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Letter from Susie 

I’M GRATEFUL you’ve chosen to study Barefoot Cinderellas: Set the Captives Free.   

Barefoot Cinderellas Study Guide is designed to be a resource for personal reflection and 

small group discussion. The format is simple – read the book and allow the Holy Spirit to gently 

lead you through the questions provided in the study guide.  

Chapter overviews are provided in the study guide, but I encourage you to read Barefoot 

Cinderellas before you begin the study. The book provides the framework of this study and serves 

as a tour guide as you embark on your personal journey to freedom.  

Your journey through Barefoot Cinderellas will be unique to you. Read slowly. Underline 

things that really speak to you – verses, quotes, stories, or analogies. Make notes in the margins of 

any thoughts, questions, or revelations God reveals to you. Dog ear the pages and make it your 

own. 

After you read the book, begin to work through the questions in this guide. This study is 

personal. You’ll be asked questions that don’t necessarily have easy answers. The questions are 

designed to help you see God in your own story. Please don’t rush through or skip over the 

uncomfortable questions. Allow God to search your heart. He is able to reveal and heal the broken 

places in us. 

I would love to join you for an endless pot of tea as you study Barefoot Cinderellas. Hold 

your hand as you lose yourself in the pages of my story. Hand you a tissue when my story mirrors 

your own. And have a soul-cleansing ugly cry as mascara runs down our rosy cheeks. 

As your story unfolds, don’t settle for crumbs. You are a daughter of the Most High King 

with full access to the riches of your Father’s Kingdom to enjoy on this earth. Step into your glass 

slippers and reclaim your crown! 

 

With endearing love, 

Susie Erickson 
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Introduction 

 

BAREFOOT CINDERELLAS are hard to find. Outwardly, they blend in with the maidens around 

them. When they allow you to get close enough to look deep in their eyes, you see it. Barricaded 

behind massive doors are the long-hidden secrets of their soul. You see a girl who longs to be free 

from the walls of enslavement. A girl who knows there is more on the other side. Abundant life. 

That is when you know you have found her, a Barefoot Cinderella.  

 Throughout thirty years of ministry to women, I’ve seen the longing in their eyes. Longing 

for more in their spiritual journey. I’ve been right where they are. As the massive chains broke on 

the exterior door of my heart and light began to shine through the crack, I was able to name the 

longing. Freedom. I longed to be free myself. Free from fear.  

Although I’m a daughter of the King with full access to the riches of my Father’s Kingdom 

to enjoy on this earth, I was living more like a pauper than princess. Saved, but not free. I was not 

living victoriously in the power of the resurrection. Satan had convinced me I was nothing more 

than an orphaned slave girl with a fairytale royal birthright in an imaginary kingdom. I lived on 

crumbs of despair at the orphan’s table while a feast awaited me at my Father’s table.  

 Allow me to sweep the crumbs from your lap and lead you to a seat of honor. I will pour 

us a cup of tea and tell you a great secret to see you through life’s trials. Timeless truths will flow 

as a refreshing drink of freedom for any enslaved souls. We will feast on delicacies of grace, love, 

and joy to strengthen us for our spiritual journey.  

 As we gaze at our reflections in the tea, we will see them and maybe ourselves as well. 

Barefoot Cinderellas. Captives who have been set free. 
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Chapter 1 

Once Upon a Time 

 

Chapter Overview 

GOD HOVERS as He did at creation when every baby is born. In suburban birthing rooms 

equipped with the finest medical technology. Small town hospitals. Charity hospitals with no 

epidurals. Home births where midwives aid in the birth process. And remote villages untouched 

by time.  

Long before birth, the child created in the heart and mind of God was born for a holy 

purpose. A broken world has marred the holy act of conception. A loving marriage relationship 

conceives one child, while acts of sinful people conceives another. Prayer ushers in the conception 

of some, while a woman’s worst nightmare ushers in the conception of others. Regardless of the 

circumstances, in the deepest part of a woman’s womb God whispers, “This child is mine. I have 

holy plans.”  

Circumstances of your life may say you were unplanned, unwanted, and unloved. Nothing 

is farther from the truth. God had holy plans for you when He spoke you into existence. Regardless 

of the things you see right now, God can do the extraordinary in your life. He’s not limited by your 

current circumstances.  

Christine Caine writes in Unshakable, “God created you for good works. He made you on 

purpose and for a purpose. He wrote out a plan for your life-full of goodness and hope. Full of a 

great future. He designed you to fulfill all the potential He placed inside of you. But then life 

happened. And every blow was designed to knock you off your feet and short-circuit God’s plan 

for your life.” 

In understanding the purpose of your birth, you must understand the kingdom of God 

differs from the world in which we live. Woven through the pages of the Bible from beginning to 

end is paradoxical life, seemingly ridiculous to a logical, educated mind.  
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God speaks to us in paradoxes using them to work in our lives. Nothing is as it seems. 

Opposites are normal. Like strength in weakness. Receiving by giving. Gaining when losing.  

Living through dying. In Kingdom life, you can expect to have experiences, circumstances, 

and encounters which defy human logic and worldly wisdom. 

The truth is Kingdom life will mirror the life of Christ. It is not a fairytale kind of life. You 

will experience weakness. Loss. Betrayal. Heartbreak. Death. Yet, there is a blessedness in sharing 

in the suffering through Christ the world cannot understand. If you hold your life up to the mirror 

of the world’s standards, you will weigh the circumstances of your life on the scale of injustice. 

The riches of the Kingdom will always be beyond your reach. The circumstances intended to 

transform you into the likeness of Christ will leave you feeling frustrated, isolated, and alone in 

dungeons of despair. You must remember, faith grows in darkness. Resurrections occur through 

crosses. 

When you grasp the truth of your circumstances and hold them up to the light of God’s 

Word, the truth will set you free. Free to discover the truth of your identity. To enjoy the riches of 

God’s Kingdom here on earth. To develop an intimate relationship with Jesus through sharing in 

His suffering. To know the circumstances of this life do not define you. Free to embrace the holy 

plans God has for you. 

Do you see her, the girl through the keyhole in your heart? The enemy has wounded her 

with his lies of deception. Cut her deeply with words. Exploited her. Made her feel like a failure. 

Stolen her identity. Entangled her with fear.  

There she sits behind massive walls, a Barefoot Cinderella. Walls she built to protect 

herself the enemy uses to enslave her. She was born for a holy purpose, but now she lives more 

like a pauper than a princess.  

Satan has been lying to you about your identity. You are none of the names he has called 

you. None of the labels others have plastered on your forehead. You are a daughter of the King, 

but Satan insists you are nothing more than an orphaned slave girl. The truth of your identity 

unlocks the door to the city where Satan has enslaved you for years. He trembles at the discovery 

of who you are. He knows you will be free to fulfill the holy plans, hopes, and dreams God has for 

you. Once you know the truth of your identity, he loses his power over you. He knows nothing 

will be impossible for you. This is the truth of your spiritual identity: 
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God created you for a holy purpose. The circumstances of your conception do not define 

you. You are God’s masterpiece, intricately woven together by God’s hands (Psalm 139:13). His 

handiwork! This truth is the foundation of your identity. 

God has holy plans for you. You are not unplanned, unwanted, and unloved. God knows you, 

loves you, and chose you to be His daughter (Ephesians 1:5). Daughter, your identity in Christ is 

the key to the secret passageway to freedom. You hold the key in your hand. Your “once upon a 

time” moment is now. Unlock the gate and let’s go get your crown. 
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Discussion Questions 

Read Psalm 139 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the following 

questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional questions that come to your 

mind. 

 

1. What were the circumstances of your birth?  

 

2. Draw a picture of your early impressions of God. 

 

3. Regardless of the circumstances of your birth and early understanding of God, do you 

believe God whispered, “This child is mine. I have holy plans for her?” 

 

4. The writer speaks about paradoxical life. What is your definition of a paradox? 

 

5. How does your life reflect a paradox?  

 

6. The author states that “resurrections occur through crosses.” What crosses are you 

experiencing right now? What would a resurrection look like in your real-life scenario? 

 

7. What is your definition of a pauper? How would you describe daily life for a spiritual 

pauper? 

 

8. What is your definition of a princess? How would you describe daily life for spiritual 

princess? 

 

9. What sense of worth comes from knowing God created you for a purpose, and chose you 

to be His daughter – a real-life princess? 

 

10. What would you dare to become if you really believed you were a daughter of the King? 
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Notes & Reflections: 

____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________ 

 

Chapter 2 

A Widow's Tale 

 

Chapter Overview 

SCRIPTURE TEACHES us widows and orphans have been vulnerable since the beginning of 

time, reduced to begging, selling themselves as slaves, or starving. Fear lived on their doorsteps, 

looking for any point of entry to attack and enslave them. The widow of Zarephath lived among 

them as she faced drought, famine, and poverty. 

 Elijah was a prophet of God who served during a time when wicked kings led the people in 

worshipping pagan gods. Those who worshipped Baal believed he was the god who brought the 

rains which produced bountiful harvests. Elijah confronted the wicked king and announced there 

would be no rain for the next several years. With his proclamation the drought began.  

 The harshness of life teaches a widow to conserve her resources. The widow of Zarephath 

stretched the flour and oil in her containers as far as they could go. She took stock of her 

inventory, dreading the day when she would prepare the last supper for herself and her son. She 

learned how to prepare for winter, but there’s no way to prepare for a drought. With each scoop 

of flour, she foresaw her impending death. It would come easy for her. She’d been numb since 

the day her husband died. Like the widows before her, part of her died with him. She didn’t 

dread her own pain. But her heart broke for her son. 

 As Elijah approached the gate of Zarephath the widow was collecting sticks in the distance. 

Approaching her, he asked for a cup of water. As she was going to get it, he asked the question 

she’d feared, “Bring me a bite of bread, too.”  
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 Elijah sensed the fear in her voice when she said, “I swear by the Lord your God, I don’t 

have a single piece of bread in the house. And I have only a handful of flour left in the jar and 

cooking oil in the bottom of the jug. I was gathering a few sticks to cook this last meal, and then 

my son and I will die.”  

 Her mind was racing. She didn’t fully process what he was saying when he said, “Do not 

be afraid!” Fear had driven her preparation for winter. It kept her alive. She didn’t know how to 

live without fear. It was her worst enemy, and yet her most trusted friend.  

 Elijah instructed her to go ahead and cook the meal, but to bake a loaf of bread for him 

first. He assured her there would be enough food for her and the boy. Then Elijah prophesied, 

“For this is what the Lord, the God of Israel, says: There will always be plenty of flour and oil 

left in your containers until the time when the Lord sends rain, and the crops grow again!”  

Could she trust him? Faith and self-preservation wrestled for the seat of honor at the table in her 

mind.  

 Fear fueled her self-preservation, but it also paralyzed her when it whispered, “You do not 

have enough.” The prophet said there would be enough. Who was right? Instinct or the prophet? 

She didn’t trust easily, but for the first time she had a glimmer of hope. Faith invited her to pour 

out the last of her flour and oil. Bake a loaf of bread and give it away. It was just a loaf of bread, 

but it was her life’s savings. The giving of this loaf was more than hospitality. It was an offering 

of herself and her son. Faith invited her to sweep away the crumbs of doubt and invite the 

prophet to come feast at her table. She would take the step of faith, last meal or not. The offering 

was humble, but the dynamics of the meal started to change with each step of the bread making 

process. The meal started as a last supper began to feel like a feast.  

  As she worked the dough, she pondered the prophet’s words, “There will always be 

enough flour and oil.” For weeks, the supplies were undiminished in the pot. She tried to muffle 

the cries of starvation surrounding her in the village. Each scoop predicted her moans would 

soon mingle with the funeral dirges throughout the streets of Zarephath. 

 Our circumstances aren’t always what we would choose. At times, they appear desperate. 

The secret to a happy heart is filling our minds with true, pure, and lovely thoughts. This was 

Paul’s secret as he faced imprisonment, and it can be ours as we face the struggles of daily 

living. Examine what you allow your mind to dwell on. 
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 The enemy wants to keep your mind focused on your circumstances. He keeps your mind 

fixated as fear weaves its tangled web of deception around you. The ancient vine of dread grows 

so slowly you don’t realize it’s constricting you until visible signs appear in your health and 

wellbeing. By the time you recognize it, the creeping vines have encased your heart.  

 God is your refuge in the circumstances you face. He has help where you least expect it. 

For Elijah, it was food from a raven and widow. For the widow of Zarephath, it was flour and oil 

for over one thousand days during a season of drought.  

 The enemy wants to keep you at the orphan table, focused on crumbs. Worried about what 

you don’t have. God wants to sweep the crumbs of despair from your lap and lead you to a seat 

of honor at His table. He has a feast prepared for you in the presence of your enemies. The 

delicacies of grace, peace, love, and joy are on the menu. He wants you to eat until you’re full, 

knowing there’s enough for tomorrow.  

 You must never forget; life is a paradox. The next time you think you’re at a last supper, 

take your eyes off your circumstances. Look deeply in the eyes of Jesus. You just might realize 

you’re at a feast. Unpack the good dishes and eat.  
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Discussion Questions 

 Read I Kings 17:1-16 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the 

following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional thoughts that come 

to your mind.  

 

1. What does the Bible teach about widows and orphans?  

 

2. The widow of Zarephath faced drought, famine, and poverty.  Describe other life 

circumstances that evoke feelings of being widowed or orphaned.  

 

3. God told Elijah a widow in Zarephath would provide for him. Why would God choose 

a poor widow to care for the prophet, when the law would have applied to everyone? 
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4. When Elijah met the widow of Zarephath she was gathering sticks to prepare the last 

meal for herself and her son. Elijah instructed the widow to bake a loaf of bread for 

him first. Would you give your last bit of food to a stranger? 

 

5. What did the widow discover in the giving of her last meal? 

 

6. Self-preservation is an instinct that is intended to keep us alive. Describe how self-

preservation can be a stumbling block in our faith journey? 

 

7. The author’s family was thrust into poverty when her mother became a widow. Have 

you experienced a sudden change of circumstances? Describe how the sequence of 

events has impacted your life? 

 

8. The author writes, “You must never forget; life is a paradox. The next time you think 

you are at a last supper, take your eyes off your circumstances. Look deeply in the eyes 

of Jesus. You just might realize you’re at a wedding banquet.” In your own words, what 

is the meaning of this quote? 

 

9. The author writes, “Our circumstances aren’t always what we would choose. At 

times, they appear desperate. The secret to a happy heart is filling our minds with 

true, pure, and lovely thoughts. This was Paul’s secret as he faced imprisonment, and 

it can be ours as we face the struggles of daily living. Examine what you allow your 

mind to dwell on.” How has Satan kept you focused on your circumstances?  

 

10. What does the story tell you about God? What do you sense God saying to you about 

your story? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 
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____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________
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____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________ 

 

Chapter 3 

Dragons in the Dungeon 

 

Chapter Overview 
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A FIRE BREATHING DRAGON lived in the dungeon with breath fouled by alcohol. His name 

was Frank, and we fed him biscuits. The aroma of the flaky delicacies baking in the oven calmed 

the demons within him.  

 The places my sisters and I have gone searching for our brother during the dungeon years 

are unspeakable. In the journey we built self-protective walls that became a dungeon in the dark. 

It was a breeding ground for fear and self-preservation. There is a paradox to self-preservation. 

The skills mirror discernment, wisdom, and truth. They trick you into thinking they’re your 

lifeline, while they slowly squeeze the life out of you, like a boa constricting its prey. The scars 

they leave are as deep as those left by the original perpetrator. When we let you get close enough 

to look deep in our hearts you see the bone-deep scars. As you find the root you begin to see a 

pattern like intricately woven lace. Our beauty was birthed by the scars. This unique blend of 

scarring sets us apart as Barefoot Cinderellas. 

Look within, do you have them too? 

Abigail is a woman in the Bible who bears the same rich and deep scarring of a Barefoot 

Cinderella. Her husband, Nabal, was a wealthy man from Maon who owned property near the 

village of Carmel. He owned three thousand sheep and one thousand goats. Fueled by alcohol, he 

was mean and dishonest in his dealings.  

 When David moved his troops to the wilderness of Maon, he requested food for his troops 

from Nabal’s household. Cultural hospitality demanded travelers be fed. David was not asking 

for a handout. His men served as a wall of protection day and night for Nabal’s land and sheep. 

They hadn’t harmed his workers in any way. They helped them prosper. He was rich, able to 

afford David’s request, but he refused. Alcohol created a man, so rude and ill-tempered rational 

conversation was impossible. David was furious when his men relayed the details of Nabal’s ill-

mannered refusal. He ordered them to ready their swords for battle.  

 Meanwhile, one of the servants went to Abigail who was more sensible and suited to 

manage Nabal’s wealth. She quickly gathered two hundred loaves of bread, two skins of wine, 

five dressed sheep, a bushel of roasted grain, one hundred raisin cakes, and two hundred fig 

cakes for David and his men. Despite his shortcomings, Abigail tried to keep Nabal out of 

trouble. She had an ability to see the big picture and think quick on her feet. Her self-

preservation skills kicked in, and she bolted into action to save her household.  
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 She did what people who enable alcoholics do – she took the blame. By her swift actions 

and skillful negotiation, she kept David from taking vengeance upon Nabal. David accepted her 

gifts and told her to go home in peace.  

 Peace. There is no peace in the home of an alcoholic. She had gone to “the bottom” to 

rescue her husband once again and had come out unscathed. At least, on the outside. Her 

emotions ran high as she scurried to solve the problem. To protect her household for an ill-

tempered alcoholic husband. In his drunken state, Abigail anticipated Nabal may react foolishly, 

so she waited until morning to tell him what she had done. Distraught by his actions, he had a 

stroke and became paralyzed. He died ten days later. I imagine Abigail was relieved her 

nightmare was over, but guilty for feeling relief. 

 She was beautiful and sensible. David was impressed with her abilities. When Nabal died, 

David wasted no time in asking her to become his wife. She took along five of her servant girls 

as attendants, mounted her donkey, and went with David’s messengers. I’d like to think she left 

and never looked back. Experience has taught me she glanced over her shoulder for a season to 

make sure the nightmare was indeed over. It’s just one of those things you do as a Barefoot 

Cinderella. 

  As my sisters and I selected tombstones for our parents’ graves, we purchased one for 

Frank’s grave too. How do you eulogize a person who lived such a unique life on the space of a 

tombstone? His eulogy needed question marks and explanation points. We laid a tombstone of 

remembrance at the head of his grave. Our Ebenezer, a stone to remind us that God was faithful 

during our years in the dungeon with a fire breathing dragon.  

 He will be faithful in your dungeon years too. 

 Scripture teaches us to push the pause button on life, remember the past, and celebrate 

God’s goodness. God instructed the Israelites to remember the struggles they had been through 

and tell those stories of God’s faithfulness to the next generations.  

 While we each have families of our own, there is no bond stronger than the bond of sisters. 

We survived childhood together in the home of a widow by leaning on each other and our faith 

in God. We gather as much as life allows, and we eat biscuits. With each bite, we tell stories. 

Stories we have told a thousand times still make us laugh until we cry. After we have gone 

through the funny stories, we tell the ones leaving the deepest ridges. As laughter fades to 
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silence, a holy hush falls over the dinner table. We remember the years God walked with us 

through the valley of the shadow of death name childhood.  

  As we scraped the bottom of the valley, we learned all things are possible with God. On 

the journey out, we learned God works all things for good. This foundation of faith has taught us 

to wink at the trials of life. It’s the secret code of Barefoot Cinderellas. We know if we survived 

childhood, we can absolutely survive anything.  

 The first biscuit takes us back to the time and place when we became Barefoot Cinderellas. 

By the last bite, we remember nothing but wholesome goodness, and God’s faithfulness. 

 

 

Discussion Questions 

 Read I Samuel 25:1-42 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the 

following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional thoughts that come 

to your mind.  

 

1. The author writes about family dysfunction caused by alcoholism. List other forms of 

dysfunction that impact families. 
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2. Describe the family dynamics in I Samuel 25:1-42.  

 

3. How did Abigail respond to the actions of her alcoholic husband?  Do you think Abigail 

enabled Nabal? 

 

4. How do you think Nabal’s alcoholism impacted the emotional wellbeing of Abigail? 

 

5. Describe the dynamics of your family. Do you have dysfunction in your past or present 

family history? What is the root of the dysfunction? 

 

6. How has the family dynamics impacted your life?  

 

7. What self-preservation skills have you developed as coping mechanisms?  

 

8. Forgiveness is an integral part of the journey to freedom. Have you asked God for 

forgiveness? (See the note from Susie on Page 155 in Barefoot Cinderellas.) Who do 

you need to forgive? Is there someone you need to ask to forgive you? Have you 

forgiven yourself? 

 

9. What does the story tell you about God? What do you sense God saying to you about 

your story? 

 

10. The author writes, “Scripture teaches us to push the pause button on life, remember 

the past, and celebrate God’s goodness. God instructed the Israelites to remember the 

struggles they had been through and tell those stories of God’s faithfulness to the next 

generations.” What stories of God’s faithfulness can pass on to the next generation?  

 

Notes & Reflections: 
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Chapter 4 

The Grand Ball 

 

Chapter Overview 

IT NEVER OCCURRED to me I should decline the invitation to the father-daughter banquet. 

Surely, the teacher knew I didn’t have a father when she slipped the envelope into my hand.  

I planned my wardrobe for weeks. I would wear my pink Easter dress, with the white lace 

trim. I had a matching hat, white gloves, socks, and white patent leather shoes. My outfit was 

fancy like the invitation I held in my hand. Surely it would be proper for the occasion. Swoon 

worthy. 

As I walked through the door of the banquet hall for my grand entrance, all eyes were on 

me, but they weren’t swooning. Their look was awkward and silent. Then I realized they weren’t 

looking at me. They were staring at my mother who stood by my side. It occurred to me I was 

the only little girl in the room without a father on her arm.  

My dress was beautiful. My hat matched perfectly. I held the invitation in my hand, but 

shame whispered I didn’t belong at the father-daughter banquet. It seemed a scarlet letter on my 

forehead screamed “Fatherless!”  

The enemy greeted me at the door and sat me at the orphan’s table. He leaned in and 

whispered, “You should have stayed home. You don’t belong here.” I saw fathers delight in their 

daughters out of the corner of my eye. They were princesses and I was a pauper. Shame stole my 

innocence in the short walk to my seat.  

As the school year transitioned to summer, I received an invitation for a playdate at the 

home of a friend from church. As I walked through the door of their big two-story house the 

enemy whispered, “You should have stayed home. You don’t belong here.” He had stolen my 

innocence at the father-daughter banquet. He would not steal my playdate. 

 My new friend and I were inseparable throughout the summer. As summer faded into the 

new school year, my mother received a note from my friend’s mom. “Dear Mrs. Blake, we will 

not be hosting any more playdates with your daughter in our home. We want our daughter to 
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have friends who can reciprocate similar playdates. We do hope you understand.” The message 

in the note was crystal clear. I wasn’t good enough to be friends with her daughter.  

When shame took root in my heart, it grew like kudzu vine in the heat of a southern 

summer. It entangled me in a web of deception, rooted in the lie I was not good enough. It would 

take more than a fancy dress and matching hat to restore my worth.  

The Bible tells the story of another orphan who didn’t feel worthy to sit in the presence of 

royalty, although a royal birthright ran through his veins. Mephibosheth was the son of 

Jonathan, and grandson of King Saul. In a moment of childhood haste, a tragic fall left him 

crippled. 

Calamity is no respecter of persons. Crippled and alone, he took his seat at the 

orphan’s table when both his father and grandfather died in battle. He was only five years old 

when shame stole his innocence. The enemy took him by the hand and led him to his seat. He 

leaned in close to whisper, “You may have a royal pedigree, but you’re not worthy to sit at the 

king’s table.”  

While most kings tried to wipe out the families of their rivals, King David wondered if 

any of Saul’s family was still alive. He promised his best friend, Jonathan, he would show 

kindness to them when he became king. He summoned a man named Ziba, who’d been one of 

Saul’s servants. Ziba told him Jonathan’s crippled son was alive and lived in Lo-debar.  

When David sent for him, Mephibosheth was fearful to come before the king. 

Calamity lived on his doorstep, and he’d grown to expect the worst. The enemy met him at 

the door of the palace and reminded him he wasn’t worthy to be in the presence a king. David 

sensed his fear and to Mephibosheth surprise, David extended kindness to him because of the 

vow he made to Jonathan. He gave him all the land once owned by his grandfather, Saul, and 

then invited Mephibosheth to live with him in the palace. 

He held the invitation in his hand to live like a prince in the palace with King David, 

but shame whispered, “You should have stayed in Lo-debar, you don’t belong here.” 

Mephibosheth fell to the ground before the king and ask, “Why would the king show such 

kindness to a dead dog like me?”  

It is no coincidence shame was the first emotion Adam and Eve experienced after they 

realized they were naked. It’s a powerful tool the enemy uses to keep us from fulfilling our 

destiny. It is a child molester who snatches innocence for the purpose of building strongholds 
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of fear which follows his victims into adulthood. Like Adam and Eve, it causes victims to 

hide the intimate parts of ourselves from each other and God. 

Shame attacks the areas where we are most vulnerable. It also attacks the uniquely 

designed areas where we can be most impactful for the Kingdom by making us feel ashamed 

of who we are. Humiliated of our circumstance, it causes us to believe we are flawed and 

unworthy of acceptance and belonging. Flawed beyond significance. We fade in the shadows 

on the outskirts of community where our daily goal is survival. We settle for a safe existence, 

instead of a life lived with purpose and meaning. We blend in when we were born to stand 

out.  

The friend I spent summer days with exchanged glances as we passed each other in the 

hallway at school. Poverty divided us. When the lunch bell rang, she sat with the cheerleaders. I 

sat alone and dreamed about a table where the rich and poor are welcome alike. A table where 

Barefoot Cinderellas sit down with princesses, and nobody treats them differently.  
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Discussion Questions 

 Read 2 Samuel 9:1-13 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the 

following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional thoughts that come 

to your mind.  

 

1. The author writes about shame stealing her innocence at the father-daughter banquet 

when she realized she was fatherless. Describe a time in your life when shame stole 

your innocence.  

 

2. Dr. Brene’ Brown defines shame as “an intensely painful feeling or experience of 

believing we are flawed and therefore unworthy of acceptance and belonging.” 

Describe scenarios that evoke feelings within you of being unworthy of acceptance and 

belonging. 

 

3. How does society draw distinctions between those who belong and those who don’t? 

Do those dividing lines exist in the church?  How have you experienced them 

personally?  

 

4. Mephibosheth was born into royalty, but he didn’t belong. Describe how shame stole 

his royal birthright.  

 

5. What did King David do to restore Mephibosheth’s sense of worth? 

 

6. Living with shame hinders us from embracing our identity in Christ. In what ways do 

you hide so people won’t know the real you? Why do you feel that you have to wear a 

mask? 

 

7. What part of your story do you feel people would reject if they knew the real you? 

 

8. Do you equate what has happened in your life to who you are?  
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9. How are you allowing past and current circumstances to define your worth? 

 

10. What does the story tell you about God? What do you sense God saying to you about 

your story? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 
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____________________________________________________

__________________________________________________ 

 

Chapter 5 

Prince Charming 

 

Chapter Overview 

THERE ARE four boxes on the top shelf of my closet. Puzzle pieces to the story of my life. The 

outside of the boxes looks the same, but when you remove the lids and link the pieces together, 

the picture of my life unfolds.  

One box holds mementos from my grade school years. One holds cards and love letters 

from David. Another box keeps my wedding bouquet from collecting dust. 

Tucked away in the back of the closet, a tiny box holds the story of the deepest heartbreak 

I have ever known. It holds cards, notes of encouragement, Scripture verses, and floral cards from 

people who loved us through the loss of our son. It also holds a tiny blue gingham blanket with a 

white eyelet lace border around the edge. Swaddled inside is a picture of Baby Neil and a tiny little 

birth certificate.  

In II Kings 4:8-37, I found a woman whose story is like mine. She was a well-known, older 

woman with the gift of hospitality. She seemed to be happily serving the Lord by extending 

friendliness and openness to those around her. She lavished love on her husband and enjoyed doing 

life and ministry with him. 

One day she met God’s prophet Elisha and invited him to come have a meal in her home. 

Elisha savored any opportunity to put his feet under her table. He became a frequent guest and it 

became a second home for him when she built a small room on the roof.  
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Elisha was grateful for her hospitality and desired to give her a nice gift. He asked his 

servant for gift ideas for her generous hospitality. He replied, “She has no son, and her husband is 

old. Secure her future by giving her a son.” 

Elisha called her to the room and prophesied, “About this time next year you shall embrace 

a son.” “No, my lord,” she objected. “Please don’t lie to me, O man of God.” 

Do you hear the hidden meaning in her words? Those who have ridden the rollercoaster of 

infertility, experienced the silent pain of miscarriage, or held stillborn babies in their arms 

understand what she is saying. “Please don’t get my hopes up because I can’t bear being 

disappointed again.” 

She had what she needed, but her reaction tells us there was an unfulfilled desire in her 

heart. A place of vulnerability where fear stood guard over her hopes and dreams. While she had 

dealt with the pain, the wound was too raw for the salt Elisha poured out with his prophecy. Her 

reaction said, “I’ve given up my dream for a child, please don’t get my hopes up.”   

After years of a childless marriage, she held a baby boy in her arms just as Elisha had 

prophesied. She was charmed by the little prince. She counted his ten little fingers and toes to 

make sure they were all there.  

When she let her guard down, calamity knocked on the door. The boy was helping his 

father in the fields when he suddenly became ill. His father carried him home and placed the boy 

in his mother’s lap where he died. Without a word, she carried his limp body to the prophet’s room 

and laid him on Elisha’s bed. She summoned a servant and left at once for Mount Carmel. Spotting 

her in the distance, the prophet instructed his servant to meet her. She was not settling for a stand-

in. She came to see the prophet. 

Elisha went to her home, climbed the steps leading to his rooftop room, and closed the 

door. As the Shunammite woman stood outside, the light peeking underneath the door reminded 

her of the window in the dungeon where infertility held her captive. The memories of enslavement 

flooded her mind. She tried to hope, but month after month the heartbreak grew with intensity 

when Mother Nature whispered, “You are not enough.”  

When a battle is long, weariness tempts you to believe the lies of the enemy. She grew 

fatigued in the fight. Over time she gave up her dream of having a child. She learned to be content 

in the confines of the walls surrounding her. Life happened and she made the best of her 

circumstances. The prophet of God helped her to hope again. He unlocked the door to freedom 
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when he cut the ancient vines away. New sprouts brushed against her neck. The memories flooding 

her mind brought back familiar fears. The same fears that kept her hopes and dreams just beyond 

reach during the years of enslavement were threatening to wrap their tentacles around her neck. 

She would not stand still and allow the vines of worry and fear to extend their reach to her heart 

as her son lay lifeless and still on the other side of the door. No, she would stand guard. Watch. 

Pray. And hope for a miracle with all her might. As the door cracked open, light shined through 

once again on a dark place in her soul. Hope burst forth like a new dawn when Elisha said, “Come 

get your son.” 

God is the creator of hopes and dreams. He places them in our hearts as children. The 

enemy wants you to believe it’s too late for the dreams God placed in your heart. It’s easy to 

lose heart in a hopeless situation, but don’t allow the enemy to steal your dreams. Stop letting 

fear keep you from stepping forward. Go chase your dreams! 
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Discussion Questions 

Read 2 Kings 4:8-37 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the following 

questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional questions that come to your 

mind. 

 

1. The worth of women in the Bible was based on their ability to produce children.  What do 

you think about that statement? 
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2. What defines the worth of women in our culture today? What defines your worth? 

 

3. What is the hidden meaning behind the Shunammite woman’s reaction to Elisha’s 

prophesy in verse 16? 

 

4. The author’s box contains the heartache of infertility and a late-term miscarriage. What’s 

in your box? 

 

5. Is there a backstory to your actions and reactions – a hidden message behind your words? 

 

6. The author describes feeling abandoned by God during the loss of her baby.  What emotions 

surface when you remove the lid from your box? 

 

7. Is God still good when you face devastating loss? 

 

8. Why did the Shunammite woman say everything was fine when her heart was breaking? 

Are you suppressing soul pain? 

 

9. When we have an unfulfilled desire in our hearts, fear often stops us from hoping and 

dreaming.  Do you have unfulfilled hopes and dreams?    

 

10. Can God be trusted with the contents of your box and enable you to hope again? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 
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Chapter 6 
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Waiting For Your Chariot 

 

Chapter Overview 

WAITING IS DIFFICULT. Almost impossible for a Barefoot Cinderella who’s used to being in 

control. It’s gut wrenching when something we want with all our hearts is perpetually delayed. 

We pray for a spouse. For a new job. For a home. For a baby. God works behind-the-scenes in 

our waiting to bring His plan for our lives to fruition. 

 Xerxes was a powerful king in Persia. He enjoyed hosting notoriously elaborate 

celebrations to display his wealth. Alcohol flowed freely, food was plentiful, and women 

entertained the king and his guests. 

The king hosted a grand seven-day banquet at the conclusion of a six-month celebration. 

Half drunk, the king ordered his wife, Queen Vashti, to come before him with only the royal 

crown on her head. He wanted his male guests to enjoy her legendary beauty. Queen Vashti 

refused the request.  

Her disobedient audacity enraged the king and troubled his advisors. They feared 

Vashti’s defiance could be contagious. If other wives heard of her rebellion, they might follow 

suit. Rampant chaos would overtake the land.  

After hashing out her behavior and punishment with his advisors, Vashti was stripped of 

her royal crown and banish from the kingdom.  

Alcohol and anger clouded the king’s actions and reactions. When his mind cleared, 

loneliness filled the vacancy left by Vashti.  The lonely king had women at his beck and call, but 

what he needed was a queen. He sent out a decree to gather all the beautiful young women in the 

empire and bring them into the royal harem. The king's scouts happened upon Esther.  Her 

beauty captivated them. Esther was more than a pretty face, as would later become evident. 

Esther was beautiful, gracious, and kind.  

Esther was an orphan who lived with her Uncle Mordecai. He loved Esther as his own 

child and vowed to watch over her. His daily practice led him to walk by the women’s quarters 

where he inquired about Esther. 

Mordecai watched and waited.  
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Mordecai couldn’t protect Esther in the harem, but God could—and did. Her unlikely 

protector was the head eunuch, Hegai. She found favor with him, and he treated Esther with 

much kindness and generosity. Hegai groomed Esther in preparation for the king’s summons. 

As was the custom, the women were moved to a different location after their night with 

the King. They could choose items from the harem to take. Unless the king asked for them, they 

never saw him again. When Esther’s turn came, she deferred to Hegai to help her choose what 

clothing and jewelry to take. She trusted him and leaned on his experience with the king. 

The order came. Esther was to have her night with King Xerxes. The months of beauty 

treatments and etiquette lessons would be put to the test. The waiting was over. Her chariot had 

arrived. 

Xerxes was smitten with her beauty, grace, and character. The wait was over, he crowned 

her as queen.  

Meanwhile, a man named Haman served as prime minister of Persia. His ancestry traced 

back to King Agag, a wicked, cruel king who hated the Jews. Haman’s branch of the family tree 

was deeply rooted in racism and hatred toward the Jews. Haman demanded obedience from 

subordinates. He lusted after more power in the kingdom. Waiting was not his strong suit. 

Many Jews recognized the government’s authority over them and went along to get 

along. But Mordecai refused to bow before Haman. Mordecai recognized God as God, not 

Haman. Furious with Mordecai’s defiance, Haman determined to not only destroy him but the 

Jewish race as well. Approaching King Xerxes, he persuaded him to issue a royal decree that 

would rid the empire of them. Xerxes didn’t know his new queen was a Jewess, didn’t know he 

had issued her death sentence. He approved Haman’s genocide and went on with his life.  

Mordecai learned of Haman’s devious plot and sent a message to Esther. He told her to 

seek an audience with the king and plead for the Jews’ lives. Esther feared for her own life if she 

went before the king, her husband, without being summoned. Convinced that she had to act, she 

asked the Jews to fast and pray as her plan evolved. She prayed for three days and then went to 

the king’s court. He extended his scepter, thereby sparing her life, and offered her whatever she 

asked, up to half of his kingdom. Talk about being head over heels! Xerxes was crazy about 

Esther. 

Esther asked the king to come to her quarters for a dinner with Haman as his guest. 

Haman was ecstatic at this invitation. Esther was the perfect hostess and treated the men to a 
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superb feast. The king again asked what she wanted, up to half of his kingdom. Esther requested 

a second dinner party. Dramatically, she revealed Haman’s devious manipulation to rid the 

kingdom of the Jews. Xerxes ordered Haman and his family be hung on the gallows Haman had 

built for Mordecai.  

Esther, albeit an orphan, saved an entire nation because she learned the art of waiting. For 

such a time as this, she sought God’s help. She waited during the beauty treatments for her 

physical transformation. She waited for the king’s invitation to his bed. She waited for a second 

summons but stepped out in faith and approached the king on her own. Mordecai waited by the 

king’s gates to hear reports on Esther. Haman waited to be recognized and promoted in Xerxes’s 

kingdom. Haman’s family waited for the prestige and economic impact the anticipated 

promotion would bring.  

The players in this dramatic story waited—for something or someone—to fulfill their 

piece of the story. God’s presence was evident in every scene and act. He orchestrated events to 

fulfill His divine purpose—salvation of the Jewish nation. 

 Don’t lose faith in God during your seasons of waiting. He will turn your pumpkin into a 

royal carriage. You may have to wait, but it will come in His time, for His purpose. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Discussion Questions 
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 Read the Book of Esther meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the 

following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional thoughts that come 

to your mind.  

 

1. Waiting is difficult. Almost impossible for a Barefoot Cinderella who’s used to being 

in control. What are you waiting for right now? How long have you been waiting? 

 

2. The main characters in the story of Queen Esther are each waiting for something. What 

are they waiting for? 

 

3. Why does God make us wait for things that seem holy and good? 

 

4. How does waiting on God strengthen our Christian faith? 

 

5. What does the treatment of Queen Vashti teach us about the character of King Xerxes?  

 

6. Describe how Esther prepared for her first encounter with King Xerxes?  

 

7. How do you think Esther might have felt as she prepared for her first night with the 

king? 

 

8. How have earlier events in Esther’s life prepared her for the choices she faces when 

she learns of Haman’s edict? 

 

9. How is the story of Queen Esther impacted by waiting for God’s timing?  

 

10. What are you learning about yourself in the waiting season? What are you learning 

about God? What do you sense God is doing behind the scenes as you wait? 
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Chapter 7 

Stroke of Midnight 

Chapter Overview 

AT THE STROKE of midnight Cinderella’s world unraveled when her carriage turned back into 

a pumpkin. The sophisticated footman transformed back into a lizard. The coachman’s kind wink 

morphed into the beady eyes of a rat. Filthy rags covered a formless frame where, moments earlier, 

a gorgeous dress shaped the curvature of her body. As the magical evening reverted to the harsh 

reality of her existence, the enemy leaned close to whisper. “You, stupid girl. Why did you go to 

the ball? No self-respecting prince would dance with a pauper. You are such a fake.” The voice of 

the enemy sounded like her stepmother. The words cut deep. Another scar beneath her rags. 

Our surface scars are visible for all to see. We laugh at some, cry at others. We wear pink 

tutus and celebrate victory dances over the ones we beat. Badges of honor are bestowed on heroes 

who survived their scars.  

Others are deep within. The ones we don’t talk about, connected to untold stories hidden 

from the public. Flesh and bone cover evidence of them throughout generations. These stories 

threaten us, even after life has closed the curtain on the main characters.  

Priscilla Shirer tells the story of the prophet Naaman from 2 Kings 5:1-19 in her book, 

Awaken. “His high-level bio sketch contains elements of accolade, appreciation, achievement, and 

admiration. He was a celebrated leader in the Syrian Army. He’d accrued the respect of his 

subordinates and earned favor with his king. ‘A great man…valiant warrior,’ all the things you 

would want included in your viewable profile. And yet peeking out from underneath the veneer of 

his success was this one little mention of something that couldn’t stay hidden any longer. Naaman 

was…a leper.” 
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She further writes, “Leprosy was the kind of disease that could lie dormant for more than 

a decade before revealing itself in an obvious, public way. Until then the sick person could 

strategically cover proof of its existence with careful clothing choices and self-protective 

mannerism. In this way, it was possible to live as a functional leper.” 

I mastered the art of functional leprosy during the dungeon years. Sick on the inside, but 

all polished and buttoned-up on the outside.  

When you grow up with an alcoholic you want life to be normal. I worked hard to create a 

life of normalcy. Internal background checks scrutinized potential husbands to weed out anyone 

with addictive traits or questionable motives. Home life mirrored the cover of a magazine. I 

organized schedules with the precision of a neurosurgeon’s operations. I managed appearances 

and relationships to keep calamity as far from my doorstep as possible. But when my head hit the 

pillow at night sleep eluded me. It’s exhausting holding all things together, pretending life is 

normal. You aren’t holding anything together. You are stuffing it deeper and deeper within, 

waiting for the other shoe to fall, knowing the glass slipper will shatter the moment it hits the floor.  

The events of my childhood happened decades ago. While they no longer pose an immediate threat 

to me, I carry the weight of their memories and shame. And the weight is heavy. I hauled this dead 

weight until I chose to sort through my baggage labeled childhood traumas.  

Edie Melson describes the difference in baggage and luggage in the book Soul Care for 

Writers. She writes, “Baggage is something I need to get rid of to be a better-more obedient-writer. 

I must learn to drop it at the feet of Jesus and leave it there. Luggage, on the other hand, is 

something that equips us for our travels. My luggage consists of the talents and abilities God has 

blessed me with. It also includes the lessons I’ve learned through the struggles and the triumphs 

of walking with God. Everyone needs some luggage to be equipped for the journey. The trick is to 

get rid of the baggage.” 

We don’t get to choose our story. Human nature would opt for the easy to read version 

with no pain and suffering. I’d choose the daily life with dessert on the menu. The stuff-your-face-

with-cake kind without the consequences of a midlife growth spurt.  

Here’s a secret. There is no such thing as a cakewalk through life. Soul wounds are no 

respecter of persons. And there’s no immunization for them. They infect all of us. Scars hide under 

clothing of rags and riches alike. But there is a Great Physician who specializes in wound care 
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when dark nights of the soul encroach, and the hiss of the enemy sends cold chills down our spine. 

His name is Jesus. The medicine He offers is peace.  

 

 

Discussion Questions 

Read 2 Kings 5:1-19 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the following 

questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional questions that come to your 

mind. 

 

1. Do you have unseen scars from a story you lived to tell? 

 

2. What about internal scars – emotional scars from trauma that need to heal? 

 

3. A functional leper is someone who can cover up internal sickness with a healthy exterior.  

Is there an area of your life you would prefer to keep hidden? 

 

4. A young servant girl in Naaman’s household verbally wished her master would see the 

prophet in Samaria for help. Are you secretly wishing someone in your life would get 

help? Are you that “someone” who needs help? 

 

5. How is their sickness affecting your overall wellbeing? How is your sickness affecting 

your overall wellbeing and the wellbeing of those who have daily interaction with you? 

 

6. What instructions did Elisha give Naaman? 

 

7. How did Naaman react to the prescribed cure for leprosy? Why? 

 

8. What was the result of Naaman’s obedience? 

 

9. What is the difference in baggage and luggage? 
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10. What do you hope to gain by trading your baggage for luggage? What’s holding you back 

from making the exchange? 
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Chapter 8 

If the Shoe Fits 

 

Chapter Overview 

THERE’S NOTHING worse for feet than wearing the wrong size shoes. Stuffing chubby feet in 

tiny shoes hurts, but loose-fitting ones are painful too. As the youngest of five daughters, I had a 

built-in shoe store at home. Wearing my sisters’ shoes gave new meaning to the expression, 

“walking in someone else’s shoes.” I stuffed toilet paper in the toes for a better fit. My feet were 

killing me by the end of the day. I did more stumbling than walking. Shuffling, but never getting 

anywhere. 

The same is true when we try to walk in the footsteps of others holding our life up in the 

mirror of comparison when we have no idea what made them who they are. Comparison is a 

slippery slope to thinking we are set aside instead of “set apart” for a holy purpose. When the grass 

outside the castle of a colleague looks greener, we fall prey to the green monster of envy. 

Convinced their life is a fairytale, we wonder why ours is not. Thoughts of inadequacy send us 

tumbling into a moat of negative self-talk. We drain our bank accounts, both material and mental 
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to keep up the image of royalty. We robe ourselves in a princess attitude as a protective mask. 

With a crown the weight of library books stacked on our head, one wrong move will dismantle our 

fake identity, revealing to the world we are nothing more than a commoner in fancy attire with a 

stack of books on our head.  

Let’s settle the comparison game once and for all. Life and ministry are not a competition. 

We each are one-of-a-kind. When God made our glass slipper, He broke the mold. Step into your 

purpose. Be you, and only you. 

We may have a shared calling to ministry, but the way we carry it out will look different 

based on our God-given story, gifting, and purpose. God called me to be a wife, homemaker, 

Salvation Army Officer, and writer. Daily, He calls me to deeper intimacy with Him.  

 One calling is not holier than another. I cannot label them primary or secondary, like bread-

and-butter dishes supporting a full plate of ministry. Or display them in china cabinets awaiting 

their opportunity to make a grand appearance at holidays or special occasions. They must be an 

intentional part of a daily rhythm in my life. 

Balance does not come easy for me. The act of juggling multiple plates in the air while 

wearing a pair of stiletto heels standing on one foot like an elegant flamingo is a disaster waiting 

to happen. I drop a proverbial plate while trying to rest the one of greatest importance on my 

shoulder.  

I have danced this balancing act and the results were disastrous with broken plates in my 

soul-care and self-care collection. Cornerstones in the foundation of ministry became shards of 

glass scattered across the floor. The broken pieces form a mosaic of a life lived in balance instead 

of rhythm.  

Family members are the heirloom dishes I treasure most. It’s heartbreaking to see the 

priceless pieces shatter when they collide with life centered around ministry. The household loses 

the freedom of walking barefoot when slivers of glass hide in unexpected places. 

When I concentrate on balance, I lose focus. I see only the plate right in front of me with 

the longest list vying for my attention. I stuff my face with busyness while running on empty, with 

nothing to offer the other callings of equal value.  

I become vulnerable to the belief system of checks and balances, with a mark on my list of 

tasks being synonymous with my significance. I become a taskmaster as if I can win God’s favor 

by producing a completed list at the end of the day. Busyness changes my focus from being with 
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God to doing things for God. It leaves me exhausted and frustrated when my toil bears no fruit. At 

the end of the day, check marks don’t equal holy living.  

I lose a sense of myself when I see life through the narrow lens of ministry, rather than 

sacred purpose. We can fulfill our purpose through the call to ministry, but it’s possible to spend 

thirty years in ministry and miss our purpose.  

Mary, Martha, and Lazarus represent one of the most notable hospitality teams in the Bible. 

Mary specialized in customer service, while Martha focused on quality control.  

Martha found her ministry in the kitchen, but she missed her purpose while scrubbing pots 

and pans. Resentment simmered while she toiled in the kitchen. Martha asked Jesus to scold Mary 

for not helping with the tasks at hand. He gently helped her understand the busyness of serving 

God had become a barrier to knowing Him. Mary found her purpose. She chose the better part.  

Ministry will come and go. Purpose sees us through the golden years when we sit on the 

front porch rockers and ponder the meaning of forty-five years of ministry. Purpose gives us a 

reason to get out of bed when the name plate changes on our former office. 

We love redemption stories if they are not ours. Why? Because redemption stories are born 

from pain and suffering, and we make great effort to avoid or hide our pain. I’ve spent a lifetime 

asking Jesus to protect me from the cup of suffering while praying He would make me more like 

Him in the same breath. I wanted to know Jesus from a safe distance. But there is no imitation of 

Him without intimacy with Him. Suffering is part of the salvation story. There’s no transformation 

to the likeness of Christ without it. We can’t skip over the pages of the agony of the cross and 

jump ahead to the resurrection. The power of the resurrection is squandered in our hands if we 

don’t know the debt of pain and suffering. 

God can use the pain and suffering you are experiencing as a catalyst to move you to 

freedom. Take the first step to the cross and open your heart to the redemption He offers. It’s a trip 

you’ll never regret nor forget. Follow Him to the cross. The freedom found in the empty tomb is 

worth the journey. 
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Discussion Questions 

Read Luke 10:38-42 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the following 

questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional questions that come to your 

mind. 

 

1. Did you play dress-up as a child? Describe the experience of walking in shoes too big for 

your feet. Have you followed in the footsteps of someone with big shoes to fill? 

 

2. The author writes, “Comparison is a slippery slope to thinking we are set aside instead of 

“set apart” for a holy purpose. What does this quote mean to you? 

 

3. How has comparison impacted you personally? How has it impacted your ministry? 

 

4. The author writes, Mary and Martha represent one of the most notable hospitality teams in 

the Bible. Mary specialized in customer service, while Martha focused on quality control. 

Which personality best describes you – Mary or Martha? Why? 
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5. List qualities you value in a leader. Who demonstrates the greater capacity for leadership 

in this story – Mary or Martha? Why? 

 

6. The author writes, “Martha found her ministry in the kitchen, but she missed her purpose 

while scrubbing pots and pans. What is the difference in ministry and purpose? 

 

7. Like Martha, are you so busy doing things for Jesus that you’re not spending any time with 

him? 

 

8. The author writes, “If we don’t know our purpose, others will define it for us. Even worse, 

comparison will define it for us.” How has comparison and expectations of others defined 

your purpose? How has it defined your ministry?  

 

9. What is your purpose?  

 

10. If you could do anything you wanted for one week, what would be on your list of priorities? 

What is keeping you from living your purpose every day? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 
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____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________
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Chapter 9 

He Chose Me 

 

Chapter Overview 

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT is hard to describe. For some it’s a fluttering sensation of 

stomach butterflies when the love interest walks in a room. For me, the butterflies stirred up a 

hornet’s nest of emotions igniting a fight or flight response.  

 I waved the white flag of surrender and agreed to go on a date with conditions. I would pay 

my own way and open my own doors. I was not falling for his Southern charm. Behind the 
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protective wall was a girl who believed she was unworthy of his kindness and underserving of his 

gentle spirit.  

Fear told me his motives were not pure. I did what any Barefoot Cinderella would do. I 

tested him. He would be a keeper if he survived my wardrobe changes.  

Joseph had his coat of many colors. I had a collection of porcupine jackets. An extensive 

wardrobe of attitudes I collected during the dungeon years. I entered my closet and adorned myself 

in protective coverings. My favorite outfit was a Miss Priss attitude, accessorized with a touch of 

Southern Belle, spritzed with a fragrance of Queen B. I created this ensemble while pretending to 

be a princess by day and pauper by night. 

It’s tough being the guy on the arm of a Barefoot Cinderella. She’s like Forrest Gump’s 

box of chocolates – you never know what you are going to get. She may look like arm candy, but 

don’t let the lipstick fool you. She is no damsel in distress. She learned her trust issues in the school 

of adversity and has an arsenal of self-preservation skills to defend herself. She will shut you down 

quicker than a bad health inspection rating if you get caught poking holes in the bottom of the 

candy to see what’s inside. She will give you access to her heart on her terms.  

I’m glad the love bug stung my husband before he saw my extensive wardrobe and the 

contents of my baggage. My mother groomed me for marriage as a survival mechanism. I came to 

the relationship believing matrimony was a soft, warm blanket from a lifetime of harsh winters. It 

was my husband’s duty to supply the security I longed for in the home of a widow. To restore the 

broken pieces of my dignity from an alcoholic brother, comfort the wounds of an absent father and 

distant mother, and transform me from white trash to a princess.  

Marriage was a seat in a convertible where I called ‘shot gun’ on a free ride to a life of 

normalcy. With the top down, I would ride off into the sunset with my hair flowing in the wind. 

The imagery should have been my first clue of the need for a reality check. It would take hurricane 

force winds to break through the extra hold hairspray on my head of hair. 

Author Tim Keller writes in The Meaning of Marriage, “Each of us comes to marriage 

with a disordered inner being. Many of us have sought to overcome self-doubts by giving ourselves 

to our careers. That will mean we will choose our work over our spouse and family to the detriment 

of our marriage. Others of us hope that unending affection and affirmations from a beautiful, 

romantic partner will finally make us feel good about ourselves. That turns the relationship into a 

form of salvation, and no relationship can live up to that. Do you see why Paul introduces the 
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subject of marriage with a summons to love one another ‘out of the fear of Christ’? We come into 

marriage driven by all kinds of fears, desires, and needs. If I look to my marriage to fill the God-

size spiritual vacuum in my heart, I will not be in position to serve my spouse. Only God can fill 

a God-size hole. Until God has the proper place in my life, I will always be complaining that my 

spouse in not loving me well enough, not respecting me enough, not supporting me enough.” 

I stepped in my closet and sins of self-sufficiency flowed as I purged my wardrobe. I threw 

out rags of self-sufficiency, impression management, shame, control, fear of calamity, rejection, 

and abandonment. I unpacked my baggage and gave my husband the gift of an empty suitcase. A 

gift from God to me and my husband.  

I am grateful I married a Southern gentleman who opens doors and carries my luggage. 

But he is not responsible for carrying my baggage. He cannot fill the God-size hole in my heart. 

Our role as marriage partners is to support each other as we sift through our own baggage with 

God.  

We made the investment in an entirely new wardrobe for standing guard against the enemy. 

We have learned to stand firm with the belt of truth around our waist. We protect our heart with 

the breastplate of righteousness. Our feet are fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel 

of peace. We take up the shield of faith to extinguish all the flaming arrows of the enemy. We 

accessorize the ensemble with the helmet of salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is the 

word of God. And me, I’m radiant in my robe of righteousness. It matches my lipstick perfectly. 

God’s plans for us are as unique as the hands who knit us together in our mother’s womb. 

Woven within us are temperament, passions, skills, and talents custom made for us. The key to 

unlocking our purpose is finding and developing the strengths within. When we embrace our story 

partnered with our unique gifting, we find our glass slipper. A shoe custom made for our foot. 

With the right pair of shoes, we can take on the world. 

Since God chose me to be holy and dearly loved by Him, I step into my prayer closet every 

morning and clothe myself with tenderhearted mercy, kindness, humility, gentleness, and patience. 

I make allowance for other’s faults and my own and forgive the people who offend me. The Lord 

forgave me, so I forgive myself and others. The only garment of self-defense hanging in my closet 

is love. It is the most important piece of clothing I own. 
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When I step out of the closet in my fancy new outfit, I am free. The peace of Christ rules 

in my heart, marriage, and home. My new wardrobe enables David and me to live the Celtic saying, 

“We live in the shelter of each other.” 

 

 

Discussion Questions 

Read Colossians 3:1-17 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through the 

following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional questions that 

come to your mind. 

 

1. What is your definition of intimacy? Identify the intimate relationships in your life. 

 

2. The author writes about how childhood trauma contributed to fear of intimacy in adulthood. 

Revisit your childhood, what formed your own feelings about intimacy? 

 

3. The author writes, “I had a collection of porcupine jackets. An extensive wardrobe of 

attitudes I collected during the dungeon years. My favorite outfit was a Miss Priss attitude, 
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accessorized with a touch of Southern Belle, spritzed with a fragrance of Queen B.” What 

attitudes do you exhibit when intimacy encroaches?  

 

4. “The author describes unrealistic expectations she brought to the marriage relationship. 

What expectations do you bring to your intimate relationships? How do you respond when 

those expectations are unmet? 

 

5. Author Tim Keller writes, “We come into marriage driven by all kinds of fears, desires, 

and needs. If I look to my marriage partner to fill the God-size spiritual vacuum in my 

heart, I will not be in a position to serve my spouse. Only God can fill a God-size hole.” 

What are your thoughts about this statement? 

 

6. What fears, desires, and needs do you bring to the intimate relationships in your life? What 

is the root of these fears, desires and needs?  

 

7. Have you expected others to fill the God-size spiritual vacuum in your heart? 

 

8. What’s in your baggage? Do you have a collection of porcupine jackets – a wardrobe of 

self-preservation tactical wear? How has this clothing collection impacted your intimate 

relationships? How has it impacted your leadership? 

 

9. Based on Colossians 3:1-11, what needs to be purged from your wardrobe? Name each 

item one-by-one.  

 

10. Based on Colossians 3:12-17, what garments should your new wardrobe contain? Name 

each item one-by-one. What garment of defense should remain in your wardrobe? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________
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Chapter 10 

Happily Ever After 

 

Chapter Overview 
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THE HIGHLIGHT of my teenage years occurred on November 16, 1981, when my mother and I 

joined 30 million housewives and high school girls in living rooms across the country to watch 

Luke Spencer and Laura Webber Baldwin say “I do” on General Hospital. It was daytime 

television’s most legendary wedding of all time and we had front row seats. 

When God convicted me of watching soap operas, He redirected me to the real-life drama 

of humanity hidden within the pages of His Word. The story of Joseph and his coat of many 

colors rivals the plotline of any reality show on primetime television. 

 Joseph’s story begins when shoots of jealousy and betrayal sprung from the vine called 

favoritism. This plant grows abundantly in any climate and soil. Joseph’s family owned a mature 

favoritism plant.  

Jacob loved Rachel more than any of his wives. Naturally, her firstborn son held a place 

of esteem. As the child grew, his youthful pride caused friction with his ten older brothers. 

Joseph reveled in this honored position in the family. 

It was common to have some type of cloak during this time. Cloaks were a mainstay in 

ancient wardrobes. His brothers’ cloaks were knee length, short sleeved, and plain. They were 

practical for conducting shepherding work in the fields. Joseph’s father had a cloak fashioned for 

his favorite son. Vibrant colors shouted his standing in his father’s heart. Joseph looked like 

royalty. His arrogance was on display when he sported his coat of many colors. It was a perfect 

fit for his overconfident attitude. He strutted through his father’s fields like a male peacock 

displaying its impressive feathers. What he attracted was trouble. The coat became a symbol of 

Jacob’s favoritism toward Joseph. His prideful flaunting took its toll on his brothers. Their blood 

boiled with anger towards the favored son. The vine of jealousy choked out any love the brothers 

might have had for him. 

Little brothers are notorious for tattling on siblings. Joseph deftly executed the role when 

he brought tattling to an art form as he spied on his brothers while they tended their flocks. His 

actions added fuel to the fire burning within them. When they saw the amateur spy approaching 

in the distance, they concocted a plan to kill him and dispose of his body.  

The oldest brother, Reuben, came to Joseph’s rescue. He convinced his brothers to throw 

him into a pit. His blood wouldn’t be on their hands. Reuben planned to go back and help Joseph 

escape. The brothers agreed. They captured Joseph, stripped him of his royal robe, and threw 

him in an abandoned well. And then they sat down for their supper. 
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While they ate, Judah spotted a caravan of Ishmaelite traders approaching in the distance. 

The opportunity was right. Judah suggested a more palatable alternative to allowing Joseph to 

die a slow death from starvation. Selling him into slavery would absolve them of Joseph’s 

murder. He persuaded the brothers to sell Joseph for twenty pieces of silver. They didn’t expect 

the favored son would survive long as a slave. Afterall, he was better at spying than working. 

The caravan took Joseph to Egypt and sold him to Potiphar, captain of the palace guard and chief 

executioner.  

 Joseph was alone at seventeen. He was the worst kind of orphan. He had family that 

didn’t want him. He suffered rejection, betrayal, and heartbreak at the hands of his brothers when 

they sold him into slavery. He grew up overnight when one swift kick thrust him from childhood 

folly into manhood. But he wasn’t left alone to cope. God was with Joseph. 

God had holy plans for Joseph. He gave him a glimpse of his future through dreams. 

While Joseph couldn’t see God’s overall plan in the dreams of his youth, he trusted his 

circumstances were a training program for serving God.  

Although Joseph’s brothers had wanted to get rid of him, God used their evil actions to 

fulfill His ultimate plan. He sent Joseph ahead to preserve their lives, save Egypt, and prepare the 

way for the beginning of the nation of Israel. 

Here’s a secret to see you through the trial’s life has to offer. When your life takes on the 

plotline of a soap opera, don’t ever give up hope that God has a wonderful future in store for 

you.  

The words of Romans 8:28 are true. God causes everything to work for our good, not just 

isolated incidents. Since evil is prevalent in our fallen world, all that happens to us is not good. 

God can turn every circumstance around for our long-range good as He fulfills the purpose He 

has for our lives. 

Cinderella and Joseph have much in common. Both were the beloved children of their 

fathers. Both suffered unimaginable losses completely out of their control.  

Cinderella had a fairy godmother watching over her, coordinating the events leading to 

the palace. Her life was imaginary. A fairytale.  

Joseph had the God of the Universe watching over him, coordinating the events leading 

to the palace. His life was real. A God tale.  
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We often choose the fairytale version, waiting for a fairy godmother to wave her magic 

wand or wiggle her nose to fix our situations. To reactivate the pumpkin to a carriage. To find 

our glass slipper, the one that fits our foot. 

But what if we chose the God of the Universe? What if we took His mighty hand and 

followed Him on the journey of a lifetime, through all the twist and turns, straight to the palace 

He’s preparing for us to live happily ever after with Him. 

When we embrace our story as a God tale, we have this hope. The Prince awaits at the 

entrance of the palace with an exquisite bouquet of pink roses to welcome us to our seat of honor 

at the King’s table. The pain and suffering of our earthly life finally makes sense. Yesterday’s 

thorns stood guard over today’s roses.  

 

Discussion Questions 

 Read Genesis Chapters 37-50 meditatively and allow the Holy Spirit to guide you through 

the following questions. Have a pen and notepad available to write down additional thoughts that 

come to your mind.  

 

1. Give a synopsis of Joseph’s story in your own words. 

 

2. Did you experience jealousy and favoritism in your family tree? What was your status 

in the family – favored one or other one? 

 

3. How have family dynamics in childhood impacted your relationship with family 

members in adulthood? 

 

4. Joseph was alone at seventeen. He was the worst kind of orphan. He had family that 

didn’t want him. He suffered rejection, betrayal, and heartbreak at the hands of his 

brothers when they sold him into slavery. He grew up overnight when one swift kick 

thrust him from childhood folly into manhood. Describe the events of his life that 

mirror a soap opera. Are their events in your life that mirror a soap opera too? Describe 

them. 
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5. God had holy plans for Joseph. He gave him a glimpse of his future through dreams. 

While Joseph couldn’t see God’s overall plan in the dreams of his youth, he trusted 

his circumstances were a training program for serving God. How did the earlier 

events in Joseph’s life prepared him for advanced positions of leadership?  

 

6. The author writes, “Here’s a secret to see you through the trial’s life has to offer. 

When your life takes on the plotline of a soap opera, don’t ever give up hope that God 

has a wonderful future in store for you.”  Joseph’s character was formed through 

adversity. Have you encountered adversity in your life? Describe how your life has 

been impacted. How might God be preparing you for your God-given purpose 

through adversity?  

 

7. Cinderella and Joseph have much in common. Both were the beloved children of their 

fathers. Both suffered unimaginable losses completely out of their control. Joseph had 

the God of the Universe watching over him, coordinating the events leading to the 

palace. His life was real. A God tale. How might your story be a God tale? 

 

8. The words of Romans 8:28 are true. God causes everything to work for our good, not 

just isolated incidents. Since evil is prevalent in our fallen world, all that happens to 

us is not good. God can turn every circumstance around for our long-range good as 

He fulfills the purpose He has for our lives. What circumstances do you need God to 

turn around for you? 

 

9. We often choose the fairytale version of life, waiting for a fairy godmother to wave 

her magic wand or wiggle her nose to fix our situations. To reactivate the pumpkin to 

a carriage. To find our glass slipper, the one that fits our foot. What are your hopes 

and dreams for your future?  How could you partner with God in the transformation 

of your story? 

 

10. When we embrace our story as a God tale, we have this hope. The Prince awaits at 

the entrance of the palace with an exquisite bouquet of pink roses to welcome us to 
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our seats of honor at the King’s table. The pain and suffering of our earthly life 

finally makes sense. Yesterday’s thorns stood guard over today’s roses. What steps do 

you need to take today to live your happily ever after? 

 

Notes & Reflections: 

____________________________________________________
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