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    To every soul that's been showing up to church, lifting their hands—but still walking out wondering, "Who am I, really?"To the ones who serve faithfully but feel spiritually stuck.To the ones who can quote scripture but can't shake the shame.To the tired, the confused, the overlooked, the underestimated.This is for us.
We were told how to act—but not how to become.We were taught to perform—but not how to walk in power.We wore the right clothes, said the right words, but deep down, we were drowning in doubt.
This book is the divine interruption.It's the identity reset we didn't know we needed.It's the loud, holy, unapologetic wake-up call to stop faking freedom—and finally live it.
Not for applause.Not for religion.But because heaven is waiting for sons and daughters to rise up and remember who they are.
This is more than a book.It's a rescue mission.Let's go get our fire back.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epigraph
"The world will name you based on your wounds. But Heaven calls you by your purpose."—Etta C Kangume
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CHAPTER 1
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The Raw Truth About Your Identity in Christ

––––––––
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For the Lost, the Lukewarm, and the Lowkey Faking It

––––––––
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Let’s skip the polite introductions. If you’re reading this, it’s not random. This isn’t a feel-good self-help moment or some cozy spiritual encouragement book. This is a wake-up call, a divine confrontation, a holy interruption. You picked up this book because deep down, something inside of you is sick of the confusion, the pretending, the watered-down faith, and the identity crisis you’ve been silently drowning in.

You didn’t come this far to stay stuck. You didn’t survive hell just to live half-alive. This chapter is your holy reset. It’s the line in the sand, the shift in the spirit, the moment where everything lying to you about who you are gets dragged into the light and told to shut up.

So no, we’re not sipping tea here. We’re flipping spiritual tables.

Struggle Doesn’t Void Your Calling

Let’s destroy this lie right now: just because you’ve struggled, fallen, failed, or walked through seasons of complete chaos—does not mean you’ve been disqualified. In fact, it might mean you’re exactly who God is looking for.

God doesn’t recruit perfection. He recruits the broken, the misunderstood, the rejected, the overlooked. The very thing you thought disqualified you? That’s the platform God is about to build from. The struggle you tried to hide? That’s the testimony that’s about to shake atmospheres.

I remember sitting with one of the women at church— Lydia. She shared how, for years, she hid the fact that she used to be an addict. She was ashamed, even though she’d been clean for over a decade. One day during service, God prompted her to speak. Shaking, crying, she stood up and told her truth. The whole room went silent. Then healing swept in. People began confessing their own struggles. Chains broke that day—not because she was perfect, but because she was honest.

You’ve been smiling through pain. Functioning through trauma. Serving others while secretly drowning in identity confusion. But now? Now we tear the script. No more playing small. No more letting shame do the talking. It’s time to rise in the identity already secured for you in Christ.

This Identity Crisis is Killing Purpose

Let’s talk real. We live in a world where people are more committed to their image than their soul. We’ve traded authenticity for applause. We’ve been taught to filter everything—our emotions, our opinions, even our spirituality—so we don’t offend anyone or show weakness.

But the real issue? Most people don’t know who they are.

I’ll never forget a brother named Ken, who came to Bible study every week, served in the media team, and was always the first to volunteer. But one night he broke down and said, “I do everything right, but I don’t know if God even knows me.” Why? Because everything he did was driven by fear of rejection—not love for God. He thought showing up for church was the same as showing up in identity. And he was exhausted.

Many have been going to church for years but still walk around spiritually confused. Others wear religious titles like armor but collapse under pressure because they’ve never truly built identity in Christ. Some are chasing influence while starving for intimacy with God.

This is the trap: if you don’t know who you are, you will live your entire life performing for acceptance and still die feeling unknown.

Your identity is not in your pain, your title, your talent, your past, or your popularity. It’s not in your trauma or your trophies. Your identity is in Christ—and that is the only place where it is both safe and secure.

Real Freedom Requires Raw Honesty

You will never heal from what you continue to hide. You will never walk in your full identity while performing for approval. You can’t fake freedom. You can’t filter deliverance. You can’t quote scriptures but avoid surgery “You can’t keep quoting the Bible like a band-aid, while refusing to let God perform open-heart surgery on your character, your trauma, your mindset, your pride, or your wounds”.


“For the word of God is alive and active. Sharper than any double-edged sword, it penetrates even to dividing soul and spirit...”
– Hebrews 4:12


I used to think I was going through all these challenges because I wasn’t going to church enough. I’d blame every misfortune on my lack of attendance. If the car broke down, if my bank account was tight, if I got sick—I’d instantly ask, “Did I skip too many services? Is God punishing me?”

But it wasn’t punishment. It was a heart check. God wasn’t looking for my body in a building—He wanted my heart in alignment. I learned that intimacy with God doesn’t come from being present in church; it comes from being honest in worship, even in your weakness.

Another woman in our ministry, Mavis, shared how she led women’s ministry for 6 years while secretly battling depression. She was everyone’s “strong one,” but cried herself to sleep more times than she could count. The moment she finally admitted her brokenness, she was met with love—not shame. That’s when her healing began.

Your Pain Had Purpose

You didn’t go through all of that for nothing. Those sleepless nights, those breakdowns, that rock-bottom moment, the silence, the betrayal—it wasn’t meaningless. Every storm that tried to break you was allowed to shape you.

God is not wasteful. The areas you’re ashamed of? That’s where His glory is about to hit hardest.

When James, a once-incarcerated father of two, gave his life to Christ and stood before the congregation with trembling hands, sharing how prison made him find purpose—that was revival in motion. That was identity being born out of ashes.

You are not the product of your pain. You are the evidence of His power.

What tried to destroy you is now your evidence. What tried to disqualify you is now your authority.

You’re still here. That alone is proof that purpose is still active.

You Can’t Borrow Identity—You Must Own It

You cannot live off someone else’s revelation. Secondhand faith won’t carry you in a first-class battle. You need your own relationship, your own fire, your own personal encounter with truth.

You were never meant to blend in. You weren’t designed to play it safe. And you certainly weren’t called to live your life asking permission to be who God already called you to be.

When you know who you are in Christ, you stop begging for validation from people who don't even know their own purpose. You stop shrinking to make others comfortable. You stop settling for shallow connections and spiritual survival.

Tear Down Every Lie, Mask, and Filter

That fake version of you you’ve been performing as? It’s time to let it die. The one that posts like everything’s great but cries in secret. The one that quotes scripture but can’t shake the shame. The one that looks healed but still limps when no one’s watching.

You were not created to be a slave to survival.

Rip off the labels. Destroy the lies. Expose every counterfeit identity that’s tried to replace the one Christ died to give you.

Because underneath all that rubble is the most powerful version of you—the one who knows who they are, who they belong to, and why hell tried so hard to keep them silent.

And once that version of you rises, nothing will ever be the same again.

Let’s Be Honest... You’ve Known There’s More

You’ve had moments where everything around you looked fine, but inside you whispered, “There’s got to be more to life than this.”

There were seasons where you smiled in public but felt invisible in private. Where you poured into others but had no clue who you were becoming. Where your worship was routine, your prayers were tired, and your soul was restless.

But you never lost the sense that something deeper was calling you.

And here it is. This is your burning bush moment. This is your interruption. This is your invitation to stop surviving and start becoming.

This Is More Than a Chapter—This Is a Line in the Sand

This isn’t just the start of a book. This is the beginning of the rest of your life. This is where the fake dies, and the fire begins. Where performance ends and purpose awakens. Where you stop waiting for permission to become who God already declared you to be.

No more hiding. No more blending in. No more denying the truth that’s been burning inside of you.

From here on out, we build on truth. We speak from scars. We stand in power. We rise in identity.

The world doesn’t need more confused believers, polished pretenders, or lukewarm personalities trying to impress the crowd.

It needs you—authentic, bold, healed, rooted, powerful, and completely unshaken in who you are.

So now the question is:
Are you ready to become that person?
Because once you are...
Everything changes.

Prayer Prompt

God, tear off every false label I’ve accepted. Help me to see myself the way You see me—through the lens of truth, not trauma. I surrender the false version of me that I’ve been performing. Let me walk boldly in the identity You’ve already given me. Remind me daily that I was never a mistake—I was a mission. Amen.

Journal Prompts


•  What lies have you believed about who you are?

•  What would shift in your life if you truly believed God’s truth about you?

•  In what areas are you performing instead of living free?

•  What labels from your past do you need to break off and bury?

•  Finish this: “Even when I feel ___, I know I am ___ in Christ.”
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CHAPTER 2
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From Lost to Found: Waking Up from the Identity Scam

Let’s not play dress-up with this chapter. I’m not here to serve you lukewarm tea—I’m bringing volcanic lava with truth bombs that’ll burn the wig off your excuses.

Let’s talk.

Most of us—yes, even the church girls, the fellas in tailored suits, the ones who clap loud during altar calls—we’ve been straight-up faking it. Living like extras in the movie God cast us to star in. Editing ourselves down so we fit in. Shrinking to be digestible. Muting our roar so we don’t “look too much.” And meanwhile? Our spirits are screaming like, “Sis, is this who we are now? For real?”

Let me confess: I wasn’t just lost. I was delusional. Out here quoting Bible verses with zero understanding. Posting, “God’s got me,” while crafting five backup plans in case He dropped the ball.  I had an Instagrammable faith and a tormented soul. Crowned in front of people—crushed behind closed doors. I looked like I had it all together, but I was spiritually bankrupt.

And then God came through. Not gently. Not with violin music playing in the background. No, He came in like a SWAT team with heaven’s truth and snatched my identity crisis by the lace front. Ripped it clean off and said, “Let’s start from scratch.”

I Was a Fraud—and So Are You (If We’re Being Real)

Y’all ever feel like you’re performing in your own life? Like you’re just following a script written by trauma, culture, insecurity, or TikTok trends? Yeah, that was me. I wasn’t living—I was cosplaying confidence while dying inside.

I built an identity on applause. On titles. On being “the strong one.” But deep down? I was the most fragile, approval-hungry, validation-thirsty person I knew. I was fake secure, fake peaceful, fake holy. A dressed-up disaster. And baby, God doesn’t bless who you pretend to be. He blesses the real you—the one you’ve been hiding under filters and fake strength.

My Breakdown Dressed as a Promotion

Let me take you to the moment I cracked.

I was walking into work looking like success: heels on point, hair laid, coffee in hand. On the outside, I was that girl. On the inside? I was crumbling. That day, everything hit the fan. Staff layoffs. Chaos. Pressure. Drama. Then boom—they offered me a promotion.

Sounds like favor, right?

But the night before, I cried in my car like a madwoman. “God, why does everything look good but feel wrong? Why am I celebrated but empty? Why am I performing peace I don’t possess?” And God responded, not with comfort, but confrontation:
“Do you want promotion, or do you want purpose?”
I chose purpose. I quit. No plan B. No strategy. Just obedience. And in the silence that followed, God reintroduced me to the real me—not the girl with the mask, but the daughter He handcrafted before the lies, labels, and losses.

REAL STORY: Joyce and the Praise Prison

Joyce had the “church girl” resume: sang on stage, quoted scriptures, prayed powerful prayers. But behind closed doors? She was depressed. Addicted to praise. “I didn’t know who I was unless people clapped,” she told me. “And when the applause stopped, I felt invisible.”

One night, she had a panic attack after a service where everyone said she was “anointed.” She told God, “If I’m so powerful, why do I feel so hollow?” And God clapped back: “Because you’re performing a version of you I never created.”

Whew.

That night she stripped it all. She stopped singing for applause and started worshipping in private. These days? You can feel her freedom. It's not loud—it’s legit.

Let’s Break It Down: You Are A Spirit. Period.

This body? Temporary. Your soul? A work in progress. But your spirit? That’s the real you.

You are a spirit having a physical experience—not a body trying to be spiritual. The moment you surrendered to Christ, your spirit didn’t get rehabbed—it got reborn. That part of you is already seated with Christ, already whole, already powerful, already packing divine heat.

So why are you out here begging for things you already carry?

You don’t need another prophet to confirm what heaven already said.
You don’t need another quote—you need clarity.
You don’t need validation—you need revelation.
The real enemy is not your haters—it’s your own soul forgetting what your spirit already knows.

Your Soul: That Drama Queen in the Middle

Let’s get real. Your soul is where the confusion lives. Mind, Will, Emotions—it’s the messy roommate of your spirit. One minute it’s like “God is good,” the next it’s like “Why did they unfollow me?”

This is why you can be blessed and still bitter. Saved and still scared. Filled with the Holy Spirit but still cussing folks out when they cut you off in traffic. It’s the soul. That girl needs healing.

The Word says your soul must be renewed daily. Not once. Not at revival. Daily.
Because when your soul aligns with your spirit, your body starts moving like a weapon of mass purpose.

Janet’s Mirror Breakdown Story.

Janet stood in the mirror one day, looking flawless. Hair done. Outfit slayed. But she felt ugly. Not physically—spiritually. “I realized I had no clue who I was without people’s praise,” she told me. That day, she cried ugly tears in her bathroom and told God, “I want Your eyes. I want to see me like You see me.”

The Holy Spirit whispered: “You are not the reflection. You are the revelation.”

And sis? That hit different. She wiped her face, deleted the fake friendships, and decided to start living from the inside out. Her glow-up? Not external. Eternal.

Your Mind: The Real Battlefield

The devil doesn’t need to destroy your life—he just needs to hijack your thoughts.
Because if he can control your mind, he can manipulate your identity.
That’s why the Bible says to put on the helmet of salvation. Because this war? It’s in your head. The enemy doesn’t attack your job—he attacks your perspective.

And baby, when you change your mind, you change your whole life.

You Were Never Called to Blend In

Let me make this plain:
You were not born to survive.
You were not born to just cope.
You were not born to be liked, tolerated, or boxed in.
You were born to reign.
To shift rooms. To cast out demons. To shake hell’s gates when you wake up in the morning.
You are a walking revival. A threat in heels. A weapon in human form.
And the moment you own it—heaven rejoices and hell panics.

FINAL WORDS BEFORE YOU FLIP THIS PAGE

You are not random.
You are not broken.
You are not invisible.
You are a spirit. You have a soul. You live in a body.

And from this day on?
You will no longer live from the outside in.
You will no longer rent space to lies.
You will no longer play small for comfort.
You’re not lost.
You were just mislabelled.
But now? You’re found. And baby... you’re dangerous.
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