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Preface: Faith, Friendship & a Fabulous Pair of Red Heels

(Because God didn’t make us small — He made us stunning)

Let me tell you something, sugar — God didn’t make no mistakes when He made you.
He didn’t whisper, “Oops, I gave her too much hip.”
No ma’am.
He said, “Let there be curves — and let them glorify Me.”
We are the walking testimonies of abundance. The living proof that beauty doesn’t come in one size — it comes in divine proportions.
So before you even think about starting your book club, go ahead and thank God for how He shaped you — inside and out.
Then grab a mirror, toss that scarf, and say, “Girl, you’re fearfully and wonderfully made... and fearfully fabulous too.”
Now — about this book club.

Where Faith Meets Funny

Listen, starting a book club sounds easy — until you realize you’re herding grown women who each have a different relationship with time, snacks, and strong opinions.

You’ll have one friend who reads fast and one who “ain’t quite made it past Chapter 2 yet.”
You’ll have that sister who shows up quoting scriptures and side-eyes, and the one who’s just here for fellowship and food (and praise God for her).
And that’s the beauty of it — book clubs bring together all the saints, snacks, and silliness God can handle in one room.
It’s where laughter becomes worship, tea becomes testimony, and grace becomes the main course.

Plus-Size and Spirit-Filled

This isn’t just a club — it’s a celebration of us.
Our beauty, our wit, our joy, our faith, our boldness, our bounce, and yes, our blessed curves.
We don’t shrink back — we show up.
With eyelashes, laughter, and lotion that smells like victory.
Book clubs for women like us are holy ground with humor.
It’s where a sister reads a line that hits her spirit, and suddenly, she’s wiping tears and saying, “Lord, that’s me!” while another one’s shouting, “Girl, that’s you every week!”
We’ve carried babies, burdens, and blessings — and now we’re carrying books.
Because we believe knowledge is holy, fellowship is medicine, and joy is warfare.

And About Those Red Heels...

Now, I don’t know who needs to hear this, but you’ve earned the right to strut.
If the enemy’s been whispering lies about your worth, your looks, or your life, go buy yourself a pair of red heels and walk like God Himself ordered your steps.
Because He did.

Red club heels say, “I’m redeemed.”
Red club heels say, “The blood still works.”
Red club heels say, “I can start a book club, lead a Bible study, and look cute doing it.”
We’re not waiting to be smaller to celebrate — we’re celebrating now.
Because beauty, brilliance, and boldness are not on layaway in the Kingdom. They’re in stock — right here, right now, in you.
So, sister-friend, pull up a chair and get ready to laugh, learn, and maybe shout “Amen!” in the middle of a paragraph.
This guide will walk you through starting your own book club — a safe, spirit-filled space for fellowship, food, faith, and a little holy foolishness.
Because when plus-size women gather to read, laugh, and worship, we shake the ground a little — and heaven absolutely loves the sound.

Now fix your crown, fluff your curls, grab your pen...
and if you haven’t already — go buy those red heels.
We’ve got a lot of chapters to walk through, and they deserve a good strut.

Chapter 1 — Why Book Clubs Matter (and Why She Always Sits at the End of the Pew)

“I praise You because I am fearfully and wonderfully made.” — Psalm 139:14

Red Club always sat at the end of the pew. Not because she didn’t love people—Lord knows she did—but because she loved space. Holy space. Elbow room for her purse, her praise, and her hips that refused to whisper.

See, when the Spirit moved, she needed room to shout without taking Sister Bertha’s wig with her.
So the end of the pew wasn’t rebellion; it was strategy.
And every Sunday, when the usher smiled and asked, “You want to move down a little, ma’am?” she thought, “No, sugar. I’m fine right here at the edge of glory.”
People didn’t always understand her way of doing things. She wasn’t the kind to blend quietly or whisper “Amen” politely. No, her praise came with sound effects—hand claps, laughter, and an occasional “Hallelujah” that startled the children.

But heaven loved her kind of loud.

She had a bold beauty that the world didn’t know how to handle—one that could turn heads, raise eyebrows, and stir conversations. But God called it wonderful.
And that was reason enough to sit boldly, laugh freely, and lead joyfully.

A New Kind of Gathering

When Red Club decided to start a book club, she didn’t plan to do it the “proper” way. She wanted something alive—something that smelled like laughter and cocoa butter, with prayers, pastries, and maybe a little praise break between chapters.

She didn’t need a tea party in pearls. She wanted a sisterhood in sneakers, hoop earrings, and anointing oil.

Because here’s what she knew deep down: Book clubs aren’t about books—they’re about belonging.

She wanted women who’d been through things—divorces, diagnoses, diets, disappointments—and were still standing strong in faith, wrapped in grace and a good cardigan. She wanted the real ones. The ones who said, “Girl, I ain’t perfect, but I love me some Jesus.”

The Gospel of Gathering

It’s funny how something as simple as reading together can turn into revival. But that’s how God moves—quietly, creatively, through coffee cups and conversation.

Jesus was the master of unconventional meetings. He turned wells into altars, meals into miracles, and small gatherings into world movements.
So when a few women gathered in His name to discuss a book, He wasn’t offended. He just pulled up a chair.
The club became a kind of holy mischief—women breaking bread and breaking barriers at the same time.
The timid one found her voice.
The loud one learned to listen.
And the heartbroken one laughed for the first time in months.
It wasn’t just fellowship—it was therapy with scripture references.

Why She Sits at the End

Back to that pew.

Red Club didn’t realize it at first, but sitting at the end was a whole sermon. It said, “I’m leaving room—for someone else.”
Because while she loved her space, she loved people more.
When newcomers shuffled in late, she was the one who smiled, scooted her purse, and said, “Come sit right here, baby.”
She made space for stories, laughter, and redemption. And that’s what her book club became—a big, beautiful pew that stretched across living rooms, hearts, and generations.
Each meeting felt like church with snacks.
They prayed, they giggled, they discussed deep things like forgiveness, purpose, and why that one fictional man couldn’t get his life together.
And somehow, in the middle of pie crumbs and paperbacks, the presence of God kept showing up.

The Miracle of Womanhood

There’s a divine sparkle in women who love hard, laugh loud, and show up in faith no matter what they’ve been through.

They’re the ones who still bring dessert even when life’s been bitter.
The ones who still compliment another woman’s shoes while their own heart is healing.
The ones who pray like warriors and joke like comedians—all before dessert’s cleared.
That’s who this book is for.
The woman who’s been overlooked but never forgotten.
The one who’s been underestimated but never unloved.
The one who’s built from faith, frosting, and a little holy fire.

Why Book Clubs Matter

Because in a world obsessed with noise, scrolling, and selfies, she dared to gather real women in real life.
Because books build bridges. Laughter mends hearts. And when women read together, heaven takes notes.
Book clubs’ matter because they become what church was always meant to be—warm, honest, and slightly unpredictable.

They’re where faith meets flavor, prayer meets pastry, and miracles show up wearing lip gloss.

Faith with a Wink

Red Club didn’t need everything perfect to start—just passion, a few chairs, and Wi-Fi strong enough to stream a scripture reference.
She believed that joy is holy. That laughter is warfare. That beauty is not a size but a spirit.
Every time she opened a book, she opened a door for God to move.
Every time she hosted, she hosted healing.
Every time she laughed, angels laughed with her.
And when she finally looked around her living room—women everywhere, snacks everywhere, grace everywhere—she realized something profound:

She hadn’t just started a book club.
She’d started a movement of joy.

Scripture Spotlight

	Psalm 139:14: “I praise You because I am fearfully and wonderfully made.”

	Matthew 18:20: “Where two or three gather in My name, there am I in the midst of them.”

	Proverbs 17:22: “A merry heart does good like medicine.”

	Luke 14:21: “Go quickly into the streets and bring in the poor, the crippled, the blind, and the lame.”


Takeaway

Book clubs’ matter because women matter.
Because laughter heals what life tries to break.
Because sitting at the end of the pew isn’t selfish—it’s sacred.
Red Clubshe’s not just starting a club.
She’s starting a community where women can stretch, sigh, snack, and shine.
Because when they gather—plus-size, faith-filled, and full of Holy Ghost sass—the world gets just a little brighter...
and the devil gets a little more nervous.
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Chapter 2 — She Broke the Rules, and It Worked

“Behold, I am doing a new thing; now it springs forth, do you not perceive it?” — Isaiah 43:19

They said book clubs were supposed to be calm. Quiet. Predictable.
But she was none of those things.
Red Clubwas a walking sermon in sequins and a testimony in heels — not the little church kitten kind of heels either, but the kind that could make a deacon’s wife whisper, “Now, Lord... help her ankles.”

She didn’t follow rules; she rewrote them with colored pens and glitter ink. And somehow, the Holy Ghost approved.

Her book club didn’t meet in silence; it met in style. Every woman had to wear lipstick — and not the safe pinks or predictable reds. No ma’am.

Each color carried a purpose.
Green for growth.
Yellow for joy.
Blue for breakthrough.
Purple for royalty.
And one bold sister wore black — because she said she was mourning her ex’s bad decisions.
They laughed till mascara ran and hearts healed. Because this wasn’t just fellowship; it was freedom in full color.

The Lipstick Rule That Wasn’t

Now, the rule wasn’t about makeup — it was about ministry.

Each shade became a sermon. When they looked around the table, every color represented a story God had redeemed. The green lips spoke of a woman who’d finally forgiven herself. The yellow lips belonged to one who found joy after grief.

And the dark blue? That was courage — the woman who faced surgery, fear, and her reflection and said, “Still beautiful. Still chosen.”

The colors didn’t clash; they conversed.
Like women who had learned that sometimes holiness comes with highlighter.

The Day Her Dress Misbehaved

Of course, with her, nothing ever went “smoothly.”

There was the day she decided to wear her favorite fitted dress — bright floral, sunshine yellow, the kind that shouted “I’m fearfully made and wonderfully curvy!”

Everything was fine... until she bent over to pick up her Bible bag, and that blessed dress said, “Now unto Him who is able to split seams...”

She froze.
The sound was small but sacred — like a mouse running through a prayer meeting.
The room went silent.
Then Sister Brenda gasped, “Oh, Lord, did something rip?”
And she said — without missing a beat —
“Just the stronghold of vanity, sis. Let’s move on.”
The women lost it.
They hollered, wheezed, and nearly fell off the sofa. Even heaven had to laugh.
That moment became legend. The “Dress Revival,” they called it.
And she wore that ripped dress again — proudly — the next week, patched up and paired with grace. Because laughter is holy too.
Faith Ain’t Always Polite

The thing about her kind of faith? It didn’t fit into tidy boxes or tea-sipping tones.

Red Club was loud, loving, and occasionally late — but her presence carried peace. She prayed hard, hugged harder, and danced during discussion like the Holy Spirit was her DJ.

Some folks tried to correct her.
They said, “You’re doing too much.”
She smiled sweetly and said, “So did Jesus, honey. He turned water into wine at a women’s event.”
Because she knew — our Savior was never conventional.
He talked to women that others ignored.
He healed people who hadn’t filled out any forms.
He broke Sabbath laws to fix broken lives.
He colored outside every religious line — and still called it love.
So, she followed His example and stopped apologizing for joy.



Breaking Rules to Build Bridges

When her book club gathered, she broke every traditional rule — on purpose.

Instead of starting with prayer, sometimes they started with praise breaks set to old-school gospel and tambourine tracks.
Instead of going around the room politely, she shouted questions like, “Now who in here relates to this woman’s mess?”
And instead of judging the book’s heroine, she asked, “Now what if she was you before salvation?”
That’s when the tears started.
Because someone always said softly, “It was me.”
And in that confession came connection.
That’s the secret of breaking rules — it makes room for revelation.

The Snack Situation

There was one meeting they’d never forget — the night the “healthy snack” idea failed miserably.

Someone suggested celery sticks and hummus. Noble thought.
But one sister whispered, “I bind that in Jesus’ name.”
Before the night ended, a pound cake materialized out of nowhere — as if sent by angels who bake. The women looked at each other and said, “Taste and see that the Lord is good.”

The celery sat untouched, looking like the devil’s idea of discipline.

That’s when they learned: grace has flavor.

The Kingdom Is Colorful

When the women came together — different ages, sizes, shades, and stories — it looked a little like heaven.

The lipstick table became a rainbow of redemption.
The conversations sparkled with transparency and truth.
Nobody tried to fit in — they just fit together.
Because Jesus never asked people to become identical — He just asked them to be intentional.

That’s why this book club mattered.
It was proof that God doesn’t need perfection to show His glory — just willing hearts, a good laugh, and maybe a pack of makeup wipes.

Scripture Spotlight

	Isaiah 43:19 — “Behold, I am doing a new thing.”

	1 Samuel 16:7 — “The Lord looks at the heart.”

	John 2:1–11 — Jesus at the wedding in Cana.

	Proverbs 31:25 — “She is clothed with strength and dignity, and she laughs without fear of the future.”

	Ecclesiastes 3:4 — “A time to weep and a time to laugh.”


Red Club didn’t break rules for attention; she broke them for liberation.
Because some traditions need shaking before transformation can happen.
She understood that holiness isn’t about hush — it’s about heart.
And joy isn’t a distraction — it’s a declaration that God is still good, even on the days when the dress rips, the lipstick smears, and the celery goes untouched.
Her laughter made the angels sway.
Her boldness made heaven proud.
And her story reminded every woman in the room that she, too, could live loud, laugh loud, and love Jesus without shrinking.
Because breaking rules for the right reasons is how women of faith turn ordinary gatherings into holy ground.

Chapter 3 — She Invited Everybody Anyway

“Go out quickly into the streets and alleys of the town and bring in the poor, the crippled, the blind and the lame.” — Luke 14:21
“For by grace you have been saved through faith, and this is not your own doing; it is the gift of God.” — Ephesians 2:8

They didn’t know what they were starting — these women of The Gathering of Red Heels

All they wanted was to read a few good books, sip coffee, and talk about Jesus in a way that didn’t make them yawn. But something holy and hilarious happened: it turned into a movement of mercy.

See, this wasn’t your average “ladies’ circle.” No lace gloves. No whispering. No “Let’s keep it brief, sisters.”

No, this crew was too much grace to fit into polite tradition.

They loved the Lord, but they laughed loud, cried real, and sometimes said “Girl, please” right in the middle of devotion.
They didn’t gather to impress the saints — they gathered to express the Savior.



Too Much Grace to Play by the Rules

They knew from the start that this book club wouldn’t fit the church bulletin.

Somebody once said, “Maybe y’all should keep it more structured.”
But grace doesn’t do structure — it does Spirit.
When they met, sometimes the discussion went off-script — straight into tears, laughter, and testimonies. One minute they were analyzing a character, the next they were laying hands on each other.

It was revival with snacks.

They knew the critics didn’t get it.
But they didn’t care.
Because these women had been forgiven too much to fake perfection now.

They weren’t saved by structure — they were saved by grace.
They’d met Jesus in their mess, and He didn’t use white gloves — He used compassion.

They Wanted to Be Like Jesus

They didn’t just talk about Jesus; they wanted to act like Him.

They wanted to heal on the Sabbath, talk to the women at the well, and sit beside the people everybody else avoided.

They said things like:
“If Jesus could have dinner with sinners, surely we can have cobbler with strangers.”
“If Jesus could wash feet, surely we can pass napkins.”
“If Jesus could touch the leper, we can hug the broken.”
Every monthly meeting became a living sermon — no pulpit required.

The Invitation Nobody Expected

When they decided to open the club to new members, they didn’t pass out fancy flyers. They just started inviting everybody.

Everybody meant everybody.

The single mom who showed up tired.
The college student with pink hair and questions.
The widow who hadn’t laughed in two years.
The woman who thought she was too “different” for church.
One of them even invited her coworker who said she didn’t “do religion.”
“Good,” they told her. “We don’t do religion either. We do relationship — and banana pudding.”
And wouldn’t you know it? She came.
She sat quietly at first, listening, smiling a little, blinking back tears when they prayed.
Then she came again.
That’s how grace works — slow, steady, sneaky, and unstoppable.

The Book Club that Looked Like Heaven

They didn’t all look the same.
They didn’t all talk the same.
Some wore church hats, others wore ripped jeans
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	Luke 14:21 — “Go quickly into the streets... bring in the poor, the crippled, the blind, and the lame.”

	John 4:9–10 — Jesus talking to the Samaritan woman at the well.

	Mark 3:1–5 — Jesus heals on the Sabbath.

	John 8:10–11 — Jesus shows mercy to the woman caught in adultery.

	Romans 12:2 — “Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed.”

	Galatians 3:28 — “There is neither Jew nor Gentile... for you are all one in Christ Jesus.”

	Ephesians 2:8–9 — “For by grace you have been saved.”


























































	John 8: 7 – 11 — Jesus defends the woman accused and writes in the dirt.

	Galatians 6: 2 — “Carry each other’s burdens.”

	Romans 15: 7 — “Accept one another, then, just as Christ accepted you.”

	1 John 4: 8 — “God is love.”

	Proverbs 17: 22 — “A merry heart does good like medicine.”

	Luke 7: 47 — “She loves much because she was forgiven much.”
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	Isaiah 43: 19 – “I am doing a new thing.”

	Luke 2: 6-7 – Jesus born in a manger because there was no room in the inn.

	1 Corinthians 1: 27 – “God chose the foolish things of the world to shame the wise.”

	Romans 8: 28 – “All things work together for good.”

	Ecclesiastes 7: 8 – “The end of a matter is better than its beginning.”













































	Luke 22: 19-20 — Jesus took bread, gave thanks, and broke it.

	1 Samuel 16: 7 — “The Lord looks at the heart.”

	Mark 2: 27 — “The Sabbath was made for man, not man for the Sabbath.”

	Ecclesiastes 3: 12-13 — “There is nothing better than to be joyful and enjoy good food and drink.”
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	Ephesians 4: 29 — “Let your words build up, not tear down.”

	Proverbs 26: 20 — “Without wood, a fire goes out; without gossip, a quarrel dies down.”

	Luke 9: 60 — “Let the dead bury their dead.”

	John 8: 7 — “Let him who is without sin cast the first stone.”

	James 3: 10 — “Out of the same mouth come blessing and cursing — this should not be.”



























































	Matthew 20: 26-28 — “Whoever wants to be great must be your servant.”

	John 13: 5-15 — Jesus washes the disciples’ feet.

	Philippians 2: 3-4 — “In humility, value others above yourselves.”

	Mark 9: 35 — “If anyone wants to be first, he must be last and servant of all.”

	James 4: 10 — “Humble yourselves before the Lord, and He will lift you up.”









































	2 Samuel 6: 14-22 — David dances before the Lord with all his might.

	Proverbs 17: 22 — A merry heart does good like medicine.

	Psalm 30: 11 — “You have turned my mourning into dancing.”

	Nehemiah 8: 10 — “The joy of the Lord is your strength.”

	Luke 6: 21 — “Blessed are you who weep now, for you will laugh.”

























	John 2: 1-11 — Jesus turns water into wine.

	Psalm 126: 2 — “Our mouths were filled with laughter, our tongues with songs of joy.”

	Luke 15: 23-24 — “Let’s celebrate! For this son of mine was dead and is alive again.”

	Philippians 4: 4 — “Rejoice in the Lord always.”






















































	John 4 : 4-26 — Jesus and the Samaritan woman at the well.

	Luke 5 : 30-32 — “Why do you eat with tax collectors and sinners?” Jesus: “I came for them.”

	Matthew 5 : 14-16 — “You are the light of the world; don’t hide your light.”

	Romans 12 : 2 — “Do not conform to the pattern of this world.”

	Galatians 3 : 28 — “In Christ Jesus there is neither Jew nor Greek... for you are all one.”
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	“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted.” (Psalm 34:18)

	“He will wipe every tear from their eyes.” (Revelation 21:4)

	“There is a time to weep and a time to laugh.” (Ecclesiastes 3:4)

	“We have a High Priest who is touched by the feeling of our infirmities.” (Hebrews 4:15)




	No apologies for tears. (Romans 8:1. Shame is not invited.)

	Tissue within arm’s reach, snacks within reason. A woman can cry and still want cobbler.

	Don’t fix. Sit. Soften. Share silence. (Job’s friends almost had it right before they started talking.)

	Ask “Where did it land?” Not “What’s wrong?”—let the heart point to the line that opened it.

	End with hope. Read a resurrection verse out loud—even if your mascara says otherwise. (John 11:25)




















	The daughter who always felt almost enough.

	The grown woman still auditioning for approval from people no longer in the room.

	The caregiver who forgot it’s okay to collapse sometimes.

	The widow who needed permission to miss and move.

	The friend who holds everyone else’s tears and secretly wonders who will hold hers.








	John 11:35–44 — Jesus weeps, then calls Lazarus out.

	Romans 12:15 — Weep with those who weep.

	Psalm 56:8 — God bottles our tears.

	Psalm 34:18 — The Lord is close to the brokenhearted.

	Revelation 21:4 — He will wipe every tear.

	Ecclesiastes 3:4 — A time to weep and a time to laugh.

	Hebrews 4:15 — He understands our weaknesses.

	2 Samuel 12:1–7 — Nathan’s parable moves David to repentance.

	Luke 19:41 — Jesus weeps over Jerusalem.













































	Pray real, not long.

	If words jam, use scripture; it never stutters. (Psalm 23, Luke 1, Romans 8)

	If tears come, let ’em. God bottles them, not critiques them. (Psalm 56:8)

	If you forget what to say, say “Help.” Heaven knows the rest.

	We say “Amen” like we mean it—because we do.











	Acts 2:17–18 — I will pour out My Spirit on all people... sons and daughters will prophesy. (No age or tenure requirement.)

	Jeremiah 1:6–8 — Do not say, “I am only...” for I am with you.

	Hebrews 4:16 — Come boldly to the throne of grace. (Bold doesn’t equal loud; it equals honest.)

	1 Timothy 4:12 — Set an example... in faith, in purity. (New does not mean not-ready.)

	Romans 8:26 — The Spirit helps us pray.

	Matthew 18:20 — Two or three—He’s there.












	Start with thanks. Gratitude is the front door key. (Psalm 100:4)

	Pick one thing. God multiplies focus.

	Use a verse. Scripture is a sail; the Spirit is the wind.

	Pause freely. Silence isn’t failure; it’s filling.

	End with Jesus. The Name is the postage that delivers the prayer. (John 14:13–14)
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	Luke 7 : 36–50 — The woman with the alabaster jar.

	John 4 : 7–26 — Jesus and the Samaritan woman.

	Mark 2 : 17 — “I came for the sick.”

	Romans 5 : 8 — “While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.”

	2 Corinthians 2 : 15 — “We are the aroma of Christ.”
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	Luke 5 : 1-11 — Jesus uses Peter’s boat and overflows his nets.

	Acts 16 : 25-26 — Paul and Silas turn a prison cell into a praise meeting.

	Matthew 18 : 20 — Where two or three gather—even in aisle five—He’s there.

	Psalm 24 : 1 — The earth (and its parking lots) belongs to the Lord.

	James 2 : 17 — Faith without works is dead; sometimes works looks like rolling down a window.




	One prayed for a cashier at the local store

	Another laid hands on her co-worker’s desk before the boss arrived.

	The quiet one left a note on a stranger’s car: “Jesus saw you this morning.”







































	John 4 : 7-26 — Jesus asks for a drink, yet gives living water.

	Luke 10 : 41-42 — Mary chooses presence over preparation.

	Psalm 34 : 8 — “Taste and see that the Lord is good.”

	Isaiah 55 : 1 — “Come without money, come, buy, and eat.”

	Matthew 5 : 6 — “Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness.”
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	When the doctor’s report came—suddenly: “By His stripes, I am healed.”

	When the bills piled up—“My God shall supply.”

	When heartbreak hit—“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted.”

	When guilt whispered—“There is therefore now no condemnation.”




	Matthew 4 : 1–11 — Jesus tempted, sustained by Scripture.

	Deuteronomy 8 : 3 — “Man does not live on bread alone.”

	Psalm 119 : 11 — “I have hidden Your Word in my heart.”

	Luke 12 : 12 — “The Spirit will teach you what to say.”

	Romans 8 : 26 — “The Spirit helps us in our weakness.”






















































	John 18 : 25–27 — Peter denies Jesus three times.

	John 21 : 15–17 — Jesus restores Peter three times.

	Micah 7 : 8 — “Though I fall, I will rise.”

	Romans 8 : 1 — “No condemnation for those in Christ.”

	Psalm 37 : 24 — “Though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down.”

	Luke 22 : 32 — “When you have turned back, strengthen your brothers.”






































































	Acts 20 : 7–12 — Paul preaches all night; Eutychus falls and is raised.

	Revelation 12 : 11 — They overcame by their testimony.

	Psalm 71 : 15–16 — “I will declare Your righteousness all day long.”

	Romans 10 : 17 — Faith comes by hearing.

	John 21 : 25 — If every work Jesus did were written, the world couldn’t contain the books.




































































	Luke 7 : 37–38 — The woman weeps and wipes Jesus’ feet with her hair.

	John 13 : 14–15 — “You also should wash one another’s feet.”

	Matthew 23 : 11 — “The greatest among you will be your servant.”

	1 Corinthians 15 : 58 — “Your labor in the Lord is not in vain.”

	Hebrews 6 : 10 — “God is not unjust; He will not forget your work.”
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	Luke 24 : 1-6 — The women bring spices but find the stone rolled away.

	Mark 16 : 1-7 — “Who will roll the stone away?” God already had.

	Isaiah 43 : 19 — “Behold, I am doing a new thing.”

	John 20 : 15-16 — Mary Magdalene mistakes Jesus for the gardener until He says her name.

	Romans 6 : 4 — “We too may live a new life.”



























































































	The hostess said, “God told me to start a Bible study in the break room, and I thought, ‘You sure, Lord? They still mad about the Christmas playlist.’”

	Red Heels laughed, “He told me to mentor girls at the gym, and I said, ‘Jesus, have You seen my treadmill commitment?’”

	The quiet one admitted, “He told me to forgive someone I swore I never would. That felt more impossible than virgin birth.”
























































































	Acts 16 : 6–10 — “Forbidden by the Holy Spirit” to go one way, redirected to another.

	Proverbs 16 : 9 — “A man’s heart plans his way, but the Lord directs his steps.”

	Isaiah 30 : 21 — “This is the way; walk in it.”

	Romans 8 : 28 — “All things work together for good.”
























































	**Ephesians — ** the mystery of grace.

	**Philippians — ** joy in suffering.

	**Colossians — ** Christ above all.

	**Philemon — ** forgiveness and freedom.
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	The grandmother who knits hats for newborns at the hospital.

	The woman who drives the church van every Sunday without recognition.

	The teacher who spends her paycheck on her students.
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	The Gathering

	Booked and Blessed

	Faith, Food & Funny Pages
If it doesn’t make people smile and feel invited, try again — grace likes a good headline.



	Hearts open to God

	Hands ready to serve

	Appetites for snacks and Scripture





	The Unconventional Red Stiletto Book Club Guide by Cherry Hargrove 

	Any book that mixes Scripture, stories, and a touch of sass.
Pick one that says real women live here, not perfect saints only.



	No gossip — only giggles.

	Every opinion matters (even if it comes with tears).

	Bring your Bible and your humor.

	Judgment stays at the door with the shoes.

	If someone cries, pass a napkin and a cupcake.



	Have a “Color of Grace” night — everyone wears the same joyful shade (yes, red heels count).

	Swap testimonies the way others swap recipes.

	End every meeting shouting the club motto:
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