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To my gracious heavenly Father,
Who breathed fresh hope and stunning promises into my very being. 

It is through You alone I have dared to believe.
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9

A Note to the Reader

H
i, I’m Julie. For as long as I can remember, I’ve been something of 
a hot mess. I’ve experienced a lot of heartache and caused plenty. 

I have demanded perfection yet offered none myself. I’ve stumbled, 
fallen, and wondered why on earth God puts up with the likes of me. 

What I have discovered is that the finished work of the cross has 
changed everything. Christ’s love, forgiveness, and power have utterly 
changed me and continue to change me. He has filled my heart with 
fresh, holy hope and enabled me to believe His promises. My fervent 
hope is to be less hot mess and more blessed. May the promises in this 
book offer the same hope to you.

This book includes Scripture references in the AMPC translation—
the Amplified Bible Classic edition. It is a literal equivalent translation, 
and I love how this particular translation clarifies and amplifies key 
Hebrew and Greek words, which you will notice via parentheses and 
brackets. It allows the reader to more completely and clearly grasp word 
meanings and enjoy nuances understood in the original languages. For 
me, it is a fuller, richer Scripture experience. I hope you grow to love 
it as much as I do.
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1

And Then I Knew  

Normal          Wasn’t Out 

of the Question

I Will Make You Whole

What, what would have become of me] had I not believed that  
I would see the Lord’s goodness in the land of the living! 

Psalm 27:13 ampc

W
hen I first saw her, my jaw dropped. She stood in the middle of 
a weed-flanked dirt road a good quarter mile ahead of me. Sun-

light in the eastern sky crowned her with glowing splendor. And when 
she turned around and smiled at me, her bright eyes radiated light and 
joy, emotional stability, and rock-solid confidence.

Envy tingled right up my spine. Every cell in my body longed to 
be like her. 

But the truth was, I was nothing like that radiant woman. A perpet-
ual cloud of anger hovered over me. A miserable heart etched my eye-
brows into a semipermanent scowl. And insecurity punctuated every 
other sentence.

Yet as I sat in my worn prayer chair that morning, fervently pray-
ing, begging God to move in my life and to change me, that radiant 
woman is who I saw. And the crazy thing is, I knew that she was me. 
The future me. Crazy as it sounds, I was seeing my potential self way 
off down the road. 

Back then I had no idea that “normal” was even remotely possible 
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From Hot Mess to Blessed22

for me. I believed that I was the way I was, period. And though I prayed 
for God to move in my life, I didn’t realize the depth to which He could 
transform a desperate, willing heart. I labeled myself as damaged goods, 
certain everyone saw the inner chaos and wounds that rendered me 
what I considered abnormal. And everything in me longed for normal. 
Well, my definition of normal, anyway: emotionally healthy, stable, and 
confident—for starters. As a new believer, I simply had no inkling that 
through Christ good, permanent change was possible. 

Yet in that moment, I previewed staggering evidence of Jesus’s amaz-
ing power to transform. I understood that I could choose His journey 
for me and wind up in that very place down the road. A beautiful place 
of joy, emotional health, and confidence in Christ. In His vast loving-
kindness, God allowed me to glimpse the woman He created me to be 
so that my heart could catch hold of the potential He saw in me, and so 
that I would see a glimmer of hope for myself—hope for a normal life.

You know you are a hot mess when your goal is normal. 
And though I couldn’t have articulately defined normal at the time, 

I instinctively yearned for it. That single, sacred glimpse enabled my 
longing heart to perceive that through Christ my yearnings were attain-
able. That through the power of the One Who created me, I could be 
free of intense anger, stifling insecurity, crippling timidity, and crazy 
fear…and that’s just the short list of the ugly that controlled me. 

And then a strange thing happened.
As I grew closer to the Lord and He began a deep work, His light 

in my heart increased, which exposed more of my inner ugly. Initially, 
that didn’t make sense. Yet I began to understand that He was expos-
ing the darkness lurking in my heart, making me aware that when we 
are controlled by anything other than the Holy Spirit, we’re actually 
enslaved. Deep down I didn’t want to be angry or insecure or timid or 
afraid. But at various times, each of those emotions held me captive. 

In 2 Peter 2:19, the apostle tells us, “You are a slave to whatever con-
trols you.” I didn’t want to be a slave. I was weary of my wounded soul 
calling the shots. I wanted my soul fractures healed. I wanted the sweet 
breeze of freedom to blow across my heart, sweeping all the dark ugli-
ness away with it. And if God’s Word was true, then the freedom I read 
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23And Then I Knew Normal    Wasn’t Out of the Question 

about was more than nicely phrased words on a page. Freedom was a 
promise—a tangible thing God could accomplish in me if I dared to 
believe. John 8:36 promises, “If the Son liberates you [makes you free 
men], then you are really and unquestionably free” (John 8:36 ampc).

And so a holy promise was conceived in my heart that morning. 
The promise of how far God could take a woman if she dared to believe 
that He was greater than past hurts, past screwups, past foolish choices, 
and zero confidence; that He could somehow take all the fragments of 
a tragically broken heart and life and make them whole. It seemed out-
rageous to believe that a hot mess like me could be made whole, but 
everything in me ached to be really and unquestionably free. 

Over the years I never forgot or let go of that sacred glimpse of the 
potential future me. I held on to it like an exhausted swimmer clings to 
a buoy. This precious promise infused into the very blood in my veins 
and wound round and round my circulatory system, regularly remind-
ing me of God’s good plans.

God had revealed His intended final outcome to me, and He offers 
the same to you.

“I know the thoughts and plans that I have for you,” says 
the Lord, “thoughts and plans for welfare and peace 
and not for evil, to give you hope in your final outcome” 
(Jeremiah 29:11 ampc).

This is our amazing Father’s heart toward us. He not only thinks of 
us, He has plans for us—for you—and they are good plans. Plans for 
freedom, plans for an abundant life, plans to make us more than con-
querors over all that life throws at us, and plans to enable us to walk 
in the fullness of everything He declares over us, in spite of every out-
ward obstacle and even the ugly things that lurk within us. He sees our 
full potential, and He challenges us to believe He can make us whole.

It doesn’t matter if we can’t figure out all the details and facts. Had 
Mary tried to figure out exactly how this supernatural Holy Spirit com-
ing upon her thing was going to work, she could have thought her-
self right out of God’s plans for her life. Sometimes all our thinking 
allows mere facts to supersede God’s ability. Our minds rotate around 
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and around the problem, which runs interference with our heart and 
faith. But we cannot allow ourselves to be sidetracked by mere facts. 
Mary didn’t.

Instead, she dared to believe.
Initially, like Mary, I couldn’t figure out how God would make it all 

happen. I had no clue how to get from where I was to where I saw the 
future me, but soon I understood that I didn’t need to understand the 
intricacies. When our hearts sense a divine promise, we’d better believe 
that God can make it happen. Even when the details leave us befuddled. 
God isn’t asking us to figure it out, plan it, or orchestrate it.

He is simply asking us to believe.
That very morning I made the decision that I would do whatever 

it took, and I would believe. I would cooperate with God’s plans, His 
promptings, His discipline, and all His ways. I didn’t care how long 
it took (though, of course, sooner would be better—much better), or 
what it cost me (and oh, it cost me!). Everything in me longed to be all 
that God created me to be and to accomplish all the things I sensed He 
had for me to do. I instinctively knew that somehow God could mirac-
ulously work and fulfill His promises. 

The Glory of a Remodeled Life
If you’ve ever lived through a major remodeling project, you prob-

ably have a serious appreciation for the hard work involved in trans-
forming a ramshackle house into a comfortable, beautiful place to live.

The way I see it, anyone can move into a brand-new house. Zero 
sweat equity. Instant pretty. But remodeling takes a willing investor 
with a keen eye for potential—someone prepared to put a lot of hard 
work into a far-from-perfect building. Done right, the results are a 
gorgeous old home with character, yet filled with all the new stuff you 
wouldn’t want to live without. The before and after photos are remark-
able, and no one who visits your house can believe that it ever looked 
like that before.

It’s truly a labor of love.
My husband, Keith, and I were crazy enough to take on such an 

endeavor back when we were newly married, young, and willing to 
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25And Then I Knew Normal    Wasn’t Out of the Question 

invest some serious elbow grease. We had purchased a tiny two-bed-
room, one-bathroom, stinky, old, sorry excuse for a house, mostly 
because it only cost us $55,000. 

Its flat, gravel-topped roof needed replacing, the jalousie windows 
had to go, the scary carpet reeked to high heaven, and the hot water 
heater needed to be moved out of the kitchen. Add in a garage, new 
electrical wiring, and paint—lots of paint—and it would be habitable. 

Did I mention I was pregnant when we began?
We ended up knocking down walls and adding some extra rooms. 

It was almost a total do-over. For seven months, we stressed, sweated, 
and toiled, working far too hard and sleeping far too little. Then we 
watched in amazement and great satisfaction as our smelly, rinky-dink 
place was slowly shaped into something beautiful. 

God does this very thing with us. He deeply values us, His daugh-
ters, and sees the potential that others (and often we ourselves) can-
not. He deems us worthy of His investment. His Holy Spirit pinpoints 
areas in our hearts and lives that need loving restoration, and He gently 
coaxes us to believe, surrender, and cooperate with Him.

Some of us have sagging foundations. Some of us are a slapdash 
paint job on rotting boards. Some of us have broken windows where 
thieves can crawl in. All of us need a complete do-over. Like the hot 
water heater standing awkwardly in the mid-
dle of my kitchen, we often recognize when 
things are out of place. We know when parts of 
us are broken, and yet we aren’t really sure how 
to change. We are powerless to make changes 
apart from Christ. As the psalmist puts it, 

“Unless the Lord builds a house, the work of 
the builders is wasted” (Psalm 127:1).

Unless we partner with God by surrendering to the work He is 
doing, cooperating with His promptings and discipline, and doing 
our part by saturating our hearts in His Word and spending time with 
Him in meaningful prayer, our house will remain in the same sagging, 
sorry shape.

He’s willing. Are we? Are we willing to deny ourselves, pick up our 

He deems 
us worthy 

of His 
investment.
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crosses, and follow Him through the intimate intricacies of deep inner 
heart work? Will we submit ourselves, hearts wide open, to the One 
who is able to renew and restore? Because that is God’s heart for us. 
He knows the things that have stripped us of our hope, our trust, our 
dignity. And He is well able to replace all the enemy has stolen from 
us (Joel 2:25). Jesus is willing to beautifully restore the years spent 
languishing in hurt, the broken areas we cover and attempt to hold 
together on our own, and the dreams we think are irretrievably dead.

Regardless of the degree of our need for a wise and loving Carpen-
ter’s skill, His purpose remains identical for each of us: wholeness. Part 
of the reason He does this is to demonstrate His willingness and abil-
ity to use broken, imperfect people, which more beautifully illustrates 
His greatness and power. We may struggle with both visible and invis-
ible scars, but God doesn’t always make them vanish. When our Sav-
ior rose from the grave, He not only still had scars, He pointed them 
out to those who doubted. 

We don’t have to be ashamed of our scars, for they point to a mighty 
Savior. He transforms our wounds into pinpoints through which His 
glorious light can gleam.

When we’re tempted to believe our past is too much to overcome, 
we would be wise to take time to examine the Scriptures and learn 
about some of the people Jesus miraculously made whole:

• The paralyzed man (Matthew 9:2) 
• The demoniac (Mark 5)
• The woman with the issue of blood (Luke 8) 
• The man crippled for 38 years (John 5)
• The high priest’s servant who had an ear cut off (John 18)

If Jesus miraculously moved in each of the lives represented above, 
He can do the same for us. This brief list hardly begins to cover the 
countless people whose lives Jesus lovingly restored. In fact, at the end 
of his Gospel, the apostle John declared, “Jesus also did many other 
things. If they were all written down, I suppose the whole world could 
not contain the books that would be written” (John 21:25).
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27And Then I Knew Normal    Wasn’t Out of the Question 

Clearly, Jesus is serious about healing people. The ones who cry 
out to Him. The ones who know they are broken. The ones who des-
perately need freedom. If He restored each of those lives, and He is the 
same yesterday, today, and forever (see Hebrews 13:8), then we know 
He is still at work and eager to move in our lives too.

When we allow God to have His way by surrendering to His pro-
cess, reading His Word and truly believing it, and investing in some 
serious prayer time, we will live an overcoming life—a life that is not 
held back by issues that once plagued us. Our lives will become testi-
monies to those around us. The more we allow Jesus to do in us, the 
more His glory is revealed. And that is His ultimate goal: a world full 
of regular people whose hearts and lives have been utterly transformed 
and radiate His unmistakable image.

Though it can be a long, arduous process, 
Jesus, with His keen eye, restores us to bet-
ter than new. He makes us whole. We wind 
up beautiful, yet functional, and filled with 
His character. When we share our amazing 
before and after stories, no one can believe 
that we ever lived like that before because 
our hearts are all sparkly and fresh and new. 
It’s truly a labor of love. 

But there is always a price to pay.

It Always Costs Us More
God once gave me a wake-up call through an unusual fruit-filled 

dream. In my dream, as I searched through our refrigerator, I spotted 
a container of gorgeous red raspberries I thought my husband would 
love.

I walked over to the kitchen sink and began pouring the raspber-
ries into the cupped palm of my hand, holding them under the fau-
cet’s cool stream of water. When I finished rinsing them, I released 
the berries into a clean bowl, only instead of tumbling into the bowl, 
several of the raspberries stuck to my hand. Painfully. In fact, the 
golden hairs on each berry, no longer soft and nearly invisible, had 

He 
transforms 
our wounds 
into pinpoints 

through 
which His 

glorious light 
can gleam.
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lengthened and hardened and now plunged into my palm like deep, 
wooden splinters.

Agony.
In excruciating slow motion, I began tugging each splinter from 

the swollen, tender palm of my hand. In my dream, my palm hurt so 
badly that I awoke, bolting straight up with my right hand extended.

God had my attention for sure. 
At the time of this dream, my marriage was in a sorry state, my heart 

heavy and miserable. So that morning as I lay in bed praying about the 
dream’s meaning, I felt shocked and slightly indignant about what I 
sensed God speaking to my heart.

God wanted me to offer my husband, Keith, fresh fruit. The fruit 
of love and patience and kindness and self-control. The fruit we both 
knew my husband rarely saw because I rarely offered it. If he was mean, 
so was I. If he was rude, then I was too. I spouted whatever I thought. I 
lived in self-defense mode, but God wanted me to change, and I sensed 
Him inviting me to walk differently, both with and in His Spirit.

Walk and live [habitually] in the [Holy] Spirit [responsive 
to and controlled and guided by the Spirit]; then you will 
certainly not gratify the cravings and desires of the flesh (of 
human nature without God) (Galatians 5:16 ampc).

For entirely too long I had allowed my sinful human nature to dom-
inate my reactions in my marriage relationship. When my husband’s 
words and actions hurt me, my reaction often gratified my flesh. And 
now God was asking me to change that. To do the right thing. Every-
thing in me wanted to shout, “What about him?    ” And yet I couldn’t 
escape the fact that my actions were wrong, and my actions were obvi-
ously what God was targeting here. 

Resisting my bossy flesh would feel as painful as sharp wooden 
splinters piercing the palm of my hand. I knew it would be downright 
excruciating to keep my mouth closed when a stinging retort tingled 
on the tip of my tongue. And yet it seemed to be what God was requir-
ing of me. 

I had hoped and expected for God to change my husband, but 
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29And Then I Knew Normal    Wasn’t Out of the Question 

that wasn’t happening. Yet. Instead, He wanted me to train myself to 
respond in a completely different way. His way. 

Our Expectations
Naaman was a mighty man of valor and the commander of the king 

of Aram’s army. Scripture says that “through him the Lord had given 
Aram great victories” (2 Kings 5:1). Naaman had high expectations for 
himself—expectations that were stalled when he fell ill with leprosy. 

A young servant girl in his household convinced Naaman’s wife 
that a prophet in Samaria could cure leprosy (2 Kings 5:2-3). Naaman 
eventually wound up at the home of Elisha, his hopes high. Yet, things 
didn’t unfold the way Naaman anticipated. 

Naaman went with his horses and chariots and waited at 
the door of Elisha’s house. But Elisha sent a messenger out 
to him with this message: “Go and wash yourself seven 
times in the Jordan River. Then your skin will be restored, 
and you will be healed of your leprosy” (2 Kings 5:9-10). 

Naaman’s highfalutin expectations didn’t materialize.  Accustomed 
to his commands being followed to the letter, the commander was 
indignant that Elisha didn’t even bother coming to the door. And he 
was livid at being told to wash in a river that he considered beneath 
him and not nearly as good as the rivers of Damascus (2 Kings 5:12). 

His outrage nearly cost him his healing. 
This courageous commander was required to do something he 

clearly didn’t want to do. He expected one thing but was told to do 
something else entirely. Seven times. 

How many times has God asked us to do something we have no 
desire to do—the antithesis of our expectations—over and over?

Naaman believed the rivers of Damascus were better than all the 
waters in Israel (verse 12). In other words, he had a better idea, a supe-
rior way. Aren’t we the same way? Don’t we often attempt to manip-
ulate things to go in accordance with our way of thinking, our ideas, 
and in our timing? 

Naaman had a major heart change and finally relented. Dropping 
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his expectations, dropping his armor on the riverbank, and dropping 
to his knees, he humbled himself. Realizing all he had to lose was his 
pride, he rose and entered the river, washing seven times. Not only did 
his skin become like that of a young child, but I believe his heart did 
too. 

Dipping in the Jordan River wasn’t what Naaman wanted or 
expected. And offering beautiful, costly fruit to my husband was not 
exactly what I wanted or expected either. But God’s ways are not our 
ways (Isaiah 55:8), and the Lord requires us to do our part. There is no 
instant pretty. Only the high price of obedience, humbling ourselves, 
and willingly letting go of our expectations.

Only then does healing and wholeness happen.
When at last I humbled myself and began the painful, never-ending 

journey of relinquishing my expectations, and began sincerely making 
the effort to change the fruit I offered to my husband, healing began 
in me too.

It Usually Takes Longer Than We Want 
The morning our teeny, stinky house remodeling project began, I 

bounced out of bed, elated. But as the work progressed on the same 
achingly slow timeline as my imperceptibly increasing stomach girth, 
frustration set my teeth on edge. Everything took four times as long 
as we thought. Piles of cement blocks littered our yard, construction 
workers’ trash collected against our back fence, and ever-increasing lay-
ers of drywall dust coated everything we owned. My sense of humor 
evaporated right along with my privacy. What should have been an 
eight-week project snowballed into seven long months.

Did I mention our baby boy was born in the middle of it all? I 
arrived home from the hospital with Joshua three days post emergency 
C-section, greeted by construction workers and a lovely staccato ham-
mer rhythm reverberating through our house.

It never seems to work out on our timetable, does it? 
There are divine delays, and there are enemy tactics. It would 

behoove us to prayerfully discern between the two. And while that 
isn’t always easy, when we ask the Lord for increased discernment, He 
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31And Then I Knew Normal    Wasn’t Out of the Question 

enables us to understand the season and the culprit—whether it’s the 
enemy or our own impatience. When we have at least a measure of 
understanding, we are far more likely to cooperate with and yield to 
the Lord’s timing rather than interfere. This makes for a far more effec-
tive prayer life, enabling us to either pray against the schemes of the 
enemy (“…for we are familiar with his evil schemes”—2 Corinthians 
2:11), or quiet our hearts and grow in patience and trust, all the while 
praying in alignment with God’s will.

Consider Abraham’s 25-year wait for God’s promise of making 
this fatherless 75-year-old a great nation (Genesis 12). After waiting 
in expectation for a long 24 years, Abraham looked up, and the Lord 
appeared to him (Genesis 18:2).

[The Lord] said, I will surely return to you when the sea-
son comes round, and behold, Sarah your wife will have a 
son (Genesis 18:10 ampc).

I have discovered that God and I hold vastly different interpreta-
tions of “when the season comes round.” My expectation leans more 
toward the immediate. In the meantime, more ugly oozes out of me, 
and I realize that if I trusted God on the level I claim I do, I wouldn’t 
doubt, foam at the mouth with impatience, and feel frustrated that my 
plans aren’t working out.

If we truly believe that our times are in His hands (see Psalm 31:15), 
then why do delays make us come so unglued?

And yet God, Who beautifully and seamlessly orchestrates the 
tides, the stars, the cycles of summer and winter, day and night, the 
God Who knows me far beyond my ability to know myself (I’ve never 
even attempted to count the number of hairs in my hairbrush, let 
alone on my head), surely has not forgotten me. And He has not for-
gotten you. 

Though we may long for what we consider a more expedient 
unfolding of God’s promises, when we yield to His ways, He enables 
us to see with eyes of faith. Abraham saw through these very eyes—eyes 
that saw not the circumstances before him, but the supernatural prom-
ise far ahead of him.
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Abraham’s focus was the key to his strong faith. Scripture records 
several specific times when Abraham looked up—key moments in his 
life where God enabled him to see the very thing that propelled him 
forward and strengthened his faith.

• On the third day of their journey, Abraham looked up 
and saw the place in the distance (Genesis 22:4).

• Then the Lord took Abram outside and said to him, 
“Look up into the sky and count the stars if you can. That’s 
how many descendants you will have!” (Genesis 15:5).

• Then Abraham looked up and saw a ram caught by its 
horns in a thicket (Genesis 22:13).

• He looked up and noticed three men standing nearby 
(Genesis 18:2).

How many times do we keep our eyes glued to our circumstances, 
stuck on the very thing that keeps our hearts knotted? We focus on the 
situations or people, and we grow weary. We want to give up. Quit. Just 
forget the whole blasted thing. 

When we choose to look up, we gain God’s wisdom and under-
standing and truth, and we gain fresh perspective. The apostle Paul 
reminds us, “Let us not lose heart and grow weary and faint in acting 
nobly and doing right, for in due time and at the appointed season we 
shall reap, if we do not loosen and relax our courage and faint” (Gala-
tians 6:9 ampc).

At the appointed season. Do we trust God’s timing? When we’ve 
prayed for years without seeing change, when we’ve cried out but heard 
nothing in response, when we feel like we cannot possibly hold on one 
moment longer and retain a smidgen of our sanity...how do we keep 
going?

The secret to not growing weary in well-doing is our focus. When 
we shift our focus, we look away from the multitude of things in our 
lives that distract us from His promise, that threaten His promise, that 
appear to override His promise, and gaze into the eyes of the Author 
and Finisher of our faith:
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Looking away [from all that will distract] to Jesus, Who 
is the Leader and the Source of our faith [giving the first 
incentive for our belief ] and is also its Finisher [bringing 
it to maturity and perfection]. He, for the joy [of obtain-
ing the prize] that was set before Him, endured the cross, 
despising and ignoring the shame, and is now seated at 
the right hand of the throne of God (Hebrews 12:2 ampc).

When we look up as Abraham looked up, we see the holy possibil-
ities, our faith and strength are renewed, and we are able to persevere, 
even when it’s taking far longer than we ever imagined.

Allowing Our Belief to Propel Us Toward Jesus
The bleeding woman understood what it meant to endure and per-

severe. For a miserable 12 years she bore an embarrassing, debilitating, 
isolating disease (Mark 5:25-34). 

The book of Leviticus illuminates the degree to which this woman 
had suffered:

If a woman has a flow of blood for many days that is unre-
lated to her menstrual period, or if the blood continues 
beyond the normal period, she is ceremonially unclean. As 
during her menstrual period, the woman will be unclean 
as long as the discharge continues. Any bed she lies on and 
any object she sits on during that time will be unclean, just 
as during her normal menstrual period. If any of you touch 
these things, you will be ceremonially unclean. You must 
wash your clothes and bathe yourself in water, and you will 
remain unclean until evening (Leviticus 15:25-27).

The bleeding woman lived apart from her peers because anyone 
who came into contact with her became ceremonially unclean. She 
had limited interaction with her family for the same reason. The very 
objects she sat on were considered unclean and could transfer her 
uncleanness to anyone who touched them. Of course this followed 
her into the kitchen, and any food she prepared would be considered 
unclean. In other words, the woman with the issue of blood had no 

From Hot Mess to Blessed interior.indd   33 3/3/17   9:41 AM

Copyrighted material 



From Hot Mess to Blessed34

life. She lived in isolation. Her disease and her unrelenting quest for a 
cure had cost her everything. 

Finally, her faith propelled her. Her longing to be made whole and 
her belief that Jesus could make that happen superseded all else. She 
had been defined by her illness for far too long. In deep pain, weak, and 
humiliated, this precious woman squeezed and pushed her way past 
multitudes of people who crowded around Jesus on a dusty road. All 
of them wanted Jesus’s touch. 

But this woman dared to believe.
She strained, determined arms reaching out toward Jesus. Crawl-

ing behind Him, she looked up, her faith stretched, and she touched 
Him in a way no one else did.

And Jesus noticed. 
When was the last time it cost us to reach out to Jesus? When was 

the last time we rose early to have time with Him, skipped our favor-
ite book or TV show because we needed Him, or extended our prayer 
time because we were desperate enough to forgo all else? When was 
the last time we pushed past our pain, past our insecurities, past our 
uncertainties and, with believing hearts, reached out to the One who 
is approachable and available and in our very midst?

Jesus not only felt this woman’s touch—her faith in action—He 
rewarded it. He searched the crowd, looking into the eyes of the one 
whose touch differed vastly from all those around Him. Though her ill-
ness lasted longer than she ever imagined, her healing took place in an 
instant. And Jesus spoke the words her heart longed to hear.

He said unto her, Daughter, thy faith hath made thee whole; 
go in peace, and be whole of thy plague (Mark 5:34 kjv).

When we determine to push past all that entangles us, when we 
reach out to Him in spite of the cost, we will possess something price-
less—a personal encounter with Jesus. And that is when wholeness 
begins. 

Jesus healed countless people in Scripture. He made people whole 
then, and He makes people whole now. He is well able to heal our 
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emotions, to remove the sting from bitter memories that make us ache 
inside. He is well able to heal our hearts and our bodies and transform 
our lives into something more beautiful than we ever imagined. 

Now to Him Who, by (in consequence of) the [action of 
His] power that is at work within us, is able to [carry out 
His purpose and] do superabundantly, far over and above 
all that we [dare] ask or think [infinitely beyond our high-
est prayers, desires, thoughts, hopes, or dreams]—To Him 
be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus throughout all 
generations forever and ever. Amen (so be it) (Ephesians 
3:20-21 ampc).

Our journey toward wholeness begins with daring to believe God. 
But there is so much more. We must ask God to show us how He sees 
us, to allow us to glimpse our potential instead of believing the worst 
of ourselves. Then we need to pray that we won’t grow weary along the 
way, that we will cooperate with His Spirit, and that we can willingly 
relinquish our expectations concerning timing and how things should 
unfold. Finally, we must pray that our belief will propel us toward Jesus, 
the Author and Finisher of our faith.

I have not yet arrived. I’m not yet that radiant woman that God 
allowed me to glimpse many years ago. But I can’t help but believe I’m 
eking closer. On some days, my hot mess of a self makes a staggering, 
embarrassing appearance. And on good days, His grace shines through, 
and my heart is penitently humbled and exceedingly grateful. Though 
parts of me are indeed still a hot mess, I am His hot mess. I’m on that 
narrow road to freedom, and I’m going to keep moving forward with 
Him as, little by little, He fulfills His beautiful promise to make me 
whole. A promise that will be made gloriously complete on resurrec-
tion morning. 
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Your Personal Proclamation: 
Say It. Know It. Believe It.

The One who created me sees my potential, and I have 
every intention of embracing it and living up to it by His 
grace. God’s plans and power far exceed my flaws, my inabil-
ities, and my past. He is taking all the fragments of my bro-
ken heart and broken life and making them whole. I will not 
try to make it happen but will rest in God’s timing, nonethe-
less cooperating with Him as He reveals my part to me. I will 
not be ashamed of my scars, as they point to a mighty Sav-
ior, and I know that I overcome by the blood of the Lamb 
and the word of my testimony. I will choose to see through 
eyes of faith and believe that God is indeed at work, making 
me whole, and healing every soul fracture. The sweet breeze 
of freedom is blowing across my heart even now, and with 
everything within me I commit to cooperating with all of 
the Holy Spirit’s work, trusting the Lord and moving for-
ward into wholeness. 
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