright truth, but growing 2

up as a church girl, it may have well been truth. Anything sex-related 
was a no-no.  
 
So what made me special? Where did I get my value? My father’s 
silence didn’t mean that he didn’t love me or didn’t think that I was 
special; however, the lack of affirmation left a void in me that I tried to 
get young, ignorant and careless little boys to fill. A father’s affirmation 
is irreplaceable. Before He healed a single person, before He performed 
a single miracle, Jesus received affirmation from His Father when God 
said “this is My dearly loved Son, who brings me great joy” (Matthew 
3:17 NLT). Knowing how valued, important and unconditionally cared 
for He was, Jesus was equipped to withstand the tests of the enemy. He 
fearlessly spoke the truth, never doubting Himself based on the 
frivolous accusations of the fallible religious leaders.  
 
Roger Thrower, pastor at New Hope Foursquare Church in Fairmont, 
West Virginia, said,  
 
“Fathers that affirm their sons and daughters with loving statements 
empower them with a deep sense of worth. You may have heard it 
taught that Father God affirmed Jesus before he had done anything in 
ministry. Jesus had not been led into the wilderness to overcome the 
temptation of the devil. He had not preached or taught anyone. He had 
not healed any sick person or set a demonized person free. He had not 
performed in any regard for the affirmation he received. Father God 
affirmed Jesus because he loved him, not because he had accomplished 
anything. Yet, the source of Jesus ministry flowed from the foundation 

2(n.d.). Retrieved from 
http://www.imdb.com/character/ch0353802/quotes 
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of his Father’s affirmation.”  3

 
If I’m being completely honest with myself, Rob wasn’t the problem. 
He was the tool that exposed the real problems. Truth is, my self-image 
had been suffering for a long time. All the years I spent thinking I had 
to earn my father’s love and affection translated into low self-esteem 
and reckless attempts to fill the void with boys. My self-esteem was not 
his responsibility. It is no man’s responsibility. While it is a father’s job 
to help polish the crown of worth that sits upon his child’s head, it is 
our Heavenly Father who gives us those crowns. He is our source, the 
giver of our identity.  
 
When I met Rob, I was an adult. I knew the truth about my father’s 
love for me. I understood our disconnect from when I was young, yet I 
was still struggling to truly understand my worth. I wrote to God,  
 
Dear Daddy, 
 
I really want to transform and learn the lesson You’ve been trying to teach me. I’m 
trying to understand. I’m tired of going through the same issues and “situations” 
(situations = dating in 2015, aka all one-sided perks and no real 
commitment). I’m tired of feeling less-than and unwanted. I know he was joking 
when he said it, but it really stung when I said was done talking to him and Joe 
(another time waster) said he wasn’t missing anything. That’s what I’m afraid 
of. That’s what I fear all these guys feel. It’s like, I think I see all this greatness 
inside of me. I see beauty and grace, all the makings of a great wife and mother, but 
they just toss me aside. I don’t get it, God! Whatever I’m supposed to get from this, I 
don’t understand. But I want to. You said in all my getting, get an understanding. 
So please, help me to understand. 
 
You said a happy ending is my portion (Psalm 37:37). You promised good things 
for me. I can’t help but wonder when it’s my turn. It seems like everyone is moving 
on without me. Getting married, starting families. I don’t want to get on Your 
nerves, and I’m sincerely not wanting to complain. It’s just tough. I have this desire 
to serve, to be a wife and a mother and I don’t feel close at all. I honestly want to 

3 Thrower, R. (n.d.). Roger Thrower. Retrieved from 
http://rogerthrower.com/2014/07/04/fathers-affirming-love/ 
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give up, save myself the heartache. But I know You’re faithful. I know You know 
what You’re doing. Please help me to hold on and trust You… 
 
Being honest with myself led me to face my reality. On the outside, I 
was a grown woman, paying rent, working full-time, handling my 
responsibilities. But inside, I was still the scared little girl I had been for 
so many years. I was looking for a man to affirm me, to tell me I was 
worthy of his love. I had bought into the lie that I had little value and 
that seemingly every other woman around me had this secret ingredient 
that I lacked. It was no longer about Rob and his “grand exit.” It was 
about me, and how I could never fully love someone if I didn’t first 
love myself. How could I ever recognize a person of great value if I 
didn’t see value in myself? Jesus commands us to love one another as 
we love ourselves. Therefore, isn’t it probable that, however we treat 
ourselves, we will in turn treat others in the same manner? Even if any 
of the boys I pined for had been able to love me substantially, I would 
not have been able to return a love that didn’t exist for myself. I would 
have ruined it somehow. More than that, I would have constantly 
erected idols, caring more about what they think of me than what God 
thinks of me.  
 
Here’s where I really started to understand how I could be grateful for 
the pain. It hurt deeply to admit to myself that my self-esteem was low, 
and that I had been idolizing boys and fearing the word of man. Much 
like ripping off a Band-aid, the truth stung, but it was necessary to see 
and treat the wound that lay beneath.   
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Interested in reading more? Purchase your hardcopy by clicking 

HERE. 

Prefer an ebook? Get your Amazon eBook by clicking HERE. 
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