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Preface



Throughout my life, I have wandered searching to satisfy
my deepest longings. Yet true and lasting satisfaction always
proved just out of reach. Now, in midlife, I have come to
find my soul satiated with God. Through sweet surprises,
difficult climbs, and excruciating valleys, the Master’s hand
has shaped me. All along the way, God has taught me many
things. What He has taught me most is that many of my beliefs about Him were wrong.
In this journal I share with my four daughters a brief summary of each step of the journey I have made so far. This
personal, therapeutic journaling is a gift from me to Christ’s
crowning jewels: Lucy, Alden, Isabella, and Dawson. I leave
for you this lengthy path of stepping stones I encountered
during my plunge into Ultimate Truth.
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Introduction



What I record in this journal is my personal testimony recorded from 2002 to 2003. Please don’t stumble if you encounter a new idea that feels awkward to receive. Encountering new ideas can be uncomfortable. However, I encourage
you in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ to leave room for
the Holy Spirit to take you wherever He would lead you in
your life’s journey with Him, regardless of your flesh’s reaction to any new ideas. It takes time for the Lord to stretch the
soul in order for the many pieces of the puzzle to fit together
comfortably within the human perspective. You will find that
even with all the wiggly-sounding journey stuff that I adhere
firmly to the fundamental tenets of the faith for without them
deception interferes in the process of growing deep roots of
faith in the One True Living God.
Unless otherwise noted, all Scripture quoted is from The
Amplified Bible, Zondervan Publishing House, Grand Rapids, MI, 1987. Scripture quotations marked “NIV” are from
The New International Bible, Zondervan Publishing House,
Grand Rapids, MI, 1984. Quotations marked “KJV” are
from the King James Version, www.biblegateway.com., 1987
printing.
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My Search



When I was around four, I remember not knowing who I
was. Oh, I knew my name, my family and somewhat of its
reputation, my address, my school, my favorite possessions
and activities, my private opinions about myself, and people’s varying opinions of me. But I could not put my finger on “me.” Evening after evening, as I twirled about in
my mother’s negligees to the rhythm of my parents’ sixties’
music, I dreamed of who I would one day become. Yet as I
stepped up in age each year, I sensed a growing desperation
rumbling from within. I knew deep down that a big piece of
my life’s puzzle was missing. And I knew I had to find it.
Throughout childhood, I remember hearing a distant calling on my life, but I was unaware of what it could be. I was
always searching for that something or someone. I was aware
of God somewhere out there, but I did not know how to access Him. Even though I enjoyed plenty of good times over
the years, it felt as if my life were somehow surreal, as if I
never fully entered into the picture. Although I did not portray such an image to others, I secretly floated through life
feeling like an outsider, doodling and daydreaming. Despite
the luxury in which my family lived, my soul whispered to
me that this place was not my home. As a result, I continually sought what I was missing.
Over the years, I got clues. I remember wearing a white
rabbit fur coat, looking out from the backseat of my Dad’s
new Jaguar, rolling down Peachtree Street toward our downtown church one Sunday morning. When we stopped at a
light, my eyes fell upon a homeless man, planted on the sidewalk with his heaped-up belongings. I noticed he was star2
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ing at me. Our eyes locked in a curious daze for the duration
of the traffic light. As I looked into his hopeless eyes, I could
see his empty soul, with which I could identify. I somehow
felt closer to him than anyone I had ever known. It seemed
as if we secretly knew each other, but were forced to pretend
we were strangers because of our radically different social
status, fur adorning me and rags of filth smothering him.
The severe contrast of our lives was a cage, which held me
from what I wanted; but then I did not know what it was I
wanted.
The car, coat, huge house, and fancy church were showy
plastic play toys, which looked like big, promising Christmas presents; but inside they were hollow, like cavernous
boxes. That was always devastating to me, since I knew that
many were longing for what I had and what I did. However,
I happened to live behind the stage curtain amidst the nothingness of the popular production. I went through my early
years longing to find that something for which I was made. I
was very thankful for and humbled by the undeserved abundance of possessions and opportunities my parents enriched
me with during my younger days. Yet the luxury felt like an
oversized bodysuit that sparkled alluringly to everyone else,
tripping me up as I found myself repeatedly getting lost inside it.
Our long family trips to the beach shaped my view of the
world as well. My poor parents, not knowing what to do with
me, coaxed me along while I experienced trauma on those
drives. Sitting next to my younger brother, Jack III, in the
backseat, I stared out the window of the Vista Cruiser, looking beyond the trees into the forests mile after mile. I empathized with the little creatures living within. I imagined them
back there nesting and foraging for their young. When we
passed an animal that had been run over, my reaction was
one of unbelief. As a Bambi lover, I could not accept the
fact that the people in charge had left paved-through wooded
areas full of animals unprotected by fencing from the dangerous traffic. My view then was that the authorities had
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recklessly laid a death trap for all my fuzzy little friends.
After each bloody, mangled mess we passed, I wept inconsolably for hours. I grieved deeply their undeserved, violent
deaths, their lack of care, and my inability to save them or
their orphaned babies.
I remember, as a seven year-old, running to my mother’s
call one afternoon to witness a special newscast in our living room. The President of the United States was in big
trouble for lying and cheating. I cannot express the unbelief
I experienced as I watched it with her. To me at that age,
the President was the closest thing to the Almighty, yet he
had become evil. Suddenly, he stood up from his throne and
walked away. I sensed his tilted crown falling off his head
and his scepter dropping with a thud. My impression from
then on was one of repressed terror that the world was out of
control and that authority figures were clueless and out for
themselves. The problem was that we were all pretending
that everything was okay. As a result, I lived with repressed
duplicity and subconsciously craved benevolent authority
and the security of absolutes.
Years later, as a preteen, I awoke one night to stare at a full
moon. God clearly spoke to me in my spirit, saying, “Something very special is going to happen to you one day.” Even
though we had not officially met, I knew who He was, and
that He knew me. I always wondered what He could have
meant that night.
As a teen, I tried modeling for a brief period with a wellknown Atlanta agency. Throughout the few photo shoots,
people fussed over me, fixing every detail just so. I felt like
an empty puppet. I was living a lie that was just not me,
whoever “I” was. Impatient with the illusion of it all, that
business for me wore like a new, expensive outfit that my
mom dressed me in, so pretty to her and the rest of the world.
Strictly for their pleasure, I forced a smile, counting the seconds till I could tear it off, so itchy and uncomfortable.
My soul continued to roam in quest of the missing piece
of my life. My appetite for it grew as I stumbled upon fur-
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ther clues leading me through mazes of emptiness during
high school and early college. I wandered through the smoke
and mirrors of wealth, beauty, travel, party life, promiscuity, academia, and intellectualism. Then, amidst the swirling panorama of nothingness during a semester abroad, I hit
a personal low point of brokenness. I knew I could not go
another day without finding the answers to life. All alone
in my little room, crouched in despair, I cried out beyond
this world for the Almighty. I knew He was still there. And I
knew that I had to reach Him whatever the cost.
I remember distinctly, much to my surprise, bumping into
His big toe that night as He answered my call. He manifested
His indelible presence to me at a distance. This encounter with
distant holiness gave me hope and gently touched and soothed
the empty recesses of my soul. He seemed to claim it from
afar as His own. He comforted me with a subtle peace and direction I had never known. Through the years, as the reality of
that experience began to take subtle shape, I knew I had tapped
into the hidden substance and purpose of life. However, finding this long-awaited treasure only tantalized my appetite for
more. I had entered through the door, but hungered fiercely to
know and roam the whole house as my own. I walked alone in
my growing faith for eight years thereafter.
I remember law school. Herding from class to class, we
students grasped for worldly knowledge, status, and power
on the totem pole of life. Each of us dreamed of saving the
world with so-called justice or strove to be someone important.
In one particular internship I witnessed confirmation of
the deception I had observed in the presidential resignation.
One police officer after another occupied the witness stand,
swearing an oath of truth on the Holy Bible. Then, they proceeded to cover one another, lying through their teeth. My
brain could not process this. Police officers were good people, my heroes, people whom I could trust and turn to for
protection if I needed help. What a reality blast. The innate
corruption involved within the system disillusioned me.
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My generous and conscientious dad paid for me to go to
law school, both of us expecting it to be a future security
plan for me. But my heart just wasn’t in it. The deceptive,
confrontational environment felt like wearing a bodysuit two
sizes too small, squeezing out my soul to be sold to the devil.
So, while I was supposedly studying law, I secretly read parenting magazines and baby books. I wanted a family.
I thought law school was a challenge until I got married
and had a family. Now I see that law school was a piece of
chocolate layer cake compared to the intricacies, complications, and demands of marriage and family life. At times, I
was challenged to maintain my sanity. Along the way, my
desire for deep security and lasting personal fulfillment led
me on, throughout marriage and early family life, pointing
me closer to God. Later, I discovered more of what I was
seeking in the interconnectedness of the true Christian body
as a whole, meeting regularly with other moms for study,
prayer, and support. These genuine believers loved and encouraged me faithfully, nourishing my soul in truth. Still, I
was not satisfied with merely the faith.
Throughout my early years of parenting three babies back
to back, then homeschooling them, I continued to grow
spiritually learning spiritual warfare through study and fellowship. Ultimately, though, I found myself hitting a cycle
of frustration on a plateau of status-quo faith, from which I
could not seem to ascend. All the while, God’s familiar light
beckoned me higher, beaming through the oppressive, religious glass ceiling that hung above my head. I knew intuitively there was much more to this God thing than I was experiencing. Secretly resolved to find the way to break beyond
the barrier that hung in my way, I reached the point where I
determined to have all of Him—whatever that was—in order to make my way. I hungered for stability, intimacy, and
transcendence into knowing deeply this God for whom I was
made. My determination blossomed into desperation. Growing in my furious desire, I did not care what I had to let go of
or how I needed to change my way of thinking about Him.
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Whatever I had to sacrifice or endure, I determined in my
heart to find Him—not as portrayed by man, but as He is,
face to face.
In my quest I remained trapped for years beneath the glass
ceiling of religion. No matter how I tried to grow closer to
Him, there were always scriptural ambushes telling me that I
couldn’t, that I should just stay put in the status quo.
Still, I was famished for more of God. And in spite of my
hunger, I consistently recoiled from His emerging grace to
me. I was actually suspicious that it did not exist; and if
it did, I was afraid to receive it. I fought fear in growing
closer to Him because I had subconsciously superimposed
early childhood memories of my dad onto the heavenly
Father. I suppose many of us have unknowingly likened
the Lord to experiences with our parents. That is natural
because that was all we knew as children. And notwithstanding their care of me and all the good times we had,
those early misperceived and distorted memories remained
indelibly imprinted down in the core of my fully grown
brain.
Today, my dad is wonderful to me and to his four granddaughters, due to God’s love and grace flooding his life. However, in my childhood eyes my hardworking dad sometimes
seemed distant and hard to please. This, combined with my
repressed need to attach more securely to my mother, left me
sometimes feeling detached. I always cherished my parents,
but I had an occasional tendency to avoid my dad. My earliest memory of him was around age four. Gingerly pulling
me up on his lap one evening to cuddle, his hold frightened
me because it felt harsh and controlling, as if I were trapped.
I eventually managed to escape his grip and head off to another part of the house.
For some reason, it impressed deeply upon me at that time
that he never came after me. I wanted him to, but I feared
him. I suppose I assumed abandonment by him in my tender
mind during those moments after our encounter that night,
because something in my little heart just died. As a result, I
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later rejected God’s grace out of fear of His possessing the
seemingly controlling traits of my childhood dad.
However, I also rejected His grace in my pride of doing
the right thing or what I thought I should do in order to be
acceptable to Him. As I had tried to please my parents by
striving, I assumed that I had to perform to a certain spiritual
standard as well in order to be and stay pleasing to God.
Even though I often read His Word and continued to grow,
I never knew exactly what He wanted from me, except in
so many ways to be holy. It did not occur to me then, but
what I thought I should do in order to please Him was actually my past haunting me. It was my firstborn perfectionism
in action, subconsciously trying to gain approval of distant
dad or busy mom, thinking that God was somehow like my
childhood impressions of them. Without earning their love
through good performance, accomplishments, or obedience,
I thought as a child I would not have been worthy. Therefore,
I thought likewise with God and lived accordingly, with lingering guilt for not making the standard of holiness and the
resultant self-condemnation, which frustrated me even further.
As a classic firstborn, my flesh leans toward perfectionism—complete with total organization, beautiful efficiency,
peace and quiet, manners galore, and, of course, Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty, and Snow White singing harmonious
hymns in the background wherever I go. I seem to have been
wired for another world.
Naturally idealistic, I can never get over the horrifying
state of worldly madness in which we live. Consequently, I
spend most of my time in a cozy retreat called home. I once
found security in ideal, circumstantial order within my various retreats. However, problems arose with this idealism.
Reality hit me when I got married and had children. This
family I now live with is made up of many people, some
quite different from me.
For example, living in my retreat with me now is my everfaithful high school sweetheart, the most handsome man I

My Journey Through the Cross 9

have ever seen. In fact, as I reflect, I think I fell in love with
him because he looks like the handsome prince in my childhood fairy tale book. He is my practical, extremely mechanical, “fix or build anything” professional engineer husband,
Thom, with tools trailing behind him and dirt bikes lining the
garage walls. Scattered throughout my retreat there are also
four lovely, busy girls and a darling, usually gentle, balloonattacking Parisian Cavalier King Charles Spaniel named
Madeleine, who delights in Mexican stand-offs with our two
new kittens. They are all wonderful—really! The problem
used to be that my idealism, which could not be shaken out
of my head, was so ridiculous that it had me believing that,
even with all these people and animals, my retreat should
never be untidy or, God forbid, dirty. If I lived alone, everything would be just so; I would never leave anything out of
place and would always be able to find exactly what I needed
on the spur of the moment to complete the particular task at
hand—like simply finding a pen in order to write a check to
pay the water bill.
As somewhat introverted, I sit here, many years into the
wonder and trauma of family life, completely transformed.
Although I once became nearly incapacitated with disorder,
today I am completely okay amidst both tidy and messy surroundings.
“How can this be?” you ask. Over the years, through pain
and suffering, the Lord has slowly transferred my security
in orderly circumstances to security in Him alone. Sounds
simple, doesn’t it? Actually, living through it is a different
story. If you knew me before this transformation took place,
you would attest to this as being a miracle of God. I guess
this is why our “bonus baby” has more freedom than her
three older sisters did.
It has occurred to me that God’s delicate handiwork
within me is being illustrated this evening as I sit cringing cheerfully, trying to think a complete thought and type,
with my soon-to-be three-year-old, with her pudgy legs and
curly locks, standing behind me on a stool, having somehow
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persuaded me to allow her to brush my hair with a broken
brush, “jintlee” (interpretation: without my noticing), while
intermittently and matter-of-factly applying meager hand
pats of water from her sister’s monstrous water bottle to my
head and simultaneously posing irresistible questions every
thirty seconds, having left wonderful shreds of cut paper and
topless markers all over the basement floor.
I cannot believe I am saying this, but I am actually having
fun with damp hair in the middle of a mess. My poor husband, Thom, on the other hand, has been somewhat dismayed
throughout the process. While he once endured my distress
whenever I was confronted with yet another unexpected
mini-disaster, he now endures my glee amidst the inevitable
messes of city life with four children, a dog, and two cats
because he knows he will probably have to participate in the
cleaning-up process if he wants it done immediately.
Maybe you are getting some idea of how God has used
this unpredictable world and beautifully challenging family
as abrasive heavenly sandpaper to conform me, a little bit
more, to the image of His wonderful Son. I’m growing from
neurotic firstborn to “Lord, please have Your way in spite of
it all!” And boy, does He have a long way to go to finish the
job He started. Therefore, this retreat in which I spend most
of my time is, in fact, a humongous wheel on which I, His
clay, have been plopped to learn my lessons in surrender as
the Master Potter shapes me.

My Narrowing Path



Over many years the Lord has pursued me, feeding my appetite for Him and training my soul during some painful
and lonely periods. He did this in order to establish Himself
as the God who is more than enough for me by graciously
meeting my spiritual, relational, and emotional needs, initially during a time when I needed Him most.
Although I grew up with loving and supportive parents,
I was always aware of an amorphous cavern lurking in my
soul, one with a voracious appetite. As a result, I have experienced at times throughout my life the emotional need for
a real and deep relationship and an ongoing subconscious
desire for closure in some type of intimacy. Moreover, I had
always assumed that the marriage relationship—the supposedly closest and most holy of relationships—could be
healing. However, for His purposes, the Lord made evident
to me over time, in preventing fulfillment of this desire of
mine, that He had different plans for me in this area, at least
for a while.
During these years, beginning when our first three children were very young—three, one, and newborn—in spite
of my continued efforts to establish some type of solid trust
and closeness in our marriage, the Lord kept the door to intimacy closed. This problem manifested itself in the realization of the fact that in spite of his many desirable qualities,
in my estimation, Thom and I had failed to connect.
During this time my husband explained logically to me that
he was not raised to be emotional or affectionate since he was
brought up in a “cold family.” That was certainly a surprise
considering the fact that I had never heard or experienced that
11
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in any form; in fact, things were quite the opposite during our
long-distance courtship for over seven years. In my opinion,
at this crucial point in our family growth, the children and I
needed his connection urgently. We were an intense bunch and
needed his love and leadership. I eventually found myself losing patience with his family history theory of escape from the
relationship we had vowed to uphold. “If I had wanted strictly
a business relationship,” I mumbled to myself, “I would have
practiced law.”
Because of the ongoing cavernous disconnect that I experienced, the repressed mental and emotional pain I had
endured all my life slowly surfaced. Over the years, this
distress magnified itself and intensified, locking me tight
inside a red-hot furnace of affliction.
In Isaiah 30:20, 45:3 and 48:10, God says:
And though the Lord gives you the bread of adversity
and the water of affliction, yet your Teacher will not
hide Himself any more, but your eyes will constantly
behold your Teacher (Isaiah 30:20). And I will give
you the treasures of darkness and hidden riches of secret places, that you may know that it is I, the Lord,
the God of Israel, Who calls you by your name (Isaiah
45:3). Behold, I have refined you, but not as silver; I
have tried and chosen you in the furnace of affliction.
(Isaiah 48:10)
In this furnace, God was leading me into a valley of excruciating darkness, in which I would come to behold rare
and precious treasures by His hand.
I homeschooled our three oldest children for several
years, relatively isolated and without Thom’s support, even
with the addition of a new baby. Through the years, I enjoyed
teaching and encouraging them, fostering a wholesome and
academically challenging environment. Notwithstanding the
success in their home education, I began to shut down. Even
though I maintained regular adult contacts outside the family, as a twenty-four-hour-a-day, on-call mom, I needed some
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type of support, connection, partnership, encouragement, or
affection from my husband, the one adult I saw consistently
every day and night. I could not escape the flames of the
gaping cavern in our relationship with which he somehow
seemed to be so comfortable. It continually tormented me.
We are married, one in Christ, I thought. Then why do I feel
like I am living with a total stranger and sleeping next to a
phantom?
Though aware of the potential psychological implications of my desire, codependency included, I nevertheless
became enslaved in my heart to experiencing some inkling
of oneness with him to offset the emotional rejection I experienced. In frustration, I tried repeatedly to reach him. And
all for a divine purpose! Little did I know then, but the Lord
was thwarting my plans, forcing me to the exact place He
wanted me.
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