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Foreword

BY MICHELLE MCKINNEY HAMMOND

Many years ago I met a woman named Terri McFaddin. I recall the day vividly because it revolutionized the way I look at Scripture. There she was with her Bible, a collection of commentaries, dictionaries, and other study paraphernalia surrounding her. Though her tone was quiet, there was an intensity to her voice as she shared the revelations that had unfolded as she studied a passage in the book of Acts. As a baby Christian, I was completely mesmerized by her explanation. I purposed that day that when I grew up in the Lord, I wanted to be like her.

So now that you know that I am hopelessly prejudiced, let me tell you that you are in for a treat—no, a life-changing experience—as you read this book.

Some may look at Terri and, judging by surface assumptions, conclude that she is only a woman. Nothing could be further from the truth. She is a powerful vessel, an example of what God can do with a yielded servant.

Trust me: As you read this book, you will see yourself. Your questions, your hopes, your struggles, and yes, even your failures. But you will also see the victory that can be yours as you embrace the principles Terri shares. If you’ve ever chafed beneath the conclusion that you are only a woman, get ready to be set free to celebrate God’s phenomenal call on your life and the giftings that are uniquely yours.

I am so excited that you are getting ready to discover what I have known for some time: Terri has a word for women that needs to be heard. Not only is she a master storyteller, rightly dividing the Word into profound insights that are sure to bless you, she is honest, real, and compassionate in her correction.

So read and be changed. Digest the words and be empowered to be all that you were created to be—a force to be reckoned with according to the power of God at work within you.





PART ONE
THE STORY OF A WOMAN

But I am only a woman.” She wept as she spoke these words to her husband, who lay cradled in her arms. The village was under attack by a rebel army. Her husband was a brave leader, but in the midst of protecting his family and his village, he had been gravely wounded.

“You must make your way to the neighboring village and ask them for help,” he whispered to her.

Trembling with fear, she tried to answer. “But how can I make a journey through enemy territory? What about the baby? Besides, I don’t know how to fight. I’m only a woman.”

Her wounded husband reached up, touched her face, and whispered, “God is with you.” Then his body went limp in her arms.

The woman lifted her voice and wept out loud. “Please don’t leave me! I love you. How can I live without you?” Her heart pounded like the fist of a woman who had been buried alive in a tomb. Fear gripped her, making it almost impossible to breathe. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to make sense of what was happening. Perhaps she had fainted; maybe she was dreaming.

She saw herself running through the corridors of her mind, locking the doors of reality, retreating to a quiet place, where she found a pleasant memory: Her husband touching her face for the very first time. The woman smiled as she drifted back to days gone by … 

Back then, she had just blossomed into womanhood and was plagued with a secret fear that she would never be married. One by one her friends found husbands, but there was something peculiar about her view of life that made it difficult for most of the men in her village to feel comfortable with her. Of course she became even more anxious as, one by one, the young women around her became aglow with the joy of carrying children. The woman’s prayers for a husband could be heard in every part of the heavenlies.

Finally the Lord sent a perfect man. They fit into each other’s lives like two interlocking pieces of a puzzle. They married on a warm spring day, on a hillside just at the foot of a crystal blue waterfall. “I will love you as I love my own flesh,” her new husband said. “I will protect you and even lay down my life for you.” Then he gently touched her face and kissed her forehead. The covenant was sealed and they began their lives together.

They lived in a small house that was empty of material possessions but was filled with love. Their first child joined them at the end of the first year of their marriage. The woman walked quietly among her neighbors, carrying her new son and beaming with pride as they fussed over her beautiful baby.

“Look how strong he is—just like his father!” said an old woman, smiling.

“You are a blessed woman to have a good husband and such a fine son,” another woman remarked.

Each day, after taking her daily walk through the village and being refreshed by a shower of compliments, she would return to her house to care for her husband and to enjoy her quiet, peaceful life.

Suddenly the memory evaporated and the screams of her people jarred her back to the moment. The woman looked around at the disheveled room, then at the lifeless body of her husband. She didn’t know what to do, but desperation forced her to think and to reach a decision. She would search out one of the soldiers and give him her husband’s orders. Surely a brave young man could find a way to penetrate the enemy lines and reach their allies in the next village.

Holding her child tightly in her arms, the woman covered her husband’s body with a cloth and left her house. She kept to the shadows as she searched the ravaged village for a soldier. After a long while she came upon a young man who recognized her face. “My husband is dead,” she explained. “Our village is now without a leader. One of the soldiers must go to the neighboring village for help.”

The young man gave the woman a regretful look. “Only a handful of soldiers are left to fight. If I leave now, everyone will be killed. You must do it yourself.”

“How can I?” she protested. “Can’t you see that I’m only a woman? How am I supposed to take my baby across enemy lines?”

“I don’t know,” the soldier said. “I only know that I can’t help you.” He shook his head and walked away.

The woman reeled from his rejection. How foolish and naive she had been for thinking of her little world as a perfect place where she would never have to live without the help of a man. The woman held her child close to her breast and went back to what was left of her house. She sat on the floor and began to weep and pray. Lord, I don’t have the strength of a man and I don’t know what to do. Lord, please help me.

The sound of fighting and the smell of burning houses filled the night air. The woman’s hands trembled as she filled a sack with food and a jug with water. She tied her child tightly to her back with a piece of cloth. Under the cover of night she made her way into the forest, headed in the direction of the neighboring village.

All around her she could hear the voices of enemy soldiers, but something calmed her heart as she made her way through the woods. She hid herself in thickets, down in riverbeds, and once in the hollow of a tree trunk. Perhaps it was because she had already looked into the eyes of death that she was no longer intimidated by its presence.

Once a group of enemy soldiers came so close to her hiding place that she could hear them breathing. It was then that she knew for certain God had taken away her fear and was covering her with His hand, making her invisible to human eyes. As she continued her journey, she began to listen for the voice of the Lord in her heart, telling her when to move and when to be still. When her child began to fret she sat down in the darkness, fed him from her breast, then rocked him gently until he was quiet.

As the gray mist of dawn filled the sky, the woman’s heart began beating fast—she had finally reached the other side of the forest. Now she was just a short distance from the meadow filled with tall grass that would hide her as she crept over the hill to the village. As she darted between the tall trees, she felt beneath her feet loose dirt, wet leaves, small rocks—and then suddenly, nothing.

Down she plunged, trying to stifle the scream that rose to her throat. When she hit bottom, she realized with horror that she had fallen into a deep, dark pit—a trap set by the enemy.

The shooting pain in her legs forced groans from her mouth. Thank God, my baby is unhurt, she realized with relief. Fear gripped her anew as she heard footsteps approaching the pit. A soldier had heard her moaning. His figure was silhouetted against the night sky; she watched as he raised his weapon to execute her. Suddenly the frightened baby cried out. The soldier dropped his weapon and knelt by the pit. “Who’s there?”

“Please help me,” the woman said in a trembling voice.

The soldier found a rope and climbed into the pit to rescue the woman and her child. Once they were both safe, they heard the voice of his commanding officer in the distance. “Did you kill the prisoner?”

The man looked at the frightened woman and child, then turned in the direction of the voice. “No!” he called back. “It was only a woman.”

Before the soldier could question her further, the woman fell on her face and began to weep. She looked up at him gratefully. “Thank you, kind sir, for showing mercy to me and my child,” she said. “I beg of you to tell me your name that I may keep it in my heart forever. When my son comes of age, I will tell him about the brave soldier that saved our lives.”

The soldier seemed unable to speak. Finally he told her his name, then asked the question that would mean life or death to the woman and her child: “Where were you going?”

The soldier’s question struck terror in the woman’s heart. She prayed to the Lord and tried to calm herself. She could hear words spilling from her lips: “I am going to visit friends in a nearby village.”

The silence seemed eternal as the soldier thought about her answer. Finally he drew a deep breath and said, “Do you have food and water?”

The woman could hardly believe her ears. “I—I must have dropped my supplies when I fell into the pit,” she faltered.

The soldier helped the woman to her feet, supplied her with bread and water, and sent her on her way. Before disappearing into the forest, the woman tore a piece of red fabric from the hem of her dress and held it out to the soldier.

“If you tie this around your arm, it will protect you and bring you a blessing,” she told him.

The soldier seemed reluctant, but he took the fabric and wrapped it around his arm. He assured her that if she stayed on the path she would not have to worry about falling into another pit.

The woman bowed, thanked him again, and left.

She reached the neighboring village by midafternoon, and there she told her story to the elders, pleading with them to return with her and help save her village.

The council of wise men gave her petition much thought. Finally the leader spoke: “Tell us why we should risk the lives of our soldiers by coming to the aid of your village.”

The woman was not prepared for such a question. She thought of her people, suffering and dying, as these men asked questions. But in this desperate hour the woman found the words: “I vow this day that if your enemies ever rise up against you, my people will become your people; when our sons grow up, they will become soldiers who will come to your defense.”

The elders did not answer the woman but instead walked a short distance away; for a long while they discussed the matter amongst themselves. Then the leader picked up a horn and sounded the alarm. Soldiers immediately gathered. After receiving their orders, they prepared to go to the woman’s village to drive out the enemy.

“There is one other favor I must ask of you,” the woman said to the elders. “If you see a soldier with a red band tied around his arm, please spare his life. He saved the lives of me and my child.” The elders agreed.

On that very day they drove the enemy from her village and saved her people. When the fighting had ended, the people honored the woman with a great celebration. They sang her praises, saying that God had performed a miracle using her weakness to crush a strong enemy Over and over they sang:


She rocked her child with gentle hands.

Then fearlessly she took command.

She cared not if she lived or died,

As long as God was glorified.



The songs of thanksgiving to God continued to fill the air even as they buried their dead and removed the carnage of battle from the streets. The woman felt only partly alive as she watched her husband’s body being lowered into the ground. Time seemed to stand still as the celebration ended and she settled in to what was left of her ruined house. She could never return to the past, and she couldn’t imagine facing the future alone.

The people in the village continued to treat the woman as a heroine, but she was numb to everything around her. One day as she was out walking, a group of young men crossed her path. Among them was the young soldier that had refused her plea to go to the neighboring village for help.

He approached the woman respectfully. “I want to apologize for not honoring your request on the night you asked me to go for help,” he said, bowing his head.

The woman smiled. “Perhaps it was not God’s will for you to go. You might have been killed.”

One of the other young men could no longer contain himself. “Forgive my curiosity, but none of us know how you managed to cross enemy lines. After all, you were not a soldier—you are only a woman! How did you—?”

The young man was interrupted by the laughter of a very old man who sat beneath a nearby tree. He bowed his head in deep reverence to the woman, then spoke: “Young man, when you are older you will come to realize that there are some things in this life that ‘only a woman’ can do.”




CHAPTER ONE


The Gateway to Change

Becoming a champion for God is a challenge. In order for a woman to make life-changing decisions, she must first come to a place of self-discovery. Without a sense of true identity and significance in the sight of God, it is almost impossible to stand apart from the parade of mindless bodies that allow themselves to be taken into captivity by enemy forces. In the story of the woman who saved her village, it is important to note the steps that led to her complete transformation and victory.

In the opening line of the story, the woman made a very revealing statement about herself. In the face of overwhelming crisis she cried out, “But I am only a woman.” She was afraid. At that moment the only thing she could find to hide behind was her gender. If the truth were told, the best of us have at one time or another made excuses to avoid unpleasant tasks. Maybe you should ask yourself what kind of excuses you make to avoid facing problems.

A married woman may hope that her husband will rescue her from dilemma. When she discovers that her husband doesn’t have the ability or interest to help her, she might blame him if the crisis turns out unfavorably.

A single woman might offer the excuse that she has failed at a particular task because she has no one in her life to provide the help and support she needs. She may even lament that if she was married she wouldn’t have to face certain difficulties.

An older woman could put the blame on her advanced age for avoiding an unpleasant task, even as a younger woman might claim that she doesn’t have the experience or maturity to deal with weighty matters.

The excuses for running away from crisis include lack of education, finances, and emotional support. The ultimate Christian excuse may be one that you’ve heard before: “The Lord told me not to get involved.”

Don’t feel bad. When you’re gripped by fear, it’s perfectly normal to look for an escape hatch. But in a real crisis, a great inner struggle will erupt between the person you believe you are and the person God has called you to become. I call it the war between the God-image and the self-image.

The God-image is the person God intended you to be from the womb—the person with specific gifts, purpose, and calling.

The self-image is the person you perceive yourself to be based on the influences of your environment and your culture.

The book of Judges gives a classic example of a woman who probably began her life with no idea of the power of her God-given image. Her name was Deborah, and as her relationship with the Lord began to unfold, she went from being an ordinary housewife to settling disputes as a judge and fighting for the deliverance of her people.

The Bible does not tell us much about Deborah’s background, but we do know that she was married to a man named Lapidoth and that she lived a modest life in the hill country of Ephraim. It was her custom to sit beneath a palm tree, probably weaving baskets or maybe making clay jars to hold food and water for her family. As time passed, the palm tree on the hillside of Ephraim became the seat of government where Deborah prophesied and judged Israel.

Deborah may have been “only a woman,” but she eventually became a prophetess, psalmist, judge, and mother of Israel. The name Deborah means “bee.” Bumblebees are known to be industrious, producing sweetness—yet capable of stinging if provoked. When the enemies of Israel provoked this woman of God, she took on a new role: Deborah the warrior.


Village life ceased, it ceased in Israel,
Until I, Deborah, arose,
Arose a mother in Israel. (Judges 5:7)



In our culture we certainly don’t think of a mother as a brave champion, but Deborah used her nurturing skills for the glory of God. Like a dutiful mother, she persuaded the warrior Barak to fight against the enemies of Israel. When he refused to take up the challenge without Deborah by his side, once again Deborah went, like a caring mother, to face the Canaanite army.

Allowing your God-image to prevail infuses your daily work with power. For example, if part of your God-image is having a mother’s heart, then you are one who is responsible for the well-being of the family. It may be your immediate family, your neighborhood family, or your national family. Somehow you always find yourself “mom” to your dormitory, your job, your church, or even to strangers at the mall that need advice about what shoes to buy or how to find parking level D. People are drawn to you for wise counsel and consistent care.

Judge Deborah also proved a strong role model to the women of her day. She presented an image of strength and fearlessness, compassion and commitment, all wrapped up in a mother’s heart. She set a standard for other women and encourages us to do even greater works for the kingdom of God.

JAEL’S STORY

A young woman named Jael, the wife of Heber the Kenite, became worthy of Deborah’s song of praise. The song of Deborah (Judges 5:24-31), tells how God arranged for gentle Jael to encounter Sisera, commander of the Canaanite army.

Sisera, who was fighting against Israel, came to the house of Jael and asked her to hide him from Barak and his soldiers. Jael graciously brought him into her house and gave him warm milk to drink and a place to rest his head. When Sisera was fast asleep, Jael proved a potent force against the enemies of Israel: She drove a stake through Sisera’s head while he slept. The woman who took his life was “only” a woman—thoughtful enough to ensure he left this world with a well-rested body and a bellyful of warm milk.

I am certain that before Sisera arrived at Jael’s house, she wasn’t spending her time thinking of ways to assassinate a wicked man. As she swept the kitchen floor and straightened up her house, she might have laughed at the thought of a crisis that would transform her into a heroine that generations to come would remember. Yet when Sisera appeared at Jael’s door, something rose up in her that probably surprised her and everyone else who heard the story.

Jael’s story reminds us that when the pressure is on, whatever strength is in us will rise to the surface. If on the inside we are selfish or weak, then when faced with a challenge that is how we will respond. If we are truly courageous and giving, our actions will reflect this. When the circumstances of life show us what we are really made of, many times we are as surprised as everyone else.

Both Jael and Deborah acted in their God-image to perform the task He had ordained them to accomplish. They were made aware of their purpose: to glorify God. With the power of God at work within them, they achieved victory.

CHAMPIONS AND HEROES:
Is ONE BETTER THAN THE OTHER?

Before closing the story of Deborah and Jael, I want to pose a question: What is the difference between a champion and a hero?

A champion is a person that dedicates herself to serious training and preparation for the purpose of defending a right or winning a prize. A champion is always prepared and is determined to find victory: “I press toward the goal for the prize of the upward call of God in Christ Jesus” (Philippians 3:14).

A hero, on the other hand, is a person that may be untrained and unprepared but shows great courage in the face of crisis. A hero must have an unselfish heart. This is what allows her to be used by God at the risk of her own life. “Through God we will do valiantly / For it is He who shall tread down our enemies” (Psalm 60:12).

Please understand that in the face of adversity it is better to be a champion with a plan of action than a hero that randomly springs into action. Training makes you better prepared to fulfill the Lord’s will—to act effectively and productively. A hero, while still an important player, may falter for lack of skill and preparation.

Frankly, this is why so many marriages and families are destroyed. Even if a woman is willing to give her life to save her family, she may fail due to a lack of training to do so.

It is not uncommon for heroic parents to conduct a desperate search for someone to help their child who is in trouble or out of control. If they don’t find support, they stand helplessly by as the child is devoured by the enemy. But if they think like spiritual champions, then they will be fully prepared when enemies appear at their front door—or anywhere else in their lives.

In his book Spiritually Fit to Run the Race, Kenneth Ulmer says, “Many of you are losing spiritual battle after spiritual battle, not because you don’t know Jesus, or because you doubt the promises of God, but because you’re not spiritually fit.”1

Deborah and Jael were both used mightily by the Lord, but Deborah did greater things for God because she was a champion—fully trained and fully prepared. Jael was a woman with a godly heart who became a hero for God when faced suddenly with an unexpected challenge.

By now you may be asking yourself, How do I become a champion for God? I am so glad you asked! The first thing you must do is to discover your God-image. Earlier I said that when it comes to facing a challenge, your self-image will lock horns in a life-and-death struggle with your God-image. The outcome of the crisis will determine which of these images will take authority over the other. I am praying that in the midst of crisis your God-image will prevail.

THE WAR BETWEEN SELF-IMAGE AND GOD-IMAGE

Why am I praying for your God-image to take complete control? Because self-image is based on feelings and perceptions that may have nothing to do with whom God intended you to be. With one blow to the ego from someone you admire, your self-image can be damaged. The self-image can be unpredictable because not one of us knows our real self until put to the test. Therefore you cannot depend on self as a source of assurance and confidence in the face of a crisis. Self-image may leave you questioning your own judgment and abilities. You will blame yourself for things over which you have no control and no power to change.

Self-image is also culture-based. Something as shallow as the latest “look” can shake your self-image—thin is “in” and you feel overweight; you think you’re the wrong size, color, or age; you are being scorned by working women for choosing to be a stay-at-home mom; you feel left behind for choosing to pour yourself into your studies while your friends are out having a good time; the voice of insecurity whispers convincingly that you could lose your job because of your age, race, or gender.

The point is that if you allow the shallowness of self-image to rule, you will lack the confidence to pursue all that God has ordained for your life. You will be too intimidated to become a champion for the kingdom of God.

If, however, the God-image is allowed to rule, it will not be affected by the acceptance or rejection of popular trends. The Scriptures confirm that the God-image has the power to turn an ordinary woman into an effective weapon against the kingdom of darkness. They speak of “Him who is able to do exceedingly abundantly above all that we ask or think, according to the power that works in us” (Ephesians 3:20).

There is more supernatural power at work in us than we could ever imagine. Kingdoms and mighty warriors have been destroyed because all they could see was the seemingly weak exterior of a woman. Many have failed to understand that “God has chosen the weak things of the world to put to shame the things which are mighty” (1 Corinthians 1:27b).

The woman in the opening story represents the inner struggles that women go through as it relates to God-image versus self-image. Many women (even those that say otherwise) are not sure who they really are and what their full range of potential is. A crisis can bring everything to light.


And suddenly, a woman who had a flow of blood for twelve years came from behind and touched the hem of His [Jesus’] garment. For she said to herself, “If only I may touch His garment, I shall be made well.” (Matthew 9:20-21)



Think of the courage it took for this woman to break Jewish law and come into a public place with an “uncleanness” in her body.

By Jewish law, for her to touch Jesus (or any other person) was to defile Him with her uncleanness. Yet the Lord was not offended when the woman put her faith into action. Instead of rebuking her, He applauded her faith and healed her infirmity (v. 22).

This woman lived a life of shame and rejection for twelve years before finding the courage to escape her self-image. When she discovered her God-image, she was able to tap in to the “power that works in us.” This power is available to all who connect with Jesus.

WHY WOMEN DEVALUE THEMSELVES

The absence of a God-image and the presence of a damaged self-image can cause a woman to devalue the powerful person God created her to be. For many, the roots of our poor self-esteem can be traced to the environment in which we live.

A woman may devalue herself because she has been devalued by people that shaped her thinking. She may be loved and cared for in a protective environment, but if that environment promotes control instead of growth, it will ultimately do more harm than good. Sometimes the most loving acts of care and protection prove to be subtle ways of telling a woman that she is not capable of caring for herself.

Without a strong God-image to draw on, a woman can become ensnared in patterns of negative behavior. The following exhibit a few of these behaviors:

Rebellious behavior. This can be demonstrated by secretive or overt rebellion. A woman who finds herself subject to oppressive authority can become rebellious as a way of demonstrating hurt and frustration. Rebellion can be a means of striking back at a controlling or critical authority figure. It can take on the form of wild, seductive behavior. The rebellious woman may accept any viewpoint that is in opposition to that of her controller. She may join radical movements or associate closely with people from alternative lifestyles. Bulimia, anorexia
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