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“This delightful book is loaded with pearls of truth laced with humor and the kind of stark honesty that is both refreshing and disarming. Lisa’s personal story also gives readers significant insight into the character and ways of God.”

JOY DAWSON, AUTHOR AND
INTERNATIONAL BIBLE TEACHER




“I’ve been Lisa’s pastor for nearly twenty years, and the facts are these: She is a solid believer in Christ, in God’s Word, and in family priorities. I’ve seen her grow from a good girl to a godly woman, a faithful wife to Steve, and a loving mom to her kids.”

JACK W. HAYFORD, LITT.D., PASTOR/CHANCELLOR
THE CHURCH ON THE WAY
AND THE KING’S COLLEGE AND SEMINARY
VAN NUYS, CALIFORNIA




“One moment you think you’re reading Erma Bombeck – the next, St. Theresa of Avila! My friend Lisa invites you to join her on an inspirational and often humorous journey – from child actress to wife and mother of three. You’ll enjoy every minute of the ride!”

RON MEHL, PASTOR AND AUTHOR OF THE GOLD
MEDALLION WINNER GOD WORKS THE NIGHT SHIFT




“Reading The Facts of Life was like reading a contemporary version of Psalm 23. Lisa takes us through her green pastures and leads us by the still waters of her life. Anyone who longs for the Good Shepherd to make a psalm out of their own lives will be as encouraged and inspired by this book as I was.”

DEBBIE BOONE
AUTHOR OF BEDTIME HUGS FOR LITTLE ONES
AND MOTHER OF FOUR
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Dedication


With gratitude to the Lord,
I dedicate this book to my three adorable children,
Tucker, Haven, and Clancy.
What a privilege to pass down these stories as a witness to you and your children of the kind, trustworthy, and strong hand of our Father in heaven.




Let each generation tell its children what glorious things he does.



PSALM 145:4, TLB
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A Giant Thank-You Note

I tell my kids, as they grumble that they already said thank you, “If someone took the effort to give you a gift, the least you can do is write a thank-you note.”

It is my pleasure to write the following collection of thank-you notes to those who have taken the effort to show me their love through the giving of themselves.

Steve,

Thank you for taking the kids to school, cleaning up the dinner dishes, troubleshooting my computer problems, and giving me the kind of love I never have to question.

Love always,
Your adoring wife

Tucker, Haven, and Clancy,

I already said thank you; that should be enough. Just kidding. I appreciate you so much that I dedicated this book to you. And if that’s not enough, I also dedicate my life to you. Being your mother is fun.

Love,
Mom

Mama,

I think I finished this book just in time. I’m afraid that a mutiny was around the corner and that my kids were ready to throw me overboard and declare you and Roy captains. Thank you for being not only the best mother in the world but also the best grandmother.

Yours truly,
The best daughter in the world

Daddy,

Thank you for footing the bill for every acting and dance lesson imaginable, a million flights back and forth to Texas, and exorbitant long-distance phone bills. I realize that you gave up more than money for my dreams to come true.

Gratefully,
Your baby girl

Don, Bill, Judith, and all my new friends at Multnomah,

How can I say this without sounding unprofessional? I’m crazy about you guys! You take such good care of me. I respect the way you blend a sense of good business with sensitivity for God’s business.

Forever yours (or for at least two more books),
Lisa

Ron,

You continue to amaze me. I’m surprised daily by your expertise, vision, and integrity as a manager. I can’t decide whether it’s because I had such low expectations of you to begin with or because you really are that good.

Your friend,
Lisa

Jerry and Shirley Grose, Paul and Joy Jones, Tom and Denise McDonald, and Vickie Winner,

I couldn’t have written this book without your gracious hospitality. I mean that literally. I tried to write at home, but I failed miserably. Between the kids, e-mail, the phone, the fridge, and the temptation of a nap, there were just too many distractions. Thank you for opening your homes and hearts so wide to me.

Sincerely,
Lisa


 

Calling all Cyber Prayer Warriors!

Roll call—Deb, Robin, Alice, Curt, Janice, Mick, Mom, Roy, Shawn, Janet, Shirley, Sherilyn, Anastatia, Fred, Denise, Tom, Myrene, Terri, Debby, Andrea, Melissa, Dana, Lynn, Valerie, Gladys, Marie, Jon, JoAnn, Sallie, Connie, Jeannie, Bill, Deb, Gloria, Tammy, Dorothy, Jean, Juanita, Tim, and Cindy. Thank you for carrying this book and me in prayer. You are my own personal band of angels.

In your debt,
Lisa


INTRODUCTION

The Real Facts of life
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I’m so happy that you’ve picked up this book. I like to think of it as starting a new friendship. With each chapter of my life that I write for you, the closer we can become as friends. I only wish I had a chance to read your life story as well.

To be honest, I don’t consider this book an autobiography in the typical this-is-my-whole-life-story sense of the word. I’ve chosen to delete certain parts of my past; others I’ve mercifully left out to spare you the boredom; and the future, of course, is yet to be written. But there are a few select stories from my life that I’m thrilled to open up and share with you. That’s because the main character isn’t me, but my Father.

I was “adopted” by my heavenly Father when I was ten years old. From the day I took His hand as Lord and Savior twenty-eight years ago, He has held on to me for dear life. And I can’t imagine a dearer life than the one I’ve lived as His child.

An earthly father’s role is universally understood to be that of provider and protector. It’s also his responsibility to teach his children through both correction and encouragement. Because he is bigger, he can see farther down the road; therefore, when his children look to him, they can find direction for their lives. Best of all, children don’t have to earn their daddy’s love; it is simply there from the day they are born into his family. This is the relationship I have with my Father in heaven, and I cherish it.

As you read on and our friendship develops, you will understand why I adore Him so. My heavenly Father has taught me many earthly lessons. Make no mistake—God is actively involved in His children’s daily lives. In Luke 12, Jesus encourages His disciples and us by saying, “I tell you, don’t worry about everyday life—whether you have enough food to eat or clothes to wear. These things dominate the thoughts of most people, but your Father already knows your needs. He will give you all you need from day to day if you make the Kingdom of God your primary concern” (v. 22, 30–31).

I have discovered that my Father in heaven is a detail-oriented God. He is as interested in the little things in our lives as He is in the big things.

He has taught me important life-lessons such as what to learn from failure, when it’s good to give up, why He sometimes says no, how to spend money, who to marry, and even where to go when I’m going to blow. These things, I think you’ll agree, are the real facts of life.

So … how ’bout we grab a piece of cake and a Diet Coke—let’s gab a while.


ONE

My Adoption Story
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I was born into a fabulous family and had a story-book childhood. My mother was a secretary who devoted her life to being a mother. My younger brother, Cody, was a sweet, fun, strong little boy who ultimately gave up much of his own childhood so that my childhood dreams could come true.

My father, too, sacrificed more than I will ever know. As a little girl, I simply adored him, and now that I’m grown, I still have to have my weekly “daddy fix.” If you passed me on the freeway on any given weekend, you’d see me taking advantage of my free weekend minutes to talk with him on my cell phone.

But my Father in heaven is the one I talk to all day long. He’s as real to me as my natural father. When I chose to give my life to Jesus as a ten-year-old, I became a child of God—although in John 15:16, Jesus says, “You did not choose me, but I chose you” (NIV). That must be the standard adoptive-parent line. Even if it isn’t, it sure makes a child feel special, doesn’t it?

Let me tell you my adoption story.

I grew up in a small town in Texas. I was a tomboy and spent my free time climbing trees, riding motorcycles, and playing softball. One Saturday my friend Lynn, who lived a couple of streets over from me, decided that it would be fun to play dress up and go someplace out of the ordinary. Even though I hated wearing dresses, I agreed. I had been the flower girl in my cousin Glenda’s wedding and had worn a beautiful, floor-length, hot pink dress. After the ceremony, my mom hemmed the dress to above my knees so I could wear it on special occasions.

Lynn and I decided that going to church would be the perfect out-of-the-ordinary thing to do. You see, although my parents had both been saved as teenagers and loved the Lord, we didn’t attend church regularly. I just happened to live two houses down and across the street from a little Baptist church. So it was settled.

The next morning, Lynn and I put on our fancy dresses, hopped on our bicycles, and rode down the street to the neighborhood church. We were directed to the fifth-grade Sunday school class, where we recognized half the kids there from our school. On our way down the hall to the classroom, we passed a pink cardboard box resting on top of a TV tray. I could barely concentrate on being friendly because I couldn’t quit staring at the box. I recognized that pink box. It was the same one my daddy would bring home every once in a while for very special mornings. It was a box from the local doughnut shop!

Just after we put together the wooden Jonah-and-the-whale puzzle and right before the flannelboard story about baby Moses in the bulrushes, the teacher brought the box into the room, along with a pitcher of orange juice. There was no longer any question—I caught a whiff of the glazed goodies as the teacher carried them to the back table. Finally, it was snack time! What a treat! My friend Lynn sure had come up with a good idea.

The next Sunday morning I woke up early, took about two seconds to decide whether I wanted toast and jelly or hot, fresh doughnuts for breakfast, and hopped on my bike to head to church again. (This time I didn’t mess with wearing a dress.)

Pretty soon I was coming back for more than the doughnuts. I don’t know how to explain it, but even at the tender age of ten, I knew that I had found my heart’s home. As my Sunday school teacher taught me about Jesus’ love for me, I began to fall in love with Him. I didn’t really understand what she meant when she told me that He died on the cross to forgive my sins. I certainly had received enough spankings to know that I had sinned, but all I was really sure of was that Jesus was the Son of God and that I wanted Him to live in my heart forever.

That was truly the beginning of my life. Maybe that’s why the Bible calls it being born again. I had some sort of understanding that the rest of my life was going to be all about Jesus. Before I ever made it “official” by saying a prayer or walking down the aisle or kneeling at an altar, I was on fire for the Lord.

Every Sunday our class was given a tiny envelope to put our offering in. On the outside was a short checklist. It read like this:


• Read Bible daily.

• Prayed every day.

• Gave an offering.

• Brought a friend to church.



I was diligent all week so that I would be able to check each little box. It’s funny how those early habits, formed simply for the thrill of making little check marks on an envelope, have shaped my entire life.

After a while, my parents and little brother began attending church regularly and eventually became very involved in the church. Our family was in charge of the bus ministry. My dad would drive the bus and draw the illustrations for the Bible story. My mom would tell the story. I would entertain with puppets, and six-year-old Cody had fun just riding the bus.

It was at that time that I started going into the “big” church service after Sunday school. As much as I loved the Lord, I remember being extremely bored. My friend Robin and I would pass notes, giggle at the boys, and lie down on the hard pew with our heads on hymnals and fall asleep.

But one Sunday was different. We were all standing, singing the last stanza of the hymn “Just As I Am,” when for no apparent reason I began to cry. My mama whispered something into my daddy’s ear, and he leaned over and asked me if I wanted to walk down the aisle and give my life to Jesus.

I had no idea what that really meant. I just knew that I had felt the touch of the Lord and that I wanted to respond. When I met the preacher at the front, he led me in a simple prayer asking Jesus to forgive me of my sins and to become the Lord of my life. At that moment my adoption was finalized.

It was years before I understood the full implications of the simple prayer I had repeated. All I knew at that moment was that I was a child of God and that I was willing to go anywhere and do anything my Father asked me to.

So when Jesus tells me, “You did not choose Me, but I chose you,” I believe Him. He came looking for me. He devised a plan to get me to church by appealing to my desire to play dress up and do something out of the ordinary. He kept me coming back by offering doughnuts and orange juice, and He drew me into His arms by giving me a supernatural hug.

You know, God is pursuing you too. Do you really think it’s just a coincidence that you are reading this book? Whether you realize it or not, God has been wooing you your entire life. He waits patiently for special moments to reveal His love for you. Think back over the many times when you know that your Father reached down from heaven and touched your life. Can you recall instances when you knew He was close beside you, even though you couldn’t see Him with your eyes?

You don’t have to be able to explain all of these things or even understand them. That ten-year-old girl didn’t know why her sins needed to be forgiven, but she did know that she was willing to do whatever it took to make Jesus feel at home in her heart. The next time you sense the heavenly Father drawing near to you, reach out to Him. He simply wants you to respond to Him—like a child.


TWO

How I Became an Actress and Then Became Myself
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As a little girl I was painfully shy—so much so that when I was seven years old, my mother became concerned. My second grade teacher, Mrs. Clark, had told my mom that I had been helping her in the classroom during recess instead of playing outside with the other kids.

When school let out for the summer, my mom took action. Our public school offered a program for those long, hot, summer Texas days, and you could sign up for any number of fun classes. My mother enrolled me in archery, tumbling, and drama. She had especially high hopes that the acting class would bring me out of my shell.

Her plan was a huge success. By the end of the six-week program, I could hit a bull’s-eye and turn a flip—and I had won the lead in the end-of-summer play. I remember what it felt like in the drama class to discover that I was a natural. I felt empowered. When the acting bug bit me, my confidence swelled. It was a defining moment in my life. I decided that I didn’t want to wait to become an actress when I grew up—I wanted to be a child-actress.

After the curtain call of our summer production, a lady from the school approached my mother and urged her to sign me up for the professional acting classes that were being offered at the Casa Mañana Playhouse across town in Ft. Worth. I have no idea where my dad found the money or my mom the time, but for the next five years I all but slept at the theater.

I took musical theater, dramatic reading, and mime classes. I studied ballet, tap, and jazz. I acted in children’s plays, dinner theater, and summer stock. My theatrical clock was ticking, and I was determined to give birth to a career before I reached puberty.

The first semester of third grade, after my summer acting debut, I auditioned for our school talent show. I couldn’t think of any way to use acting as a talent, so I relied on my backup career of tumbling. Basically, I laid out a tumbling mat, put music on the tape recorder, and filled the three-minute song with a series of improvisational flips, cartwheels, and poses. My routine was like the one nearly every little girl performs in her own living room while her daddy stands back and applauds wildly. The applause at school was lackluster at best.

Later that day, when the loudspeaker crackled, I listened eagerly for the principal to announce the names of those who had made it into the talent show. Needless to say, I was crushed when he didn’t read my name. Right then, I resolved not only to make it into the talent show next year, but also to win it.

I began work almost immediately. I asked my theater instructor what talent I could perform solo that involved acting. He suggested ventriloquism. I went home and told my mom, and she, as usual, made it happen. She ordered a small ventriloquist figure (you never call them dummies) from the Sears and Roebuck catalog. The puppet came with an instructional record and booklet. After the package arrived, I practiced almost every day, teaching myself how to speak without moving my lips. Eventually, “The doy dounced the dasketdall” began sounding more and more like “The boy bounced the basketball.”

All the hard work paid off when, as a fourth grader, I won first place in the Lake Worth Public School Talent Show. I figured that I was about to fulfill my heart’s desire to become a child-actress and that I was on my way to stardom.

But, ironically, my mother’s original intent to draw me out of my shyness was never realized. Even though I had found my niche as an actress, it didn’t translate into confidence on the playground. I was still a bookworm who felt more comfortable in a corner reading than joining in with the other kids.

Not until I was in my midtwenties did I discover that God created me with an extroverted personality. He never intended for me to be shy. Shyness was a defense mechanism I had put up as a small child. Who knows why, but I felt safer keeping to myself than risking getting hurt by other people. And I kept that shield up for years.

I remember that as a young
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