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This book is dedicated to
Sonja,
dearest friend,
a woman with a heart for God
and a heart for His people.
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CHAPTER ONE

Come Walk with Me

Excited! That word described Jack as he returned from a trip to Long Beach, California, to look over a new ministry opportunity. Like a kid telling about attending his first big league game, his eyes lit up as he described what he had discovered about the job. We’d be moving into a large old home already furnished and occupied by four men, one woman, a couple in an apartment out back, and oh, yes, a dachshund. The people currently in charge couldn’t take the dog with them to Okinawa, so they were leaving him with us. And (he threw it in quickly, hoping I wouldn’t notice) the dog wasn’t quite housebroken.

Jack and I would be responsible for helping men and women grow in spiritual maturity, ministry skills, and life skills; ministering to servicemen coming through a servicemen’s center; raising a budget that was several thousand dollars in the hole; opening our home for hospitality … As Jack rambled on and on, my eyes glazed over and my mind went numb. He had no idea the effect all this was having on me, of course. But the longer he talked, the more the task looked as impossible as crawling around the world without legs!

When Jack finished telling me about this glorious opportunity we were going to have in Long Beach, I went upstairs to our bedroom, got down on my knees, and prayed, “Father! You’ve just heard it all. And You know I can’t do it!

“You also know that of all the things I don’t want to do, the number one item is to fail Jack in something You have called him to do—and it seems You are calling him to do this. But obviously I’m going to fail both him and You in this.

“So …,” I paused before committing myself to what I was about to ask. “I think You’d better take me home to Yourself right now. Then Jack can marry someone who will be able to help him with this task.”

With tremor of heart, I waited. In expectation, I waited … fully anticipating that God would strike me dead on the spot. But no bolt of lightning came from the sky. No heart attack or blood clot to the brain. After ten minutes or so, I concluded that God was going to leave me among the living.

Perplexed, I prayed, “All right then, Father, if You aren’t going to take me home, then You’ll have to help me grow into … to become somehow … the person You need in this situation.”

And God began to answer that prayer through a godly woman who taught me, trained me, and in a real way, “titused” me (see Titus 2:3-5).

Shortly after we moved to that big old white house on Willow Avenue in Long Beach, I began driving the frenzied freeways up to Pasadena each week. Every Wednesday morning I’d put our three-year-old daughter, Lynn, in the car, and off we’d go. I’d only learned to drive about six months before, and the heavy traffic scared me to death. But I was desperate for help—and determined—so I would grit my teeth and head into the fray.

An hour or so later I’d pull into the driveway of an even bigger old house in Pasadena where Marion lived. Marion, the wife of Jack’s supervisor, was only about five years older than I was but light years more mature spiritually—and she had agreed to disciple me. She and I would closet ourselves in her spacious bedroom for a couple of hours, made possible with help from a girl working in Marion’s home who watched Lynn and Marion’s son, Ricky.

I said to Marion, “Pretend I’m not even a Christian. Lead me to Christ, and then teach me everything I need to know in order to grow. And please teach me in such a way that I will be able to pass on to others what I learn.”

And for one year Marion did just that. She taught me everything from how to share the gospel and dig into Scripture and pray, to how to cook for twenty people. I needed to learn everything! Marion walked beside me and imprinted my life with marks of the Savior.

As I have grown spiritually, God has given me the privilege of walking beside a number of women from different backgrounds and situations: women raised in Christian homes and ones who have come to know Christ as adults; women from uncomplicated backgrounds and ones from dysfunctional families; happily married women and others in hurting relationships. Many floundered because they hadn’t been helped to find practical, shoe-leather ways to live joyfully.

I remember the young single teacher who had been violated as a child by a relative, leaving her unable to know both God’s joy and a husband’s love.

Then there was Norma, who tried to take her own life by overdosing on sleeping pills. God had never become real in her life.

I think of the young widow with six children who tearfully told me that God had given her the gift of introducing people to Christ—even over the phone—but she didn’t know how to help them move forward in their Christian walk.

I reflect on the wives and single women who longed to know God intimately but didn’t know how.

In their individual ways, each of these women said to me, “God promises joy, but I don’t have it. What’s wrong?”

Let me tell you about one woman in particular.

ARE YOU FOR REAL?

Sonja stood on my doorstep five inches below me, her laughing blue eyes level with mine. A breeze ruffled her blonde wedge and, noting the lithe body in blue-and-wine sweats, I guessed she was on the shy side of thirty. Curious to find out the reason she’d asked to see me, I invited her in.

After settling on the couch, she took a deep breath and plunged in. Her first question came out of the blue, and I blinked.

“Are you for real?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I heard you speak a couple of weeks ago, and I couldn’t quite believe what I heard.”

I raised questioning eyebrows, and she continued. “I’m the wife of a full-time Christian worker. I teach the Bible, and the people in my group think I’ve got it all together. But …,” She pulled at a strand of hair, paused, and looked away. Then, making a conscious and determined decision to be open with me—a stranger—she continued. “They don’t know me—not the real inside me. It’s all a facade.”

She produced a superficial grin as though to cover up the intensity of her feelings and blurted, “You said the kind of peace and joy I’m looking for are found by dwelling deeply in the Word of God. I’ve never experienced real peace and joy. I had to come to ask you if what you said is really true.”

And so began a relationship with Sonja, which started with my teaching her some foundational truths about an active relationship with God, progressed to training her in aspects of life and godliness, and grew into the deepest of friendships. We’ve prayed together, cried together, ministered together, played together. Mentoring, mothering, counseling, discipling—we’ve been through it all. In the process, I gained more than I gave, learned more than I taught, and today I praise God for the joy she’s been—and is—to me.

Our relationship has been the fullest kind of Titus 2 relationship. And that’s the kind of relationship that I long for each of you to enjoy.

DON’T MISS OUT!

When Paul wrote to Titus, he said all Christians need to learn certain basic truths. Then he singled out four groups who were to major on a few other essential qualities. For example, the old men were to be worthy of respect (among other things); the younger men needed to learn self-control; the slaves were to be submissive; and the older women were to learn reverence. But Paul added another group when he spoke to the “older women.” He said that they were to teach the younger women about seven critical issues spelled out in Titus 2:3-5. These are so important, I’ve covered each one in a separate chapter in Part Two.

Before learning about these character issues, however, we need to know and understand the essentials that are important for all Christians. Without a firm foundation in these basics of the Christian life (covered in Part One), we’ll go nowhere toward becoming the godly women we long to be. If we are not convinced of the absolute importance of Christ being the center of our lives, of His Word being essential to our growth, of obeying what He says, and of seeking God in prayer, then we’ll never have the strength, power, or desire to be godly women.

I’ve had a number of unhealthy fears throughout my life, but there’s one fear I hope I’ll never lose: the fear of missing out on something God wants for me to know and experience right here on earth. I’m guessing that you don’t want to miss out on anything either—that you long to be excited about God and your Christian life and to experience the joys of God’s Word.

But how? That’s the question, isn’t it? The what, when, and who are important, but the how is crucial. I hope that this book will give you some hands-on help for how to become the kind of woman you want to be—and who the Lord of the universe longs for you to be.

HEART TO HEART …

Many women have no one to teach them—to walk beside them and help them experience the joy that comes from knowing God intimately. I wish I could sit down with each one of you personally and talk face to face about the essentials of your relationship with God. But sharing my heart through the pages of this book is my next best choice. These chapters contain what I’ve sought to teach women over the years concerning God’s truth and godly living.

Because discipleship is meant to be a relationship, it’s always best if you can sit down with a person and talk over your questions as well as be held accountable for your actions. For that reason, I encourage you to look for a mature Christian woman—young or old—who might be willing to go through this book with you. But don’t be discouraged if you can’t find someone. Don’t let that stop you from pursuing God on your own.

At the end of the chapters I’ve included a section called “Making Biblical Truth Yours,” which includes studies and assignments you can do to help yourself grow and develop in areas critical for spiritual maturity. There are more studies than you may want to do, but I’ve included them for a reason. Weaker areas of our lives need more attention than stronger areas. For example, if you were born a gentle person, you may need to spend only a week or two on the subject of gentleness. But if you’ve struggled with a lack of gentleness all your life, you’ll need to spend weeks or even months developing it. (Would you believe the rest of your life?)

When I asked Sonja to do a simple study and call me when she finished, I heard her laughing voice on the phone within a week: “I’ve finished the assignment. What’s next?”

“Ah,” I said to myself. “Maybe … just maybe … she’s a learner.” And she was. And since you’re reading this book, you must be, too! I suggest that first you read it straight through for an overview of the content. Then go back to chapter two and begin again, taking as much time as you need to do the studies at the end of each chapter.

It will be a great privilege for me if you will walk beside me to explore what it takes to become first a godly woman, then a “Titus” woman, and finally a woman who has the heart and ability to reach out and help, or “titus,” another. So please … come walk with me. Walk beside me. And let’s explore … together.


CHAPTER TWO

Who’s on First?

The Importance of Christ

I sat across the table from a friend of mine, and for three hours I listened to her problems … and my friend has problems. Probably for the fifteenth time, I listened to my friend’s problems. So, when she took a deep breath, I broke in.

“Friend, let me ask you something. If you were to draw a circle that represents your life, what would be in the center?”

After a long moment she murmured, “My problems.”

And she spoke the truth.

A week later I sat by the hospital bed of my younger sister, Joye, who had just been diagnosed with acute lymphatic leukemia. Her face was death-gray and moist with perspiration, and a swath of bandages encased her throat. A student nurse came to interview Joye about her “stress experience.” This young woman was interviewing terminally ill patients to see if, in some way, she might be able to help them.

I heard my sister, her face lit from within, say, “Oh, Jan. I’m not afraid of death. I’m a bit fearful of the pain and process of dying, but I’m not afraid of death. It will just be a change of residence for me.” And for forty-five minutes Joye explained the good news of Jesus Christ to Jan.

Later I thought, Both my sister and my friend have problems. Yet one is full of despair, the other full of joy. What makes the difference? And then it dawned on me. My friend’s heart was occupied with her problems; my sister’s heart was occupied with the living God. And that made all the difference in the world.

WE NEED THE RIGHT CENTER

What does it mean to have our hearts occupied with God? Many of us give lip service to that truth and say that God is the center of our lives, but our actions and thoughts reveal something radically different. We need a center. Our lives require a hub, a weight-bearing center around which everything else revolves. Often, however, we live with weak and flimsy hubs—or no hubs at all.

As I was contemplating this recently, I had an imaginary conversation with three women: a graduate student, an attractive professional, and a young stay-at-home mom. (The nice thing about imaginary conversations is that everyone says exactly what you want them to!) The interview went something like this:

Me (to student): May I ask you something personal? What has been your primary focus in the past year? Around what do your thoughts revolve?

Student: Why, my studies, my education. That has to be my primary focus for now.

Me (to mom): What about you? What is at the center of your time and thoughts?

Mom (with a tired sigh): My family. My children and my husband … and my home, too, I guess. They take the vast majority of my time and thoughts these days.

Me (to professional who looked every bit as sophisticated as she was): And you?

Professional (thoughtfully): Well, I’m absorbed in my career—and I love it! But God is important in my life, too.

Mom and Student (in unison): Oh, I didn’t mean to say that He isn’t important to me as well.

Professional: I guess if I’m going to be absolutely honest, I’d say that my time revolves around my career, but my heart is divided between that career and God.

Me (to student): What happens when you graduate? What will be your focus then?

Student: I really don’t know.

Me (to mom): And when your children are grown? Or if they disappoint you? If your husband is unfaithful or dies? What then?

Mom (shuddering): Oh, I can’t think about that!

Me (to professional): Tell me, how does a wheel that has two hubs operate?

Professional (laughing a bit nervously): Unevenly! Not very balanced, for sure.

My imaginary conversation faded, and my thoughts grew serious. In order to operate effectively, a wheel needs a center, or hub, and like that wheel, my life needs a sturdy center to provide stability. If my life centers around my family or friends, they inevitably will disappoint me or leave. If my life revolves around a sport, hobby, or career, it won’t hold up in the latter years of my life. Nothing is worthy to be the center of my life except that which is strong, lasting, and balanced.

There is only one who meets those qualifications: Christ Himself. He can bear the weight of my life, take the strain, and maintain the balance. Without this sure foundation, my life may crack, shatter, splinter, or fall apart; but with the solidity of this Rock, my life will be stable and secure. Psalm 18:2 declares, “The LORD is my rock, my fortress and my deliverer; my God is my rock, in whom I take refuge.”

I recently met a woman whose life exemplified this.

First, I observed her radiant smile.

Second, I noticed she was in a wheelchair.

Third, I saw she had no legs.

As we talked after the meeting, I discovered that severe diabetes hindered her circulation. She’d wounded herself while cutting her toe-nails, and an infection developed, causing gangrene to set in. Ultimately, her legs had to be amputated above the knees.

I murmured, “I can’t even imagine the pain and suffering you’ve experienced.”

Her smile grew even more radiant, and she hesitated not a moment. “Oh,” she protested, “but I still have Jesus!”

Why did her response amaze me? Perhaps because she was wrapped up in the middle of a truth of which most of us clutch only a small piece.

WHAT IS YOUR CENTER?

Self-examination time. (Don’t worry, friend—no one is going to grade you.)

First of all, think back over the past month of your life. What did you think about most?

Second, when life’s ripples become waves, to whom do you turn? To whom do you pour out your heart and thoughts?

Third, when you think about the verse “If anyone would come after me, he must deny himself and take up his cross daily and follow me. For whoever wants to save his life will lose it, but whoever loses his life for me will save it” (Luke 9:23-24), do you feel more than a little uncomfortable? I think all of us squirm a bit on that one, but our hearts may condemn us to the extreme if we aren’t willing to make Christ the Lord and center of our lives.

I’ve heard it said that the Christian life is one great big YES and a lot of little uh-huhs. The big yes is when we receive Christ as our Savior, and the little uh-huhs come as we obey and grow.

I think that’s the way it is when it comes to knowing God. First we have to admit our need to know Him, and then we have to take the steps to do that. It takes a lifetime, of course, and because His character is limitless, we’ll be learning for all eternity.

WHO IS GOD?

Who is God to you? Please take a moment right now and write down some characteristics of God you have personally observed. (Wish we could go over your list together!)

Psalm 62:11-12 says, “One thing God has spoken, two things have I heard: that you, O God, are strong, and that you, O Lord, are loving.” It’s curious that God spoke one thing and the psalmist heard two. Obviously God looks at the two characteristics mentioned here as so intertwined as to be one, but the psalmist separates them: God is strong, and God is loving. Because He is strong, He is able to be involved in every detail of my life. Because He is loving, He is willing to be involved in every detail of my life. That’s incredible!

In order to have our hearts occupied with God and to know Him in a deep way, we must catch a glimpse of how big He really is—to look until we’re quickened with joy at the wonder and awesomeness of the Lord. Often I look into a clear night sky and am reminded of the vastness of God’s creation. I love Genesis 1:16 where it says that God created the sun and the moon, and then, almost in an aside adds, “He also made the stars.” (Can you imagine that the creation of billions of stars is summed up in five words?)

But as awed as I am at the vastness of the universe, I think I’m just as amazed at the microscopic world inside me. In their book Fearfully and Wonderfully Made, Dr. Paul Brand and Philip Yancey say that each of us is comprised of a hundred trillion cells, each flooded with information about the rest of the body. The uniqueness of each individual lies locked away inside each cell nucleus, chemically coiled in a strand of DNA. Once an egg and sperm share their inheritance, the DNA chemical ladder splits down the center of every gene much as the teeth of a zipper pull apart. DNA re-forms itself each time the cell divides—each new cell containing identical DNA. Along the way cells specialize, but each carries the entire instruction book of one hundred thousand genes. DNA is estimated to contain instructions that, if written out, would fill a thousand six-hundred-page books! Each cell possesses a genetic code so complete that the entire body could be reassembled from information in any one of the body’s cells. The DNA is so narrow and compacted that all the genes in all the body’s cells would fit into an ice cube, yet if the DNA were unwound and joined together end to end, the strand could stretch from the earth to the sun and back more than four hundred times!1

That is the bigness of God.

He is big, strong … but also loving. The disciple John felt free to lay his head on Jesus’ breast, and in doing so, he could hear His whisper. He could listen to His heartbeat. I need to learn to do that, too. I need to know about His love in order to feel that love.

KNOWING GOD’S LOVE

Periodically over the years, I’ve asked God to teach me one new thing about Himself each week—or deepen a truth I already know. That’s been a wonderful experience. I’ll never forget one week in which I kept hearing God’s voice saying one word to my soul. The word was beloved. All week He whispered that word to my heart, and it deepened my certainty of His love for me. When I was feeling useless, He would say, “Beloved.” When I was feeling harried, I’d hear Him whisper, “Beloved.” When I was anxious and cross, He would say it, too. All week long, my heart heard Him until I felt loved. He deepened my understanding of a truth I already knew.

Meditating on verses about God’s love is also a good way to make this truth real. Read Ephesians 1:3-14 every day for one week. Write out verses 7 and 8 and leave them as a bookmark in your Bible to read each day for several weeks. These verses say, “In him we have redemption through his blood, the forgiveness of sins, in accordance with the riches of God’s grace that he lavished on us with all wisdom and understanding.” Don’t you love that? God lavishes His grace and love on us in more ways than a doting mother or a newly-in-love fiancé or a generous benefactor does.

I need to know that God is great, and I need to know that part of that greatness is His willingness and ability to love me personally. And in Christ, He does.

Let’s take another step down the path. Colossians 1:12-22 enumerates seven significant aspects of what God has done for me as His child. As I thought about them, this allegory came to me.


Her mother deserted her before she was a week old, and she grew up in a tenement with an abusive, evil father. She had her father’s temper and learned from childhood his ways of violence, anger, cruelty, selfishness, jealousy, intolerance, and deceitfulness. Deep inside her soul, she knew she was headed for self-destruction.

Occasionally, she would wander across town and peer in through the high fence of a huge wealthy estate and catch glimpses of the fantastic mansion within. Sometimes she’d dream of living there, but of course, it could never be possible for someone like her.

However, one day she met a person who, for some inconceivable reason, wanted to be her friend. Kind in the face of her cruelty, compassionate to her constant combativeness, tender as she treated him terribly, he demonstrated consistent love and continued to be her friend.

One incredible day he told her that he was the son of the wealthy man who owned the vast estate across town, and he made her an offer that she found quite unbelievable. He said, “I’d like you to become a part of my family—to be my sister and share in my inheritance. If you are willing, I’ll give you a new family, a fresh start, and a brand-new life.”

“But why would you do that?” she asked, trembling.

“Because I love you,” he replied.

“But how can you do that?” she questioned.

“This may sound strange, but my father has qualified you to come into my family,” he said. “And I’ve already paid the price to buy your freedom from your abusive father—I’ve redeemed you, and I’ve forgiven you for all the things you’ve done. All you have to do is accept my offer.”

She couldn’t believe what she was hearing! But she knew she had nothing to lose and everything to gain. So she held out her hand to take his, and suddenly—in one astonishing moment—she was a member of his family, the daughter of the richest man in the world, forgiven and loved. She—at long last—belonged!

She belonged, but she had so much to learn … about her new father, about his son, about her new family. She was loved, but she had to learn how to be loving. She was valued, but she had to learn to value others. She had entered into a new world, obtained a new position, and been adopted into a new family. It would take the rest of her life to learn to become the kind of person who could reflect and honor the one who had made all this possible. She determined to begin!



All the truths in this allegory come out of Colossians, which explains that God has—


	qualified me to share in his inheritance (1:12)


	rescued me from the dominion of darkness (1:13)


	brought me into the kingdom of the Son He loves (1:13)


	redeemed me (1:14)


	forgiven me of my sins (1:14)


	reconciled me (1:20-21)


	freed me from any accusation (1:22)




Have you given serious thought to these magnificent truths? If not, you may want to make a deeper study of each one by looking up key words such as inheritance, redemption, and reconciliation in a concordance. And if the wonder of your salvation has faded, if you have a ho-hum attitude about being a child of God, pray Psalm 51:12: “Restore to me the joy of your salvation.”

In order to have hearts occupied with God, to have Christ as the hub and center of our lives, to experience His wonder and joy, we must continue to plumb the depths of who He is and of His love for us.

FALLING IN LOVE WITH CHRIST

How do we fall more deeply in love with Christ? The same way we fall in love with a person.

After Jack and I met at college, we wanted to get to know each other better, so we spent every free hour we had with each other. We met between classes, we studied together (well, sort of studied together), ate our meals together, went places together. We talked. We observed the other in every situation, met each other’s families, got acquainted with each other’s friends. We talked. I asked questions and learned about football because Jack was a quarterback on the football team. He listened to me practice on the piano. And we talked.

As I observed how he acted toward me, his family, and others, how he responded in
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How to Do a Personal Application Study
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