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​Chapter 1: I Trust God—Why Don’t I Trust Myself?
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The porcelain mug in my hands was lukewarm, a physical manifestation of how long I had been sitting at the small wooden bistro table in my kitchen, staring at nothing. Outside the window, the morning sun was making a valiant effort to pierce through the heavy gray clouds of a Tuesday morning, but inside, the atmosphere was thick with a familiar, suffocating fog.

It was a simple task. On the table before me sat a single invitation to a community garden project—a local initiative looking for volunteers to help revitalize a neglected plot of land downtown. It was something I loved. I loved the feel of soil between my fingers, the silent miracle of a seed breaking through the dark earth, and the quiet rhythm of growth. I knew, with a spiritual certainty, that God cared about restoration. I believed He was a God of beauty and growth.

Yet, for forty-five minutes, I had been unable to pick up the pen to check the "Yes" box.

"Lord," I whispered, my voice sounding thin in the quiet room. "I trust You. I know You are in control. If this is where You want me, please just give me peace. Just give me a sign."

I waited. The refrigerator hummed. A bird chirped on the ledge. The peace didn't come. Instead, a wave of cold, sharp anxiety crested in my chest.

What if I’m misinterpreting the desire? The voice in my head—my own voice, yet sounding like a stern judge—began its daily interrogation. What if I’m just doing this for vanity? What if I commit and then realize I’ve taken time away from something more 'spiritual'? What if I get there and realize I have nothing to offer, and I just end up being a burden to the group?

I closed my eyes tightly, trying to shut out the noise. I truly did trust God. I believed He could move mountains. I believed He had saved my soul. I believed He was the Creator of the universe and the sustainer of all life. If someone had asked me, "Do you trust God?" I would have answered with a resounding "Yes" without a moment’s hesitation. But as I sat there, unable to even decide whether to volunteer for a garden club, a darker, more painful truth sat heavily in my lap:

I trusted God, but I didn't trust the person He was working through. I didn't trust myself.

The discrepancy was a chasm I didn't know how to bridge. It felt like a theological glitch. I had been taught that the Holy Spirit dwells within us, that we are given a "sound mind," and that we are new creations. But my mind didn't feel sound; it felt like a broken compass spinning wildly in a storm. My inner world was a courtroom where I was simultaneously the defendant, the prosecutor, and the witness for the prosecution.

I stood up, the chair scraping harshly against the linoleum floor, and walked to the sink to pour out the cold coffee. As the brown liquid swirled down the drain, I felt a pang of guilt. Even the coffee is a waste, the voice whispered. You couldn't even finish a cup before it went cold because you were too busy spiraling.

I leaned my hands on the edge of the laminate countertop and stared at my reflection in the window. My hair was pulled back in a messy knot, and there were faint shadows under my eyes—the physical toll of a mind that never sleeps.

The struggle wasn't just about the garden project. It was about everything. It was about the color of the sweater I chose in the morning, the way I phrased an email to my boss, and the terrifying prospect of making a "big" life decision. Every choice felt like a potential minefield. I lived in a state of perpetual "what if," convinced that if I made the wrong move, I would somehow derail my life or, worse, disappoint the God I loved so much.

I went back to the table and picked up my Bible, my thumb smoothing over the worn leather of the cover. This was my anchor. I knew the verses. Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding. I had interpreted that verse for years as a command to ignore my own thoughts entirely. To me, "leaning not on my own understanding" meant that my own understanding was a dangerous, deceptive enemy that needed to be suppressed. I thought that to be a "good" Christian meant to be a blank slate, waiting for a booming voice from heaven or a miraculous sign to dictate every move.

But God hadn't given me a script; He had given me a life. And in the absence of a script, I was paralyzed.

"Why is this so hard?" I asked the empty kitchen.

I thought back to the Sunday service two days prior. The pastor had spoken about the "abundant life." He spoke with such conviction about the freedom we have in Christ. I had sat in the third row, nodding along, feeling the truth of his words in my spirit. I wanted that freedom. I wanted to walk with the lightness of a child who knows they are loved.

But as soon as the service ended and I had to decide which way to turn out of the parking lot to avoid traffic, the panic had returned. The abundance was blocked by a wall of self-suspicion.

I began to pace the small area of my kitchen and living room. It was a habit I’d developed—a physical manifestation of the mental circles I ran.

Step one: Identify a desire. (I want to join the garden project.) 

Step two: Prayer. (Lord, show me your will.) 

Step three: The silence. (Wait for an overwhelming feeling of peace.) 

Step four: The panic. (The peace doesn't come, so I assume the desire is wrong.) 

Step five: The critique. (Why am I so indecisive? Why don't I have more faith? What is wrong with me?)

The critique was always the loudest part. It was a relentless commentary that picked apart my character. It told me I was weak. It told me I was "unspiritual" because if I truly had faith, I wouldn't be afraid. It used my love for God as a weapon against me, suggesting that my indecision was actually a form of hidden rebellion.

I stopped in front of a small framed photograph on my bookshelf. It was a picture of me from ten years ago, standing on a hiking trail, grinning at the camera. I looked so... sure. There was a spark in my eyes that I didn't recognize anymore. Back then, I made decisions. I took risks. I moved through the world with a sense of agency.

What had happened? Where had that version of me gone?

It wasn't that I had lost my faith in those ten years. If anything, my faith had grown deeper, more rugged, and more precious to me. I had seen God provide in ways I never expected. I had felt His comfort in seasons of grief. I knew He was real.

But somewhere along the way, I had started to believe that the more I trusted God, the less I should trust myself. I had turned "He must increase, but I must decrease" into a mandate for self-annihilation. I thought that for God to be big, I had to be nothing—not just humble, but non-existent. I had effectively deleted myself from the equation of my own life.

The problem was, I still had to live that life. I still had to choose what to say, where to go, and how to spend my days. And because I didn't trust the "me" who was doing the choosing, every day felt like walking on thin ice, waiting for the crack that would send me plunging into the freezing depths of a "wrong" decision.

I sat back down at the table, the invitation still mocking me with its empty checkbox.

"I trust You, Lord," I said again, this time more firmly, as if trying to convince the shadows in the corners of the room. "I know You have a plan for me. I know Your plans are for good and not for evil."

The words were true, but they felt like they were floating an inch above my skin, unable to sink in and warm my blood.

If You have a plan, why can't I find it? I thought. Why do I feel like I’m constantly missing the mark? Why does every choice feel like a test I’m failing?

The inner critic didn't wait long to answer. Maybe you're missing it because you're too focused on yourself. Maybe if you were more holy, you'd hear Him more clearly. Maybe your doubt is a sign that you aren't really right with Him.

That was the sharpest sting—the suggestion that my struggle with confidence was actually a spiritual failure. It turned my mental health struggle into a moral one. It made the paralysis feel like a sin.

I rested my forehead on the cool surface of the wooden table. The grain of the wood felt rough against my skin.

I realized then that my life had become very small. To avoid the pain of making a wrong decision, I had stopped making decisions altogether. I chose the same meals, walked the same routes, and spoke to the same three people. I stayed in the "safe" zone of my own apartment, where the stakes were low and the chance of a catastrophic mistake was minimal.

But I wasn't happy. I was safe, but I was stifled. I was "obedient," but I was miserable.

Is this really what God wanted? Did the Creator of the stars and the seas really want me to spend forty-five minutes agonizing over a garden club invitation? Did He really want me to live in a state of constant, low-grade terror that I might accidentally do something "out of His will"?

The thought felt like a tiny spark of light in the fog. Maybe, I dared to think, my lack of self-trust isn't a form of holiness. Maybe it's a form of brokenness.

It was a terrifying thought because it meant I had to change. It meant I had to look at the roots of that doubt. It meant I had to consider the possibility that God might actually want to restore my voice, not just my soul.

I picked up the pen. My hand was shaking slightly.

Just check the box, I told myself. It’s just a garden. If it’s the wrong move, He can close the door. Isn't that what I believe? That He’s big enough to redirect me?

But what if I waste their time? the voice countered. What if I commit and then I have a panic attack and can't go? That would be lying. That would be a bad witness.

I dropped the pen. It clattered against the table and rolled onto the floor.

I slumped back in the chair, feeling the familiar weight of defeat. It was exhausting to be me. It was exhausting to live in a brain that was constantly checking its own work and finding it wanting.

"God," I whispered, and this time there was a note of desperation in it. "I don't know how to do this. I don't know how to be a person. I know how to be a follower, but I don't know how to be 'me' in the process. Please. I’m so tired of being afraid of myself."

The silence that followed wasn't the "peace that surpasses understanding." It was just silence. But in that silence, I realized that I couldn't keep living like this. I couldn't keep treating my own heart like a dangerous animal that had to be caged.

I looked at the invitation again. I didn't check the box. Not yet. But I didn't throw it away either.

I knew I was at a crossroads. Not the kind of crossroads where you choose a path on a map, but the kind where you choose how you’re going to walk. I could continue to live in the shadow of my own self-doubt, spiritualizing my fear and calling it "caution." Or, I could begin the long, painful, and messy process of asking God to help me trust the woman He had made.

The core struggle was clear: my faith in God was a solid rock, but the ground I stood on—the ground of my own identity and judgment—was shifting sand. And you cannot build a life on a rock if your own feet are constantly slipping.

I stayed at the table as the sun finally broke through the clouds, casting a bright, rectangular patch of light across the invitation. It was a start. The light was there, even if I wasn't ready to walk into it yet.

I was a woman who loved God with all her heart. I was a woman who wanted to serve Him. And I was a woman who was absolutely terrified of her own shadow.

Why don’t I trust myself?

The question hung in the air, a challenge and a prayer all at once. I didn't have the answer, but for the first time in a long time, I was willing to go looking for it. I was tired of the paralysis. I was tired of the "what ifs." I was ready to find out if there was a way to trust God that included trusting the heart He had given me.

I reached down and picked up the pen from the floor. I didn't check the box yet, but I tucked it into my Bible.

"Tomorrow," I whispered. "I'll decide tomorrow."

It wasn't a victory, but it wasn't a total retreat either. It was a truce. And for today, that had to be enough.

As the morning moved into afternoon, the weight of the morning’s indecision lingered like a dull ache. I went about my chores—folding laundry, responding to work emails, tidying the living room—but the internal dialogue never truly stopped. It was like a radio playing in the background of a house, the volume just low enough that you can't hear the lyrics, but high enough that you can't ignore the noise.

Every time I passed the Bible on the table, I felt the presence of that invitation tucked inside. It felt like a ticking clock.

I realized that my inability to trust myself wasn't just a "me" problem; it was a wall between me and the world. It kept me from deep friendships because I was always second-guessing what I said. It kept me from professional growth because I was too afraid to voice an opinion in meetings. It kept me from the very "abundant life" I claimed to believe in.

I was a prisoner of my own caution.

"Lord," I prayed as I folded a warm towel, "if You are my shepherd, then I shouldn't be this afraid of taking a step. A sheep doesn't have to be an expert in the terrain; it just has to follow the shepherd. So why do I feel like I have to map out every inch of the forest before I move?"

The answer didn't come in a bolt of lightning. It came in a quiet realization: I was trying to be the shepherd and the sheep at the same time. I was trying to guarantee my own safety through my own perfect decision-making, while simultaneously claiming to rely on God. My self-doubt wasn't actually a sign of my reliance on Him—it was a sign of how much pressure I was putting on myself to be perfect.

I was afraid that if I made a mistake, God would be disappointed, or His plans would fail. I was acting as if His sovereignty was so fragile that one "wrong" move by Sarah Miller would shatter it.

It was a form of pride, wrapped in the rags of humility.

I stopped folding and sat on the edge of my bed. The house was quiet, but my mind was a roar.

I trust God—Why don’t I trust myself?

Maybe because I’ve forgotten that I am His workmanship. Maybe because I’ve spent so long looking at my flaws that I’ve forgotten He is the one who holds the brush.

The journey ahead felt long. I knew that one morning of reflection wasn't going to undo years of internal conditioning. I knew that the critical voice wouldn't vanish overnight. But as I sat there, the towel forgotten in my lap, I felt the first stirring of a new kind of prayer.

Not: "Lord, tell me what to do." But: "Lord, help me to be okay with being 'me' while I do it."

It was a subtle shift, but it felt monumental. It was the first step away from the paralysis. It was the beginning of the end of the fog.
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​Chapter 2: Afraid of Being Wrong Again
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The invitation was still tucked inside my Bible, a physical weight that seemed to press through the leather cover and into my mahogany nightstand. Every time I caught sight of the gold-edged pages, I felt the familiar prickle of heat at the back of my neck. It was more than just indecision about a garden; it was the ghost of every "wrong" choice I had ever made, standing in the corner of the room like a silent, judgmental witness.

I knew why I was like this. I knew exactly where the cracks in my foundation had started. We like to believe that time heals all wounds, but for some of us, time just builds a scaffold over the injury, hiding the damage while the structural integrity remains compromised. For me, the injury had a name, a date, and a specific shade of humiliation that I could still taste if I let my mind wander too far into the shadows of the past.

The voice of my inner critic didn't come from a vacuum. It was an echo of a version of myself that had once been too bold, too sure, and—ultimately—shattered by the consequences of her own confidence.

The memory always started with the smell of damp pavement and the sound of a closing car door. It was five years ago, a season when I had felt "led" to make a move that I was certain had been orchestrated by the hand of God Himself. I had been working at a stable, respectable accounting firm, but I felt a "calling" to pour my life savings and my every waking hour into a non-profit bakery designed to employ and mentor at-risk youth in my city.

I had prayed about it. I had fasted. I had seen "signs" in every sunset and every sermon. I was convinced that my desire was synonymous with God’s direction. I had told everyone—my parents, my church small group, my mentors—that I was stepping out in "radical faith." I had been so sure of myself that I didn't just walk; I ran.

"God’s got this," I had told my best friend, Elena, when she asked if I had a backup plan for the lease. "If He called me to it, He’ll provide through it. To have a Plan B would be to doubt His power."

I could still see the look on her face—a mixture of concern and admiration. I had mistaken her concern for a lack of faith on her part. I felt spiritually superior because I was willing to risk it all. I had equated my own adrenaline with the Holy Spirit’s prompting, and my own stubbornness with divine conviction.

The bakery, Daily Bread, lasted exactly eleven months.

The failure hadn't been a sudden explosion; it was a slow, agonizing bleed. The overhead was too high, the foot traffic was too low, and my "radical faith" didn't account for the reality of city permits and a crumbling infrastructure I hadn't properly inspected. I had poured every cent into the dream, convinced that a miracle was just around the corner. I had even ignored the practical advice of a Christian businessman in the congregation who told me the numbers didn't add up. I had labeled him a "distraction" to my mission.

When the locks were finally changed and the "For Lease" sign went back up in the window, I wasn't just broke. I was spiritually decimated.

I remember sitting in my car in the rain, watching the landlord scrape my name off the glass. I felt like a fraud. I had told everyone God was doing this. I had stood on stages and shared my "vision." By failing, I felt like I had made God look small. I had made Him look like a liar.

But worse than that, I realized I couldn't trust my own ears. I had been so sure I heard Him. I had been so sure it was a "God thing." If I could be that wrong when I was trying my hardest to be right, how could I ever trust my instincts again? If my "discernment" could lead me to total financial and emotional ruin, then my discernment was a dangerous weapon pointed at my own heart.

That was the day I handed the keys of my life over to the god of "Being Safe."

Now, five years later, the echoes of that failure dictated the rhythm of my days. I wasn't just afraid of being wrong; I was afraid of the danger of being wrong. To me, a mistake wasn't a learning opportunity; it was a trapdoor. It was a sign that I was out from under God’s protection.

I sat on the edge of my bed and let the memory subside, though the hollowness in my chest remained. This was the "why" behind the garden invitation struggle. If I said yes to the garden and it turned out to be a distraction, or if I failed to be a good volunteer, I wasn't just "wrong"—I was once again the girl who couldn't hear God. I was once again the person who had "leaned on her own understanding" and ended up in the wreckage.

"I can't do it again, Lord," I whispered into the quiet room. "I can't handle being that wrong again."

This was the crux of the fear. I had equated being right with being safe. In my mind, as long as I made the "perfectly discerned" choice, I was wrapped in a cocoon of divine approval. But if I made a mistake, I was exposed. I was vulnerable. I was a target for criticism and shame.

I stood up and walked to my mirror, looking at the woman who had spent five years playing it small. I had taken a job as a data entry clerk—a job far below my capabilities, but a job where there was very little room for "vision" or "instinct." I followed the manual. I checked the boxes. I didn't take risks. I didn't volunteer for leadership. I stayed in the lanes marked by clear, cold lines of logic.

And yet, even in this self-imposed witness protection program, I was exhausted. Because you cannot think your way into safety.

The inner voice started up again, sensing my moment of reflection. You’re doing it again, it hissed. You’re thinking about your feelings instead of the Word. Remember the bakery? Remember how your feelings lied to you then? Why are you even considering this garden? It’s just another chance for you to get it wrong.

I gripped the edge of the dresser until my knuckles turned white. "Is that You, Lord?" I asked, my heart hammering. "Is that a warning? Or is that just me?"

That was the most agonizing part of the struggle: the inability to distinguish between the conviction of the Holy Spirit and the taunts of my own trauma. When you stop trusting yourself, you also stop trusting your ability to recognize God’s voice, because that voice has to be filtered through your own mind. If the filter is broken, the message is suspect.

I felt like I was trapped in a hall of mirrors. I would try to pray, but the prayer would be intercepted by the fear of being wrong. I would try to read Scripture, but I would find verses that seemed to confirm my need to be silent and invisible. I was
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